The Angel of the Odd

An Extravaganza
By Edgar Allen Poe

It was a chilly November afternoon. | had just consummated an unusudly hearty dinner, of
which the dyspeptic truffe formed not the leest important item, and was dtting done in the
dining-room, with my feet upon the fender, and a my ebow a smdl table which | had rolled up
to the fire, and upon which were some agpologies for dessert, with some miscdlaneous bottles of
wine, spirit and liqueur. In the morning | had been reading Glover's “Leonidas” Wilki€'s
“Epigoniad,” Lamartin€s “PFilgrimage” Barlow's “Columbiad,” Tuckermann's “Sicily,” and
Griswvold's “Curiogities’; | am willing to confess, therefore, that | now fet a little stupid. 1 made
effort to arouse mysdf by ad of frequent Léefitte, and, dl faling, | betook mysdf to a dray
newspaper in despar. Having carefully perused the column of “houses to let,” and the column of
“dogs lost,” and then the two columns of “wives and apprentices runaway,” | attacked with grest
reolution the editorial meatter, and, reading it from beginning to end without underganding a
gylladble, concealved the posshbility of its being Chinese, and s0 re-read it from the end to the
beginning, but with no more satisfactory result. | was about throwing away, in disgug,

“This folio of four pages, hgppy work which not even critics criticise” when | fdt my attention
somewhat aroused by the paragraph which follows:

“The avenues to death are numerous and strange. A London paper mentions the decease of a
person from a sngular cause. He was playing a ‘puff the dart; which is played with a long
needle inserted in some worgted, and blown at a target through a tin tube. He placed the needle at
the wrong end of the tube, and drawing his breath strongly to puff the dart forward with force,
drew the needle into histhroat. It entered the lungs, and in afew dayskilled him.”

Upon seeing this | fdl into a grest rage, without exactly knowing why. “This thing,” |
exclamed, “is a contemptible fasehood—a poor hoax-the lees of the invention of some pitigble
penny-a-line—of some wretched concoctor of accidents in Cocaigne. These fdlows, knowing the
extravagant gullibility of the age, st ther wits to work in the imaginaion of improbable
posshilities—of odd accidents, as they term them; but to a reflecting intdlect (like mine),” |
added, in parenthess, putting my forefinger unconscioudy to the sde of my nose, “to a
contemplative understanding such as | mysdf possess, it seems evident & once that the
marvelous increase of late in these ‘odd accidents is by far the oddest accident of al. For my
own part, | intend to believe nothing henceforward that has anything of the ‘singular’ about it.”

“Mein Gott, den, vat a vool you bees for dat!” replied one of the most remarkable voices | ever
heard. At firg | took it for a rumbling in my ears - such as a man sometimes experiences when
getting very drunk - but, upon second thought, |1 considered the sound as more nearly resembling
that which proceeds from an empty barrd besten with a big stick; and, in fact, this | should have
concluded it to be, but for the articulation of the syllables and words. | am by no means naturaly
nervous, and the very few glasses of Léfitte which | had sipped served to embolden me no little,
S0 that | felt nothing of trepidetion, but merey uplifted my eyes with a leisurdy movement, and
looked carefully around the room for the intruder. | could not, however, perceive any one a dl.

“Humph!” resumed the voice, as | continued my survey, “you mus pe S0 dronk as de pig, den,
for not zeeme as| zt here a your zide”

Hereupon | bethought me of looking immediaidy before my nose, and there, sure enough,
confronting me a the table sat a personage nondescript, athough not atogether indescribable.



His body was a wine-pipe, or a rum-puncheon, or something of that character, and had a truly
Fddgaffian ar. In its nether extremity were inserted two kegs, which ssemed to answer dl the
purposes of legs. For arms there dangled from the upper portion of the carcass two tolerably long
bottles, with the necks outward for hands. All the head that | saw the monster possessed of was
one of those Hessan canteens which resemble a large snuff-box with a hole in the middle of the
lid. This canteen (with a funnd on its top, like a cavaier cap douched over the eyes) was set on
edge upon the puncheon, with the hole toward mysdf; and through this hole, which seemed
puckered up like the mouth of a very precise old mad, the cresture was emitting certain
rumbling and grumbling noises which he evidently intended for inteligible talk.

“l zay,” said he, “you mos pe dronk as de pig, vor zit dare and not zee me zit ere; and | zay,
doo, you mos pe pigger vool as de goose, vor to dispdief vat iz print in de print. 'Tiz de troof —
dat it iz — eberry vord ob it.”

“Who are you, pray?’ sad |, with much dignity, athough somewhat puzzled; “how did you get
here? and what isit you are talking about?’

“Az vor ow | com'd ere” replied the figure, “dat iz none of your pizzness, and as \or vat | be
talking apout, | be talk apout vat | tink proper; and as vor who | be, vy dat is de very ting | com’'d
here for to let you zee for yourzdf.”

“You are a drunken vagabond,” sad I, “and | shdl ring the bel and order my footman to kick
you into the street.”

“Hel he! he!” said the fellow, “hu! hu! hu! dat you can’'t do.”

“Can’t do!” said I, “what do you mean?—1 can’t do what?’

“Ring de pdl;” hereplied, atempting a grin with hislittle villanous mouth.

Upon this | made an effort to get up, in order to put my threat into execution; but the ruffian
just reeched across the table very ddiberately, and hitting me a tap on the forehead with the neck
of one of the long bottles, knocked me back into the arm-chair from which | had haf arisen. |
was utterly astounded; and, for a moment, was quite a a loss what to do. In the meantime, he
continued histalk.

“You zee” sad he, “it iz te bess vor zt ill; and now you shdl know who | pe. Look & me!
zee! | am te Angel ov te Odd.”

“And odd enough, too,” | ventured to reply; “but | was aways under the impresson that an
angd had wings”

“Tewing !” he cried, highly incensed, “vat | pe do mit te wing? Men Gott! do you take me vor
ashicken?’

“No —ohno!” | replied, much darmed, “you are no chicken — certainly not.”

“Wdl, den, zit gill and pehabe yoursdf, or I'll rap you again mid me vid. It iz te shicken ab te
wing, und te owl ab te wing, und te imp ab te wing, und te head-teuffel ab te wing. Te angd &b
not tewing, and | am te Angel ov te Odd.”

“And your busnesswith me a present is—is'—

“My pizzness” gaculated the thing, “vy vat a low bred buppy you mos pe vor to ak a
gentleman und an angd gpout his pizzinessl”

This language was rather more than | could bear, even from an angel; S0, plucking up courage,
| seized a sdt-celar which lay within reach, and hurled it a the head of the intruder. Either he
dodged, however, or my am was inaccurate; for al | accomplished was the demoalition of the
crystd which protected the did of the clock upon the mante-piece. As for the Angd, he evinced
his sense of my assault by giving me two or three hard consecutive raps upon the forehead as



before. These reduced me a once to submisson, and | an dmost ashamed to confess that either
through pain or vexation, there came afew tearsinto my eyes.

“Men Gott!” sad the Angd of the Odd, apparently much softened at my distress; “mein Gott,
te man is eder ferry dronk or ferry zorry. You mos not trink it SO strong - you mos put te water in
te wine. Here, trink dis, like agoot veler, und don't gry now — don't!”

Hereupon the Angel of the Odd replenished my goblet (which was about a third full of Port)
with a colorless fluid that he poured from one of his hand bottles. | observed that these bottles
had |abels about their necks, and that these labels were inscribed “Kirschenwasser.”

The congderate kindness of the Angd moallified me in no little messure; and, aided by the
water with which he diluted my Port more than once, | a length regained sufficient temper to
listen to his very extraordinary discourse. | cannot pretend to recount dl that he told me, but |
gleaned from what he said that he was the genius who presided over the contretemps of mankind,
and whose business it was to bring about the odd accidents which are continudly astonishing the
skeptic. Once or twice, upon my venturing to express my tota incredulity in respect to his
pretensons, he grew very angry indeed, so that a length | consdered it the wiser policy to say
nothing & dl, and let him have his own way. He taked on, therefore, a grest length, while |
merdly leaned back in my char with my eyes shut, and amused mysdf with munching raisns
and filliping the dems &bout the room. But, by-and-by, the Angd suddenly congrued this
behavior of mine into contempt. He arose in a terrible passion, douched his funnd down over his
eyes, swore a vadt oath, uttered a threat of some character which | did not precisdly comprehend,
and findly made me a low bow and departed, wishing me, in the language of the archbishop in
Gil-Blas, “beaucoup de bonheur et un peu plus de bon sens.”

His departure afforded me rdief. The very few glasses of Léfitte that | had spped had the
effect of rendering me drowsy, and | fet inclined to take a nap of some fifteen or twenty
minutes, as is my custom after dinner. At Sx | had an gppointment of consequence, which it was
quite indigpensable that | should keep. The policy of insurance for my dweling house had
expired the day before; and, some dispute having arisen, it was agreed that, at sx, | should meet
the board of directors of the company and settle the terms of a renewd. Glancing upward at the
clock on the mantd-piece, (for | felt too drowsy to take out my watch), | had the pleasure to find
that | had ill twenty-five minutes to spare. It was hdf past five, | could essly wak to the
insurance office in five minutes, and my usud Sestas had never been known to exceed five and
twenty. | felt sufficiently safe, therefore, and composed mysdf to my dumbers forthwith.

Having completed them to my satisfaction, | again looked toward the time-piece and was haf
inclined to believe in the posshbility of odd accidents when | found that, ingead of my ordinary
fifteen or twenty minutes, | had been dozang only threg for it ill wanted seven and twenty of
the agppointed hour. | betook mysdlf again to my nap, and at length a second time awoke, when,
to my utter amazement, it till wanted twenty-seven minutes of six. | jumped up to examine the
clock, and found that it had ceased running. My watch informed me that it was hdf past seven;
and, of course, having dept two hours, | was too late for my appointment. “It will make no
difference)” | sad: “l can cdl a the office in the morning and gpologize; in the meantime what
can be the matter with the clock?’ Upon examining it | discovered that one of the rasn stems
which | had been filliping about the room during the discourse of the Angd of the Odd, had
flown through the fractured crystd, and lodging, singulaly enough, in the key-hole, with an end
projecting outward, had thus arrested the revolution of the minute hand.

“Ah” sad I, “l see how it is. This thing spesks for itsdf. A naturd accident, such as will
happen now and then!”



| gave the matter no further consideration, and a my usua hour retired to bed. Here, having
placed a candle upon a reading stand at the bed head, and having made an attempt to peruse
some pages of the “Omnipresence of the Dety,” | unfortunately fell adeep in less than twenty
seconds, leaving the light burning asit was.

My dreams were terrifically disturbed by visons of the Angd of the Odd. Methought he stood
a the foot of the couch, drew asde the curtains, and, in the hollow, detestable tones of a rum
puncheon, menaced me with the bitterest vengeance for the contempt with which | had trested
him. He conduded a long harangue by teking off his funnd-cap, insarting the tube into my
gullet, and thus deluging me with an ocean of Kirschenwésser, which he poured, in a ontinuous
flood, from one of the long necked bottles that ood him instead of an am. My agony was a
length insufferable, and | awoke jugt in time to percelve that a rat had ran off with the lighted
candle from the sand, but not in season to prevent his making his escape with it through the
hole. Very soon, a strong suffoceting odor assailled my nodtrils, the house, | clearly perceived,
was on fire In a few minutes the blaze broke forth with violence, and in an incredibly brief
period the entire building was wrapped in flames. All egress from my chamber, except through a
window, was cut off. The crowd, however, quickly procured and raised a long ladder. By means
of this | was descending rapidly, and in apparent safety, when a huge hog, about whose rotund
gomech, and indeed about whose whole ar and physognomy, there was something which
reminded me of the Angel of the Odd, when this hog, | say, which hitherto had been quietly
dumbering in the mud, took it suddenly into his head that his left shoulder needed scratching,
and could find no more convenient rubbing-post than that afforded by the foot of the ladder. In
aningant | was precipitated and had the misfortune to fracture my arm.

This accident, with the loss of my insurance, and with the more serious loss of my hair, the
whole of which had been singed off by the fire, predigposed me to serious impressions, so tht,
findly, | made up my mind to take a wife. There was a rich widow disconsolate for the loss of
her seventh husband, and to her wounded spirit | offered the bam of my vows She yieded a
reluctant consent to my prayers. | kndt a her feet in gratitude and adoration. She blushed and
bowed her luxuriant tresses into close contact with those supplied me, temporaily, by
Grandjean. | know not how the entanglement took place, but so it was. | arose with a shining
pate, wigless she in disdain and wrath, haf buried in dien har. Thus ended my hopes of the
widow by an accident which could not have been anticipated, to be sure, but which the naturd
sequence of events had brought about.

Without despairing, however, | undertook the siege of a less implacable heart. The fates were
again propitious for a brief period; but again a trivid incident interfered. Meeting my betrothed
in an avenue thronged with the élite of the city, | was hastening to greet her with one of my best
consgdered bows, when a smdl paticle of some foreign matter, lodging in the corner of my eye,
rendered me, for the moment, completely blind. Before | could recover my sight, te lady of my
love had disappeared — irreparably affronted a what she chose to consder my premeditated
rudeness in passing her by ungreeted. While | stood bewildered at the suddenness of this
accident, (which might have happened, nevertheess, to any one under the sun), and while | 4ill
continued incagpable of sght, | was accosted by the Angel of the Odd, who proffered me his aid
with a cvility which | had no reason to expect. He examined my disordered eye with much
gentleness and kill, informed me that | had a drop in it, and (whatever a “drop” was) took it out,
and afforded me relief.

| now congdered it high time to die, (snce fortune had so determined to persecute me) and
accordingly made my way to the nearest river. Here, divesing mysdf of my clothes, (for there is



no reason why we cannot die as we were born), | threw mysdf headlong into the current; the sole
witness of my fate being a solitary crow that had been seduced into the esating of brandy-
saturated corn, and so had staggered away from his fellows. No sooner had | entered the water
than this bird took it into its head to fly away with the most indispensable portion of my appard.
Pogtponing, therefore, for the present, my suicidd design, | just dipped my nether extremities
into the deeves of my coat, and betook mysdf to a pursuit of the fdon with dl the nimbleness
which the case required and its circumstances would admit. But my evil destiny attended me
dill. As | ran a full soeed, with my nose up in the amosphere, and intent only upon the purloiner
of my property, | suddenly perceived that my feet rested no longer upon terra-firma; the fact is, |
had thrown mysdf over a precipice, and should inevitably have been dashed to pieces but for my
good fortune in grasping the end of along guide-rope, which depended from a passing baloon.

As soon as | aufficiently recovered my senses to comprehend the terrific predicament in which
| sood or rather hung, | exerted dl the power of my lungs to make that predicament known to
the agonaut overhead. But for a long time | exerted mysdlf in vain. Either the fool could not, or
the villan would not percave me. Meantime the machine rgpidly soared, while my srength even
more rgpidly faled. 1 was soon upon the point of resgning mysdf to my fate, and dropping
quietly into the sea, when my spirits were suddenly revived by hearing a hollow voice from
above, which seemed to be lazily humming an opera ar. Looking up, | percaved the Angd of
the Odd. He was leaning with his aams folded, over the rim of the car; and with a pipe in his
mouth, a which he puffed leisurey, seemed to be upon excdlent terms with himsdf and the
universe. | was too much exhausted to speak, so | merely regarded him with animploring air.

For seved minutes, dthough he looked me full in the face, he sad nothing. At length
removing caefully his mearschaum from the right to the left comer of his mouth, he
condescended to speak.

“Who peyou,” he asked, “und what der teuffel you pe do dare?’

To this piece of impudence, crudty and affectation, | could reply only by gaculaing the
monosyllable “Hep!”

“Elp!” echoed the ruffian — “not |. Dare iz te pottle — elp yoursdlf, und pe tam’d!”

With these words he let fdl a heavy bottle of Kirschenwasser which, dropping precisdy upon
the crown of my head, caused me to imagine tha my brains were entirdy knocked out.
Impressed with this ideg, | was about to relinquish my hold and give up the ghost with a good
grace, when | was arrested by the cry of the Angdl, who bade me hold on.

“Old on!” he said; “don’t pe in te urry — don’'t. Will you pe take de odder pottle, or ave you pe
got zober yet and come to your zenzes?’

| made haste, hereupon, to nod my head twice — once in the negative, meaning thereby that |
would prefer not taking the other bottle at present — and once in the affirmative, intending thus to
imply that | was sober and had postively come to my senses. By these means | somewhat
softened the Angd.

“Und you pdidf, ten,” heinquired, “at te last? Y ou pelief, ten, in te possibilty of te odd?’

| again nodded my head in assent.

“Und you ave pdief in me, te Angdl of te Odd?’

| nodded again.

“Und you acknowledge tat you pe te blind dronk and te vool ?’

| nodded once more.

“Put your right hand into your left hand preeches pocket, ten, in token ov your vull zubmizzion
unto te Angel ov te Odd.”



This thing, for very obvious reasons, | found it quite impossible to do. In the firgt place, my left
am had been broken in my fal from the ladder, and, therefore, had | let @ my hold with the
right hand, | must have let go dtogether. In the second place, | could have no breeches until |
came across the crow. | was therefore obliged, much to my regret, to shake my head in the
negative—intending thus to give the Angd to understand that | found it inconvenient, just a that
moment, to comply with his very reasonable demand! No sooner, however, had | ceased shaking
my head than-

“Go to der teuffd, ten!” roared the Angd of the Odd.

In pronouncing these words, he drew a sharp knife across the guide-rope by which | was
suspended, and as we then happened to be precisdly over my own house, (which, during my
peregrinations, had been handsomdy rebuilt,) it so occurred that | tumbled headlong down the
ample chimney and dit upon the dining-room hearth.

Upon coming to my senses, (for the fdl had very thoroughly stunned me) | found it about four
ocock in the morning. | lay outdretched where | had fdlen from the badloon. My head
groveled in the ashes of an extinguished fire, while my feet reposed upon the wreck of a smal
table, overthrown, and amid the fragments of a miscdlaneous dessart, intermingled with a
newspaper, some broken glass and shattered bottles, and an empty jug of the Schiedam
Kirschenwasser. Thus revenged himself the Angel of the Odd.

[Mabbott dates that Griswold “obvioudy had a revised form” for use in the 1856 volume of
Poe's works. Mabbott does not subgtantiate this claim, but it is suredly not unreasonable. An
editor, and even typographica errors, may have produced nearly dl of the very minor changes
made in this verson. (Indeed, two very necessary words were clearly dropped by accident.) An
editor might have corrected “Wickliffeé's ‘Epigoniad’ “ to “Wilki€'s ‘Epigoniad’,” but is unlikely
to have added “Tuckerman's ‘Sicily’ * to the list of books read by the narrator. Grisvold was not
above forgery (in Poe's letters) when it suited his purpose, but would have too little to gain by
such an effort in thisindance]

after our wedding; “thou witchl—thou hag!—thou whippersnapper—thou snk of iniquity!—
thou fiery-faced quintessence of dl that is aominable—thou—thou-" here standing upon tiptoe,
seizing her by the throat, and placing my mouth close to her ear, | was preparing to launch forth
a new and more decided epithet of opprobrium, which should not fall, if gaculated, to convince
her of her indgnificance, when to my extreme horror and astonishment | discovered that | hed
lost my bresth.

The phrases “I am out of breath,” “I have lost my breath,” etc., are often enough repested in
common conversaion; but it had never occurred to me that the terrible accident of which | spesk
could bona fide and actudly happen! Imagine—that is if you have a fancful turn—imegine, |
say, my wonder—my congternation—my despair!

There is a good genius, however, which has never entirdy deserted me. In my mogt
ungovernable moods | 4ill retain a sense of propriety, et le chemin des passons me conduit—as
Lord Edouard in the “dulie” saysit did him—ala philosophie veritable.

Although | could not at first precisdy ascertain to what degree the occurence had affected me,
| determined at dl events to conced the matter from my wife, until further experience should
discover to me the extent of this my unheard of cdamity. Altering my countenance, therefore, in
a moment, from its bepuffed and distorted appearance, to an expresson of arch and coquettish
benignity, | gave my lady a pat on the one cheek, and a kiss on the other, and without saying one



gyllable (Furies | could not), left her astonished a my drollery, as | pirouetted out of the room in
aPas de Zephyr.

Behold me then safdy ensconced in my private boudoir, a feaful ingance of the ill
consequences atending upon irascibility—aive, with the qudifications of the dead—dead, with
the propendties of the living—an anomay on the face of the eath—being very cam, yet
breathless.

Yed bregthless. | am serious in assarting that my breath was entirdly gone. | could not have
dirred with it a feather if my life had been a issue, or sullied even the delicacy of a mirror. Hard
fatel—yet there was some dleviation to the first overwheming paroxysm of my sorrow. | found,
upon trid, that the powers of utterance which, upon my inability to proceed in the conversation
with my wife, | then concluded to be totally destroyed, were in fact only partidly impeded, and |
discovered that had |, at that interesting crisis, dropped my voice to a sngularly deep gutturd, |
might gill have continued to her the communication of my sentiments, this pitch of voice (the
guttural) depending, | find, not upon the current of the breeth, but upon a certain spasmodic
action of the muscles of the throat.

Throwing mysdf upon a chair, | remained for some time absorbed in meditation. My
reflections, be sure, were of no consolatory kind. A thousand vague and lachrymatory fancies
took posseson of my soul—and even the idea of suicide flitted across my brain; but it is a trait in
the perversty of human nature to rgect the obvious and the ready, for the far-disant and
equivocal. Thus | shuddered at sdf-murder as the most decided of atrocities while the tabby cat
purred strenuoudy upon the rug, and the very water dog wheezed assduoudy under the table,
eaech taking to itself much merit for the srength of its lungs and dl obvioudy done in derison of
my own pulmonary incgpacity.

Oppressed with a tumult of vague hopes and fears, | a length heard the footsteps of my wife
descending the staircase. Being now assured of her absence, | returned with a @pitating heart to
the scene of my disaster.

Carefully locking the door on the indde, 1 commenced a vigorous search. It was possble, |
thought, that, concealed in some obscure corner, or lurking in some closet or drawer, might be
found the lost object of my inquiry. It might have a vgpory—it might even have a tangible form.
Mogt philosophers, upon many points of philosophy, ae ill very unphilosophica. William
Godwin, however, says in his “Mandeville” that “invisble things are the only redities” and
this, dl will dlow, is a case in point. | would have the judicious reader pause before accusing
such asseverations of an undue quantum of absurdity. Anaxagoras, it will be remembered,
maintained that snow is black, and this| have since found to be the case.

Long and earnesly did | continue the invedigation: but the contemptible reward of my
industry and perseverance proved to be only a set of fase teeth, two pair of hips, an eye, and a
bundle of billets-doux from Mr. Windenough to my wife. | might as well here observe that this
confirmation of my lady’s patidity for Mr. W. occasoned me little unessness. Tha Mrs.
Lackobreath should admire anything so dissmilar to mysdf was a naturd and necessary evil. |
am, it is wdl known, of a robust and corpulent gppearance, and a the same time somewhat
diminutive in gature. What wonder, then, that the lath-like tenuity of my acquaintance, and his
dtitude, which has grown into a proverb, should have met with dl due esimation in the eyes of
Mrs. Lackobresth. But to return.

My exetions, as | have before sad, proved fruitless. Closet after closst—drawer after
drawer—corner after corner—were scrutinized to no purpose. At one time, however, | thought
mysf sure of my prize, having, in rummaging a dressng-case, accidentally demolished a bottle



of Grandjean's Oil of Archangeds—which, as an agreegble perfume, | here take the liberty of
recommending.

With a heavy heart | returned to my boudoir—there to ponder upon some method of euding
my wifes penetration, until 1 could make arangements prior to my leaving the country, for to
this | had dready made up my mind. In a foreign cimate, beng unknown, 1 might, with some
probability of success, endeavor to conced my unhappy cdamity—a cdamity cadculated, even
more than beggary, to edtrange the affections of the multitude, and to draw down upon the
wretch the wel-merited indignation of the virtuous and the happy. | was not long in hedtation.
Being naturaly quick, | committed to memory the entire tragedy of “Metamora” | had the good
fortune to recollect that in the accentuation of this drama, or a least of such portion of it as is
dlotted to the hero, the tones of voice in which | found mysdf deficient were dtogether
unnecessary, and the deep guttura was expected to reign monotonoudy throughout.

| practised for some time by the borders of a wel frequented marsh;—herein, however, having
no reference to a smilar proceeding of Demosthenes, but from a design peculialy and
conscientioudy my own. Thus amed a dl points, | determined to make my wife believe that |
was suddenly smitten with a passion for the stage. In this, | succeeded to a miracle; and to every
question or suggestion found mysdf a liberty to reply in my mos froglike and sepulchrd tones
with some passage from the tragedy—any portion of which, as | soon took great pleasure in
observing, would apply equaly wdl to any particular subject. It is not to be supposed, however,
that in the ddivery of such passages | was found a dl deficient in the looking asgquint—the
showing my tegh—the working my knees—the shuffling my fegt—or in any of those
unmentionable graces which are now justly consdered the characteristics of a popular performer.
To be sure they spoke of confining me in a drait-jacket—but, good God! they never suspected
me of having lost my breath.

Having a length put my affars in order, | took my seat very ealy one morning in the mail
dage for —, giving it to be undersood, among my acquaintances, that busness of the last
importance required my immediate persona attendance in that city.

The coach was crammed to repletion; but in the uncerttain twilight the features of my
companions could not be diginguished. Without making any effectud resstance, | suffered
mysf to be placed between two gentlemen of colossd dimensons, while a third, of a sze
larger, requesting pardon for the liberty he was about to take, threw himsdf upon my body at full
length, and fdling adegp in an indant, drowned al my gutturd gaculations for rdief, in a shore
which would have put to blush the roarings of the bull of Phaais. Happily the date of my
respiratory faculties rendered suffocation an accident entirely out of the question.

As, however, the day broke more digtinctly in our approach to the outskirts of the city, my
tormentor, arisng and adjusting his shirt-collar, thanked me in a very friendy manner for my
civility. Seeing that | remained mationless (dl my limbs were didocated and my head twisted on
one dde), his apprehensons began to be excited; and arousing the rest of the passengers, he
communicated, in a very decided manner, his opinion that a dead man had been pamed upon
them during the night for a living and responsble fdlow-traveller; here giving me a thump on
the right eye, by way of demondrating the truth of his suggestion.

Hereupon dl, one after another (there were nine in company), believed it ther duty to pull me
by the ear. A young practisng physician, too, having applied a pocket-mirror to my mouth, and
found me without breath, the assertion of my persecutor was pronounced a true hill; and the
whole party expressed a determination to endure tamely no such impogtions for the future, and
to proceed no farther with any such carcasses for the present.



| was here, accordingly, thrown out a the sign of the “Crow” (by which tavern the coach
happened to be passng), without meeting with any farther accident than the bresking of both my
ams, under the left hind whed of the vehicle. | must besdes do the driver the judtice to state that
he did not forget to throw after me the largest of my trunks, which, unfortunatidy faling on my
heed, fractured my skull in amanner a once interesting and extraordinary.

The landlord of the “Crow,” who is a hospitable man, finding that my trunk contained
aufficient to indemnify him for any little trouble he might take in my behdf, sent forthwith for a
surgeon of his acquaintance, and delivered me to his care with abill and receipt for ten dollars.

The purchaser took me to his gpartments and commenced operations immediately. Having cut
off my ears, however, he discovered sgns of animaion. He now rang the bel, and sent for a
neighboring apothecary with whom to consult in the emergency. In case of his suspicions with
regard to my exisence proving ultimady correct, he, in the meantime, made an incison in my
somach, and removed severa of my viscerafor private dissection.

The gpothecary had an idea that | was actudly dead. This idea | endeavored to confute, kicking
and plunging with dl my might, and making the mog furious contortions—for the operations of
the surgeon had, in a measure, restored me to the possesson of my faculties. All, however, was
atributed to the effects of a new gavanic battery, wherewith the gpothecary, who is redly a man
of information, performed severd curious experiments, in which, from my persond share in their
fulfillment, 1 could not hep feding deeply interested. It was a course of mortification to me,
nevertheless, that athough | made several attempts at conversation, my powers of speech were
0 entirdy in abeyance, that | could not even open my mouth; much less, then, make reply to
some ingenious but fanciful theories of which, under other drcumdances my minute
acquaintance with the Hippocratian pathology would have afforded me a ready confutation.

Not being able to arive a a concluson, the practitioners remanded me for farther examination.
| was taken up into a garret; and the surgeon’'s lady having accommodated me with drawers and
gdockings, the surgeon himsdf fastened my hands and tied up my jaws with a pocket-
handkerchief—then bolted the door on the outsde as he hurried to his dinner, leaving me aone
to slence and to meditation.

I now discovered to my extreme ddight that | could have spoken had not my mouth been tied
up with the pocket-handkerchief. Consoling mysdf with this reflection, 1 was mentaly repesting
some passages of the “Omnipresence of the Deity,” as is my cusom before resigning mysdf to
deep, when two cats, of a greedy and vituperdive turn, entering a a hole in the wall, legped up
with a flourish a la Catdani, and dighting opposite one another on my visage, betook themsdves
to indecorous contention for the paltry consderation of my nose.

But, as the loss of his ears proved the means of eevating to the throne of Cyrus, the Magian or
Mige-Gush of Perda, and as the cutting off his nose gave Zopyrus possesson of Babylon, so the
loss of a few ounces of my countenance proved the sdvation of my body. Aroused by the pain,
and burning with indignation, | burst, & a sngle effort, the fastenings and the bandage. Staking
across the room | cast a glance of contempt a the belligerents, and throwing open the sash to
ther extreme horror and disgppointment, precipitated mysdf, very dexteroudy, from the
window. this moment passing from the city jail to the scaffold erected for his execution in the
suburbs His extreme infirmity and long continued ill hedth had obtained him the privilege of
remaning unmanacled; and habited in his gdlows cofume—one very smilar to my own,—he
lay a full length in the bottom of the hangman's cart (which happened to be under the windows
of the surgeon a the moment of my precipitation) without any other guard than the driver, who
was adegp, and two recruits of the sixth infantry, who were drunk.



As ill-luck would have it, | dit upon my feat within the vehide immediady, he bolted out
behind, and turning down an dley, was out of dght in the twinkling of an eye The recruits,
aoused by the bustle, could not exactly comprehend the merits of the transaction. Seeing,
however, a man, the precise counterpart of the feon, standing upright in the cart before their
eyes, they were of (s0 they expressed themsalves,) and, having communicated this opinion to one
another, they took each a dram, and then knocked me down with the butt-ends of their muskets.

It was not long ere we arived at the place of dedtination. Of course nothing could be sad in
my defence. Hanging was my inevitable fate. |1 reagned mysdf thereto with a feding haf dupid,
haf acrimonious. Being little of a cynic, | had al the sentiments of a dog. The hangman,
however, adjusted the noose about my neck. The drop fell.

| forbear to depict my sensations upon the galows, athough here, undoubtedly, | could spesk
to the point, and it is a topic upon which nothing has been well said. In fact, to write upon such a
theme it is necessary to have been hanged. Every author should confine himsdf to matters of
experience. Thus Mark Antony composed a treatise upon getting drunk.

| may just mention, however, that die | did not. My body was, but | had no breath to be,
suspended; and but for the knot under my left ear (which had the fed of a military stock) | dare
say that |1 should have experienced very little inconvenience. As for the jerk given to my neck
upon the fdling of the drop, it merely proved a corrective to the twist afforded me by the fat
gentleman in the coach.

For good reasons, however, | did my best to give the crowd the worth of their trouble. My
convulsons were said to be extraordinary. My spasms it would have been difficult to beet. The
populace encored. Severd gentlemen swooned; and a multitude of ladies were carried home in
hygterics. Pinxit availed himself of the opportunity to retouch, from a sketch taken upon the spot,
his admirable painting of the “Marsyas flayed dive.”

When | had afforded sufficient amusement, it was thought proper to remove my body from the
gdlows—this the more especially as the red culprit had in the meantime been retaken and
recognized, afact which | was o unlucky as not to know.

Much sympathy was, of course, exercised in my behdf, and as no one made clam to my
corpse, it was ordered that | should be interred in apublic vaullt.

Here, after due interva, | was depodted. The sexton departed, and | was left done. A line of
Marston’s “Mal content”

Death’s a good fellow and keeps open house—struck me at that moment as a papablelie.

| knocked off, however, the lid of my coffin, and stepped out. The place was dreadfully dreary
and damp, and | became troubled with ennui. By way of amusement, | fdt my way among the
numerous coffins ranged in order around. | lifted them down, one by one, and bresking open
thelr lids, bused mysdf in speculaions about the mortdity within.

“This” | soliloquized, tumbling over a carcass, puffy, bloated, and rotund—"this has been, no
doubt, in every sense of the word, an unhappy—an unfortunate man. It has been his terrible lot
not to walk but to waddle—to pass through life not like a human being, but like an eephant—not
like aman, but like arhinoceros.

“His attempts at getting on have been mere abortions, and his circumgyratory proceedings a
papable falure. Taking a step forward, it has been his misfortune to take two toward the right,
and three toward the left. His studies have been confined to the poetry of Crabbe. He can have no
idea of the wonder of a pirouette. To him a pas de papillon has been an abstract conception. He
has never ascended the summit of a hill. He has never viewed from any steeple the glories of a
metropolis. Heat has been his morta enemy. In the dog-days his days have been the days of a



dog. Therein, he has dreamed of flames and suffocation—of mountains upon mountains—of
Pelion upon Ossa. He was short of breath—to say dl in a word, he was short of breath. He
thought it extravagant to play upon wind indruments. He was the inventor of sdf-moving fans,
wind-sails, and ventilators. He patronized Du Pont the bellows-maker, and he died miserably in
attempting to smoke a cigar. His was a case in which | fed a deep interest—a lot in which |
sncerdy sympathize.

“But here”—sad |—"here’—and | dragged pitefully from its receptacle a gaunt, tal and
peculiar-looking form, whose remarkable gppearance struck me with a sense of unwelcome
familiarity—"here is a wretch entitled to no earthly commiseration.” Thus saying, in order to
obtain a more diginct view of my subject, | aoplied my thumb and forefinger to its nose, and
causing it to assume a dtting pogtion upon the ground, hdd it thus, a the length of my am,
while | continued my soliloquy.

“Entitled,” | repeated, “to no eathly commiseration. Who indeed would think of
compassioning a shadow? Besides, has he not had his full share of the blessings of mortdity? He
was the originaor of tal monuments—shot-towers—lightning-rods—Lombardy poplars. His
trestise upon “Shades and Shadows’ has immortalized him. He edited with digtinguished &bility
the last edition of “South on the Bones” He went early to college and studied pneumatics. He
then came home, talked eternally, and played upon the French-horn. He patronized the bagpipes.
Coptain Baclay, who waked aganst Time, would not wak agang him. Windham and
Allbresth were his favorite writers—his favorite atist, Phiz. He died glorioudy while inhding
gas—Ilevique flatu corrupitur, like the fama pudicitae in Hieronymus. He was indubitably & —

“How can you?—how—can—you?'—interrupted the object of my animadversons, gasping
for breath, and tearing off, with a desperate exertion, the bandage around its jaws—"how can
you, Mr. Lackobresth, be so inferndly cruel as to pinch me in that manner by the nose? Did you
not see how they had fastened up my mouth—and you must know—if you know any thing—
how vast a superfluity of bresth | have to dispose of! If you do not know, however, st down and
you shdl see. In my stuation it is redly a great reief to be able to open ones mouth—to be able
to expatiate—to be able to communicate with a person like yoursdf, who do not think yoursdf
caled upon a every period to interrupt the thread of a gentleman’s discourse. Interruptions are
annoying and should undoubtedly be abolished—don't you think so?—no reply, | beg you,—one
person is enough to be spesking a a time—I shal be done by and by, and then you may
begin—How the devil sr, did you get into this place>—not a word | beseech you—been here
some time mysdf—terrible accident!—heard of it, | suppose?—awful cdamity!—walking under
your windows—some short while ago—about the time you were gsage-struck—horrible
occurrencel—heard of “catching one's breath,” eh?—hold your tongue | tdl you!—I caught
somebody elsesl—had dways too much of my own—met Blab a the corner of the Street—
wouldn't give me a chance for a word—ocouldn't get in a syllable edgeways—attacked,
consequently, with epilepses—Blab made his escape—damn dl foold—they took me up for
dead, and put me in this place—pretty doings dl of them!l—heard dl you sad about me—every
word a lie—horriblel—wonderful—outrageousl—hideousl—incomprehensblel—et  cetera—et
cetera—et cetera—et cetera:”

It is impossible to conceive my astonishment a S0 unexpected a discourse, or the joy with
which | became gradudly convinced that the breath so fortunately caught by the gentleman
(whom | soon recognized as my neighbor Windenough) was, in fact, the identical expiration
midaid by mysdf in the conversstion with my wife. Time, place, and circumstances rendered it a



matter beyond question. | did not a least during the long period in which the inventor of
Lombardy poplars continued to favor me with his explanations.

In this respect | was actuated by that habitua prudence which has ever been my predominating
trat. | reflected tha many difficulties might ill lie in the path of my presarvatiion which only
extreme exertion on my part would be able to surmount. Many persons, | consdered, are prone
to edimate commodities in their possesson—however vaueess to the then proprietor—however
troublesome, or distressng—in direct ratio with the advantages to be derived by others from
ther attainment, or by themsdves from ther aandonment. Might not this be the case with Mr.
Windenough? In displaying anxiety for the breath of which he was & present o0 willing to get
rid, might | not lay mysdf open to the exactions of his avarice? There are scoundrds in this
world, | remembered with a sigh, who will not scruple to take unfair opportunities with even a
next door neighbor, and (this remark is from Epictetus) it is precisdy a that time when men are
most anxious to throw off the burden of their own caamities that they fed the least desirous of
relieving them in others.

Upon condderdtions amilar to these, and Hill retaining my grasp upon the nose of Mr. W., |
accordingly thought proper to modd my reply.

“Monger!” | began in a tone of the deepest indignation—"monster and double-winded idiot!—
dogt thou, whom for thine iniquities it has pleased heaven to accurse with a two-fold reception—
dost thou, | say, presume to address me in the familiar language of an old acquaintance?—'I lie’
forsooth! and ‘hold my tongue’ to be surel—pretty conversation indeed, to a gentleman with a
sngle breath!—adl this, too, when | have it in my power to reieve he cdamity under which thou
dost s0 justly suffer—to curtail the superfluities of thine unhappy respiration.”

Like Brutus, | paused for a reply—with which, like a tornado, Mr. Windenough immediately
overwhelmed me. Protestation followed upon protestation, and agpology upon apology. There
were no terms with which he was unwilling to comply, and there were none of which | faled to
take the fullest advantage.

Prdiminaries being a length aranged, my acquaintance ddivered me the respiration; for
which (having carefully examined it) | gave him afterward areceipt.

| am aware that by many | shal be hdd to blame for spesking in a manner so cursory, of a
transaction so impapable. It will be thought that | should have entered more minutely, into the
details of an occurrence by which—and this is very true—much new light might be thrown upon
ahighly interesting branch of physicd philosophy.

To dl this | am sorry that 1 cannot reply. A hint is the only answer which | am permitted to
make. There were circumstances—but | think it much safer upon condderation to say as little as
possible about an affar so delicate—s0 delicate, | repeat, and a the time involving the interests
of a third paty whose sulphurous resentment | have not the least dedre, a this moment, of
incurring.

We were not long after this necessary arrangement in effecting an escgpe from the dungeons of
the sepulchre. The united drength of our resuscitated voices was soon sufficiently apparent.
Scissors, the Whig editor, republished a tregtise upon “the nature and origin of subterranean
noises” A reply—reoinder—oconfutation—and  judification—followed in the columns of a
Democratic Gazette. It was not until the opening of the vault to decide the controversy, tha the
gppearance of Mr. Windenough and mysdlf proved both parties to have been decidedly in the
wrong.

| cannot conclude these detalls of some very sngular passages in a life a dl times sufficiently
eventful, without again recdling to the atention of the reader the merits of that indiscriminate



philosophy which is a sure and ready shield againgt those shafts of cadamity which can neither be
seen, fdt nor fully understood. It was in the spirit of this wisdom that, among the ancient
Hebrews, it was believed the gates of Heaven would be inevitably opened to that sinner, or saint,
who, with good lungs and implicit confidence, should vociferate the word “Amen!” It was in the
soirit of this wisdom that, when a great plague raged a Athens, and every means had been in
van atempted for its remova, Epimenides, as Laertius rdates, in his second book, of that
philosopher, advised the erection of a shrine and temple “to the proper God.”

LYTTLETON BARRY.



