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				I

				First Ad­ven­ture

			
			Once upon a time—But what au­thor will ven­ture to be­gin his tale so nowadays? Ob­sol­ete! te­di­ous! Such is the cry of the gentle, or rather un­gentle read­er, who wishes to be plunged at once, in me­di­as res, ac­cord­ing to the wise ad­vice of the old Ro­man poet. He feels as if some long-win­ded talk­er of a guest, who had just entered, was spread­ing him­self out, and clear­ing his voice to be­gin an end­less dis­course, and he an­grily closes the book which he had but just opened. The present ed­it­or, in­deed, of the won­der­ful tale of Mas­ter Flea, thinks this be­gin­ning a very good be­gin­ning, not to say the best for every his­tory, on which ac­count the most ex­cel­lent storytellers that are, namely, nurses, old wo­men, etc. have at all times made use of it, but as every au­thor writes chiefly to be read, he—that is, the afore­said ed­it­or—will not at any rate de­prive the kind read­er of the pleas­ure of ac­tu­ally be­ing his read­er. He tells him there­fore at once, without more cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, that this same Per­eg­rine Tyss, of whose strange ad­ven­tures this his­tory is to treat, had nev­er, on any Christ­mas even­ing, felt his heart so throb with anxious joy­ful ex­pect­a­tion, as pre­cisely on that with which be­gins the nar­ra­tion of his ad­ven­tures.

			Per­eg­rine was in a dark cham­ber, next to the show­room in which he was wont to re­ceive his Christ­mas box. There he crept gently up and down, listened a little at the door, and then seated him­self quietly in a corner, and with shut eyes in­haled the mys­tic odours of the mar­zipan and ginger­bread which streamed from the sanc­tu­ary. Then again there would shoot through him a sweet mys­ter­i­ous thrill when, on sud­denly re­open­ing them, he was dazzled by the vivid beams of light which fell through the crevices of the door, and danced hith­er and thith­er upon the wall.

			At length soun­ded the little sil­ver bell—the cham­ber door was flung open, and in rushed Per­eg­rine, amidst a whole fire­flood of varie­gated Christ­mas lights. Quite pet­ri­fied, he re­mained stand­ing at the table, on which the finest gifts were ar­ranged in the most hand­some or­der, and only a loud “oh!” forced it­self from his breast. Nev­er be­fore had the Christ­mas tree borne such splen­did fruits, for every sweet­meat that can be named, and amongst them many a golden nut, many a golden apple from the garden of the Hes­per­ides hung upon the boughs, which bent be­neath their bur­den. The pro­vi­sion of choicest playthings, fine leaden sol­diers, hunt­ing trains of the same, pic­ture books, etc. is not to be told. But as yet he did not ven­ture to touch any part of the wealth presen­ted to him; he could only oc­cupy him­self in mas­ter­ing his won­der, and com­pre­hend­ing the idea of his good for­tune in all this be­ing really his.

			“O my dear par­ents! O my good Alina!” so he ex­claimed, with feel­ings of the highest trans­port.

			“Well, my little Per­eg­rine,” replied Alina, “have I done it well? Are you in truth re­joiced from your heart, my child? Won’t you look near­er at these hand­some things? Won’t you try the new rock­ing horse and the beau­ti­ful fox?”

			“A noble steed,” said Per­eg­rine, ex­amin­ing the bridled rock­ing-horse with tears of joy, “A noble beast, of pure Ar­a­bi­an race,” and he im­me­di­ately moun­ted his proud cours­er, but though Per­eg­rine might else be a cap­it­al rider, yet this time he must have made some mis­take, for the wild Pon­ti­fer (so was the horse called) reared, and threw him off, mak­ing him kick up his legs most piteously. Be­fore, how­ever, Alina, who was frightened to death, could run to his as­sist­ance, he had got up again and seized the bridle of the horse, who threw out be­hind, and en­deav­oured to run away. Again he moun­ted, and us­ing with strength and skill all the arts of horse­man­ship, he brought the wild an­im­al so to his reas­on, that it trembled and panted, and re­cog­nized his mas­ter in Per­eg­rine. Upon his dis­mount­ing, Alina led the conquered horse in­to his stable.

			This some­what vi­ol­ent rid­ing, which had caused an out­rageous noise in the room, and in­deed through the whole house, was now over, and Per­eg­rine seated him­self at the table, that he might quietly take a near­er view of the oth­er splen­did presents. With great de­light he de­voured some of the mar­zipan, while he set in mo­tion the limbs of the dif­fer­ent pup­pets, peeped in­to the vari­ous pic­ture books, mustered his army, which he with reas­on deemed in­vin­cible, since not a single sol­dier had a stom­ach in his body, and at last pro­ceeded to the busi­ness of the chase. To his great vex­a­tion, he dis­covered that there was only a hare and fox hunt, and that the stag and wild boar chase were al­to­geth­er want­ing. These, too, ought to have been there, as none bet­ter knew than Per­eg­rine, he him­self hav­ing pur­chased the whole with un­speak­able care and trouble.

			But, hold! It seems highly re­quis­ite to guard the kind read­er against the awk­ward mis­takes in­to which he might fall, if the au­thor were to go on gos­sip­ing at ran­dom, without re­flect­ing that though he may know the mean­ing of these Christ­mas-Eve ar­range­ments, it is not so with his read­er, who would wish to learn what he does not com­pre­hend.

			Much mis­taken would he be who should ima­gine that Per­eg­rine Tyss was a child, to whom a kind moth­er, or some oth­er well-af­fec­tioned fe­male, called in ro­mantic fash­ion Alina, had been giv­ing Christ­mas boxes—noth­ing less than that!

			Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss had got to his six-and-thir­ti­eth year, and herein had passed al­most the best of life. Six years be­fore, he was said to be a hand­some man; now he was with reas­on called a man of gen­tle­manly ap­pear­ance, but at all times—then, as well as now—it was the cry of all, that he lived too much to him­self, that he did not know life, and was mani­festly suf­fer­ing un­der a dis­eased mel­an­choly. Fath­ers, whose daugh­ters were just mar­riage­able, thought that to get rid of this mel­an­choly, the good Tyss could do noth­ing bet­ter than marry; he had a free choice, and had little reas­on to fear a neg­at­ive. The opin­ion of the fath­ers was at least cor­rect in re­gard to the lat­ter point, in­somuch as Mr. Tyss, be­sides be­ing, as be­fore said, a man of gen­tle­manly ap­pear­ance, pos­sessed a con­sid­er­able prop­erty, left to him by his fath­er, Mr. Balthas­ar Tyss, a very re­spect­able mer­chant. Maid­ens who have got bey­ond the hey­day of love—that is, who are at least three or four-and-twenty years old—when such highly gif­ted men put the in­no­cent ques­tion of “Will you bless me with your hand, dearest?” sel­dom do oth­er­wise than an­swer, with blush­ing cheeks and down­cast eyes, “Speak to my par­ents, sir; I shall obey them—I have no will,” while the par­ents fold their hands and say, “If it is the will of Heav­en, we have noth­ing against it, son.”

			But Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss seemed in­clined to noth­ing less than mar­riage, for be­sides that he was in gen­er­al averse to so­ci­ety, he showed more par­tic­u­larly a strange idio­syn­crasy to­wards the fe­male race. The mere prox­im­ity of any wo­man would bring the per­spir­a­tion on his fore­head, and if ac­tu­ally ac­cos­ted by a tol­er­ably hand­some girl, he would fall in­to an agony that fettered his tongue, and caused a cramp-like trem­bling through all his limbs. Hence, per­haps, it was that his old ser­vant was so ugly, that, in the neigh­bour­hood where Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss lived, she passed for a won­der in nat­ur­al his­tory. The black, rugged, half-grey hair ac­cor­ded well with the red bleary eyes, and just as well agreed the thick cop­per nose with the pale blue lips, in form­ing the im­age of an as­pir­ant to the Blocks­berg;1 so that two cen­tur­ies earli­er, she would hardly have es­caped the stake, in­stead of be­ing, as now, es­teemed by Mr. Per­eg­rine, and oth­ers too, for a good sort of per­son. This, in fact, she was, and might there­fore well be for­giv­en, if she com­for­ted her body with many a little dram in the course of the day, or, per­haps, too of­ten took out from her stom­ach­er a huge black ja­panned snuff­box, and fed her re­spect­able nose very richly with pure Op­pen­bach­er. The kind read­er has already ob­served that this re­mark­able per­son is the very same Alina who man­aged the busi­ness of the Christ­mas boxes. Heav­en knows how she came by the cel­eb­rated name of the Queen of Gol­conda!

			But if the fath­ers de­sired that the rich agree­able Mr. Per­eg­rine should lay aside his hor­ror of wo­men and marry without more ado, the old bach­el­ors, on the oth­er hand, said that he did quite right to re­main single, as his turn of mind was not suited to mat­ri­mony. It was un­lucky, how­ever, that at the phrase “turn of mind,” not a few made a very mys­ter­i­ous face, and upon close in­quiry, gave it to be pretty plainly un­der­stood, that Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss was at times a little cracked. The nu­mer­ous re­tail­ers of this opin­ion be­longed chiefly to those who are firmly con­vinced that on the great high­way of life, which is to be kept ac­cord­ing to reas­on and prudence, the nose is the best guide, and who would rather put on blinkers than be led aside by any odor­ous shrub or bloom­ing mead­ow that grows by the way. It was, how­ever, true that Per­eg­rine had many things about him which people could not com­pre­hend.

			It has been already said that his fath­er was a rich and re­spect­able mer­chant; when to this is ad­ded that he owned a hand­some house in the Horse Mar­ket, and that in this house, in the very same cham­ber where the little Per­eg­rine had al­ways re­ceived his Christ­mas boxes, the grownup Per­eg­rine was now re­ceiv­ing them, there is no room to doubt that the place of the strange ad­ven­tures to be nar­rated in this his­tory is the cel­eb­rated city of Frank­furt am Main. Of his par­ents little more is to be told than that they were quiet hon­est folks, of whom no one could speak any­thing but good. The un­boun­ded es­teem which Mr. Tyss en­joyed upon ’Change he owed to two cir­cum­stances: he al­ways spec­u­lated well and safely, gain­ing one sum after the oth­er, while at the same time he nev­er pre­sumed, but re­mained mod­est as be­fore, and made no boast of his wealth, which he showed merely by his hag­gling about noth­ing, and be­ing in­dul­gence it­self to­wards in­solv­ent debt­ors who had fallen in­to mis­for­tune, even though it were de­servedly.

			For a long time the mar­riage of Mr. Tyss was un­fruit­ful, till at length, after al­most twenty years, Mrs. Tyss re­joiced her hus­band with a fine lusty boy, who was our identic­al Mas­ter Per­eg­rine Tyss. The bound­less joy of the eld­ers may be ima­gined, and the people of Frank­furt yet talk of the splen­did christen­ing giv­en by the old Tyss, at which the noblest hock was filled out as if at a coron­a­tion fest­iv­al. But what ad­ded still more to the posthum­ous fame of Mr. Tyss was that he in­vited to this christen­ing a couple of people who, in their enmity, had of­ten in­jured him, and not only them, but oth­ers too whom he thought he had in­jured, so that the feast was really one of peace and re­con­cili­ation.

			Alas! the good man did not sus­pect that this same child, whose birth so much re­joiced him, would soon be a cause of sor­row. At the very first, the boy Per­eg­rine showed a sin­gu­lar dis­pos­i­tion. After he had cried night and day un­in­ter­rup­tedly for some weeks, without their be­ing able to find out any bod­ily ail­ment, he be­came on the sud­den quite quiet and as it were stup­i­fied in­to a mo­tion­less in­sens­ib­il­ity: he seemed in­cap­able of the least im­pres­sion. The little brow, which ap­peared to be­long to a life­less pup­pet, was wrinkled neither by tears nor laughter. His moth­er main­tained that it was ow­ing, on her part, to the sight of the old book­keep­er, who had for twenty years sat in the count­ing­house be­fore the great cash­book, with the same life­less coun­ten­ance, and she wept bit­ter tears over the little auto­maton.

			At last an old gos­sip hit upon the lucky thought of bring­ing Per­eg­rine a very mot­ley, and, in fact, a very ugly har­le­quin. The child’s eyes quickened in a strange fash­ion, the mouth con­trac­ted to a gentle smile, he caught at the pup­pet, and the mo­ment it was giv­en to him, hugged it ten­derly. Then again he gazed upon the man­nequin with such in­tel­li­gent and speak­ing eyes, that it seemed as if reas­on and sen­sa­tion had sud­denly awakened in him, and with much great­er vigour than is usu­al with chil­dren of his age.

			“He is too wise,” said the god­moth­er; “you’ll not keep him. Only look at his eyes; he already thinks more than he ought to do.”

			This de­clar­a­tion greatly com­for­ted the old mer­chant, who had in some meas­ure re­con­ciled him­self to the idea of hav­ing be­got an idi­ot, after so many years of fruit­less ex­pect­a­tion. Soon, how­ever, he fell in­to a fresh trouble, and this was that the time had long since gone by in which chil­dren usu­ally be­gin to speak, and yet Per­eg­rine had not uttered a syl­lable. The boy would have been thought dumb, but that he of­ten gazed on the per­son who spoke to him with such at­ten­tion—nay, even showed such sym­pathy by sad as well as by joy­ful looks that there could be no doubt not only of his hear­ing but of his un­der­stand­ing everything.

			In the mean­time his moth­er was migh­tily as­ton­ished at find­ing what the nurse had told her con­firmed. At night, when the boy lay in bed and fan­cied him­self un­noticed, he talked to him­self single words, and even whole sen­tences, and so little broken that a long prac­tice might be in­ferred from this per­fec­tion. Heav­en has lent to wo­men a cer­tain tact of read­ing hu­man nature as its growth vari­ously de­vel­ops it­self, on which ac­count—for the first years, at least of child­hood—they are the best edu­cat­ors. Ac­cord­ing to this tact, Mrs. Tyss was far from let­ting the boy see he was ob­served, or from wish­ing to force him to speak; she rather con­trived to bring it about by oth­er dex­ter­ous means, that he should of him­self no longer keep con­cealed the beau­ti­ful tal­ent of speech, but should slowly, yet plainly, mani­fest it to the world, and to the won­der of all. Still, how­ever, he evinced a con­stant aver­sion to talk­ing, and was most pleased when they left him in quiet by him­self.

			Thus was Mr. Tyss freed from all anxi­ety on ac­count of his want of tongue, but it was only to fall in­to a much great­er care af­ter­wards. When Per­eg­rine had grown a boy and ought to have learned stoutly, it seemed as if noth­ing was to be driv­en in­to him without the greatest trouble. It was with his writ­ing and read­ing as it had been with his talk­ing: at first the mat­ter could not be com­passed at all, and then on a sud­den he did it ad­mir­ably, and bey­ond all ex­pect­a­tion. In the mean­time one mas­ter after an­oth­er left the house, not from dis­like to the boy, but be­cause they could not enter in­to his dis­pos­i­tion. Per­eg­rine was still, man­nerly, and in­dus­tri­ous, and yet it was no use think­ing of any sys­tem­at­ic learn­ing with him. He had un­der­stand­ing for that only which happened to chime in ex­actly with his geni­us; all the rest passed over him without leav­ing any im­pres­sion. And that which suited his geni­us was the won­der­ful—all that ex­cited his ima­gin­a­tion; in that he lived and moved. So, for ex­ample, he once re­ceived a present of a sketch of Beijing, with all its streets, houses, etc. which oc­cu­pied the en­tire wall of his cham­ber. At the sight of this city of fables, of the sin­gu­lar people that seemed to crowd through its streets, Per­eg­rine felt as if trans­por­ted by some ma­gic sleight in­to an­oth­er world, in which he was to be­come at home. With eager­ness he now fell upon everything that he could get hold of re­spect­ing China, the Chinese, and Beijing, and hav­ing some­where found the Chinese sounds de­scribed, he la­boured to pro­nounce them ac­cord­ing to the de­scrip­tion, with a fine chant­ing voice; nay, he even en­deav­oured, by means of the pa­per-scis­sors, to give his hand­some cali­manco bed-gowns the Chinese cut as much as pos­sible, that he might have the pleas­ure of walk­ing the streets of Beijing in the fash­ion. Noth­ing else could ex­cite his at­ten­tion—to the great an­noy­ance of his tu­tor, who just then wished to in­still in­to him the his­tory of the Hanseat­ic League, ac­cord­ing to the ex­press wish of Mr. Tyss, but the old gen­tle­man found to his sor­row that Per­eg­rine was not to be brought out of Beijing, where­fore he brought Beijing out of the boy’s cham­ber.

			The eld­er Mr. Tyss had al­ways con­sidered it a bad omen that Per­eg­rine, as a little child, should prefer coun­ters to ducats, and next should mani­fest a de­cided ab­hor­rence of money­bags, ledgers, and waste books. But what seemed most sin­gu­lar was that he nev­er could hear the word “bill of ex­change” pro­nounced without hav­ing his teeth set on edge, and he as­sured them that he felt at the sound as if someone was scratch­ing up and down a pane of glass with the point of a knife. Mr. Tyss, there­fore, could not help see­ing that his son was spoilt for a mer­chant, and how­ever he might wish to have him tread­ing in his foot­steps, yet he read­ily gave up this de­sire, un­der the idea that Per­eg­rine would ap­ply him­self to some de­cided oc­cu­pa­tion. It was a max­im of his, that the richest man ought to have an em­ploy­ment, and thereby a settled sta­tion in life. People with no oc­cu­pa­tion were an ab­om­in­a­tion to him, and it was pre­cisely to this No-oc­cu­pa­tion that his son was en­tirely de­voted, with all the know­ledge which he had picked up in his own way, and which lay chaot­ic­ally con­foun­ded in his brain. This was now the greatest and most press­ing anxi­ety of Mr. Tyss. Per­eg­rine wished to know noth­ing of the ac­tu­al world; the old man lived in that only—from which con­tra­dic­tion it could not but be that the older Per­eg­rine grew, the worse be­came the dis­cord between fath­er and son, to the no little sor­row of the moth­er. She cor­di­ally con­ceded to Per­eg­rine—who was oth­er­wise the best of sons—his mode of life, in mere dreams and fan­cies, though to her in­deed un­in­tel­li­gible, and she could not con­ceive why her hus­band would pos­it­ively im­pose upon him a de­cided oc­cu­pa­tion.

			By the ad­vice of tried friends, Tyss sent his son to the uni­ver­sity of Jena, but when, after three years, he re­turned, the old man ex­claimed, full of wrath and vex­a­tion, “Did I not think so? Hans the dream­er he went away, Hans the dream­er he comes back again.” And so far he was quite right, for the stu­dent was sub­stan­tially un­altered. Still, he did not give up all hope of bring­ing the de­gen­er­ate Per­eg­rine to reas­on, think­ing that if he were once forced in­to some em­ploy­ment, he might, per­haps, change his mind in the end, and take a pleas­ure in it. With this view he sent him to Ham­burg, with com­mis­sions that did not re­quire any par­tic­u­lar know­ledge of busi­ness, and moreover com­men­ded him to a friend there, who was to as­sist him faith­fully in all things.

			Per­eg­rine ar­rived at Ham­burg, where he gave in­to the hands of his fath­er’s friend not only his let­ter of re­com­mend­a­tion, but all the pa­pers too that re­lated to his com­mis­sions, and im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared, no one knew whith­er. Hereupon the friend wrote to Mr. Tyss:

			
				“I have punc­tu­ally re­ceived your hon­oured let­ter of the ——— by the hands of your son. The same, how­ever, has not shown him­self since, but set off from Ham­burg im­me­di­ately, without leav­ing any com­mis­sion. In pep­pers we are do­ing little; cot­ton goes off heav­ily; in cof­fee, the middle sort only is in­quired after, but on the oth­er hand molasses main­tain their price pleas­antly, and in in­digo there is not much fluc­tu­ation. I have the hon­our,” etc.

			

			This let­ter would have plunged Mr. Tyss and his spouse in­to no little alarm, if by the very same post an­oth­er had not ar­rived from the lost son, wherein he ex­cused him­self, with the most mel­an­choly ex­pres­sions, say­ing that it had been ut­terly im­possible for him to ex­ecute the re­ceived com­mis­sions, ac­cord­ing to his fath­er’s wishes, and that he found him­self ir­res­ist­ibly at­trac­ted to for­eign coun­tries, from which he hoped to re­turn home in a year’s time with a hap­pi­er and more cheer­ful dis­pos­i­tion.

			“It is well,” said the old man, “that the young­ster should look about him in the world; he may get shaken out of his day­dreams.” And when Per­eg­rine’s moth­er ex­pressed an anxi­ety lest he should want money for his long jour­ney, and that, there­fore, his care­less­ness was much to be blamed in not hav­ing writ­ten to tell them where he was go­ing, the old gen­tle­man replied laugh­ing, “If the lad be in want of money, he will the soon­er get ac­quain­ted with the real world, and if he have not said which way he is go­ing, still he knows where his let­ters will find us.”

			It has al­ways re­mained un­known which way his jour­ney really was dir­ec­ted: some main­tain that he had been to the dis­tant In­dies; oth­ers de­clare that he had only fan­cied it. This much, how­ever, is cer­tain: he must have trav­elled a great way, for it was not in a year’s time, as he had prom­ised his par­ents, but after the lapse of full three years, that Per­eg­rine re­turned to Frank­furt on foot, and in a tol­er­ably poor con­di­tion.

			He found his fath­er’s man­sion fast shut up and no one stirred with­in, let him ring and knock as much as he would. At last there came by a neigh­bour from ’Change, of whom he im­me­di­ately in­quired wheth­er Mr. Tyss had gone abroad? At this ques­tion the neigh­bour star­ted back, ter­ri­fied, and cried, “Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss! Is it you? Are you come at last? Don’t you then know it?”

			Enough—Per­eg­rine learned that, dur­ing his ab­sence, both par­ents had died, one after the oth­er; that the au­thor­it­ies had taken pos­ses­sion of the in­her­it­ance, and had pub­licly summoned him, whose abode was al­to­geth­er un­known, to re­turn to Frank­furt and re­ceive the prop­erty of his fath­er.

			Per­eg­rine con­tin­ued to stand be­fore his neigh­bour without the power of ut­ter­ance. For the first time the pain of life crossed his heart, and he saw in ru­ins the beau­ti­ful bright world wherein, till now, he had dwelt with so much de­light. The neigh­bour soon per­ceived that he was ut­terly in­cap­able of set­ting about the least thing that the oc­ca­sion called for; he there­fore took him to his own house, and him­self ar­ranged everything with all pos­sible ex­ped­i­tion, so that on the very same even­ing, Per­eg­rine found him­self in his pa­ternal man­sion.

			Ex­hausted, over­whelmed by a feel­ing of dis­con­sol­a­tion such as he had not yet known, he sank in­to his fath­er’s great arm­chair, which was still stand­ing in its usu­al place, when a voice said, “It is well that you have re­turned, dear Mr. Per­eg­rine; ah, if you had but come soon­er!”

			Per­eg­rine looked up and saw close be­fore him the old wo­man whom his fath­er had taken in­to his ser­vice chiefly be­cause she could get no oth­er place, on ac­count of her out­rageous ugli­ness: she had been Per­eg­rine’s nurse in his early child­hood, and had not left the house since. For a long time he stared at the wo­man, and at last began with a strange smile, “Is it you, Alina? The old people live still, do they not?” And with this he got up, went through every room, con­sidered every chair, every table, and every pic­ture, and then calmly ad­ded, “Yes, it is all just as I left it, and just so shall it re­main.”

			From this mo­ment Per­eg­rine ad­op­ted the strange life which was men­tioned at the very be­gin­ning of our story. Re­tired from all so­ci­ety, he lived with his aged at­tend­ant in the large roomy house in the deep­est solitude: sub­sequently he let out a couple of rooms to an old man, who had been his fath­er’s friend, and seemed as mis­an­throp­ic­al as him­self—reas­on enough why the two should agree re­mark­ably well, for they nev­er saw each oth­er.

			There were four fam­ily fest­ivals which Per­eg­rine cel­eb­rated with in­fin­ite solem­nity, and these were the birth­days of his fath­er and moth­er, East­er, and his own day of christen­ing. At these times Alina had to set out a table for as many per­sons as his fath­er had been wont to in­vite, with the same wine and dishes which had been usu­ally served up on those oc­ca­sions. Of course the same sil­ver, the same plates, the same glasses, such as had then been used, and such as they still re­mained, were now brought for­ward, in the fash­ion which had pre­vailed for so many years. Per­eg­rine kept to this strictly. Was the table ready? He sat down to it alone, ate and drank but little, listened to the con­ver­sa­tion of his par­ents, and the ima­gin­ary guests, and replied mod­estly to this or that ques­tion as it was dir­ec­ted to him by any­one of the com­pany. Did his moth­er put back her seat? He too rose with the rest, and took his leave of each with great cour­tesy. Then he re­tired to a dis­tant cham­ber, and con­signed to Alina the di­vi­sion of the wine and the many un­tasted dishes amongst the poor; which com­mand of her mas­ter, the faith­ful soul was wont to ex­ecute most con­scien­tiously.

			The cel­eb­ra­tion of the two birth­days he began early in the morn­ing, that, ac­cord­ing to the cus­tom of his boy­hood, he might carry a hand­some nose­gay in­to the room where his par­ents used to break­fast, and re­peat verses which he had got by heart for the oc­ca­sion. On his own day of christen­ing, he nat­ur­ally could not sit at table, as he had not then been long born; Alina, there­fore, had to at­tend to everything, that is, to in­vite people to drink, and, in the gen­er­al phrase, to do the hon­ours of the table, with this ex­cep­tion: everything was the same as at the oth­er fest­ivals. But in ad­di­tion to these, Per­eg­rine had yet an­oth­er hol­i­day in the year, or rather holy even­ing, and that was Christ­mas Eve, with its gifts, which had ex­cited his youth­ful fancy more than any oth­er pleas­ure.

			He him­self care­fully pur­chased the mot­ley Christ­mas lights, the playthings, the sweet­meats, just as his par­ents had presen­ted them to him in his child­ish years, and then the present­a­tion took place, as the kind read­er has already seen.

			“It is very vex­a­tious,” said Per­eg­rine, after hav­ing played with them some time, “It is very vex­a­tious that the stag and wild boar hunt should be miss­ing. Where can they be? Ah, look there!” At this mo­ment he per­ceived a little box which still re­mained un­opened, and hast­ily snatched at it, ex­pect­ing to re­cov­er the miss­ing treas­ure. But on open­ing it he found it empty, and star­ted back as if a sud­den fright had seized him. “Strange!” he mur­mured to him­self, “Strange! What is the mat­ter with this box? It seems as if some fear­ful thing sprang out upon me, that my eye was too dull to grapple with.”

			Alina, on be­ing ques­tioned, as­sured him that she had found the box among the playthings, and had in vain used every ex­er­tion to open it; hence she had ima­gined that it con­tained some­thing par­tic­u­lar, and that the lid would yield only to the ex­per­i­enced hand of her mas­ter.

			“Strange!” re­peated Per­eg­rine, “Very strange! And it was with this chase that I had par­tic­u­larly pleased my­self; I hope it may not bode any evil! But who, on a Christ­mas Eve, would dwell upon such fan­cies, which have prop­erly no found­a­tion? Alina, fetch me the bas­ket.”

			Alina ac­cord­ingly brought a large white bas­ket, in which, with much care, he packed up the playthings, the sweet­meats, and the tapers, took the bas­ket un­der his arm, the great Christ­mas tree on his shoulder, and set out on his way.

			It was the kind and laud­able prac­tice of Mr. Tyss to sur­prise some needy fam­ily, where he knew there were chil­dren, with his whole cargo of Christ­mas boxes, just as he had pur­chased it, and dream him­self for a few hours in­to the happy times of boy­hood. Then, when the chil­dren were in the height of their joy, he would softly steal away and wander about the streets half the night, hardly know­ing what to do with him­self, from the deep emo­tions which straitened his breast, and feel­ing his own house like a vault, in which he was bur­ied with all his pleas­ures. This time his Christ­mas boxes were in­ten­ded for the chil­dren of a poor book­bind­er, of the name of Lem­mer­hirt, who was a skil­ful, in­dus­tri­ous man, had long worked for him, and whose three chil­dren he was well ac­quain­ted with.

			The book­bind­er, Lem­mer­hirt, lived in the top floor of a nar­row house in the Kal­bech­er Street, and as the winter storm howled and raged, and the rain and snow fell with mingled vi­ol­ence, it may be eas­ily ima­gined that Per­eg­rine did not get to his ob­ject without great dif­fi­culty. From the win­dow twinkled down a couple of miser­able tapers; with no little toil he clambered up the steep stairs, knocked at the door, and called out, “Open! Open! Christ­mas sends his presents to all good chil­dren.”

			The book­bind­er opened the door in alarm, and it was not till after some con­sid­er­a­tion that he re­cog­nised Per­eg­rine, who was quite covered with snow.

			“Wor­ship­ful Mr. Tyss!” he ex­claimed, full of won­der. “How in the name of Heav­en do I come to such an hon­our on Christ­mas Eve?”

			Wor­ship­ful Mr. Tyss, how­ever, would not let him fin­ish, but call­ing out, “Chil­dren! Chil­dren! Alert! Christ­mas sends his presents!” he took pos­ses­sion of the flap-table in the middle of the room, and im­me­di­ately began to pull out his presents from the bas­ket. (The great Christ­mas tree, in­deed, which was drip­ping wet, he had been forced to leave out­side the door.) Still the book­bind­er could not com­pre­hend what it all meant. The wife, how­ever, knew bet­ter, for she smiled at Per­eg­rine, with si­lent tears, while the chil­dren stood at a dis­tance, de­vour­ing with their eyes each gift as it came out of the cov­er, and of­ten un­able to re­frain from a loud cry of joy and won­der. At last he had dex­ter­ously di­vided, and ordered the presents ac­cord­ing to each child’s age, lighted all the tapers, and cried, “Come, come, chil­dren! this is what Christ­mas sends you.” They, who could yet hardly be­lieve that all be­longed to them, now shouted aloud, and leaped, and re­joiced, while their par­ents pre­pared to thank their be­ne­fact­or. But it was pre­cisely this thanks­giv­ing that Per­eg­rine al­ways sought to avoid, and he there­fore wished, as usu­al, to take him­self off quietly. With this view he had got to the door, when it sud­denly opened, and in the bright shine of the Christ­mas lights stood be­fore him a young fe­male, splen­didly at­tired.

			It sel­dom turns out well, when an au­thor un­der­takes to de­scribe nar­rowly to the read­er the ap­pear­ance of this or that beau­ti­ful per­son­age of his tale—show­ing the shape, the growth, the car­riage, the hair, the col­our of the eyes; it seems much bet­ter to give the whole per­son at once, without these de­tails. Here, too, it would be quite enough to state that the lady, who ran against the startled Per­eg­rine, was un­com­monly hand­some and grace­ful, if it were not ab­so­lutely re­quis­ite to speak of cer­tain pe­cu­li­ar­it­ies which the little creature had about her.

			She was small, and, in­deed, some­what too small, but, at the same time, neatly and el­eg­antly pro­por­tioned. Her fore­head, in oth­er re­spects hand­somely formed and full of ex­pres­sion, ac­quired some­thing strange and sin­gu­lar from the un­usu­al size of the eye­balls, and from the dark pen­cilly brows be­ing high­er placed than or­din­ary. The little thing was dressed, or rather dec­or­ated, as if she had just come from a ball. A splen­did dia­dem glittered amongst her raven locks, rich point lace only half veiled her bos­om, a black- and yel­low-striped dress of heavy silk sat close upon her slender body, and fell down in folds just so low as to let the neatest little feet be seen, in white shoes, while the sleeves were just long enough, and the gloves just short enough, to show the fairest part of a dazzling arm. A rich neck­lace, and bril­liant ear­rings, com­pleted her at­tire.

			It could not but be that the book­bind­er was as much sur­prised as Per­eg­rine, that the chil­dren aban­doned their playthings, and stared with open mouths at the stranger. As, how­ever, wo­men in gen­er­al are wont to be the least as­ton­ished at any­thing un­usu­al, and are the quick­est to col­lect them­selves, so, on this oc­ca­sion also, the book­bind­er’s wife was the first that re­covered speech, and asked, “In what she could serve the lady?”

			Upon this the stranger came fairly in­to the room, and the frightened Per­eg­rine would have seized the op­por­tun­ity to take him­self quickly off, but she caught him by both hands, lisp­ing out, in a little soft voice, “For­tune, then, has fa­voured me! I have found you, then! O Per­eg­rine, my dear Per­eg­rine, what a de­light­ful meet­ing!” Here­with she raised her right hand, so that it touched Per­eg­rine’s lips, and he was com­pelled to kiss it, though, in so do­ing, the cold drops of per­spir­a­tion stood on his fore­head. She now, in­deed, let go his hands, and he might have fled, but he felt him­self spell­bound; he could not move from the place, like some poor little an­im­al that has been fas­cin­ated by the eye of the rattlesnake.

			“Al­low me,” she said, “dear Per­eg­rine, to share in this charm­ing treat that you have so nobly, and with such real good­ness, pre­pared for the chil­dren. Per­mit me, also, to con­trib­ute some­thing to it!”

			From a little bas­ket which hung upon her arm, and which had not been re­marked till now, she took out all sorts of playthings, ar­ranged them on the table with grace­ful bustle, brought for­ward the chil­dren, poin­ted out to each the present in­ten­ded for him, and spor­ted so pret­tily with­al, that noth­ing could be more de­light­ful. The book­bind­er thought he was in a dream, but the wife laughed roguishly, fancy­ing that there must be some par­tic­u­lar ac­quaint­ance between Per­eg­rine and the stranger.

			While now the par­ents were won­der­ing, and the chil­dren were re­joicing, the lady took her seat upon an old frail sofa, and drew down Mr. Per­eg­rine, who, in fact, scarcely knew any longer wheth­er he ac­tu­ally was this same per­son. She then gently lisped in­to his ear, “My dear, dear Per­eg­rine, how happy, how de­lighted I feel by your side!”

			“But, lady,” stammered Per­eg­rine, “hon­oured lady—” On a sud­den, Heav­en knows how, the lips of the stranger came so close to his, that, be­fore he could think about kiss­ing them, he had really done it. That by this he lost all power of speech is eas­ily to be ima­gined.

			“My sweet friend,” con­tin­ued the lady, creep­ing up to Per­eg­rine so closely, that she al­most sat in his lap, “My sweet friend, I know what troubles you; I know what has so much af­flic­ted your simple heart this even­ing. But, take com­fort. That which you lost, that which you hardly hoped to find again—see, I bring it to you.”

			With this she took out a little wooden box from her bas­ket, and gave it in­to the hands of Per­eg­rine. In it was the hunt­ing set that he had missed on the Christ­mas-Eve table. It would be hard to de­scribe the strange feel­ings which were now throng­ing and jost­ling in his bos­om.

			The whole ap­pear­ance of the stranger, in spite of all her grace and love­li­ness, had yet some­thing su­per­nat­ur­al about it, which those who had not Per­eg­rine’s awe of wo­man would yet have re­ceived with a cold shud­der through every vein. Of course, there­fore, a deep hor­ror seized the poor Per­eg­rine, already in suf­fi­cient alarm, when he found the lady most nar­rowly in­formed of all that he had been do­ing in the pro­found­est solitude. Still, when he looked up, and met the glance of two bright black eyes flash­ing from un­der the silken lids—when he felt the sweet breath of the lovely be­ing, and the elec­tric warmth of her limbs—still, with all his ter­ror, there awoke in him the sad­ness of un­ut­ter­able de­sires, such as he had not yet known. For the first time his whole mode of life, his tri­fling with the Christ­mas presents, ap­peared to him ab­surd and child­ish, and he felt ashamed that the stranger should know of it. But then again it seemed as if her gift was the liv­ing proof that she un­der­stood him, as none else on earth had un­der­stood him, and, in seek­ing to grat­i­fy him after this man­ner, had been promp­ted by the most per­fect del­ic­acy of feel­ing. He re­solved to treas­ure up the dear gift forever, nev­er to let it go out of his own hands, and, car­ried away by a feel­ing which totally over­powered him, he pressed the cas­ket to his breast with vehe­mence.

			“De­light­ful!” mur­mured the maid­en, “my gift pleases you! Oh, my dearest Per­eg­rine, then my dreams, my presen­ti­ments, have not de­ceived me!”

			Mr. Tyss came some­what to him­self, so that he was able to say, with great plain­ness and dis­tinct­ness, “But, most re­spec­ted lady, if I only knew to whom in all the world I had the hon­our—”

			“Cun­ning man,” said the stranger, gently tap­ping his cheeks, “to pre­tend as if you did not know your faith­ful Alina! But it is time that we should leave the good folks here to their own pleas­ures. Ac­com­pany me, Mr. Tyss.”

			On hear­ing the name Alina, Per­eg­rine nat­ur­ally re­ver­ted to his old at­tend­ant, and he felt ex­actly as if a wind­mill were go­ing round in his head.

			The strange Alina now took the kind­est and most gra­cious leave of the fam­ily, while the book­bind­er, from pure won­der and re­spect, could only stam­mer out some­thing un­in­tel­li­gible. But the chil­dren made as if they had been long ac­quain­ted with her, and the wife said, “Such a kind, hand­some man as you are, Mr. Tyss, well de­serves to have so kind and hand­some a bride, who, even at this hour, as­sists him in do­ing acts of be­ne­vol­ence. I con­grat­u­late you with all my heart.” The strange lady thanked her with emo­tion, protest­ing that the day of her wed­ding should also be a day of fest­iv­al to them, and then strictly re­fus­ing all at­tend­ance, took a taper from the Christ­mas table to light her­self down the stairs.

			It is easy to ima­gine the feel­ings of Per­eg­rine at all this, on whose arm she leant. “Ac­com­pany me, Mr. Tyss,” that is—he thought with­in him­self—down the stairs to the car­riage which stands at the door, and where the ser­vant, or per­haps a whole set of ser­vants, is in wait­ing, for in the end it must be some mad prin­cess, who—Heav­en de­liv­er me with speed from this strange tor­ture, and keep me in my right senses, such as they are!

			Mr. Tyss did not sus­pect that all which had yet happened was only the pro­logue to a most won­der­ful ad­ven­ture, and had there­fore, without know­ing it, done ex­ceed­ingly well in pray­ing to Heav­en for the pre­ser­va­tion of his senses.

			No soon­er had the couple reached the bot­tom of the stairs, than the door was opened by in­vis­ible hands, and, when they had got out, was shut again in the same man­ner. Per­eg­rine, how­ever, paid no at­ten­tion to this, in his as­ton­ish­ment at find­ing not the slight­est ap­pear­ance of any car­riage be­fore the house, or of any ser­vant in wait­ing. “In the name of Heav­en,” he cried, “where is your coach, lady?”

			“Coach!” replied the stranger, “Coach! what coach? Did you think, dear Per­eg­rine, that my im­pa­tience, my anxi­ety, to find you, would al­low me to come rid­ing here quite quietly? No; hur­ried on by hope and de­sire, I ran about through the storm till I found you. Thank Heav­en that I have suc­ceeded! And now lead me home; my house is not far off.”

			Per­eg­rine res­ol­utely avoided all re­flec­tion on the im­possib­il­ity of the stranger go­ing a few steps only, tricked out as she was, and in white silk shoes, without spoil­ing her whole dress in the storm, in­stead of be­ing, as now, in a state that showed not the slight­est trace of dis­com­pos­ure. He re­con­ciled him­self to the idea of ac­com­pa­ny­ing her still farther, and was only glad that the weath­er was changed. The storm, in­deed, had past, not a cloud was in the heav­en, the full moon shone down pleas­antly, and only the keen air made the mid­night to be felt.

			Scarcely had they gone a few steps, when the maid­en began to com­plain softly, and soon burst out in­to loud lam­ent­a­tions, that she was freez­ing with the cold. Per­eg­rine, whose blood glowed through his veins, who had there­fore been in­sens­ible to the weath­er, and nev­er thought of her be­ing so lightly clad, without even a shawl or a tuck­er, now on a sud­den saw his folly, and would have wrapped her in his cloak. This, how­ever, she re­jec­ted, ex­claim­ing piteously, “No, my dear Per­eg­rine, that avails me noth­ing: my feet! Ah, my feet! I shall die with the dread­ful agony.”

			And she was about to drop, half sense­less, as she cried out with a faint voice, “Carry me, carry me, my sweet friend!”

			Without more ado, Per­eg­rine took up the light little creature in his arms like a child, and wrapt her in his cloak. But he had not gone far with his bur­den, be­fore the wild in­tox­ic­a­tion of de­sire took more and more pos­ses­sion of him, and, as he hur­ried halfway through the streets, he covered the neck and bos­om of the lovely creature, who had nestled closely to him with burn­ing kisses. At last he felt as if wak­ing with a sud­den jerk out of a dream: he found him­self at a house door, and, look­ing up, re­cog­nised his own house, in the Horse Mar­ket, when, for the first time, it oc­curred to him that he had not asked the maid­en where she lived. He col­lec­ted him­self there­fore with ef­fort, and said, “Lady—sweet, an­gel­ic creature, where is your abode?”

			“Here, my dear Per­eg­rine,” she replied, lift­ing up her head, “here, in this house: I am your Alina; I live with you. But get the door open quickly.”

			“No—nev­er!” cried Per­eg­rine, in hor­ror, and let her sink down.

			“How!” ex­claimed the stranger, “How! Per­eg­rine, you would re­ject me? and yet know my dread­ful fate—and yet know that, child of mis­for­tune as I am, I have no refuge, and must per­ish here miser­ably if you will not take me in as usu­al! But per­haps you wish that I should per­ish? Be it so then! Only carry me to the foun­tain, that my corpse may not be found be­fore your door. Ha! The stone dol­phins may, per­chance, have more pity than you have. Woe is me! Woe is me! The bit­ter cold!”

			She sank down in a swoon; Per­eg­rine was seized with des­pair, and ex­claim­ing wildly, “Let it be as it will; I can­not do oth­er­wise,” he lif­ted up the life­less little thing, took her in his arms, and rang vi­ol­ently at the bell. No soon­er was the door opened than he rushed by the ser­vant, and in­stead of wait­ing, ac­cord­ing to his usu­al cus­tom, till he got to the top of the stairs, and then tap­ping gently, he shouted out, “Alina! Alina! light!” and, in­deed, so loudly, that the whole floor reechoed it.

			“How! What! What’s this? What does this mean?” ex­claimed the old wo­man, open­ing her eyes widely as Per­eg­rine un­fol­ded the maid­en from his cloak, and laid her with great care upon the sofa.

			“Quick, Alina, quick! Fire in the grate! Salts! Punch! Beds here!”

			Alina, how­ever, did not stir from the place, but re­mained, star­ing at the stranger, with her “How! What! What’s this? What does this mean?”

			Hereupon Per­eg­rine began to tell of a count­ess, per­haps a prin­cess, whom he had met at the book­bind­er’s, who had fain­ted in the streets, whom he had been forced to carry home, and, as Alina still re­mained im­move­able, he cried out, stamp­ing with his feet, “Fire, I tell you, in the dev­il’s name! Tea! Salts!”

			At this, the old wo­man’s eyes glared like a cat’s, and her nose was lit up with a bright­er phos­phor­us. She pulled out her huge black snuff­box, opened it with a tap that soun­ded again, and took a mighty pinch. Then, plant­ing an arm in either side, she said with a scoff­ing tone, “Oh yes, to be sure, a count­ess! A prin­cess! who is found at a poor book­seller’s, who faints in the street! Ho! ho! I know well where such tricked-out madams are fetched from in the night­time. Here are fine tricks! Here’s pretty be­ha­viour! To bring a loose girl in­to an hon­est house, and, that the meas­ure of sin may be quite full, to in­voke the dev­il on a Christ­mas night! And I, too, in my old days am to be abet­ting! No, Mr. Tyss—you are mis­taken in your per­son; I am not of that sort: to­mor­row I leave your ser­vice.”

			With this she left the room, and banged the door after her with a vi­ol­ence that made all clat­ter again. Per­eg­rine wrung his hands in des­pair. No sign of life showed it­self in the stranger, but at the mo­ment when in his dread­ful dis­tress he had found a bottle of co­logne-wa­ter, and was about to rub her temples with it, she jumped up from the sofa quite fresh and sound, ex­claim­ing, “At last we are alone! At last I may ex­plain why I fol­lowed you to the book­bind­er’s, why I could not leave you to­night! Per­eg­rine! give up to me the pris­on­er whom you have con­fined in this room. I know that you are not at all bound to do so; I know that it only de­pends upon your good­ness. But I know, too, your kind af­fec­tion­ate heart; there­fore, my good, dear Per­eg­rine, give him up—give up the pris­on­er!”

			“What pris­on­er?” asked Per­eg­rine, in the greatest sur­prise. “Who do you sup­pose is a pris­on­er with me?”

			“Yes,” con­tin­ued the stranger, seiz­ing Per­eg­rine’s hand, and press­ing it ten­derly to her breast, “Yes, I must con­fess that only a noble mind can aban­don the ad­vant­ages which a lucky chance puts in­to his hands, and it is true that you resign many things which it would be easy for you to ob­tain if you did not give up the pris­on­er. But think: that Alina’s des­tiny, her life, de­pends upon the pos­ses­sion of this pris­on­er, that—”

			“An­gel­ic creature!” in­ter­rup­ted Per­eg­rine, “if you don’t wish that I should take it all for a de­li­ri­ous dream, or per­haps be­come de­li­ri­ous on the spot my­self, tell me at once of whom you are speak­ing—who is this pris­on­er?”

			“How!” replied the maid­en, “I do not un­der­stand you; would you deny that he is in your cus­tody? Was I not present when you bought the hunt­ing-set?”

			“Who,” cried Per­eg­rine, quite be­side him­self, “who is this he? For the first time in my life I see you, lady, and who are you? who is this he?”

			Dis­solv­ing in grief, the stranger threw her­self at Per­eg­rine’s feet, while the tears poured down in abund­ant streams from her eyes: “Be hu­mane, be mer­ci­ful—give him back to me!” and at the same time her ex­clam­a­tions were mingled with those of Per­eg­rine, “I shall lose my senses! I shall go mad! I shall be frantic!”

			On a sud­den the maid­en star­ted up. She seemed much lar­ger than be­fore; her eyes flashed fire, her lips quivered, and she ex­claimed, with furi­ous ges­tures, “Ha, bar­bar­i­an! no hu­man heart dwells in you! You are in­ex­or­able! You wish my death, my de­struc­tion! You won’t give him up! No—nev­er, nev­er! Wretched me! Lost! lost!”

			And with this she rushed out of the room. Per­eg­rine heard her clat­ter­ing down the stairs, while her lam­ent­a­tions filled the whole house, till at last a door be­low was flung to with vi­ol­ence.

		
	
		
			
				II

				Second Ad­ven­ture

			
			At this time there was a man in Frank­furt, who prac­tised the strangest art pos­sible. He was called the flea-tamer, from hav­ing suc­ceeded—and cer­tainly not without much trouble and ex­er­tion—in edu­cat­ing these little creatures, and teach­ing them to ex­ecute all sorts of pretty tricks. You saw with the greatest as­ton­ish­ment a troop of fleas upon a slab of highly-pol­ished marble, who drew along little can­nons, am­muni­tion-wag­ons, and bag­gage-carts, while oth­ers leaped along by them with mus­kets in their arms, car­touche-boxes on their backs, and sabres at their sides. At the word of com­mand from the artist, they per­formed the most dif­fi­cult evol­u­tions, and all seemed fuller of life and mirth than if they had been real sol­diers, the march­ing con­sisted in the neatest en­tre­chats and capers, and the faces about, right and left, in the most grace­ful pi­rou­ettes. The whole troop had a won­der­ful aplomb, and the gen­er­al seemed to be at the same time a most ad­mir­able bal­let mas­ter. But even more hand­some and more won­der­ful were the little gold coaches, which were drawn by four, six, or eight fleas. Coach­men and ser­vants were little gold flies, of the smal­lest kind and al­most in­vis­ible, while that which sat with­in could not be well dis­tin­guished. One was in­vol­un­tar­ily re­minded of the equipage of Queen Mab, so ad­mir­ably de­scribed by Shakespeare’s Mer­cu­tio, that it is easy to per­ceive she must of­ten have trav­elled athwart his own nose.

			But it was not till you over­looked the table with a good mag­ni­fy­ing glass that the art of the flea-tamer de­veloped it­self in its full ex­tent, for then first ap­peared the splend­our and grace of the ves­sels, the fine work­man­ship of the arms, the glit­ter and neat­ness of the uni­forms, all of which ex­cited the pro­found­est ad­mir­a­tion. It was quite im­possible to ima­gine what in­stru­ments the flea-tamer could have used in mak­ing neatly and pro­por­tion­ately cer­tain little col­lat­er­als, such as spurs and but­tons, com­pared to which that mat­ter seemed to be a very tri­fling task, which else had passed for a mas­ter­piece of the tail­or, namely, the fit­ting a flea with a pair of breeches; though, in­deed, in this the most dif­fi­cult part must have been the meas­ur­ing.

			The flea-tamer had abund­ance of vis­it­ors. Through­out the whole day the hall was nev­er free from the curi­ous, who were not de­terred by the high price of ad­mis­sion. In the even­ing, too, the com­pany was nu­mer­ous, nay, al­most more nu­mer­ous, as then even those people, who cared little about such trick­er­ies, came to ad­mire a work which gave the flea-tamer quite an­oth­er char­ac­ter, and ac­quired for him the real es­teem of the philo­soph­er. This work was a night-mi­cro­scope, that, as the sun-mi­cro­scope by day, like a ma­gic lan­tern, flung the ob­ject, brightly lit up, upon a white ground, with a sharp­ness and dis­tinct­ness which left noth­ing more to be wished. Moreover, the flea-tamer car­ried on a traffic with the finest mi­cro­scopes that could be, and which were read­ily bought at a great price.

			It chanced that a young man, called George Pe­pusch—the kind read­er will soon be bet­ter ac­quain­ted with him—took a fancy to vis­it the flea-tamer late in the even­ing. Already, upon the stairs, he heard the clam­our of a dis­pute that grew louder and louder with every mo­ment, and at last be­came a per­fect tem­pest. Just as he was about to enter, the door of the hall was vi­ol­ently flung open, and the mul­ti­tude rushed out in a heap upon him, their faces pale with ter­ror.

			“The cursed wiz­ard! The Satan’s-brood! I’ll de­nounce him to the su­preme court! He shall out of the city, the false jug­gler!”

			Such were the con­fused cries of the mul­ti­tude, as, urged by fear and ter­ror, they sought to get out of the house as quickly as pos­sible.

			A glance in­to the hall at once be­trayed to the young Pe­pusch the cause of this hor­ror, which had driv­en away the people. All with­in was alive, and a loath­some med­ley of the most hideous creatures filled the whole room. The race of beetles, spiders, leeches, gnats, mag­ni­fied to ex­cess, stretched out their pro­bosces, crawled upon their long hairy legs, or fluttered their long wings. A more hideous spec­tacle Pe­pusch had nev­er seen. He was even be­gin­ning to be sens­ible him­self of hor­ror, when some­thing rough sud­denly flew in his face, and he saw him­self en­vel­oped in a thick cloud of meal dust. His ter­ror im­me­di­ately left him, for he at once per­ceived that the rough thing could be noth­ing else than the round powdered wig of the flea-tamer—which, in fact, it was.

			By the time Pe­pusch had rubbed the powder from his eyes, the dis­gust­ing pop­u­la­tion of in­sects had van­ished. The flea-tamer sat in his arm­chair quite ex­hausted.

			“Leeuwen­hoek!” ex­claimed Pe­pusch to him, “Leeuwen­hoek, do you see now what comes of your trick­er­ies? You have again been forced to have re­course to your vas­sals to keep the people’s hands off you—is it not so?”

			“Is it you?” said the nat­ur­al­ist, in a faint voice, “Is it you, good Pe­pusch? Ah! it is all over with me—clean over with me—I am a lost man! Pe­pusch, I be­gin to be­lieve that you really meant it well with me, and that I have not done wisely in mak­ing light of your warn­ings.”

			Upon Pe­pusch’s quietly ask­ing what had happened, the flea-tamer turned him­self round with his arm­chair to the wall, held both his hands be­fore his face, and cried out piteously to Pe­pusch to take up a glass and ex­am­ine the marble slab. Already, with the na­ked eye, Pe­pusch ob­served that the little sol­diers, etc. lay there as if dead, that noth­ing stirred any longer. The dex­ter­ous fleas ap­peared also to have taken an­oth­er shape. But now, by means of the glass, Pe­pusch soon dis­covered that not a single flea was there, but what he had taken for them were noth­ing more than black pep­per­corns and fruit-seeds that stood in their uni­forms.

			“I know not,” began the flea-tamer, quite mel­an­choly and over­whelmed, “I know not what evil spir­it struck me with blind­ness, that I did not per­ceive the deser­tion of my army till the people were at the table and pre­pared for the spec­tacle. You may ima­gine, Pe­pusch, how, on see­ing them­selves de­ceived, the vis­it­ors first mur­mured, and then blazed out in­to fury. They ac­cused me of the vilest de­ceit, and as they grew hot­ter and hot­ter, and would no longer listen to any ex­cuses, they were fall­ing upon me to take their own re­venge. What could I do bet­ter, to shun a load of blows, than im­me­di­ately set the great mi­cro­scope in­to mo­tion, and en­vel­ope the people in a cloud of in­sects, at which they were ter­ri­fied, as is nat­ur­al to them?”

			“But,” said Pe­pusch, “tell me how it could pos­sibly hap­pen that your well-dis­cip­lined troop, which had shown so much fi­del­ity to you, could so sud­denly take them­selves off, without your per­ceiv­ing it at once?”

			“Oh!” cried the flea-tamer, “O, Pe­pusch! He has deser­ted me! He by whom alone I was mas­ter—He it is to whose treach­ery I ascribe all my blind­ness, all my misery!”

			“Have I not,” said Pe­pusch, “have I not long ago warned you not to place your re­li­ance upon tricks which you can­not ex­ecute without the pos­ses­sion of the mas­ter? and on how tick­lish a point rests that pos­ses­sion, not­with­stand­ing all your care, you have just now ex­per­i­enced.”

			Pe­pusch fur­ther gave the flea-tamer to un­der­stand, that he could not at all com­pre­hend how his be­ing forced to give up these tricks could so much dis­turb his life, as the in­ven­tion of the mi­cro­scope, and his gen­er­al dex­ter­ity in the pre­par­a­tion of mi­cro­scop­ic glasses, had long ago es­tab­lished him. But the flea-tamer, on the oth­er hand, main­tained that very dif­fer­ent things lay hid in these sub­tleties, and that he could not give them up without giv­ing up his whole ex­ist­ence. Pe­pusch in­ter­rup­ted him by ask­ing, “Where is Dörtje Elverdink?”

			“Where is she?” screamed Leeuwen­hoek, wringing his hands, “Where is Dörtje Elverdink? Gone! gone in­to the wide world! Van­ished! But strike me dead at once, Pe­pusch, for I see your wrath grow­ing: make short work of it with me!”

			“There you see now,” said Pe­pusch, with a gloomy look, “You see now what comes of your folly, of your ab­surd pro­ceed­ings. Who gave you a right to con­fine the poor Dörtje like a slave, and then again, merely for the sake of al­lur­ing people, to make a show of her like some won­der of nat­ur­al his­tory? Why did you put a force upon her in­clin­a­tions, and not al­low her to give me her hand, when you must have seen how dearly we loved each oth­er? Fled, is she? Well then, she is no longer in your power, and al­though I do not at this mo­ment know where to seek for her, yet am I con­vinced that I shall find her. There, Leeuwen­hoek, put on your wig again, and sub­mit to your des­tiny; that is the best thing you can do.”

			The flea-tamer ar­ranged his wig on his bald head with his left hand, while with his right he caught Pe­pusch by the arm, ex­claim­ing,

			“Pe­pusch, you are my real friend, for you are the only man in the whole city of Frank­furt, who know that I lie bur­ied in the old church at Delft, since the year sev­en­teen hun­dred and twenty-five, and yet have not be­trayed it to any­one, even when you were angry with me on ac­count of Dörtje Elverdink. If at times I can­not ex­actly get it in­to my head that I am ac­tu­ally that Ant­onie van Leeuwen­hoek who lies bur­ied at Delft, yet again I must be­lieve it, when I con­sider my works and re­flect upon my life, and on that ac­count it is very agree­able to me that it is not at all spoken of. I now see, my dear Pe­pusch, that, in re­gard to Dörtje Elverdink, I have not ac­ted rightly, al­though in a very dif­fer­ent way from what you may well ima­gine: that is, I was right in pro­noun­cing your suit to be an idle struggle; wrong, in not be­ing open with you, in not telling you the real cir­cum­stances of Dörtje Elverdink. You would then have seen how praise­worthy it was to talk you out of wishes, the ac­com­plish­ment of which could not be oth­er than de­struct­ive. Pe­pusch, sit down by me, and hear a won­der­ful his­tory.”

			“That I am likely to do,” replied Pe­pusch with a ma­li­cious glance, sit­ting down in an arm­chair, op­pos­ite the flea-tamer, who thus began:

			“As you are well versed, my dear friend, in his­tory, you know, bey­ond doubt, that King Seka­kis lived for many years in in­tim­ate in­ter­course with the Flower-Queen, and that the beau­ti­ful Prin­cess Gama­heh was the fruit of this pas­sion. But it is not so well known, nor can I tell you, in what way the Prin­cess Gama­heh came to Famagusta. Many main­tain, and not without reas­on, that the prin­cess wished to con­ceal her­self there from the odi­ous Leech-Prince, the sworn en­emy of the Flower-Queen. Be this as it may—it happened once in Famagusta, that the prin­cess was walk­ing in the cool fresh­ness of the even­ing, and chanced upon a pleas­ant cypress grove. Al­lured by the de­light­ful sigh­ings of the even­ing breeze, the mur­murs of a brook, and the soft mu­sic of the birds, she stretched her­self upon the moss, and quickly fell in­to a sound slum­ber. At this mo­ment, the very en­emy—whom she had been so anxious to es­cape—lif­ted his head out of the marshes, be­held the prin­cess, and be­came so vi­ol­ently en­am­oured of the fair sleep­er, that he could not res­ist an in­clin­a­tion to kiss her, and creep­ing for­ward, he kissed her un­der the left ear. Now you know, friend Pe­pusch, that when the Leech-Prince sets about kiss­ing a fair one, she is lost, for he is the vilest blood­suck­er in the world. So it happened on this oc­ca­sion: the Leech-Prince kissed the poor Gama­heh so long, that all life left her, when he fell back gorged and in­tox­ic­ated upon the moss, and was forced to be car­ried home by his ser­vants, who hast­ily rolled out of their marshes. In vain the root man­drag­ora toiled out of the earth, and laid it­self upon the wound in­flic­ted by the treach­er­ous kisses of the Leech-Prince; in vain all the oth­er flowers arose and joined in his lam­ent­a­tions: she was dead. Just then it happened that the geni­us, Thet­el, was passing, and he too was deeply moved by Gama­heh’s beauty and her un­lucky end. He took her in his arms, pressed her to his breast, and en­deav­oured to breathe new life in­to her, but still she awoke not from the sleep of death. Now too the geni­us per­ceived the odi­ous prince—who was so drunk and un­wieldly that his ser­vants had not been able to get him in­to his palace—fell in­to a vi­ol­ent rage, and threw a whole hand­ful of rock-salt upon him, at which he poured forth again all the purple blood which he had drawn from the prin­cess, and then gave up his spir­it in a wretched man­ner, amidst the most vi­ol­ent con­vul­sions. All the flowers that stood around dipped their vest­ments in this ichor, and stained them, in per­petu­al re­mem­brance of the murdered prin­cess, with so bright a purple that no paint­er on earth can im­it­ate it. You know, Pe­pusch, that the most beau­ti­ful pinks and hy­acinths grow in that cypress grove where the Leech-Prince kissed to death the fair Gama­heh.

			“The geni­us, Thet­el, now thought of de­part­ing, as he had much to do at Samarkand be­fore night, and cast a farewell look at the prin­cess, when he seemed as if fixed by ma­gic to the spot, and gazed on the fair one with deep emo­tion. Sud­denly a thought struck him. In­stead of go­ing on farther, he took the prin­cess in his arms, and rose with her high in­to the air, at which time two philo­soph­ers—one of whom it should be said was my­self—were ob­serving the course of the stars from the gal­lery of a lofty tower. They per­ceived high above them the geni­us, Thet­el, with the fair Gama­heh, and at the same mo­ment there fell upon one—but that is noth­ing to the present mat­ter. Both ma­gi­cians had re­cog­nised the geni­us, but not the prin­cess, and ex­hausted them­selves in all man­ner of con­jec­tures as to the mean­ing of this ap­pear­ance, without be­ing able to get at any­thing cer­tain, or even prob­able. Soon after this the un­happy fate of the prin­cess be­came gen­er­ally known in Famagusta, and now the ma­gi­cians knew how to in­ter­pret the vis­ion of the geni­us with the maid­en in his arms. Both ima­gined that the geni­us must cer­tainly have found some means of re­call­ing the prin­cess in­to life, and re­solved to make in­quir­ies in Samarkand, where, ac­cord­ing to their ob­ser­va­tions, he had mani­festly dir­ec­ted his flight. But in Samarkand all were si­lent about the prin­cess; no one knew a word.

			“Many years had passed; the two ma­gi­cians had quar­relled, as it will hap­pen with learned men—and the more learned the of­ten­er—and they only im­par­ted to each oth­er their most im­port­ant dis­cov­er­ies from the iron force of cus­tom. (You have not for­got­ten, Pe­pusch, that I my­self am one of these ma­gi­cians.) Well, I was not a little sur­prised at a com­mu­nic­a­tion from my col­league, which con­tained the most won­der­ful—and at the same time the hap­pi­est—in­tel­li­gence of the prin­cess that could be ima­gined. The mat­ter was thus: by means of a sci­entif­ic friend in Samarkand, my col­league had ob­tained the love­li­est and rarest tulips, and as per­fectly fresh as if they had been just cut from the stalk. His chief ob­ject was the mi­cro­scop­ic ex­am­in­a­tion of the in­teri­or por­tions, and in fact, of the pet­al. It was with this view that he was dis­sect­ing a beau­ti­ful tulip, and dis­covered in the cup a strange little ker­nel that struck him prodi­giously, but how great was his as­ton­ish­ment when, on ap­ply­ing his glass, he per­ceived that the little ker­nel was noth­ing else than the Prin­cess Gama­heh, who, pil­lowed in the pet­al of the tulip, seemed to slum­ber softly and calmly.

			“How­ever great the dis­tance that sep­ar­ated me from my col­league, yet I set off im­me­di­ately, and hastened to him. He had in the mean­time put off all op­er­a­tions, to al­low me the pleas­ure of a sight first, and per­haps, too, from the fear of spoil­ing some­thing if he ac­ted en­tirely from him­self. I soon con­vinced my­self of the per­fect cor­rect­ness of my col­league’s ob­ser­va­tions, and, like him, firmly be­lieved that it were pos­sible to snatch the prin­cess from her sleep, and give her again her ori­gin­al form. The sub­lime spir­it, dwell­ing with­in us, soon let us find the prop­er meth­od, but as you, friend Pe­pusch, know very little—in fact noth­ing at all—of our art, it would be quite su­per­flu­ous to de­scribe to you the dif­fer­ent op­er­a­tions which we went through to at­tain our ob­ject. It is suf­fi­cient if I tell you that by the dex­ter­ous use of vari­ous glasses—for the most part pre­pared by my­self—we suc­ceeded not only in draw­ing the prin­cess un­injured from the flower, but in for­ward­ing her growth, so that she soon at­tained her nat­ur­al di­men­sions. Now, in­deed, life was want­ing, and this de­pended on the last and most dif­fi­cult op­er­a­tions. We re­flec­ted her im­age by means of one of the best sol­ar mi­cro­scopes, and loosened it dex­ter­ously from the white wall, without the least in­jury. As soon as the shad­ow floated freely, it shot like light­ning in­to the glass, which broke in­to a thou­sand shivers. The prin­cess stood be­fore us full of life and fresh­ness. We shouted for joy, but so much the great­er was our hor­ror on per­ceiv­ing that the cir­cu­la­tion of the blood stopped pre­cisely there where the Leech-Prince had fastened him­self. She was just on the point of swoon­ing, when we per­ceived on the very spot be­hind the left ear a little black dot, that quickly ap­peared and as quickly dis­ap­peared. Im­me­di­ately the stag­na­tion of the blood ceased, the prin­cess re­vived, and our work had suc­ceeded.

			“Each of us—that is, I and my col­league—knew full well how in­valu­able was the pos­ses­sion of the prin­cess, and each struggled for it, ima­gin­ing that he had more right to it than the oth­er. My col­league af­firmed that the tulip, in which he had found the prin­cess, was his prop­erty, and that he had made the first dis­cov­ery, which he had im­par­ted to me, and that I could only be deemed an as­sist­ant, who had no right to de­mand, as a re­ward of his la­bour, the work it­self at which he had as­sisted. I, on the oth­er hand, brought for­ward my in­ven­tion of the last and most dif­fi­cult pro­cess, which had re­stored the prin­cess to life, and in the ex­e­cu­tion of which my col­league had only helped; so that, if he had any claims of pro­pri­ety upon the em­bryo in the flower pet­al, yet the liv­ing per­son be­longed to me. On this ground we quar­relled for many hours, till, hav­ing screamed ourselves hoarse, we at last came to a com­prom­ise. My col­league con­signed the prin­cess to me, in re­turn for which I gave him an im­port­ant glass, and this very glass is the cause of our present de­term­ined hos­til­ity. He af­firms that I have treach­er­ously pur­loined it—an im­pudent false­hood—and al­though I really know that the glass was lost in the trans­fer­ring, yet I can de­clare, upon my hon­our and con­science, that I am not the cause of it, nor have I any idea how it could have happened. In fact, the glass is so small, that a grain of sand is about ten times lar­ger. See, friend Pe­pusch: now I have told you all in con­fid­ence, and now you know that Dörtje Elverdink is none oth­er than the re­viv­i­fied Prin­cess Gama­heh, and must per­ceive that to such a high mys­ter­i­ous al­li­ance a plain young man like you can have no—”

			“Stop!” in­ter­rup­ted George Pe­pusch, with a smile that was some­thing satan­ic, “Stop! one con­fid­ence is worth an­oth­er, and, there­fore, I, on my side, will con­fide to you that I knew all that you have been telling me much earli­er and much bet­ter than you did. I can­not laugh enough at your bigotry and your fool­ish pre­ten­sions. Know—what you might have known long ago if your know­ledge had not been con­fined to glass-grind­ing—that I my­self am the thistle, Ze­her­it, who stood where the prin­cess had laid her head, and of whom you have thought fit to be si­lent through your whole his­tory.”

			“Pe­pusch!” cried the flea-tamer, “are you in your senses? The thistle, Ze­her­it, blooms in the dis­tant In­dies, in the beau­ti­ful val­ley, closed in by lofty rocks, where at times the wisest magi of the earth are wont to as­semble: Lind­horst, the keep­er of the re­cords, can best in­form you about it. And you, whom I have seen run­ning about half starved with study and hun­ger, you pre­tend to be the thistle, Ze­her­it?”

			“What a wise man you are, Leeuwen­hoek!” said Pe­pusch, laugh­ing: “Well, think of my per­son what you will, but do not be ab­surd enough to deny that, in the mo­ment of the thistle Ze­her­it’s feel­ing the sweet breath of Gama­heh, he bloomed in glow­ing love and pas­sion, and that, when he touched the temples of the sleep­ing prin­cess, she too dreamt sweetly of love. Too late the Thistle per­ceived the Leech-Prince, whom he else had killed with his thorns in a mo­ment, but yet, with the help of the root, Man­drag­ora, he would have suc­ceeded in re­call­ing the prin­cess to life, if the stu­pid geni­us, Thet­el, had not in­terfered with his awk­ward rem­ed­ies. It is true that in his pas­sion the geni­us put his hand in­to the salt­box, which he is used to carry at his girdle when he travels, like Pan­ta­gru­el, and flung a good hand­ful at the Leech-Prince. But it is quite false that he killed him in so do­ing. All the salt fell in­to the marsh; not a single grain hit the prince, whom the thistle, Ze­her­it, slew with his thorns, and hav­ing thus avenged the murder of Gama­heh, de­voted him­self to death. It is the geni­us only—who in­terfered in mat­ters not con­cern­ing him—that is the cause of the prin­cess ly­ing so long in the sleep of flowers; the Thistle awoke much earli­er, for the death of both was but the same sleep, from which they re­vived, al­though in oth­er forms. You will have com­pleted the meas­ure of your gross blun­ders, if you sup­pose that the Prin­cess Gama­heh was formed ex­actly as Dörtje Elverdink now is, and that it is you who re­stored her to life. It happened to you, my good Leeuwen­hoek, as it did to the awk­ward ser­vant in the re­mark­able story of the Three Pomegranates; he freed two maid­ens from the fruit, without hav­ing first as­sured him­self of the means of keep­ing them in life, and in con­sequence saw them per­ish miser­ably be­fore his eyes. Not you, but he, who has es­caped from you, whose loss you so deeply feel and lament; he it was who com­pleted the work, which you began so awk­wardly.”

			“Ha!” cried the flea-tamer, quite be­side him­self, “Ha! ’twas so I sus­pec­ted! But you, Pe­pusch, you, to whom I have shown so much kind­ness, you are my worst en­emy: I see it well now. In­stead of ad­vising me, in­stead of as­sist­ing me in my mis­for­tunes, you amuse me with all man­ner of non­sensic­al stor­ies.”

			“Non­sense your­self!” cried Pe­pusch, quite in­dig­nant. “You’ll rue your folly too late, you dream­ing char­lat­an! I go to seek Dörtje Elverdink—but that you may no longer mis­lead hon­est people—”

			He grasped at the screw which set all the mi­cro­scop­ic ma­chinery in mo­tion—

			“Take my life at the same time!” roared the flea-tamer, but at the in­stant all crashed to­geth­er, and he fell sense­less to the ground.

			“How is it,” said George Pe­pusch to him­self, when he had got in­to the street, “How is it that one, who has the com­mand of a nice warm cham­ber and a well-stuffed bed, wanders through the streets at night in the rain and storm? Be­cause he has for­got­ten the house key, and he is driv­en moreover by love.”

			He could an­swer him­self not oth­er­wise, and in­deed his whole con­duct seemed silly in his own es­tim­a­tion. He re­membered the mo­ment when he saw Dörtje Elverdink for the first time. Some years be­fore the Flea-tamer had ex­hib­ited his arts in Ber­lin, and had found no slight audi­ences as long as the thing was new. Soon, how­ever, people had seen enough of the edu­cated and well-dis­cip­lined fleas, and even the paraphernalia of the di­min­ut­ive race began not to be thought so very won­der­ful, al­though at first at­trib­uted al­most to ma­gic, and Leeuwen­hoek seemed to have fallen in­to total ob­li­vi­on. On a sud­den, a re­port was spread that a niece of the artist, who had not ap­peared be­fore, now at­ten­ded the ex­hib­i­tions—a beau­ti­ful, lovely little maid­en, and with­al so strangely at­tired as to baffle de­scrip­tion. The world of fash­ion­ables—who, like lead­ers in a con­cert, are ac­cus­tomed to give the time and tune to so­ci­ety—now poured in, and as in this world everything is in ex­tremes, the niece ex­cited un­par­alleled as­ton­ish­ment. It soon be­came the mode to fre­quent the flea-tamer; he who had not seen his niece could not join in the com­mon talk, and thus the artist was saved in his dis­tress. As to the rest, no one could com­pre­hend the name “Dörtje;” and as at this time a cel­eb­rated act­ress was dis­play­ing, in the part of the Queen of Gol­conda, all those high yet soft at­trac­tions which are pe­cu­li­ar to the sex, they called the fair Hol­lander by the roy­al name, Alina.

			When George Pe­pusch came to Ber­lin, Leeuwen­hoek’s fair niece was the talk of the day, and hence at the table of the hotel, where he lodged, scarcely any­thing else was spoken of but the little won­der that de­lighted all the men, young and old, and even the wo­men them­selves. Every­one pressed the new­comer to place him­self on the pin­nacle of the ex­ist­ing mode at Ber­lin, and see the Hol­landress. Pe­pusch had an ir­rit­able, mel­an­choly tem­pera­ment; in every en­joy­ment he found too much of the bit­ter af­ter­taste, which in­deed comes from the Sty­gi­an brook that runs through our whole life, and this made him gloomy and of­ten un­just to all about him. It may be eas­ily sup­posed that in this mood he was little in­clined to run about after pretty girls, but he went nev­er­the­less to the flea-tamer’s, less on ac­count of the dan­ger­ous won­der than to con­firm his pre­con­ceived opin­ion that here too, as so of­ten in life, a strange mad­ness was pre­dom­in­at­ing. He found the Hol­landress fair, in­deed, and agree­able, but in con­sid­er­ing her, he could not help smil­ing with self-sat­is­fac­tion at his own saga­city, by the help of which he had already guessed that the heads, which the little one had so per­fectly turned, must have been tol­er­ably crazy be­fore they left home.

			The maid­en had that light easy man­ner which evinces the best edu­ca­tion; a mis­tress of that de­light­ful coquetry, which, when it of­fers the fin­ger­tips to any­one, at the same time takes from him the power of re­ceiv­ing them, the lovely little creature knew how to at­tract her nu­mer­ous vis­it­ors, as well as to re­strain them with­in the bounds of the strict­est de­cor­um.

			None troubled them­selves about the stranger, who had leis­ure enough to ob­serve all the ac­tions of the fair one. But while he con­tin­ued star­ing more and more at the beau­ti­ful face, there awoke in the deep­est re­cesses of his mind a dark re­col­lec­tion, as if he had some­where be­fore seen the Hol­landress, al­though in oth­er re­la­tions and in oth­er at­tire, and that he him­self had at one time worn a very dif­fer­ent form. In vain he tor­men­ted him­self to bring this re­col­lec­tion to any clear­ness, yet still the idea of his hav­ing really seen the little creature be­fore be­came more and more de­term­in­ate. The blood moun­ted in­to his face, when at last someone gently jogged him, and whispered in his ear, “The light­ning has struck you too, Mr. Philo­soph­er, has it not?” It was his neigh­bour of the or­din­ary, to whom he had as­ser­ted that the ec­stasy in­to which all had fallen was no bet­ter than mad­ness, which would pass away as quickly as it had aris­en.

			Pe­pusch ob­served that while he had been gaz­ing so fix­edly on the little one, the hall had grown deser­ted. Now for the first time she seemed to be aware of his pres­ence, and greeted him with grace­ful fa­mili­ar­ity. From this time he could not get rid of her idea; he tor­men­ted him­self through a sleep­less night, only to come upon the trace of a re­col­lec­tion—but in vain. The sight of the fair one, he rightly thought, could alone bring him to it, and the next day, and all the fol­low­ing days, he nev­er omit­ted vis­it­ing the flea-tamer, and star­ing two or three hours to­geth­er at the beau­ti­ful Dörtje Elverdink.

			When a man can­not get rid of the idea of a beau­ti­ful wo­man who has riv­eted his at­ten­tion, he has already made the first step to­wards love, and thus it happened that, at the very time Pe­pusch fan­cied he was only por­ing upon that faint re­col­lec­tion, he was already in love with the fair Hol­landress.

			Who would now trouble him­self about the fleas, over whom Alina had gained so splen­did a vic­tory, at­tract­ing all with­in her own circle? The mas­ter him­self felt that he was play­ing a some­what silly part with his in­sects; he, there­fore, locked up the whole troop for oth­er times, and with much dex­ter­ity gave to his play an­oth­er form, in which his niece played the prin­cip­al char­ac­ter. He had hit upon the happy thought of giv­ing even­ing en­ter­tain­ments, at a tol­er­ably high rate of sub­scrip­tion, in which, after he had ex­hib­ited a few op­tic­al il­lu­sions, the fur­ther amuse­ment of the com­pany res­ted with his niece. Here the so­cial tal­ents of the fair one shone in full meas­ure, and she took ad­vant­age of the least pause in the en­ter­tain­ment to give a new im­pulse to the party by songs, which she her­self ac­com­pan­ied on the gui­tar. Her voice was not power­ful; her man­ner was not im­pos­ing, of­ten even against rule, but the sweet­ness and clear­ness of tone com­pletely answered to her ap­pear­ance, and when from her dark eye­lashes she dar­ted the soft glances, like gentle moon­beams, amongst the spec­tat­ors, every breast heaved, and the cen­sure of the most con­firmed ped­ant was si­lenced.

			Pe­pusch di­li­gently pro­sec­uted his stud­ies in these even­ing en­ter­tain­ments, that is, he stared for two hours to­geth­er at the Hol­landress, and then left the hall with the rest of the com­pany. Once he stood near­er to her than usu­al, and dis­tinctly heard her say­ing to a young man, “Tell me, who is that life­less spectre, that every even­ing stares at me for hours, and then dis­ap­pears without a syl­lable?”

			Pe­pusch was deeply hurt, and made such a clam­our in his cham­ber, and ac­ted so wildly, that no friend could have re­cog­nized him in his mad freaks. He swore, high and low, nev­er again to see the ma­li­cious Hol­landress, but for all that, did not fail ap­pear­ing at Leeuwen­hoek’s on the very next even­ing, at the usu­al hour, to stare at the lovely Dörtje more fix­edly if that were pos­sible, than ever. It is true, in­deed, that even upon the steps he was migh­tily alarmed at find­ing him­self there, and in all haste ad­op­ted the wise res­ol­u­tion of keep­ing quite at a dis­tance from the fas­cin­at­ing creature. He even car­ried this plan in­to ef­fect by creep­ing in­to a corner of the hall, but the at­tempt to cast down his eyes failed en­tirely, and as be­fore said, he gazed on the Hol­landress more de­term­inedly than ever. Yet he did not know how it happened that on a sud­den Dörtje Elverdink was stand­ing in his corner close be­side him. With a voice that was melody it­self, the fair one said, “I do not re­mem­ber, sir, hav­ing seen you any­where be­fore our meet­ing here at Ber­lin, and yet I find in your fea­tures, in all your man­ner, so much that seems fa­mil­i­ar. Nay, it is as if in times long past we had been very in­tim­ate, but in a dis­tant coun­try and in oth­er re­la­tions. I en­treat you: free me from this un­cer­tainty, and if I am not de­ceived by some re­semb­lance, let us re­new the friend­ship, which floats in dim re­col­lec­tion like some de­light­ful dream.”

			George Pe­pusch felt strangely at this ad­dress; his breast heaved, his fore­head glowed, and a shud­der ran through all his limbs as if he had lain in a vi­ol­ent fever. Though this might mean noth­ing else than that he was head over ears in love, yet there was an­oth­er cause for this per­turb­a­tion, which robbed him of all speech, and al­most of his senses. When Dörtje Elverdink spoke of her be­lief that she had known him long be­fore, it seemed to him as if an­oth­er im­age was presen­ted to his in­ward mind as in a ma­gic lan­tern, and he per­ceived a long re­moved self, which lay far back in time. The idea, that by much med­it­a­tion had as­sumed a clear and firm shape, flashed up in this mo­ment, and this was noth­ing less than that Dörtje Elverdink was the Prin­cess Gama­heh, daugh­ter of King Seka­kis, whom he had loved in a re­mote peri­od, when he flour­ished as the thistle, Ze­her­it. It was well that he did not com­mu­nic­ate this fancy to oth­er folks, as he would most prob­ably have been reckoned mad, and con­fined as such, al­though the fixed idea of a par­tial ma­ni­ac may of­ten, per­haps, be noth­ing more than the il­lu­sions of a pre­ced­ing ex­ist­ence.

			“Good God! you seem dumb, sir!” said the little one, touch­ing George’s breast with the pret­ti­est fin­ger ima­gin­able, and from the tip of it shot an elec­tric spark in­to his heart, and he awoke from his stu­pefac­tion. He seized her hand in a per­fect ec­stasy, covered it with burn­ing kisses, and ex­claimed, “Heav­enly, an­gel­ic creature!” etc., etc., etc. The kind read­er will eas­ily ima­gine all that George Pe­pusch would ex­claim in a such a mo­ment. It is suf­fi­cient to say, that she re­ceived his love-protests as kindly as could be wished, and that the fate­ful mo­ment, in the corner of Leeuwen­hoek’s hall, brought forth a love af­fair that first raised the good George Pe­pusch up to heav­en, and then again plunged him in­to hell. As he happened to be of a mel­an­choly tem­pera­ment, and with­al pet­tish and sus­pi­cious, Dörtje’s con­duct could not fail of giv­ing rise to many little jeal­ousies. Now it was pre­cisely these jeal­ousies that tickled Dörtje’s ma­li­cious hu­mour, and it was her de­light to tor­ment the poor George Pe­pusch in a vari­ety of ways, but as everything can be car­ried only to a cer­tain point, so at last the long-smothered re­sent­ment of the lov­er blazed forth. He was speak­ing of that won­drous time when he, as the thistle, Ze­her­it, had so dearly loved the fair Hol­landress, who was then the daugh­ter of King Seka­kis, and was re­mind­ing her, with all the fire of love, that the cir­cum­stance of his battle with the Leech-Prince had giv­en him the most in­con­test­able right to her hand. On her part, she de­clared that she well re­membered it, and had already felt the fore­bod­ing of it, when Pe­pusch gazed on her with the thistle-glance; she spoke, too, so sweetly of these won­der­ful mat­ters, seemed so in­spired with love to the thistle, Ze­her­it, who had been destined to study at Jena, and then again find the Prin­cess Gama­heh in Ber­lin, that George Pe­pusch fan­cied him­self in the El Dor­ado of all de­light. The lov­ers stood at the win­dow, and the little one suffered her en­am­oured friend to wind his arm about her. In this fa­mil­i­ar po­s­i­tion they caressed each oth­er, for to that at last came the dreamy talk about the won­ders in Famagusta, when it chanced that a hand­some of­ficer of the guards passed by in a brand-new uni­form, and fa­mil­iarly greeted the little one, whom he knew from the even­ing en­ter­tain­ments; Dörtje had half closed her eyes and turned away her head from the street, so that one would have thought it was im­possible for her to see the of­ficer, but great is the ma­gic of a fine new uni­form! The little one—roused, per­haps, by the clat­ter of the sabre on the pave­ment—opened her eyes broad and bright, twis­ted her­self from George’s arm, flung open the win­dow, threw a kiss to the of­ficer, and watched him till he had dis­ap­peared round the corner.

			“Gama­heh!” shouted George Pe­pusch, quite be­side him­self, “Gama­heh! What is this? Do you mock me? Is this the faith you have prom­ised to your Thistle?”

			The little one turned round upon her heel, burst in­to a loud laughter, and ex­claimed—

			“Go, go, George; if I am the daugh­ter of the worthy old King Seka­kis, if you are the thistle, Ze­her­it, that dear of­ficer is the geni­us, Thet­el, who, in fact, pleases me much bet­ter than the sad thorny thistle.”

			With this she dar­ted away through the door, while George Pe­pusch, as might be ex­pec­ted, fell im­me­di­ately in­to a fit of des­per­a­tion, and rushed down the steps as if he had been driv­en by a thou­sand dev­ils. Fate would have it, that he met a friend, in a post-chaise, who was leav­ing Ber­lin, upon which he called out, “Halt! I go with you,” flew home, donned a great coat, put money in his purse, gave the key of his room to the host­ess, seated him­self in the chaise, and pos­ted off with his friend.

			Not­with­stand­ing this hos­tile sep­ar­a­tion, his love to the fair Hol­landress was by no means ex­tin­guished—and just as little could he re­solve to give up the fair claims, which, as the thistle Ze­her­it, he thought he had to the hand and heart of Gama­heh—he re­newed there­fore his pre­ten­sions, when some years af­ter­wards he met with Leeuwen­hoek again at the Hag­ue, and how zeal­ously he fol­lowed her in Frank­furt the read­er has learned already.

			George Pe­pusch was wan­der­ing through the streets at night, quite in­con­sol­able, when his at­ten­tion was at­trac­ted by an un­usu­ally bright light that fell upon the street from a crevice in the win­dow-shut­ter in the lower room of a large house. He thought that there must be fire in the cham­ber, and swung him­self up by means of the iron­work to look in. Bound­less was his sur­prise at what he saw. A large fire blazed in the chim­ney, which was op­pos­ite to the win­dow, be­fore which sat, or rather lay, the little Hol­landress in a broad old-fash­ioned arm­chair, dressed out like an an­gel. She seemed to sleep, while a withered old man knelt be­fore the fire, and with spec­tacles on his nose, peeped in­to a kettle, in which he was prob­ably brew­ing some po­tion. Pe­pusch was try­ing to raise him­self high­er to get a bet­ter view of the group, when he felt him­self seized by the legs, and vi­ol­ently pulled down. A harsh voice ex­claimed, “Now only see the ras­cal! To the watch­house, my mas­ter!” It was the watch­man who had ob­served George climb­ing up the win­dow, and could not sup­pose oth­er­wise than that he wanted to break in­to the house. In spite of all prot­est­a­tions, George Pe­pusch was dragged off by the watch­man, to whose help the patrol had hastened, and thus his nightly wan­der­ing ended mer­rily in the watch­house.

		
	
		
			
				III

				Third Ad­ven­ture

			
			He who has ex­per­i­enced such things in one even­ing as Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss, and who is con­sequently in such a state of mind, can­not pos­sibly sleep well. He rolled about rest­less on his bed, and, when he fell in­to that sort of de­li­ri­um which usu­ally pre­cedes sleep, he again held the little creature in his arms, and felt warm glow­ing kisses on his lips. Then he would start up and fancy, even when awake, that he heard the sweet voice of Alina. He would burn with de­sire that she might not have fled, and yet again would fear that she might re­turn and snare him in a net, from which he could not ex­tric­ate him­self. This war of con­trary feel­ings straightened his breast, and filled it at the same time with a sweet pain, such as he had nev­er felt be­fore.

			“Sleep not, Per­eg­rine; sleep not, gen­er­ous man: I must speak with you dir­ectly,” was lisped close by Per­eg­rine, and still the voice went on with “sleep not, sleep not,” till at last he opened his eyes, which he had closed only to see Alina more dis­tinctly. By the light of the lamp he per­ceived a little mon­ster, scarce a span long, that sat upon the white coun­ter­pane, and which at first ter­ri­fied him, but in the next mo­ment he grasped boldly at it with his hand, to con­vince him­self wheth­er he was or was not de­ceived by his fancy, but the little mon­ster had im­me­di­ately dis­ap­peared without leav­ing a trace be­hind.

			Though it was not re­quis­ite to give a minute de­scrip­tion of the fair Alina, Dörtje Elverdink, or Prin­cess Gama­heh—for the read­er has long ago known that these were one and the same per­son ap­par­ently split in­to three—it is, on the con­trary, quite re­quis­ite to nar­rowly por­tray the little mon­ster that sat upon the coun­ter­pane, and caused so much ter­ror to Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss.

			As already men­tioned, the creature was scarcely a span long. In his bird-shaped head gleamed a pair of round spark­ling eyes, and from his spar­row beak pro­truded a long sharp thing like a rapi­er, while two horns came out from the fore­head close be­low the beak. The neck began close un­der the head also, in the man­ner of a bird, but grew thick­er and thick­er, so that without any in­ter­rup­tion the former grew to a shape­less body, al­most like a hazel­nut, and seemed covered with dark-brown scales like the ar­ma­dillo. But the strangest part was the form­a­tion of the arms and legs; the two former had joints, and were rooted in the creature’s cheeks, close by the beak; im­me­di­ately un­der these arms was a pair of legs, and still farther on an­oth­er pair, both double-join­ted like the arms. These last feet ap­peared to be those on which the creature really re­lied, for be­sides that they were longer and stronger than the oth­ers, he wore upon them very hand­some golden boots with dia­mond spurs.

			The little mon­ster hav­ing so com­pletely van­ished upon Per­eg­rine’s at­tempt to seize it, he would have taken the whole for an il­lu­sion of his ex­cited fancy, if dir­ectly af­ter­wards a thin voice had not been aud­ible, ex­claim­ing:

			“Good heav­ens! Mr. Pere­gine Tyss! have I really been mis­taken in you? Yes­ter­day you ac­ted so nobly to­wards me, and now that I want to show my grat­it­ude, you grasp at me with a mur­der­ous hand! But per­haps my form dis­pleased you, and I did wrong in show­ing my­self to you mi­cro­scop­ic­ally, that you might be sure to see me, which, as you may well sup­pose, is no such easy mat­ter; in fact, I am still sit­ting upon your white coun­ter­pane, and yet you can­not per­ceive me. Don’t take it amiss, Per­eg­rine, but, in truth, your op­tic­al nerves are a little too gross for my thin form. Only prom­ise me, how­ever, that I shall be safe with you, and that you will not make any hos­tile at­tempts upon me, and I will come close to you and tell you many things, which it would be as well that you knew now.”

			“In the first place,” replied Mr. Tyss to the voice, “tell me, my good un­known friend, who you are; the rest will eas­ily fol­low of it­self. In the mean­time I can as­sure you be­fore­hand, that any­thing hos­tile is not at all in my dis­pos­i­tion, and that I will con­tin­ue to act nobly to­wards you, though at present I can­not com­pre­hend in what way I have evinced my noble­ness. Keep, how­ever, your in­cog­nito, for your ap­pear­ance is not the most agree­able.”

			The voice, after a little hem­ming and cough­ing, con­tin­ued, “You are, I re­peat it with pleas­ure, a noble man, Mr. Per­eg­rine, but not par­tic­u­larly deep in sci­ence, and above all, a little in­ex­per­i­enced, or you would have re­cog­nised me at the first glance. I might boast a little and say that I am one of the migh­ti­est of kings, and rule over many, many mil­lions, but from a nat­ur­al mod­esty, and be­cause, after all, the ex­pres­sion ‘king’ is not ex­actly cor­rect, I will pass it over. Amongst the people, at whose head I have the hon­our to be, a re­pub­lic­an con­sti­tu­tion pre­vails. A sen­ate, which at most can con­sist of forty-five thou­sand, nine hun­dred and ninety-nine mem­bers, for the great­er fa­cil­ity of vot­ing, holds the place of re­gent, and he who presides over this sen­ate has the name of mas­ter, be­cause, in all the af­fairs of life, he must really be a mas­ter. Without farther cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, I will now con­fess to you that I, who now speak to you without your see­ing me, am none oth­er than this Mas­ter Flea. That you know my people I do not make the least doubt, for most as­suredly, worthy sir, you have already nour­ished many of them with your own blood. Hence you must needs be aware that they are an­im­ated by an un­tame­able love of free­dom, and in­deed are a set of sprin­galds, who are in­clined to keep off any­thing like solid­ity of form by a con­tinu­al leap­ing and skip­ping. You will eas­ily per­ceive what tal­ents must be re­quis­ite to gov­ern such a people, and will there­fore feel for me a be­com­ing re­spect. As­sure me of that, Mr. Per­eg­rine, be­fore I pro­ceed any farther.”

			For some mo­ments it seemed to Mr. Tyss as if a great mill wheel were turn­ing round in his head, but he soon be­came more com­posed, and began to think that the ap­pear­ance of the strange lady at the book­bind­er’s was just as won­der­ful as the present one, which was per­haps, after all, noth­ing more than a nat­ur­al con­tinu­ation of the sin­gu­lar his­tory in which he had be­come in­volved. He there­fore de­clared to Mas­ter Flea that he re­spec­ted him prodi­giously for his un­com­mon tal­ents, and was the more anxious to know him bet­ter, as his voice soun­ded very sweetly, and there was a cer­tain del­ic­acy in his speech which be­trayed a del­ic­ate form of body, where­at Mas­ter Flea con­tin­ued:

			“I thank you much, my best Mr. Tyss, for your fa­vour­able opin­ion, and hope soon to con­vince you that you are not mis­taken in me. In the mean­time, that you may learn what ser­vice you have rendered me, it is re­quis­ite that I should im­part to you my whole his­tory. Know then that my fath­er was the renowned … (Yet stay; it just oc­curs to me that the beau­ti­ful gift of pa­tience has be­come re­mark­ably rare of late amongst read­ers and aud­it­ors, and that co­pi­ous mem­oirs, once so much ad­mired, are now de­test­able: I will there­fore touch lightly and epis­od­ic­ally that part only which is more im­me­di­ately con­nec­ted with my abode with you.) … In know­ing that I am really Mas­ter Flea, you must know me for a man of the most ex­tens­ive learn­ing, of the most pro­found ex­per­i­ence in all branches of know­ledge. But hold! You can­not meas­ure the de­gree of my in­form­a­tion by your scale, since you are ig­nor­ant of the won­der­ful world in which I and my people live. How would you feel as­ton­ished if your mind could be opened to that world! It would seem to you a realm of the strangest and most in­com­pre­hens­ible won­ders, and hence you must not feel sur­prised, if all which ori­gin­ates from that world should seem to you like a con­fused fairy tale, in­ven­ted by an idle brain. Do not, there­fore, al­low your­self to be con­foun­ded, but trust my words. See: in many things my people are far su­per­i­or to you men, for ex­ample: in all that re­gards the pen­et­rat­ing in­to the mys­ter­ies of nature, in strength, dex­ter­ity—spir­itu­al and cor­por­eal dex­ter­ity. But we, too, have our pas­sions, and with us, as with you, these are of­ten the sources of great dis­quiet­udes, some­times even of total de­struc­tion. Loved, nay ad­ored, as I was, by my people, my mas­tery might have placed me upon the pin­nacle of hap­pi­ness, had I not been blinded by an un­for­tu­nate pas­sion for a per­son who com­pletely gov­erned me, though she nev­er could be my wife. But our race is in gen­er­al re­proached with a pas­sion for the fair sex, that over­steps the bounds of de­cor­um. Sup­pos­ing how­ever this re­proach to be true, yet on the oth­er hand, every­one knows. But hold: without more cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, I saw the daugh­ter of King Seka­kis, the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh, and on the in­stant be­came so des­per­ately en­am­oured of her, that I for­got my people—my­self—and lived only in the de­light of skip­ping about the fairest neck, the fairest bos­om, and tick­ling the beauty with kisses. She of­ten caught at me with her rosy fin­gers, without ever be­ing able to seize me, and this I took for the toy­ing of af­fec­tion. But how silly is any­one in love, even when that one is Mas­ter Flea. Suf­fice it to say, that the odi­ous Leech-Prince fell upon the poor Gama­heh, whom he kissed to death, but still I should have suc­ceeded in sav­ing my be­loved, if a silly boast­er and an awk­ward idi­ot had not in­terfered without be­ing asked, and spoilt all. The boast­er was the Thistle, Ze­her­it, and the idi­ot was the Geni­us, Thet­el. When, how­ever, the Geni­us rose in the air with the sleep­ing prin­cess, I clung fast to the lace about her bos­om, and thus was Gama­heh’s faith­ful fel­low-trav­el­ler, without be­ing per­ceived by him. It happened that we flew over two magi, who were ob­serving the stars from a lofty tower. One of them dir­ec­ted his glass so sharply at me, that I was al­most blinded by the shine of the ma­gic in­stru­ment. A vi­ol­ent gid­di­ness seized me; in vain I sought to hold fast. I tumbled down help­lessly from the mon­strous height, fell plump upon the nose of one of the magi, and only my light­ness, my ex­traordin­ary activ­ity, could have saved me.

			“I was still too much stunned to skip off his nose and place my­self in per­fect safety, when the treach­er­ous Leeuwen­hoek—he was the ma­gi­cian—caught me dex­ter­ously with his fin­gers, and placed me in his mi­cro­scope. Not­with­stand­ing it was night, and he was ob­liged to use a lamp, he was by far too prac­ticed an ob­serv­er, and too great an ad­ept, not im­me­di­ately to re­cog­nise in me the Mas­ter Flea. De­lighted that a lucky chance had de­livered in­to his hands such an im­port­ant pris­on­er, and re­solved to draw every pos­sible ad­vant­age from it, he flung poor me in­to chains, and thus began a pain­ful im­pris­on­ment, from which I was yes­ter­day freed by you. The pos­ses­sion of me gave the ab­om­in­able Leeuwen­hoek full power over my vas­sals, whom he soon col­lec­ted in swarms about him, and with bar­bar­i­an cruelty in­tro­duced amongst us that which is called edu­ca­tion, and which soon robbed us of all free­dom, of all en­joy­ment of life. In re­gard to schol­ast­ic stud­ies, and the arts and sci­ences in gen­er­al, Leeuwen­hoek soon dis­covered, to his sur­prise and vex­a­tion, that we knew more than him­self; the high­er cul­tiv­a­tion which he forced upon us con­sisted chiefly in this: that we were to be some­thing, or at least rep­res­ent some­thing. But it was pre­cisely this be­ing some­thing, this rep­res­ent­ing some­thing, that brought with it a mul­ti­tude of wants which we had nev­er known be­fore, and which were now to be sat­is­fied with the sweat of our brow. The bar­bar­ous Leeuwen­hoek con­ver­ted us in­to states­men, sol­diers, pro­fess­ors, and I know not what be­sides. All were ob­liged to wear the dress of their re­spect­ive ranks, and thus arose amongst us tail­ors, shoe­makers, hairdress­ers, black­smiths, cut­lers, and a mul­ti­tude of oth­er trades, only to sat­is­fy an use­less and de­struct­ive lux­ury. The worst of it was that Leeuwen­hoek had noth­ing else in view than his own ad­vant­age in show­ing us cul­tiv­ated people to men, and re­ceiv­ing money for it. Moreover our cul­tiv­a­tion was set down en­tirely to his ac­count, and he got the praise which be­longed to us alone. Leeuwen­hoek well knew that in los­ing me he would also lose the domin­ion over my people; the more closely there­fore he drew the spell which bound me to him, and so much the harder was my im­pris­on­ment. I thought with ar­dent de­sire on the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh, and pondered on the means of get­ting tid­ings of her fate, but what the acutest reas­on could not ef­fect, the chance of the mo­ment it­self brought about. The friend and as­so­ci­ate of my ma­gi­cian, the old Swam­mer­dam, had found the prin­cess in the pet­al of a tulip, and this dis­cov­ery he im­par­ted to his friend. By means which, my good Per­eg­rine, I for­bear de­tail­ing to you, as you do not un­der­stand much about these mat­ters, he suc­ceeded in restor­ing Gama­heh to her nat­ur­al shape, and bring­ing her back to life. In the end, how­ever, these very wise per­sons proved as awk­ward idi­ots as the Geni­us, Thet­el, and the Thistle, Ze­her­it. In their eager­ness they had for­got­ten the most ma­ter­i­al point, and thus it happened that in the very same mo­ment the prin­cess awoke to life, she was sink­ing back again in­to death. I alone knew the cause; love to the fair one, which now flamed in my breast stronger than ever, gave me a gi­ant’s strength: I burst my chains, sprang with one mighty bound upon her shoulder—a single bite suf­ficed to set the freez­ing blood in mo­tion: she lived. But I must tell you, Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss, that this bite must be re­peated if the prin­cess is to con­tin­ue bloom­ing in youth and beauty; oth­er­wise she will dwindle away in a few months to a shriv­elled little old wo­man. On this ac­count, as you must see, I am quite in­dis­pens­able to her, and it is only by the fear of los­ing me, that I can ac­count for the black in­grat­it­ude with which she re­paid my love. Without more ado she de­livered me up to my tor­ment­or, who flung me in­to heav­ier chains than ever, but to his own de­struc­tion. In spite of all the vi­gil­ance of Leeuwen­hoek and Gama­heh, I at last suc­ceeded, in an un­guarded hour, in es­cap­ing from my pris­on. Al­though the heavy boots, which I had no time to pull off, hindered me con­sid­er­ably in my flight, yet I got safely to the shop of the toy­man, of whom you bought your ware; but it was not long be­fore, to my in­fin­ite ter­ror, Gama­heh entered the shop. I held my­self lost; you alone could save me. I gently whispered to you my dis­tress, and you were good enough to open a little box for me, in­to which I quickly sprang, and in which you as quickly car­ried me off with you. Gama­heh sought in vain for me, and it was not till much later that she learned how and whith­er I had fled.

			“As soon as I was free, Leeuwen­hoek lost all power over my people, who im­me­di­ately slipped away, and in mock­ery left the tyr­ant pep­per­corns, fruit-stones, and such­like, in their clothes. Again then my hearty thanks, kind, noble Mr. Per­eg­rine, for the great be­ne­fit you have done me, and which I know as well as any­one how to es­tim­ate. Per­mit me, as a free man, to re­main a little time with you; I can be use­ful to you in many im­port­ant af­fairs of your life bey­ond what you may ex­pect. To be sure there might be danger if you should be­come en­am­oured of the fair one—”

			“What do you say?” in­ter­rup­ted Per­eg­rine, “What do you say, Mas­ter? I—I en­am­oured!”

			“Even so,” con­tin­ued Mas­ter Flea, “Think of my ter­ror, of my anxi­ety, when you entered yes­ter­day with the prin­cess in your arms, glow­ing with pas­sion, and she em­ploy­ing every se­duct­ive art—as she well knows how—to per­suade you to sur­render me. Ah, then I per­ceived your noble­ness in its full ex­tent, when you re­mained im­move­able, dex­ter­ously feign­ing as if you knew noth­ing of my be­ing with you, as if you did not even un­der­stand what the prin­cess wanted.”

			“And that was pre­cisely the truth of the mat­ter,” said Per­eg­rine, in­ter­rupt­ing Mas­ter Flea anew. “You are at­trib­ut­ing things as a mer­it to me, of which I had not the slight­est sus­pi­cion. In the shop where I bought the toys, I neither saw you nor the fair dam­sel, who sought me at the book­bind­er’s, and whom you are strangely pleased to call the Prin­cess Gama­heh. It was quite un­known to me, that amongst the boxes, where I ex­pec­ted to find leaden sol­diers, there was an empty one in which you were lurk­ing, and how could I pos­sibly guess that you were the pris­on­er whom the pretty child was re­quir­ing with such im­petu­os­ity? Don’t be whim­sic­al, Mas­ter Flea, and dream of things, of which I had not the slight­est con­cep­tion.”

			“Ah,” replied Mas­ter Flea, “you would dex­ter­ously avoid my thanks, kind Mr. Per­eg­rine, and this gives me, to my great con­sol­a­tion, a farther lively proof of your noble way of think­ing. Learn, gen­er­ous man, that all the ef­forts of Leeuwen­hoek and Gama­heh to re­gain me are fruit­less, so long as you af­ford me your pro­tec­tion. You must vol­un­tar­ily give me up to my tor­ment­ors; all oth­er means are to no pur­pose—Mr. Pere­gine Tyss, you are in love!”

			“Do not talk so!” ex­claimed Per­eg­rine. “Do not call by the name of love a fool­ish mo­ment­ary ebulli­tion, which is already past.”

			Per­eg­rine felt the col­our rush­ing up in­to his cheeks and fore­head, and giv­ing him the lie. He crept un­der the bed­clothes. Mas­ter Flea con­tin­ued:

			“It is not to be wondered at if you were un­able to res­ist the sur­pris­ing charms of the prin­cess, es­pe­cially as she em­ployed many dan­ger­ous arts to cap­tiv­ate you. Nor is the storm yet over. The ma­li­cious little thing will put in prac­tice many a trick to catch you in her love-toils, as, in­deed, every wo­man can, without ex­actly be­ing a Prin­cess Gama­heh. She will try to get you so com­pletely in her power, that you shall only live for her and her wishes, and then—woe to me! It will come to this ques­tion: is your noble­ness strong enough to con­quer your pas­sion, or will you prefer yield­ing to Gama­heh’s wishes, and thus replunge in­to misery not only your little protégé, but the whole people whom you have re­leased from a wretched slavery? Or, again, will you res­ist the al­lure­ments of a treach­er­ous creature, and thus con­firm my hap­pi­ness and that of my sub­jects? Oh that you would prom­ise me the last! That you could!”

			“Mas­ter,” replied Per­eg­rine, draw­ing the bed­clothes away from his face, “Dear Mas­ter, you are right: noth­ing is more dan­ger­ous than the tempta­tions of wo­men. They are all false, all ma­li­cious; they play with us as cats with mice, and for our tenderest ex­er­tions we reap noth­ing but con­tempt and mock­ery. Hence it is that formerly a cold death­like per­spir­a­tion used to stand upon my brow as soon as any wo­man-creature ap­proached me, and I my­self be­lieve that there must be some­thing pe­cu­li­ar about the fair Alina, or Prin­cess Gama­heh, as you will have it, al­though, with my plain hu­man reas­on, I do not com­pre­hend all that you are say­ing, but rather feel as if I were in some wild dream, or read­ing The Thou­sand and One Nights. Be all this, how­ever, as it may, you have put your­self un­der my pro­tec­tion, dear Mas­ter, and noth­ing shall per­suade me to de­liv­er you up to your en­emies; as to the se­duct­ive maid­en, I will not see her again. This I prom­ise sol­emnly, and would give my hand upon it, had you one to re­ceive it and re­turn the hon­our­able pledge.”

			With this Per­eg­rine stretched out his arm far upon the bed­clothes.

			“Now,” ex­claimed the little In­vis­ible, “Now I am quite con­soled, quite at ease. If I have no hand to of­fer you, at least per­mit me to prick you in the right thumb, partly to testi­fy my ex­treme sat­is­fac­tion, and partly to seal our bond of friend­ship more as­suredly.”

			At the same mo­ment Per­eg­rine felt in the thumb of his right hand a bite, which smar­ted so sens­ibly, as to prove it could have come only from the first Mas­ter of all the fleas.

			“You bite like a little dev­il!” cried Per­eg­rine.

			“Take it,” replied Mas­ter Flea, “as a lively token of my hon­our­able in­ten­tions. But it is fit that I should of­fer to you, as a pledge of my grat­it­ude, a gift which be­longs to the most ex­traordin­ary pro­duc­tions of art. It is noth­ing else than a mi­cro­scope, made by a very dex­ter­ous op­ti­cian of my people, while he was in Leeuwen­hoek’s ser­vice. The in­stru­ment will ap­pear some­what small to you, for, in real­ity, it is about a hun­dred and twenty times smal­ler than a grain of sand, but its use will not al­low of any pe­cu­li­ar great­ness. It is this: I place the glass in the pu­pil of your left eye, and this eye im­me­di­ately be­comes mi­cro­scop­ic. As I wish to sur­prise you with the ef­fect of it, I will say no more about it for the present, and will only en­treat that I may be per­mit­ted to per­form the mi­cro­scop­ic op­er­a­tion whenev­er I see that it will do you any im­port­ant ser­vice. And now sleep well, Mr. Per­eg­rine; you have need of rest.”

			Per­eg­rine, in real­ity, fell asleep, and did not awake till full morn­ing, when he heard the well-known scratch­ing of old Alina’s broom; she was sweep­ing out the next room. A little child, who was con­scious of some mis­chief, could not tremble more at his moth­er’s rod than Mr. Per­eg­rine trembled in the fear of the old wo­man’s re­proaches. At length she came in with the cof­fee. Per­eg­rine glanced at her through the bed-cur­tains, which he had drawn close, and was not a little sur­prised at the clear sun­shine which over­spread the old wo­man’s face.

			“Are you still asleep, my dear Mr. Tyss?” she asked in one of the soft­est tones of which her voice was cap­able, and Per­eg­rine, tak­ing cour­age, answered just as softly,

			“No, my dear Alina. Lay the break­fast upon the table; I will get up dir­ectly.”

			But when he did really rise, it seemed to him as if the sweet breath of the creature, who had lain in his arms, was wav­ing through the cham­ber, he felt so strangely and so anxiously. He would have giv­en all the world to know what had be­come of the mys­tery of his pas­sion, for like this mys­tery it­self, the fair one had ap­peared and van­ished.

			While he was in vain en­deav­our­ing to drink his cof­fee and eat his toast—every morsel of which was bit­ter in his mouth—Alina entered, and busied her­self about this and that, mur­mur­ing all the time to her­self, “Strange! in­cred­ible! What things one sees! Who would have thought it?”

			Per­eg­rine, whose heart beat so strongly that he could bear it no longer, asked, “What is so strange, dear Alina?”

			“All man­ner of things! All man­ner of things!” replied the old wo­man, laugh­ing cun­ningly, while she went on with her oc­cu­pa­tion of set­ting the rooms to rights. Per­eg­rine’s breast was ready to burst, and he in­vol­un­tar­ily ex­claimed, in a tone of lan­guish­ing pain, “Ah! Alina!”

			“Yes, Mr. Tyss, here I am; what are your com­mands?” replied Alina, spread­ing her­self out be­fore Per­eg­rine, as if in ex­pect­a­tion of his or­ders.

			Per­eg­rine stared at the cop­per face of the old wo­man, and all his fears were lost in the dis­gust which filled him on the sud­den. He asked in a tol­er­ably harsh tone:

			“What has be­come of the strange lady who was here yes­ter­day even­ing? Did you open the door for her? Did you look to a coach for her, as I ordered? Was she taken home?”

			“Open doors!” said the old wo­man with an ab­om­in­able grin, which she in­ten­ded for a sly laugh. “Look to a coach! taken home! There was no need of all this: the fair dam­sel is in the house, and won’t leave the house for the present.”

			Per­eg­rine star­ted up in joy­ful alarm, and she now pro­ceeded to tell him how, when the lady was leap­ing down the stairs in a way that al­most stunned her, Mr. Swam­mer stood be­low, at the door of his room, with an im­mense branch-can­dle­stick in his hand. The old gen­tle­man, with a pro­fu­sion of bows, con­trary to his usu­al cus­tom, in­vited the lady in­to his apart­ment, and she slipped in without any hes­it­a­tion, and her host locked and bolted the door.

			The con­duct of the mis­an­throp­ic Swam­mer was too strange for Alina not to listen at the door, and peep a little through the key­hole. She then saw him stand­ing in the middle of the room, and talk­ing so wisely and pathet­ic­ally to the lady, that she her­self had wept, though she had not un­der­stood a single word, he hav­ing spoken in a for­eign lan­guage. She could not think oth­er­wise than that the old gen­tle­man had la­boured to bring her back to the paths of vir­tue, for his vehe­mence had gradu­ally in­creased, till the dam­sel at last sank upon her knees and kissed his hand with great hu­mil­ity: she had even wept a little. Upon this he lif­ted her up very kindly, kissed her fore­head—in do­ing which he was forced to stoop ter­ribly—and then led her to an arm­chair. He next busied him­self in mak­ing a fire, brought some spices, and, as far as she could per­ceive, began to mull some wine. Un­luck­ily the old wo­man had just then taken snuff, and sneezed aloud, upon which Swam­mer, stretch­ing out his arm to the door, ex­claimed with a ter­rible voice, that went through the mar­row of her bones, “Away with thee, listen­ing Satan!” She knew not how she had got off and in­to her bed, but in the morn­ing, upon open­ing her eyes, she fan­cied she saw a spectre, for be­fore her stood Mr. Swam­mer in a hand­some sable-fur, with gold buckles, his hat on his head, his stick in his hand.

			“My good Mis­tress Alina,” he said, “I must go out on im­port­ant busi­ness, and per­haps may not re­turn for many hours. Take care, there­fore, that there is no noise on my floor, and that no one ven­tures to enter my room. A lady of rank, and—I may tell you—a very hand­some prin­cess, has taken refuge with me. Long ago, at the court of her fath­er, I was her gov­ernor; there­fore she has con­fid­ence in me, and I must and will pro­tect her against all evil mach­in­a­tions. I tell you this, Mis­tress Alina, that you may show the lady the re­spect which be­longs to her rank. With Mr. Tyss’s per­mis­sion she will be waited on by you, for which at­tend­ance you will be roy­ally re­war­ded, provided you are si­lent, and do not be­tray the prin­cess’ abode to any­one.” So say­ing, Mr. Swam­mer had im­me­di­ately gone off.

			Per­eg­rine now asked the old wo­man, if it did not seem strange that the lady, whom he could swear he met at the book­bind­er’s, should be a prin­cess, seek­ing refuge with old Swam­mer? But she pro­tested that she be­lieved his words rather than her own eyes, and was there­fore of opin­ion that all which had happened at the book­bind­er’s or in the cham­ber was either a ma­gic­al il­lu­sion, or that the ter­ror and anxi­ety of the flight had led the prin­cess in­to so strange an ad­ven­ture. For the rest, she would soon learn all from the lady her­self.

			“But,” ob­jec­ted Per­eg­rine, in real­ity only to con­tin­ue the con­ver­sa­tion about the lady, “but where is the sus­pi­cion, the evil opin­ion, you had of her yes­ter­day?”

			“Ah,” replied the old wo­man sim­per­ing, “that is all over. One need only look at the dear creature to be con­vinced she is a prin­cess, and as beau­ti­ful with­al as ever was a prin­cess. When Swam­mer had gone, I could not help look­ing to see what she was about, and peep­ing a little through the key­hole. There she lay stretched out upon the sofa, her an­gel head lean­ing upon her hand, so that the raven locks poured through the little white fin­gers, a beau­ti­ful sight! Her dress was of sil­ver tis­sue, through which the bos­om and the arms were vis­ible, and on her feet she had golden slip­pers. One had fallen off, and showed that she wore no stock­ings, so that the na­ked foot peeped forth from un­der the gar­ments. But, my good Mr. Tyss, she is no doubt still ly­ing on the sofa, and if you will take the trouble of peep­ing through the key­hole—”

			“What do you say?” in­ter­rup­ted Per­eg­rine with vehe­mence, “What do you say? Shall I ex­pose my­self to her se­duct­ive sight, which might urge me in­to all man­ner of fol­lies?”

			“Cour­age, Per­eg­rine! res­ist the tempta­tion!” lisped a voice close be­side him, which he in­stantly re­cog­nised for that of Mas­ter Flea.

			The old wo­man laughed mys­ter­i­ously, and after a few minutes’ si­lence said, “I will tell you the whole mat­ter, as it seems to me. Wheth­er the strange lady be a prin­cess or not, thus much is cer­tain, that she is of rank and rich, and that Mr. Swam­mer has taken up her cause warmly, and must have been long ac­quain­ted with her. And why did she run after you, dear Mr. Tyss? I say, be­cause she is des­per­ately in love with you, and love makes people blind and mad, and leads even prin­cesses in­to the strangest and most in­con­sid­er­ate fol­lies. A gypsy proph­esied to your late moth­er that you would one day be happy in a mar­riage when you least ex­pec­ted it. Now it is com­ing true.”

			And with this the old wo­man began again de­scrib­ing how beau­ti­ful the lady looked. It may be eas­ily sup­posed that Per­eg­rine felt over­whelmed. At last he broke out with, “Si­lence, I pray you, of such things. The lady in love with me! How silly! how ab­surd!”

			“Umph!” said the old wo­man. “If that were not the case she would not have sighed so piteously, she would not have ex­claimed so lam­ent­ably, ‘no, my dear Per­eg­rine, my sweet friend, you will not, you can­not be cruel to me. I shall see you again, and en­joy all the hap­pi­ness of heav­en.’ And our old Mr. Swam­mer! she has quite changed him. Did I ever use to get any­thing of him but a paltry six­pence for a Christ­mas box? And now he gave me this morn­ing a crown, with such a kind look—no com­mon thing with him—as a douceur be­fore­hand for my ser­vices to the lady. There’s some­thing in it all. I’ll lay you any­thing that in the end Mr. Swam­mer is her am­bas­sad­or to you.”

			And again the old wo­man began to speak of the grace and love­li­ness of the lady with an an­im­a­tion that soun­ded strange enough in the mouth of a withered creature like her­self, till Per­eg­rine jumped up all fire and fury, and cried out like a mad­man, “Be it as it will—down, down to the key­hole!” In vain he was warned by Mas­ter Flea, who sat in the neck­cloth of the en­am­oured Per­eg­rine, and had hid him­self in a fold. Per­eg­rine did not hear his voice, and Mas­ter Flea learned what he ought to have known long be­fore: namely, that some­thing may be done with the most ob­stin­ate man, but not with a lov­er.

			The lady did, in­deed, lie on the sofa, just as the old wo­man had de­scribed, and Per­eg­rine found that no mor­tal lan­guage was ad­equate to the ex­pres­sion of the heav­enly charms which over­spread the lovely fig­ure. Her dress, of real sil­ver tis­sue, with strange em­broid­ery, was quite fant­ast­ic, and might do very well for the neg­li­gee of the prin­cess Gama­heh, which she had per­haps worn in Famagusta, at the very mo­ment of her be­ing kissed to death by the ma­li­cious Leech-Prince. At all events it was so beau­ti­ful, and so ex­ceed­ingly strange, that the idea of it could nev­er have come from the head of the most gen­i­al the­at­ric­al tail­or, nor have been con­ceived by the sub­limest mil­liner.

			“Yes, it is she! it is the Prin­cess Gama­heh!” mur­mured Per­eg­rine, trem­bling with anxi­ety and pleas­ure. But when the fair one sighed, “Per­eg­rine! my Per­eg­rine!” the full mad­ness of the pas­sion seized him, and it was only an un­name­able anxi­ety, rob­bing him of all self-pos­ses­sion, that pre­ven­ted him from break­ing in the door, and throw­ing him­self at the feet of the an­gel.

			The friendly read­er knows already how it was with the fas­cin­a­tions, the ce­les­ti­al beauty, of the little Dörtje Elverdink. The ed­it­or, how­ever, may safely de­clare, that, after he too had peeped through the key­hole, and seen the fair one in her fant­ast­ic dress of tis­sue, he can say noth­ing more than that Dörtje Elverdink was a very pretty little pup­pet. But as no young man can pos­sibly be in love for the first time with any but an an­gel, without her equal on earth, it may be al­lowed also to Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss to look upon Dörtje Elverdink as some­thing ce­les­ti­al.

			“Re­col­lect your­self, my dear Mr. Tyss; think of your prom­ise. You would nev­er see the se­duct­ive Gama­heh again, and now I could put the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in­to your eye, but without such help you must per­ceive that the ma­li­cious creature has long ob­served you, and that all she is do­ing is only de­ceit, to se­duce you. Be­lieve me, I mean it well with you.” So whispered Mas­ter Flea in the fold of his col­lar, but, whatever doubts might arise in Mr. Per­eg­rine’s mind, he could not tear him­self away from the fas­cin­at­ing sight of the little one, who knew well how to use the ad­vant­age of be­ing sup­posed to fancy her­self alone; fling­ing her­self in­to all man­ner of vo­lup­tu­ous at­ti­tudes, she put the poor Per­eg­rine quite be­side him­self.

			He would most likely have been still fixed at the door, had it not been for a loud ringing, and Alina’s cry­ing out that Swam­mer had re­turned. Upon this he hur­ried up the stairs in­to his cham­ber, where he gave him­self up to his love thoughts, but with these thoughts re­turned the doubts which had been raised in his breast by the ad­mon­i­tions of Mas­ter Flea. There was, in­deed, a flea in his ear, and he fell in­to all man­ner of dis­quiet­ing med­it­a­tions. He thought to him­self, “Must I not be­lieve that this lovely creature is the Prin­cess Gama­heh, the daugh­ter of a mighty king? But if this be the case, it is folly, mad­ness, to as­pire to the pos­ses­sion of so ex­al­ted a per­son­age. Then too she has begged the sur­render of a pris­on­er, on whom her life de­pends, and as this ex­actly agrees with what Mas­ter Flea has said, I can hardly doubt that all which I would in­ter­pret in­to af­fec­tion for me is only a mean to sub­ject me to her will. And yet to leave her! to lose her! That is hell! That is death!”

			In these pain­ful med­it­a­tions he was dis­turbed by a mod­est knock­ing at his door, and the per­son who entered was none oth­er than his lodger. The an­cient Mr. Swam­mer, at oth­er times a shriv­elled, mis­an­throp­ic, grumbling man, seemed sud­denly to have be­come twenty years young­er. His fore­head was smooth, his eye an­im­ated, his mouth friendly: in­stead of the odi­ous black peri­wig he wore his nat­ur­al sil­ver hair, and in the place of the dark-gray up­per coat, he had on a sable, such as Aline had be­fore de­scribed him. With a cheer­ful and even friendly mien, by no means usu­al with him, he came up to Per­eg­rine, protest­ing that he did not wish to dis­turb his dear host in any oc­cu­pa­tion, but his duty as a lodger re­quired that he should the first thing in the morn­ing in­form his land­lord he had been un­der the ne­ces­sity of giv­ing refuge to a help­less dam­sel, who sought to es­cape from the tyranny of a cruel uncle, and would there­fore pass some time in the house. For this he needed the per­mis­sion of his kind host, which he now re­ques­ted.

			In­vol­un­tar­ily Per­eg­rine in­quired who the lady was, without re­flect­ing that this in fact was the best ques­tion he could ask to get a clue to the strange mys­tery.

			“It is just and prop­er,” replied Swam­mer, “that the land­lord should know whom he is lodging in his house. Learn then, my re­spec­ted Mr. Tyss, that the dam­sel, who has taken refuge with me, is none oth­er than the fair Hol­landress, Dörtje Elverdink, niece of the cel­eb­rated Leeuwen­hoek, who, as you know, gives here the won­der­ful mi­cro­scop­ic ex­hib­i­tions. Leeuwen­hoek was once my friend, but I must ac­know­ledge that he is a hard man, and uses my god­daugh­ter cruelly. A vi­ol­ent af­fair, which took place yes­ter­day, com­pelled the maid­en to flight, and it seems nat­ur­al enough that she should seek help and refuge with me.”

			“Dörtje Elverdink!” said Per­eg­rine, half dream­ing, “Leeuwen­hoek! Per­haps a des­cend­ant of the nat­ur­al­ist, Ant­onie van Leeuwen­hoek, who made the cel­eb­rated mi­cro­scopes.”

			“That our Leeuwen­hoek,” replied Swam­mer, smil­ing, “is a des­cend­ant of that cel­eb­rated man, I can­not ex­actly say, see­ing that he is the cel­eb­rated man him­self, and it is a mere fable that he was bur­ied about two hun­dred years ago at Delft. Be­lieve it, my dear Mr. Tyss, or else you might doubt that I am the renowned Swam­mer­dam, al­though, for the sake of short­ness and that I may not have to an­swer the ques­tions of every curi­ous block­head, I call my­self Swam­mer. Every­one main­tains that I died in the year 1680, but you see, Mr. Tyss, that I stand be­fore you alive and hearty, and that I am really I, I can prove even to the dullest, from my Bib­lia Natur­ae. You be­lieve me, my worthy Mr. Tyss?”

			“Since a short time—” said Mr. Tyss, in a tone that showed his men­tal per­plex­ity, “Since a short time I have ex­per­i­enced so many won­ders, that I should be in per­petu­al doubt, if the whole had not been a mani­fest sub­ject of the senses. But now I be­lieve everything, how­ever wild and fant­ast­ic. It may be that you are the dead Jan Swam­mer­dam, and, there­fore, as a dead-alive, know more than oth­er com­mon men, but as to the flight of Dörtje Elverdink, or the Prin­cess Gama­heh, or how­ever else the lady may be called, you are in a mon­strous er­ror. Hear how the mat­ter really happened.”

			Per­eg­rine now re­lated quite calmly the ad­ven­ture he had with the lady, her en­trance in­to Lem­mer­hirt’s room, up to her re­cep­tion with Mr. Swam­mer, who, when he had done replied, “It seems to me, as if all that you have been pleased to re­late were noth­ing more than a sin­gu­lar, yet very pleas­ant, dream. I will, how­ever, let that be, and re­quest your friend­ship, which per­haps I may have much need of. For­get my mor­ose con­duct, and let us be more in­tim­ate. Your fath­er was a shrewd man and my good friend, but in re­gard to sci­ence, depth of un­der­stand­ing, ma­ture judg­ment, and prac­ticed in­sight in­to life, the son goes be­fore the fath­er. You know not how much I es­teem you, my worthy Mr. Tyss.”

			“Now is the time!” whispered Mas­ter Flea, and in the same mo­ment Per­eg­rine felt a slight passing pain in the pu­pil of his left eye. He knew that Mas­ter Flea had placed the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in his eye, but he had not be­fore had the slight­est idea of its ef­fects. Be­hind the tunicle of Swam­mer’s eyes he per­ceived strange nerves and branches, the per­plexed course of which he traced deep in­to the fore­head, and could per­ceive that they were Swam­mer’s thoughts. They ran much in this way: “I did not ex­pect to get off so eas­ily here, without be­ing bet­ter ques­tioned. If papa was an ig­nora­mus, of whom I nev­er thought any­thing, the son is still worse, with a great­er in­fu­sion of child­ish­ness. With the sim­pli­city of an idi­ot, he tells me the whole ad­ven­ture with the Prin­cess, not see­ing that she must have already told me all, as my be­ha­viour to her of ne­ces­sity pre­sup­poses an earli­er in­tim­acy. But there is no help for it; I must speak him fair, be­cause I want his help. He is simple enough to be­lieve all I say, and, in his stu­pid good nature, to make many a sac­ri­fice to my in­terest, for which he will reap no oth­er thanks than that, when all is over, and Gama­heh mine again, I shall laugh soundly at him be­hind his back.”

			“It seemed to me—” said Swam­mer, com­ing close to Per­eg­rine. “It seemed to me, my dear Mr. Tyss, as if a flea were on your col­lar.”

			The thoughts ran thus: “The deuce! that was, in­deed, Mas­ter Flea! It would be a queer piece of busi­ness if Gama­heh should be right after all.”

			Per­eg­rine stepped nimbly back, protest­ing that he had no dis­like to fleas.

			“Then,” replied Swam­mer, with a pro­found bow, “then for the present I most re­spect­fully take my leave, my dear Mr. Tyss.”

			The thoughts ran thus: “I wish the black­winged dev­il had you, idi­ot!”

			Mas­ter Flea took the mi­cro­scop­ic glass out of the eye of the as­ton­ished Per­eg­rine, and then said, “You have now, my dear sir, ex­per­i­enced the won­der­ful ef­fects of the glass, which has not its equal in the world, and must per­ceive what a su­peri­or­ity it gives you over men, by lay­ing open be­fore your eyes their in­most thoughts. But, if you were to use it con­stantly, the per­petu­al know­ledge of their real sen­ti­ments would over­whelm you, for the bit­ter vex­a­tion which you have just now ex­per­i­enced would be too of­ten re­peated. I will al­ways be with you when you leave your house, sit­ting either in your col­lar, or in some con­veni­ent place, and if you wish to learn the thoughts of him who is con­vers­ing with you, you have only to snap your fin­gers, and the glass will be in your eye im­me­di­ately.”

			Per­eg­rine, see­ing the mani­fest ad­vant­ages of such a gift, was about to pour out the warmest thanks, when two depu­ties from the coun­cil entered, and an­nounced to him that he was ac­cused of a deep of­fence, the con­sequence of which must be pre­lim­in­ary im­pris­on­ment and the seizure of his pa­pers.

			Mr. Per­eg­rine swore high and low that he was not con­scious of the slight­est of­fence, but one of the depu­ties replied with a smile that per­haps in a few hours his in­no­cence might be proved; till when, how­ever, he must sub­mit to the or­ders of the ma­gis­trate. After this, what was left to Mr. Tyss but to get in­to the coach, and suf­fer him­self to be car­ried off to pris­on? It may be sup­posed with what feel­ings he passed Mr. Swam­mer’s cham­ber.

			Mas­ter Flea sat in the col­lar of the pris­on­er.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Fourth Ad­ven­ture

			
			The mis­take of the watch­man in ar­rest­ing Mr. George Pe­pusch for a thief was soon ex­plained. In the mean­time, how­ever, some in­form­al­it­ies had been dis­covered in his pass­port, and for this reas­on they re­quired that he should pro­duce some res­id­ent cit­izen of Frank­furt as his bail, till when he must be con­ten­ted with his present place in pris­on.

			Here then sat Mr. George Pe­pusch in a very neat room, med­it­at­ing on whom he could find in Frank­furt to be his bail. He had been away so long that he feared he must be for­got­ten by those who had formerly known him well, and, as to for­eign re­com­mend­a­tions, he pos­sessed none whatever. He began to look out of the win­dow in a very mel­an­choly mood, and cursed his fate aloud, when a win­dow was opened close by him, and a voice ex­claimed, “What! do I see right? Is it you, George?” Mr. Pe­pusch was not a little as­ton­ished on per­ceiv­ing the friend, with whom he had been most in­tim­ate dur­ing his res­id­ence at Madras. “The deuce!” he ex­claimed, “that I should be so for­get­ful, so ut­terly stu­pid! I knew that you had got safely in­to har­bour, and in Ham­burg heard strange things of your way of liv­ing, and, when I had got here, nev­er thought of pay­ing you a vis­it. But he who has such won­der­ful things in his head as I have—Well, it is lucky that ac­ci­dent brought you to me! You see I am un­der ar­rest, but you can im­me­di­ately set me free, by an­swer­ing for my be­ing really the George Pe­pusch, whom you knew years ago, and not a thief nor a rob­ber.”

			“Why,” replied Per­eg­rine, “I should be an ex­cel­lent bail, be­ing my­self un­der ar­rest!”

			He now re­lated at large to his friend, how since his re­turn to Frank­furt he had found him­self de­prived of both his par­ents, and had from that time led, amidst all the bustle of a city, a lonely joy­less life, de­voted to the memory of oth­er days. To this George replied mor­osely, “Oh yes, I have heard of it, I have heard of the fools’ tricks you play, that you may waste life in a child­ish dream. You would be a hero of in­no­cence, of child­ish­ness, and for this des­pise the just claims which so­ci­ety has upon you. You give ima­gin­ary fam­ily feasts, and be­stow upon the poor the costly vi­ands, the dear wines, which you have be­fore served up to the dead. You give your­self Christ­mas boxes, and act as if you were a child, and then present to poor chil­dren these gifts, which are of the sort usu­ally wasted in rich houses upon spoiled young ones. But you do not re­flect that you are do­ing a scurvy be­ne­fit to the poor in tick­ling their gums with del­ic­acies, that they may doubly feel their wretched­ness, when af­ter­wards they are com­pelled, by press­ing hun­ger, to eat the vile bits that would be re­jec­ted by many a pet­ted lap­dog. Ha! how this alms-giv­ing dis­gusts me, when I think that what you thus waste in a day would be suf­fi­cient to sup­port them for months in a mod­er­ate man­ner. Then too you over­load them with glit­ter­ing gewgaws, when a com­mon toy, presen­ted by their fath­ers or moth­ers, gives them in­fin­itely more pleas­ure. They eat them­selves sick with your in­fernal mar­zipan, and with the know­ledge of your splen­did gifts, which in the end must be denied to them, you sow in their young minds the seeds of dis­con­tent and un­eas­i­ness. You are rich, full of youth, and yet with­draw your­self from all so­ci­ety, and thus frus­trate the ap­proaches of well-mean­ing minds. I will be­lieve that the death of your par­ents may have shaken you, but if every­one who has suffered a real loss were to creep in­to his shell, by heav­ens! the whole world would be like a house of mourn­ing, and I would not live in it. But, my friend! do you know that you are un­der the in­flu­ence of the most de­term­ined egot­ism that ever lurked be­neath a silly mis­an­thropy? Go, go, Per­eg­rine, I can no longer es­teem you, no longer be your friend, if you do not change this way of life, and give up your ab­om­in­able sys­tem of house­keep­ing.”

			Per­eg­rine snapped his fin­gers, and Mas­ter Flea in­stantly placed the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in his eye. The thoughts of the angry Pe­pusch ran thus: “Is it not a pity that such a kind, un­der­stand­ing man should fall in­to these dan­ger­ous fan­cies, which at last will com­pletely un­nerve him, and de­prive him of his best powers? But it is evid­ent that his del­ic­ate mind, which is be­sides in­clined to mel­an­choly, could not en­dure the blow in­flic­ted on him by the death of his par­ents, and he seeks for con­sol­a­tion in a mode of life which bor­ders upon mad­ness. He is lost if I do not save him. The more I es­teem him, the harder I will at­tack him, and the stronger I will paint his folly.”

			In these thoughts Per­eg­rine saw that he had found his old friend un­altered, and, after Mas­ter Flea had taken the mi­cro­scop­ic glass out of his eye, he said, “George, I will not con­tend with you as to what you say of my mode of life, for I know you mean it well with me, but I must tell you that it gives me real de­light when I can make a day of fest­iv­al to the poor, al­though in this I do not think of my­self a de­test­able egot­ism, of which at least I feel un­con­scious. They are the flowers in my life, which else seems to me like a wild mel­an­choly field of thistles.”

			“What do you say of thistles?” in­ter­rup­ted George Pe­pusch hast­ily, “Why do you des­pise thistles, and place them in op­pos­i­tion to flowers? Are you so little versed in nat­ur­al his­tory as not to know that the most won­der­ful blos­som in the world is that of the thistle, I mean the Cac­tus gran­di­flor­us. And again, is not the thistle, Ze­her­it, the most beau­ti­ful Cac­tus un­der the sun? Per­eg­rine, I have so long kept it from you, or rather was forced to keep it from you, be­cause I my­self had not the full con­vic­tion of it, but now learn, that I my­self am the thistle, Ze­her­it, and will nev­er give up my claims to the hand of the daugh­ter of the worthy king, Seka­kis, the heav­enly Prin­cess Gama­heh. I had found her, but in the same mo­ment the diabol­ic­al watch­men seized me, and dragged me to pris­on.”

			“How!” cried Per­eg­rine, half pet­ri­fied with as­ton­ish­ment, “are you too in­volved in the strangest of all his­tor­ies?”

			“What his­tory?” asked Pe­pusch.

			Per­eg­rine did not hes­it­ate to tell his friend, as he had be­fore told Mr. Swam­mer, all that had happened at the book­bind­er’s, and af­ter­wards at his own house. He did not even con­ceal the ap­pear­ance of Mas­ter Flea, al­though, as may be eas­ily sup­posed, he kept to him­self the secret of his pos­sess­ing the mi­cro­scop­ic glass.

			George’s eyes burnt, he bit his lips, struck his fore­head, and, when Per­eg­rine had ended, cried out like a ma­ni­ac, “The false one! the trait­ress!” Greedy, in the self-pangs of des­pair­ing love, to drain the last drop from the pois­on cup, which Per­eg­rine had un­con­sciously proffered him, he made him re­peat every little trait of Dörtje’s be­ha­viour, in­ter­rupt­ing him with mur­murs of, “In the arms! On the breast! Glow­ing kisses!” Then again he star­ted away from the win­dow, and ran about the room with the ges­tures of a mad­man. In vain Per­eg­rine cried out to him to hear the rest, ex­claim­ing that he had much that was con­sol­at­ory to say—Pe­pusch did not the more leave off his rav­ing.

			The door was opened, and an of­ficer of the coun­cil an­nounced to Per­eg­rine that no suf­fi­cient cause had been found for his longer im­pris­on­ment, and he might re­turn home.

			The first use Per­eg­rine made of his re­gained free­dom was to of­fer him­self as bail for George Pe­pusch, testi­fy­ing that he was really George Pe­pusch, with whom he had lived in in­tim­acy at Madras, and who was known to him for a man of for­tune and re­spect­ab­il­ity.

			Mas­ter Flea ex­hausted him­self in very philo­soph­ic and in­struct­ive re­flec­tions, which amoun­ted to this: that the Thistle, Ze­her­it, in spite of his rough ex­ter­i­or, was very kind and reas­on­able, but a little too over­bear­ing, and fairly con­sidered was quite cor­rect in his cen­sure of Mr. Per­eg­rine’s way of life, though some­what too harsh per­haps in his ex­pres­sions. He too—that is, Mas­ter Flea—would really ad­vise Mr. Per­eg­rine hence­forth to go abroad in the world.

			“Be­lieve me,” he said, “it will bring you many ad­vant­ages to leave your solitude. You need no longer fear seem­ing shy and con­fused, as with the mys­ter­i­ous glass in your eye you com­mand the thoughts of men, and it is there­fore im­possible that you should not al­ways main­tain the right tact. How firmly and calmly may you stand be­fore the highest, while their in­ward souls lie open to your eyes. There­fore, move freely in the world; your blood will cir­cu­late more lightly, all mel­an­choly brood­ing will cease and, which is the best of all, mot­ley ideas and thoughts will arise in your brain; the im­age of the fair Gama­heh will lose its bright­ness, and you will soon be bet­ter able to keep your word with me.”

			Per­eg­rine felt that both George Pe­pusch and Mas­ter Flea meant him well, and he re­solved to fol­low their wise ad­vice. But when he heard the sweet voice of his beau­ti­ful be­loved, he could not think how it was pos­sible for him to leave the house, which had be­come a para­dise to him.

			At length he brought him­self to vis­it a pub­lic prom­en­ade. Mas­ter Flea had fixed the glass in his eye, and taken up a place in his col­lar, where he gently rocked him­self to and fro at his ease.

			“Have I at last the pleas­ure of see­ing my good friend Mr. Tyss again? You make your­self scarce, my dear sir, and we have all been long­ing for you. Let us go in­to a cof­fee­house, and take a glass of wine to­geth­er. I am truly re­joiced to see you.”

			It was thus that he was ad­dressed by a young man, whom he had seen scarcely two or three times. The thoughts ran thus: “Is the stu­pid mis­an­thrope vis­ible again? But I must flat­ter him, that I may soon bor­row money of him. He’ll not surely be pos­sessed by the dev­il, and ac­cept my in­vit­a­tion; I have not a half­penny in my pock­et, and no innkeep­er will trust me any longer.”

			Two well-dressed girls now crossed him. They were sis­ters, dis­tantly re­lated to him.

			“Ah, cous­in!” cried one of them, laugh­ing, “do we meet you at last? It is not well done to lock your­self up so that one can nev­er get a sight of you. You do not know how fond mamma is of you, be­cause you are such a sens­ible man. Prom­ise me to come soon. There, kiss my hand.” The thoughts ran thus: “How! what is this? what has come to our cous­in? I wanted to make him blush and stam­mer, and formerly he used to run away from every girl, but now he stands and eyes me so strangely, and kisses my hand without the least shy­ness. If he should be in love with me? That would be a fine thing! My moth­er says that he is some­what stu­pid, but what does that sig­ni­fy? I will have him: a stu­pid man, when he is rich as my cous­in is, is the very best.” The sis­ter had merely lisped, with down­cast eyes and blush­ing cheeks, “Come to us shortly, dear cous­in.” The thoughts ran thus: “Our cous­in is a very hand­some man, and I do not un­der­stand why mamma calls him silly, and can’t en­dure him. If he should come to our house, he will fall in love with me, for I am the pret­ti­est girl in all Frank­furt. I will have him, be­cause I want a rich man, that I may sleep till twelve o’clock in the day, and wear dear­er shawls than my sis­ter.”

			A phys­i­cian, in passing, per­ceived Per­eg­rine, stopped his car­riage, and called out, “Good morn­ing, my dear sir: you look un­com­monly well; heav­en keep you so! But, if any­thing should hap­pen, think of me, the old friend of your late fath­er: such sound con­sti­tu­tions as yours I can soon set to rights. Adieu.” The thoughts ran thus: “I be­lieve the fel­low is con­stantly well out of pure av­arice, but he looks tol­er­ably pale now, and seems at last to have some­thing the mat­ter with him. Well; only let him once come un­der my hands, and he shall not soon get up from his bed again; he shall un­der­go a sound pen­ance for his ob­stin­ate health.”

			Im­me­di­ately after this, an old mer­chant cried out to him, “My best greet­ings to you, worthy Mr. Tyss; see how I am forced to run and bustle, and plague my­self with busi­ness. You have done wisely in with­draw­ing from it, though with your quick-sighted­ness you could not fail of doub­ling your fath­er’s for­tune.” The thoughts were thus: “If the fool would only meddle with busi­ness, he would spec­u­late away his whole for­tune in a short time, and that would be a real de­light. His old papa, whose joy was in ru­in­ing oth­er people that wished to help them­selves by a little bank­ruptcy, would turn him­self about in his grave.”

			Many more such cut­ting con­trasts between words and thoughts oc­curred to Per­eg­rine. He al­ways dir­ec­ted his an­swers rather by what people meant than by what they said, and, as he pen­et­rated in­to their in­most in­tents, they them­selves were puzzled what to think of him. At last he felt wear­ied, snapped his fin­gers, and im­me­di­ately the glass van­ished from the pu­pil of his left eye.

			On re­turn­ing to his house he was sur­prised by a strange spec­tacle. A man stood in the middle of the pas­sage, look­ing stead­fastly through a strangely-formed glass at Mr. Swam­mer’s door. Upon this door sun-bright circles played in rain­bow col­ours, and then met in one fiery point, that seemed to pierce through the wood. As this took place a deep sigh­ing was heard, broken by cries of pain, which came, as it ap­peared, from the room. To his hor­ror, Per­eg­rine fan­cied that he dis­tin­guished Gama­heh’s voice.

			“What do you want? what are you do­ing here?” he ex­claimed to the man, who really seemed to be prac­tising diabol­ic arts, the rain­bow circles grow­ing with every mo­ment quick­er and bright­er, the centre-point pier­cing more keenly, and the cries sound­ing more pain­fully from the cham­ber.

			“Oh!” ex­claimed the stranger, clos­ing his glass, and hast­ily put­ting it in­to his pock­et, “Oh! the land­lord. Your par­don, my dear sir, that I am op­er­at­ing here without your per­mis­sion; I did in­deed pay you a vis­it to re­quest it, but Alina told me you had gone out, and the busi­ness here would ad­mit of no delay.”

			“What busi­ness?” said Per­eg­rine, pretty harshly; “what busi­ness is it that will ad­mit of no delay?”

			“Don’t you know,” replied the stranger with an odi­ous grin, “don’t you know that my ill-ad­vised niece, Dörtje Elverdink, has run away? You were ar­res­ted, though with great in­justice, as her se­du­cer, on which score I will with great pleas­ure testi­fy your per­fect in­no­cence, if it should be re­quis­ite. It is not to you, but to Swam­mer­dam, once my friend, and now my en­emy, that the faith­less Dörtje has fled. She is in that cham­ber—I know it—and alone, since Swam­mer­dam has gone out. I can­not get in, as the door is barred and bolted, and I am too mild to em­ploy force, but I have taken the liberty to tor­ment her a little with my op­tic­al glass, that she may know I am her lord and mas­ter in spite of her ima­gin­ary prin­cess-ship.”

			“You are the dev­il!” ex­claimed Per­eg­rine, in the highest in­dig­na­tion, “You are the dev­il! but not lord and mas­ter of the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh. Out of my house! Prac­tise your dev­il’s tricks where you will, but here you will fail with them, I can prom­ise you.”

			“Don’t put your­self in a pas­sion,” replied Leeuwen­hoek, “Don’t put your­self in a pas­sion, my dear Mr. Tyss; I am an in­no­cent man, who means noth­ing but good. It is a little mon­ster, a little ba­silisk, that sits in yon­der room, in the shape of a lovely wo­man. If the abode with my in­sig­ni­fic­ance dis­pleased her, she might have fled, but the trait­ress should not have robbed me of my most pre­cious treas­ure, the best friend of my soul, without whom I am noth­ing. She should not have run away with Mas­ter Flea. You will not un­der­stand what I mean, worthy sir, but—”

			Here Mas­ter Flea, who had planted him­self in a se­cure place, could not re­frain from burst­ing out in­to a fine mock­ing laugh.

			“Ha!” cried Leeuwen­hoek, struck with a sud­den ter­ror, “ha! what was that? Can it be pos­sible? Here, on this spot? Per­mit me, my dear sir—”

			Thus say­ing, Leeuwen­hoek stretched out his hand, and snatched at Per­eg­rine’s col­lar, who dex­ter­ously avoided his grasp, and, seiz­ing him with a strong arm, dragged him to­wards the door, to fling him out without farther ado. But just as he had reached the door, it was opened from without, and in rushed George Pe­pusch, fol­lowed by Swam­mer­dam.

			No soon­er did Leeuwen­hoek per­ceive his en­emy Swam­mer­dam, than he burst from Per­eg­rine with the ut­most ex­er­tion of his last strength, and planted him­self with his back against the door of the mys­ter­i­ous cham­ber, where the fair one was im­prisoned. Swam­mer­dam, see­ing this, took a little tele­scope from his pock­et, drew it out at full length, and fell upon his ad­versary, ex­claim­ing, “Draw, scoun­drel, if you have cour­age!”

			Leeuwen­hoek had quickly a sim­il­ar in­stru­ment in his hand, drew it out as the oth­er had done, and cried, “Come on; I am ready, and you shall soon feel my prowess.”

			Each now put his glass to his eye, and fell furi­ously upon the oth­er with sharp, mur­der­ous glances, now length­en­ing and now short­en­ing his weapon by draw­ing the tubes in and out. There were feints, par­ries, thrusts, in short, all the tricks of the fen­cing-school, and with every mo­ment they seemed to grow more angry. Whenev­er one was hit he cried out aloud, sprang in­to the air, cut the most won­der­ful capers, made the most beau­ti­ful en­tre­chats, and turned pi­rou­ettes, as well as the best pas seul dan­cer on the Parisi­an stage, till his ad­versary fixed him fast with the shortened tele­scope. When the oth­er was hit he did pre­cisely the same, and in this way they went on in­ter­change­ably with the most vi­ol­ent springs, the mad­dest ges­tures, and the most furi­ous cries. The per­spir­a­tion dropped from their brows, the blood-red eyes seemed start­ing from their heads, and as there ap­peared no oth­er cause for their St. Vi­t­us’ dance than their look­ing at each oth­er through their glasses, they might have been taken for ma­ni­acs, just es­caped from the mad­house. For the rest, it was a very pretty sight.

			Swam­mer­dam at last suc­ceeded in driv­ing Leeuwen­hoek from his post by the door—which he had main­tained with ob­stin­ate bravery—and thus car­ry­ing on the war in the re­moter parts of the ground. George Pe­pusch saw the op­por­tun­ity, pressed against the un­oc­cu­pied door, that was neither barred nor bolted, and slipped in­to the cham­ber, but in the next mo­ment he rushed out, ex­claim­ing, “She has fled! Fled!” and then hur­ried out of the house with the rapid­ity of light­ning.

			Both Leeuwen­hoek and Swam­mer­dam were ser­i­ously wounded, for both hopped and danced about after a mad fash­ion, and with their howl­ings and cry­ings made a mu­sic to it that seemed like the shrieks of the damned in hell. Per­eg­rine knew not how to set about sep­ar­at­ing them, and thus end­ing a con­test, which was as ludicrous as it was ter­rif­ic. At last the com­batants per­ceived that the door stood wide open, for­got their duel and their pains, put their de­struct­ive weapons in­to their pock­ets, and rushed in­to the cham­ber.

			Mr. Tyss took it griev­ously to heart that the fair one had fled from his house, and wished the ab­om­in­able Leeuwen­hoek at the dev­il, when the voice of Alina was heard upon the stairs. She was laugh­ing aloud, and muttered between, “What strange things one does see! Won­der­ful! in­cred­ible!”

			“What?” cried Per­eg­rine de­jec­tedly, “what won­der has happened now?”

			“Oh, my dear Mr. Tyss!” ex­claimed the old wo­man, “only come up­stairs dir­ectly, and go in­to your cham­ber.”

			And she opened the room-door with a cun­ning tit­ter. On en­ter­ing, O won­der! O joy! the little Dörtje Elverdink tripped up to him, in her dress of tis­sue, as he had be­fore seen her at Mr. Swam­mer’s.

			“At length I see you again!” lisped the little one, and con­trived to nestle up so closely to Per­eg­rine, that he could not help em­bra­cing her most ten­derly in spite of all his good res­ol­u­tions. His senses seemed ec­sta­cied by love and joy.

			It has of­ten happened to a man that in the height of his trans­ports he has hit his nose some­what roughly, and, be­ing sud­denly awakened out of his heav­en by the earthly pain, has tumbled down again in­to the vul­gar world. Just so it chanced with our Mr. Tyss. In stoop­ing down to kiss Dörtje’s sweet mouth, he gave his nose, of goodly di­men­sions, a hard blow against the dia­dem of shin­ing bril­liants, which the little one wore in her raven locks. The pain of the blow upon the sharp points of the stone brought him suf­fi­ciently to him­self to per­ceive the dia­dem. The dia­dem re­minded him of the Prin­cess Gama­heh, and with this re­col­lec­tion re­curred all that Mas­ter Flea had told him of the little siren. He be­thought him­self that a Prin­cess, the daugh­ter of a mighty king, could not pos­sibly care about his love, and there­fore all her pre­ten­ded af­fec­tion must be a mere trick, by which the dis­sem­bler hoped to re­gain pos­ses­sion of Mas­ter Flea. With this con­sid­er­a­tion a cold ice stream seemed to rush through his veins, which, if it did not quite ex­tin­guish, at least damped, the love flames.

			Per­eg­rine gently freed him­self from the arms of the little one, who had lov­ingly em­braced him, and said with down­cast eyes, “Oh, heav­ens! you are the daugh­ter of the mighty King Seka­kis, the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh. Your par­don, prin­cess, if a feel­ing, which I could not mas­ter, hur­ried me in­to folly, in­to mad­ness. But your­self, lady—”

			“What are you say­ing, my fair friend?” in­ter­rup­ted Dörtje Elverdink; “I the daugh­ter of a mighty king? I a prin­cess? I am your Alina, who will love you to dis­trac­tion, if you—but how is this? Alina, the queen of Gol­conda? she is already with you; I have spoken with her—a good kind wo­man, but she has grown old, and is no longer so hand­some as in the time of her mar­riage with the French gen­er­al. Woe is me! I am not the right one; I nev­er ruled in Gol­conda. Woe is me!”

			The little one had closed her eyes, and began to tot­ter. Per­eg­rine con­veyed her to a sofa.

			“Gama­heh!” she went on, speak­ing in a state of somn­am­bu­lism, “Gama­heh, do you say? Gama­heh, the daugh­ter of King Seka­kis? Yes, I re­col­lect, in Famagusta! I was in­deed a beau­ti­ful tulip—Yet no, even then I felt de­sire and love in my breast. Still, still on that point …”

			She was si­lent, and seemed to be fall­ing in­to a per­fect slum­ber. Per­eg­rine un­der­took the per­il­ous en­ter­prise of pla­cing her in a more con­veni­ent po­s­i­tion, but, as he gently em­braced her, a con­cealed pin prickled him sharply in the fin­ger. Ac­cord­ing to his cus­tom he snapt his fin­gers, and Mas­ter Flea, tak­ing it for the con­cer­ted sig­nal, im­me­di­ately placed the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in his eye.

			Now, as usu­al, Per­eg­rine saw be­hind the tunicle of the eyes the strange in­ter­weav­ing of nerves and veins, which pierced deep in­to the brain. But with these were twined bright sil­ver threads, a hun­dred times thin­ner than the thin­nest spider’s web, and it was these very threads that con­fused him, for they seemed to be end­less, branch­ing out in­to some­thing in­dis­tin­guish­able even by the mi­cro­scop­ic eye; per­haps they were thoughts of a sub­limer kind, the oth­ers of a sort more eas­ily com­pre­hen­ded. Then he ob­served flowers, strangely blen­ded, which took the shape of men, then again men, who dis­solved as it were in­to the earth, and peeped forth again as stones and metals. Amongst these all man­ner of beasts were in mo­tion, who un­der­went in­nu­mer­able changes, and spoke strange lan­guages. No one ap­pear­ance answered to the oth­er, and in the plaint­ive sounds of sor­row that filled the air, there was a dis­son­ance, cor­res­pond­ing with that of the im­ages. But it was this very dis­son­ance that en­nobled still more the deep fun­da­ment­al har­mony, which broke out tri­umphantly, and united all that seemed ir­re­con­cile­able.

			“Do not puzzle your­self,” whispered Mas­ter Flea, “do not puzzle your­self, my good Per­eg­rine; those which you see, are the im­ages of a dream. Even if any­thing more should lurk be­hind them, now is not the time for farther in­quiry. Only call the little de­ceiv­er by her real name, and then sift her as much as you please.”

			As the lady had many names, it must have been dif­fi­cult, one would have thought, for Per­eg­rine to hit upon the right, but, without the least re­flec­tion, he ex­claimed, “Dörtje Elverdink! dear, charm­ing girl; was it no de­ceit? Is it pos­sible that you can love me?”

			Im­me­di­ately the little one awoke from her dreamy state, opened her eye, and said with burn­ing glance, “What a doubt, my Per­eg­rine! Could a maid­en do as I have done, un­less her breast were filled with the most glow­ing pas­sion? Per­eg­rine, I love you more than any­one, and, if you will be mine, I am yours with my whole soul, and re­main with you be­cause I can­not leave you, and not merely to es­cape from the tyranny of my uncle.”

			The sil­ver threads had dis­ap­peared, and the thoughts, prop­erly ar­ranged, ran thus: “How is this? At first I feigned a pas­sion for him only to re­gain Mas­ter Flea for my­self and Leeuwen­hoek, and now I ac­tu­ally am fond of him. I have caught my­self in my own snares. I think no more of Mas­ter Flea, and would like to be his, who seems love­li­er to me than any man I have ever seen.”

			It may be eas­ily sup­posed what ef­fect these thoughts pro­duced in Per­eg­rine’s breast. He fell on his knees be­fore the fair one, covered her hand with a thou­sand burn­ing kisses, called her his joy, his heav­en, his whole hap­pi­ness.

			“Well!” lisped the maid­en, draw­ing him gently to her side, “well, my love, you cer­tainly will not deny a re­quest, on the ful­fil­ment of which de­pends the re­pose, nay, the very ex­ist­ence of your be­loved.”

			“De­mand,” replied Per­eg­rine, ten­derly em­bra­cing her, “de­mand any­thing, my life—any­thing you will. Your slight­est wish is my com­mand. Noth­ing in the world is so dear to me that I would not with pleas­ure sac­ri­fice it to you and your af­fec­tion.”

			“Woe is me!” lisped Mas­ter Flea, “who could have ima­gined that the little trait­ress would have conquered? I am lost!”

			“Hear then,” replied Gama­heh, after hav­ing re­turned with equal fire the glow­ing kisses, which Per­eg­rine im­prin­ted on her lips, “Hear then: I know how the—”

			The door burst open, and in rushed George Pe­pusch.

			“Ze­her­it!” cried the little one in des­pair, and fell back on the sofa, sense­less.

			The Thistle, Ze­her­it, flew to the prin­cess, took her in his arms, and ran off with the speed of light­ning.

			For this time Mas­ter Flea was saved.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Fifth Ad­ven­ture

			
			With the speed of light­ning—as the read­er has already learned at the con­clu­sion of the fourth ad­ven­ture—George Pe­pusch snatched the fair one from the arms of the en­am­oured Per­eg­rine, and left him be­hind pet­ri­fied with as­ton­ish­ment and ter­ror. When at length the lat­ter came to his re­col­lec­tion, and would have fol­lowed his rob­ber-friend, all was still and des­ol­ate in the house. Upon his re­peated call­ing, the old Alina came pat­ter­ing up the stairs from one of the farthest rooms, and de­clared that she had not ob­served any, the slight­est part of the whole busi­ness.

			Per­eg­rine was nigh go­ing mad at the loss of Dörtje, but Mas­ter Flea began to con­sole him in a tone that must have in­spired the most des­per­ate with con­fid­ence: “You are not yet quite cer­tain, my dear Mr. Per­eg­rine, wheth­er the fair Dörtje Elverdink has really left your house. As well as I can judge of such things, she is not far off; I seem to feel her near­ness. But, if you will fol­low my friendly coun­sel, you will leave her to her fate. Trust me, she is as ca­pri­cious as the wind. It may be, as you have said, that she now is really fond of you, but how long will it be be­fore she plunges you in­to such misery, that you will be in danger from it of los­ing your reas­on, like the Thistle, Ze­her­it? I say again, give up your lonely way of life. You will be the bet­ter for it. How many wo­men have you known, that you should take Dörtje for the hand­somest of her sex? What maid­en have you ap­proached with love, that you should be­lieve that Dörtje alone can love you? Go to, Per­eg­rine; ex­per­i­ence will show you bet­ter. You are a well-made, hand­some man, and I should not be so keen-sighted, as Mas­ter Flea really is, if I could not see be­fore­hand that love would smile upon you in a very dif­fer­ent way from what you may ex­pect.”

			Per­eg­rine had already broken the ice by go­ing abroad in pub­lic places, and it was there­fore the less dif­fi­cult for him to vis­it so­ci­et­ies, from which he had formerly with­drawn him­self. In this Mas­ter Flea rendered him ex­cel­lent ser­vice with his mi­cro­scop­ic glass, and he is said dur­ing this time to have kept a day­book, and to have made notes of the most re­mark­able and pleas­ant con­tra­dic­tions between words and thoughts, as they daily oc­curred to him. Per­haps the ed­it­or of this strange tale, called Mas­ter Flea, may find some fu­ture op­por­tun­ity of bring­ing to light many worthy im­part­ments from this same day­book; here it would only stop the cur­rent of the his­tory, and, there­fore, would not be wel­come to the read­er. So much, how­ever, may be said, that many of the phrases with the cor­res­pond­ing thoughts seemed to be ste­reo­typed as it were; as for ex­ample, “Fa­vour me with your ad­vice,” the thought be­ing, “He is fool enough to think I ask his ad­vice in a mat­ter that I have long since re­solved upon, and that tickles him.” “I have the most per­fect con­fid­ence in you,” the thought be­ing, “I knew long ago that you were a scoun­drel,” etc. It should also be men­tioned that many folks migh­tily puzzled Per­eg­rine with his mi­cro­scop­ic ob­ser­va­tions. These were the young men, who fell in­to rap­tures upon everything, and poured them­selves forth in a tor­rent of splen­did phrases. Amongst these the most re­mark­able were the young po­ets, who were boil­ing over with ima­gin­a­tion and geni­us, and were par­tic­u­larly ad­ored by the ladies. To these were as­so­ci­ated the blue­stock­ings, who were as fa­mil­i­ar with meta­phys­ics as the less learned part of their sex with scan­dal, and could talk like any par­son in his pul­pit. If it seemed strange to Per­eg­rine that the sil­ver threads should twine to­geth­er out of Gama­heh’s brain in­to an un­dis­tin­guish­able some­thing, he was not a little as­ton­ished at what he saw in the heads of those above men­tioned. He saw in­deed the strange weav­ing of nerves and veins, but re­marked at the same time, that when the own­ers of them spoke most learn­edly on art and sci­ence, they did not pen­et­rate the brain, but were re­flec­ted out­wards, so that all re­cog­ni­tion of the thoughts was out of the ques­tion. He im­par­ted his ob­ser­va­tion to Mas­ter Flea, who usu­ally sat in a fold of his neck­cloth, and Mas­ter Flea was of the opin­ion that what Per­eg­rine took for thoughts were in real­ity none, but merely words, which in vain en­deav­oured to be­come thoughts.

			If Mr. Tyss began now to amuse him­self in so­ci­ety, his faith­ful com­pan­ion also laid aside much of his grav­ity, and ex­hib­ited him­self as a knav­ish little vo­lup­tu­ary, an ami­able roué. He could not see the fair neck or the white bos­om of any beauty, without slip­ping out of his hid­ing place with the first op­por­tun­ity, and spring­ing on the in­vit­ing spot, where he very dex­ter­ously con­trived to elude the at­tacks of pur­su­ing fin­gers. This man­oeuvre com­bined a double in­terest. In the first place, he found a pleas­ure in it for the thing it­self, and then, he hoped, by draw­ing Per­eg­rine’s at­ten­tion to the fair ones, to cast Dörtje’s im­age in­to shad­ow. This how­ever seemed to be a fruit­less la­bour, for none of all the ladies, whom he now ap­proached without the least timid­ity, seemed to him so fair and lovely as his little prin­cess. The great cause how­ever of his con­tin­ued con­stancy was that in none he found the words and thoughts so united in his fa­vour as with her. He was con­vinced that he could nev­er leave her, and this he re­peated in­cess­antly. Mas­ter Flea was in no little alarm.

			One day Per­eg­rine re­marked that the old Alina laughed very cun­ningly, took snuff more fre­quently than usu­al, muttered strangely—in short, ac­ted al­to­geth­er like one who is big with a secret and would fain be dis­burdened of it. To everything she replied, “Yes, one can’t tell that! one must wait!” wheth­er these words were suited to the oc­ca­sion or not, till at last Per­eg­rine, full of im­pa­tience, ex­claimed, “Speak it out at once; tell me what is the mat­ter, without creep­ing around me with those mys­ter­i­ous looks.”

			“Ah!” cried the old wo­man, clasp­ing her withered hands to­geth­er, “ah! the dear little thing! the sweet little pup­pet!”

			“Whom do you mean?” asked Per­eg­rine an­grily.

			“Ah!” said the old wo­man, smirk­ing. “Ah! whom should I mean but our prin­cess, be­low here with Mr. Swam­mer—your bride, Mr. Tyss?”

			“Wo­man!” cried Mr. Tyss, “un­lucky wo­man, she is here! In the house! And you do not tell me till now?”

			“Where,” replied the old wo­man, without in the least los­ing her com­pos­ure, “Where should the prin­cess be but here, where she has found her moth­er?”

			“How!” cried Per­eg­rine, “what is it you say, Alina?”

			“Yes,” re­joined the old wo­man, draw­ing her­self up, “Yes, Alina is my right name, and who knows what else may come to light, in a short time, be­fore your nup­tials?”

			Per­eg­rine en­treated her, by all the an­gels and dev­ils, to go on, but, without pay­ing the least at­ten­tion to his hurry, she seated her­self snugly in the arm­chair, drew out her snuff­box, took a prodi­gious pinch, and demon­strated to Per­eg­rine very cir­cum­stan­tially, that there was no worse fail­ing than im­pa­tience.

			“Calmness, my son; calmness is above all things re­quis­ite, or oth­er­wise you run the risk of los­ing all in the mo­ment that you think you have gained it. Be­fore you get a word out of me, you must first prom­ise to seat your­self there, quite quietly like a pretty-be­haved child, and for the life of you not to in­ter­rupt me in my story.”

			Noth­ing was left to Per­eg­rine but to obey the old wo­man, who, when he had seated him­self, re­lated things that were strange enough to hear.

			Ac­cord­ing to the old wo­man’s tale, the two gen­tle­men, namely, Swam­mer­dam and Leeuwen­hoek, had an­oth­er tough struggle in the cham­ber, and for a time kept up a ter­rible clat­ter. Then again all had be­come quite still, when a heavy moan­ing had made her fancy that one of the two was mor­tally wounded, but on peep­ing through the key­hole she per­ceived some­thing quite dif­fer­ent from what she had ex­pec­ted. Swam­mer­dam and Leeuwen­hoek had seized George Pe­pusch, and stroked and squeezed him with their fists, so that he grew thin­ner and thin­ner, dur­ing which op­er­a­tion he had uttered the moans heard by the old wo­man. At last, when he had grown as thin as a thistle-stem, they had tried to squeeze him through the key­hole, and the poor Pe­pusch was hanging with half his body out, when she ran away in ter­ror. Soon af­ter­wards she heard a loud laugh­ing, and saw Pe­pusch in his nat­ur­al form, quietly led out of the house by the two ma­gi­cians, while at the room door stood Dörtje and beckoned her in. The little one wished to dress her­self, and needed her as­sist­ance.

			The old wo­man could not talk enough of the great heap of clothes which the prin­cess brought out of a vari­ety of chests and showed to her, each of which had ap­peared rich­er than the oth­er. She de­clared that none but an In­di­an prin­cess could pos­sess such jew­els as the little one; her eyes still ached with the glit­ter. She then went on to say how, dur­ing the dress­ing, she had talked of this and that, of the late Mr. Tyss, on the de­light­ful life they had formerly led in the house, and at last the con­ver­sa­tion had fallen upon her de­ceased re­la­tions.

			“You know, my dear Mr. Tyss, that noth­ing is more val­ued by me than my late cous­in, the calico-print­er’s wife. She was in Maintz, and, I be­lieve, even in the In­dies, and could speak French and sing. If I owe to my cous­in the un­chris­ti­an name of Alina, I will for­give her that in the grave, since it is from her alone that I have learned po­lite man­ners and the art of speak­ing el­eg­antly. As I was talk­ing much of my cous­in, the little prin­cess asked after my fath­er, my grand­fath­er, and so on, high­er and high­er up the fam­ily. I opened my heart to her, told her that my moth­er had been al­most as hand­some as my­self, ex­cept that I go bey­ond her in re­gard to the nose, which I de­rive from my fath­er, and which is after the shape that has been usu­al in the fam­ily since the memory of man. Then I came to speak of the coun­try wake, when I waltzed with Ser­geant Drum­stick, and wore the skyblue stock­ings with red clocks. Ah, dear God! we are all weak, sin­ful creatures! But oh! Mr. Tyss, you should have seen how the little prin­cess, who at first had laughed and tittered, that it was a pleas­ure to hear her, now grew more and more quiet, and gazed on me with such odd looks, that I began to be ter­ribly alarmed. And then think, Mr. Tyss, on a sud­den, be­fore I could pre­vent it, she lies on her knees be­fore me, and will pos­it­ively kiss my hand, ex­claim­ing, ‘Yes, it is you! Now I re­cog­nise you! It is your­self!’ and when, quite as­ton­ished, I asked what it all meant—”

			Here the old wo­man stopped, and, when Per­eg­rine pressed her to go on, she with great grav­ity and pre­ci­sion took a mighty pinch of snuff, and said,

			“You’ll know in good time, my son, what farther happened. Everything has its time and hour.”

			He was now more ur­gent than ever with the old wo­man to pro­ceed, when she burst out in­to a roar­ing fit of laughter, upon which he ad­mon­ished her, with a very sour face, that his room was not ex­actly the place for her to play off such fool­er­ies. But the old wo­man, plant­ing her hands in her sides, seemed ready to burst. The burn­ing red of her brow changed to an agree­able ma­hogany, and Per­eg­rine was upon the point of fling­ing a glass of wa­ter in­to the old wo­man’s face, when she re­covered her breath and speech at the same time.

			“I can’t help laugh­ing,” she said, “I can’t help laugh­ing at the fool­ish little thing. No; such love is no longer on earth. Only think, Mr. Tyss—”

			Here she broke out in­to a fresh fit of laughter, and Per­eg­rine’s pa­tience was well nigh ex­hausted. At last, with much dif­fi­culty, he got out of her that the little prin­cess had taken up the whim­sic­al no­tion of Mr. Tyss be­ing pos­it­ively de­term­ined to marry the old wo­man, and had com­pelled her sol­emnly to prom­ise to re­ject his hand.

			It seemed to Per­eg­rine as if he were mixed up in a scene of witch­ery, and he felt so strangely, that even the hon­est old Alina ap­peared to him a su­per­nat­ur­al kind of be­ing, from whom he could not fly with suf­fi­cient speed. But she still de­tained him, hav­ing some­thing to com­mu­nic­ate in all haste, that con­cerned the little prin­cess.

			“It is now cer­tain,” she said con­fid­en­tially, “It is now cer­tain, my dear Mr. Tyss, that the bright star of for­tune has aris­en, but it is your busi­ness to keep it fa­vour­able. When I pro­tested to the little one that you were des­per­ately smit­ten with her, and far from any idea of mar­ry­ing me, she replied, that she could not be con­vinced of it and give you her hand till you had com­plied with a wish that had long sat near her heart. She says that she had a pretty little negro boy in her ser­vice who had fled from her; I have in­deed denied it, but she main­tains that the boy is so little he might live in a nut­shell.”

			“Noth­ing will ever come of this,” ex­claimed Per­eg­rine vi­ol­ently, well know­ing what the old wo­man was driv­ing at, and rushed out of the room, and then out of the house, with great vehe­mence.

			It is an es­tab­lished cus­tom, that when the hero of a tale is un­der any vi­ol­ent agit­a­tion, he should run out in­to a forest, or at least, in­to some lonely wood, and the cus­tom is good, be­cause it really pre­vails in life. Hence it could not be oth­er­wise with Mr. Tyss, than that he ran from his house without stop­ping, till he had left the city be­hind him and reached a re­mote wood. Moreover, as in a ro­mantic his­tory no wood must be without rust­ling leaves, sigh­ing breezes, mur­mur­ing brooks, etc., etc. it is to be sup­posed that Per­eg­rine found all these things in his place of refuge. Upon a mossy stone, the lower half of which lay in a bright brook, Per­eg­rine sat down with a firm res­ol­u­tion to re­flect on his strange ad­ven­tures, and, if pos­sible, find the Ariadne clue which might show the way out of this labyrinth of mys­ter­ies. The mur­murs of the leaves, re­turn­ing at equal in­ter­vals, the mono­ton­ous bab­bling of the wa­ters, the con­stant clap, clap of a dis­tant mill, soon formed a ground which reg­u­lated the thoughts so that they no longer rushed wildly to­geth­er without time or rhythms, but be­came an in­tel­li­gible melody. Thus, after sit­ting some time on this pleas­ant spot, he got to re­flect calmly.

			“In real­ity,” he said to him­self, “a fant­ast­ic tale-writer could not have in­ven­ted wilder events than I have ac­tu­ally gone through in the short space of a few days. Beauty, love it­self vis­its the lonely miso­gyn­ist, and a look, a word, is suf­fi­cient to fan, in his breast, the flames which he had dreaded without know­ing them. But the time, the place, the whole ap­pear­ance of the strange siren are so mys­ter­i­ous, that it seems to be the res­ult of ma­gic. And then it is not long be­fore a des­pised little in­sect evinces know­ledge, un­der­stand­ing—nay, even a sort of su­per­nat­ur­al power. And this creature talks of things which to com­mon minds are in­com­pre­hens­ible, in a way as if it all were noth­ing more than the fa­mil­i­ar today and yes­ter­day of usu­al life, as it ap­pears re­peated for the thou­sandth time.

			“Have I come too near the fly­wheel, that dark un­known powers are driv­ing, and has it caught me in its whirl­ings? Would not one be­lieve, that the reas­on must be lost with such things, when they cross the path of life? And yet I find my­self quite well, with­al: nay, it no longer seems strange to me that a Flea King should have sought my pro­tec­tion, and in re­quit­al have en­trus­ted me with a mys­tery that opens to me the secrets of thought, and thus sets me above the de­cep­tions of life. But whith­er will or can all this lead? How, if un­der this sin­gu­lar mask of a flea, an evil de­mon lurked, who sought to lure me in­to de­struc­tion, who aimed to rob me of all the hap­pi­ness that might bloom to me in the pos­ses­sion of Dörtje? … Were it not bet­ter to get rid at once of the little mon­ster?”

			“That was a very pi­ti­ful idea, Mr. Tyss!” ex­claimed Mas­ter Flea, in­ter­rupt­ing Per­eg­rine’s so­li­lo­quy. “Do you ima­gine that the mys­tery I have en­trus­ted to you is a trifle? Should not this gift pass for the most de­cided proof of my sin­cere friend­ship? Shame on you for be­ing sus­pi­cious! You are sur­prised at the reas­on, the mind, of a little des­pised in­sect, and that proves—don’t be of­fen­ded—the nar­row­ness of your edu­ca­tion in sci­ence. I wish, in re­gard to the think­ing in­stinct­ive soul of an­im­als, you had read the Greek Philo, or, at least, the treat­ise of Hieronymus Ror­ari­us, Quod An­im­alia Bruta Ra­tione Utan­tur Meli­us Hom­ine; or his ora­tion Pro Muribus; or that you knew what Lip­si­us and the great Leib­n­itz thought of the men­tal power of beasts; or that you were aware what the pro­found Rabbi Mai­monides has said about their souls; you would not then take me for a de­mon on ac­count of my un­der­stand­ing, or meas­ure the spir­itu­al fac­ulties by the pro­por­tions of the body. I sup­pose, at last, you will come to the shrewd opin­ion of the Span­ish phys­i­cian, Gomez Pereira, who could find noth­ing more in an­im­als than mere ar­ti­fi­cial ma­chines, without thought or free­dom of will, mov­ing ar­bit­rar­ily and auto­mat­ic­ally. Yet, no: I can­not deem you so ab­surd, and am con­vinced that you have long ago learned bet­ter through my humble per­son. Moreover, I do not well un­der­stand what you call won­ders, or in what way you are able to di­vide in­to the won­der­ful and nat­ur­al, the ap­pear­ances of our be­ing, which—in real­ity—are ourselves, as we and they mu­tu­ally con­di­tion each oth­er. Do not, there­fore, won­der at any­thing be­cause it has not yet oc­curred to you, or be­cause you fancy you do not see the con­nec­tion of cause and ef­fect; that only proves the nat­ur­al or dis­eased ob­tuse­ness of your sight, which in­jures your per­cep­tion. But—do not take it amiss, Mr. Per­eg­rine—the drollest part of the busi­ness is that you want to split your­self in­to two parts, one of which re­cog­nises and will­ingly be­lieves the so-called won­ders; the oth­er, on the con­trary, is migh­tily as­ton­ished at this re­cog­ni­tion and be­lief. Has it ever oc­curred to you, that you be­lieve in the im­ages of dreams?”

			“I!” ex­claimed Per­eg­rine, “My dear fel­low, how can you talk of dreams, which are only the res­ult of some dis­order in our cor­por­eal or in­tel­lec­tu­al struc­ture?”

			At these words Mas­ter Flea burst in­to a laugh, as fine as it was mock­ing, and then said to Mr. Tyss, who was not a little con­foun­ded,

			“My poor friend, is your un­der­stand­ing so little en­lightened, that you do not see the folly of such opin­ions? Since the time that Chaos melted to­geth­er in­to plastic mat­ter—it may be a tol­er­ably long time ago—the spir­it of the uni­verse has formed all shapes out of this ex­ist­ing ma­ter­i­al, and from this come also dreams and their im­ages. These im­ages are sketches of what has been, or prob­ably of what is yet to be, which the soul rap­idly puts to­geth­er for its amuse­ment when the tyr­ant, called body, has re­leased it from its slav­ish ser­vitude. But here is neither time nor place to re­fute you, and bring you to a bet­ter con­vic­tion; per­haps, too, it would be of no use whatever to you. One thing only I should like to ex­plain.”

			“Dear mas­ter,” cried Per­eg­rine, “speak, or be si­lent, as you think prop­er; do what to you seems best, for I plainly per­ceive that how­ever small you may be, you have deep know­ledge and sound un­der­stand­ing. You com­pel from me un­con­di­tion­al con­fid­ence, al­though I do not quite com­pre­hend your fig­ur­at­ive modes of speech.”

			“Learn then,” re­sumed Mas­ter Flea, “that you are very strangely im­plic­ated in the his­tory of the Prin­cess Gama­heh. Swam­mer­dam and Leeuwen­hoek, the Thistle, Ze­her­it, and the Leech-Prince, as well as the Geni­us, Thet­el, are all striv­ing after the prin­cess, and even I my­self must con­fess that, alas! my old pas­sion is re­viv­ing, and I could be fool enough to share my sov­er­eignty with the false fair one. But you—you, Mr. Per­eg­rine, are the prin­cip­al per­son, and without your con­sent, Gama­heh can be­long to no one. If you wish to un­der­stand the more par­tic­u­lar con­nec­tion of the whole, which I my­self do not know, you must speak to Leeuwen­hoek about it; he has found it out, and will cer­tainly let out much, if you will take the pains, and know how to ques­tion him.”

			Mas­ter Flea was about to con­tin­ue, when a man leapt from the bushes in boil­ing pas­sion, and flew upon Per­eg­rine.

			“Ha!” cried George Pe­pusch, with frantic ges­tures—for it was he, “Ha! faith­less, treach­er­ous friend! Have I found you? Found you in the fate­ful hour? Up then! pierce this breast, or fall by my hand.”

			With this he drew a brace of pis­tols from his pock­et, pressed one in­to Per­eg­rine’s hand, and took his ground with the oth­er, cry­ing, “Shoot, cow­ard! shoot!”

			Per­eg­rine placed him­self, but de­clared that noth­ing should in­duce him to the in­cur­able mad­ness of en­ter­ing in­to a duel with his only friend, without even a sus­pi­cion of the cause. At all events he would in no case be the first to be­gin a mur­der­ous at­tack.

			At this Pe­pusch burst in­to a wild laugh, and in the same mo­ment the ball went through Per­eg­rine’s hat. The lat­ter re­mained star­ing at his friend in pro­found si­lence, without pick­ing up the hat, which had fallen to the ground, when Pe­pusch ad­vanced a few steps to­wards him, and mur­mured in a hol­low voice, “Shoot!” Per­eg­rine fired his pis­tol in the air.

			With the voice and ges­tures of a mad­man, Pe­pusch now flung him­self upon his friend’s breast, and cried out, in heartrend­ing tones, “She is dy­ing! dy­ing for you, un­lucky one! Quick! Save her! You can do it—save her for your­self, and let me per­ish in my des­pair!”

			Pe­pusch ran off so fast that Per­eg­rine had lost sight of him on the in­stant, and now a fear­ful fore­bod­ing came over him, that his friend’s mad be­ha­viour must have been oc­ca­sioned by some­thing ter­rible which had happened to the little one, whereupon he hastened back to the city.

			On en­ter­ing his house, he was met by the old wo­man, loudly lament­ing that the poor prin­cess was on the sud­den taken vi­ol­ently ill, and was dy­ing. Mr. Swam­mer him­self had gone after the most cel­eb­rated phys­i­cian in Frank­furt.

			With the feel­ings of death at his heart, he crept in­to Mr. Swam­mer’s room that was opened to him by the old wo­man. There lay the little one upon a sofa, pale and stiff like a corpse, and it was not till he knelt down and bent over her that he per­ceived her gentle breath­ing. No soon­er had he touched her icy hand, than a pain­ful smile played about her lips, and she lisped:

			“Is it you, my sweet friend? Have you come to see her once again, who loves you so un­speak­ably—who dies, alas! be­cause she can­not breathe without you?”

			Dis­solv­ing in sor­row, Per­eg­rine poured him­self forth in prot­est­a­tions of the tenderest love, and re­peated, that noth­ing in the world was so dear to him that he would not sac­ri­fice it to her. Out of words grew kisses, but in these kisses again words, like the breath­ings of love, were dis­tin­guish­able.

			“You know, my Per­eg­rine, how much I love you. I can be yours, you, mine. I can re­cov­er on the spot—you will see me bloom again in my youth­ful splend­our, like a flower re­freshed by the morn­ing dew, and joy­fully lift­ing up his droop­ing head. … But—give me up the pris­on­er, my dear, be­loved Per­eg­rine, or else you will see me per­ish be­fore your eyes, in un­ut­ter­able death pangs. Per­eg­rine—I can no more—it is all over!”

			With this she sank back upon the cush­ions, from which she had half raised her­self; her bos­om heaved tu­mul­tu­ously up and down, as if, in the death-pangs; her lips grew blu­er, and her eyes seemed to break.

			In wild an­guish Per­eg­rine caught at his neck­cloth, from which Mas­ter Flea now leapt, of his own ac­cord, upon the white neck of the little one, ex­claim­ing, in a tone of the deep­est grief, “I am lost!”

			Per­eg­rine stretched out his hand to catch the Mas­ter, but sud­denly it seemed as if some in­vis­ible power held back his arm, and far oth­er thoughts ran through his head than those which till now had oc­cu­pied it.

			“How!” thought he, “Be­cause you are a frail man, and in­flu­enced by a mad pas­sion, will you there­fore be­tray him, to whom you have prom­ised your pro­tec­tion? Will you there­fore plunge a free, harm­less people in­to etern­al slavery, and ut­terly ru­in the friend whose thoughts and words agree? No, no, re­col­lect your­self, Per­eg­rine! Rather die than be a trait­or!”

			“Give … up … the pris­on­er … I am dy­ing!” stammered the little one, with fail­ing voice.

			“No!” cried Per­eg­rine, while in des­pair he caught her in his arms, “No! nev­er! But let me die with you!”

			And now a fine, pen­et­rat­ing har­mony was heard, as if little sil­ver bells were struck. Dörtje, with fresh roses on her lips and cheeks, star­ted up sud­denly from the sofa, and, break­ing in­to a con­vuls­ive laughter, skipped about the cham­ber. She seemed to have been bit by the tarantula.

			Per­eg­rine gazed in ter­ror on the strange spec­tacle, and the same did the phys­i­cian, who stood at the door quite pet­ri­fied, keep­ing out Mr. Swam­mer, who had fol­lowed him.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				Sixth Ad­ven­ture

			
			All the pass­ersby stopped, stretched out their necks, and peeped through the win­dow in­to the cof­fee room. With every mo­ment the crowd grew great­er, the pres­sure more vi­ol­ent, and the noise louder. All this was oc­ca­sioned by two strangers, who—be­sides that their form, their dress, their whole man­ner had some­thing ex­traordin­ary about it, that was re­puls­ive and ri­dicu­lous at the same time—played off many won­der­ful tricks, such as had nev­er been seen be­fore. The one, an old man, of a dirty, dis­agree­able ap­pear­ance, was dressed in a sur­tout of shin­ing stuff. Some­times he made him­self thin and long, some­times he would shrink him­self up to a short fat fel­low, wind­ing about all the time like a worm. The oth­er, with powdered hair, motly silk coat, un­der­dress of the same, large sil­ver buckles, and al­to­geth­er re­sem­bling a petit-maître of the last half of the fore­go­ing cen­tury, re­peatedly flew up to the ceil­ing, and then gently let him­self down again, while, with a cheer­ful voice, he trilled dis­cord­ant songs in a lan­guage al­to­geth­er un­known.

			Ac­cord­ing to the host’s de­clar­a­tion, they had both come in—one a short time after the oth­er—like or­derly people, and had called for wine. Then they had gazed more and more keenly on each oth­er, and entered in­to con­ver­sa­tion, and al­though the lan­guage of it was un­in­tel­li­gible to all the guests, yet their tone and man­ner showed they were en­gaged in a dis­pute, which grew warm­er and warm­er. On a sud­den they had taken their present form and began these mad tricks, which con­tinu­ally at­trac­ted more spec­tat­ors.

			“The man who flies up and down so ad­mir­ably,” ex­claimed one of the spec­tat­ors, “is the clock­maker De­gen, of Vi­enna—he who in­ven­ted the fly­ing ma­chine, with which he is con­stantly con­triv­ing to tumble down upon his nose.”

			“No,” replied an­oth­er, “that is not the clock­maker. I should rather fancy that it was the Little Tail­or of Sach­sen­hausen, if I did not know that the poor thing was burnt.”

			I know not wheth­er my read­ers are ac­quain­ted with the Little Tail­or of Sach­sen­hausen? Here it is.

			
				
					His­tory of the Little Tail­or of Sach­sen­hausen

				
				It happened that a pi­ous little tail­or at Sach­sen­hausen was com­ing out of church one Sunday with his wife, in all his best at­tire. The air was raw, the little tail­or had taken noth­ing over night but a soft boiled egg and a few pickled ger­kins, and in the morn­ing a cup of cof­fee. Moreover he had been singing most vehe­mently in the church, and hence he began to feel in a piteous plight, and to long for a dram. As he had worked hard through the week, and had been par­tic­u­larly kind to his bet­ter half, mak­ing her a very pretty gown out of the pieces cab­baged from his cus­tom­ers, she con­sen­ted to his go­ing in­to the apo­thecary’s and get­ting him­self a dram, which he did ac­cord­ingly. The awk­ward ap­pren­tice, who was alone in the shop, made a mis­take, and took down a bottle which, in­stead of a dram, con­tained in­flam­mable gas, where­with bal­loons are filled. Of this the ap­pren­tice poured out a full glass, and the tail­or, put­ting it at once to his mouth, swal­lowed off the gas as an agree­able re­viver. It made him, how­ever, feel very strangely—as if he had got a pair of wings on his shoulders, or as if someone were play­ing at foot­ball with him, for he felt him­self com­pelled to jump up and down in the shop, and with every mo­ment the im­petus in­creased.

				“Eh! Gem­ini! Gem­ini!” he cried, “What a nimble dan­cer I have grown!”

				The apo­thecary’s ap­pren­tice stood with his mouth gap­ing wide from pure won­der, when it chanced that someone opened the door so hast­ily, that the op­pos­ite win­dow flew open also. A strong cur­rent of air poured in, caught up the little tail­or, and away he sailed through the win­dow, since when he has not been seen. But it happened some time after, that the people of Sach­sen­hausen ob­served in the air a fire­ball, which lighted the whole coun­try with its bright­ness, and then, be­ing ex­tin­guished, fell to earth. All were eager to know what had dropped, and ran to the place, but found noth­ing more than a little heap of ashes, but with this the tongue of a shoe-buckle, a little piece of yel­low sat­in with flowers, and some­thing black, which to look at was like the horn-top of a walk­ing stick. All were in deep coun­cil how such things could fall down from heav­en in a fire­ball, when the wife of the de­par­ted tail­or came up, and, on see­ing these things, wrung her hands, took on most piteously, and cried out, “Ah, woe! that is my hus­band’s buckle! Ah, woe! that is my hus­band’s Sunday waist­coat! Ah, woe! that is my hus­band’s cane-top!” A very learned man, how­ever, has de­clared that the cane-top was no cane-top, but a met­eor­ic ball, or an abort­ive globe.

				Thus was made known to the people of Sach­sen­hausen and to all the world that the poor little tail­or—to whom the apo­thecary’s ap­pren­tice had giv­en in­flam­mable gas in­stead of a dram—was burnt in the air, and had fallen to earth, as a met­eor­ic ball, or an abort­ive globe.

			

			The tav­ern­er was at length im­pa­tient that the odd guest did not cease mak­ing him­self now lar­ger now smal­ler, without pay­ing him any at­ten­tion, and held the flask of Bur­gundy, which he had ordered, close to his nose. The stranger caught fast hold of it im­me­di­ately, and did not let go till he had drained the last drop; then he sank as if faint­ing in­to an arm­chair, and could scarcely move him­self.

			The guests ob­served with as­ton­ish­ment that he swelled more and more dur­ing the drink­ing, and now ap­peared quite thick and shape­less. The fly-work of the oth­er seemed also to be at a stand; he was about to sit down, pant­ing and breath­less, but, per­ceiv­ing how his ad­versary lay there, half dead, he flew sud­denly upon him, and began to be­la­bour him soundly with his fists. The host, how­ever, pulled him off, and de­clared that he would turn him out of the house, if he did not keep quiet. If they both wished to show their jug­gler’s tricks, they were wel­come to do so, but without quar­rel­ling and fight­ing like black­guards.

			The fly­ing gen­tle­man seemed to take it some­what ill that the host should sup­pose he was a jug­gler. He pro­tested that he was noth­ing less than a vag­a­bond, who went about play­ing off leger­de­main tricks; he had formerly been bal­let mas­ter to a cel­eb­rated king, but now prac­tised in private as an am­a­teur, and was called—as his func­tions re­quired he should be—Legénie. If, in his just in­dig­na­tion at the ab­om­in­able fel­low there, he had sprung some­what high­er than was fit­ting, that was his own busi­ness, and con­cerned no one else.

			The host on his part opined, that all this did not jus­ti­fy any fist­icuffs; to which the am­a­teur replied that mine host did not know the ma­li­cious fel­low, or he would will­ingly al­low his back to be drubbed black and blue. He had formerly been a French cus­tom­house of­ficer, and now gained a live­li­hood by blood­let­ting, cup­ping, and shav­ing, and was called Mon­sieur Leech, a nuis­ance to every­body, by his awk­ward­ness, stu­pid­ity, and glut­tony. It was not enough that the scoun­drel, wherever he met him, whisked away the wine from his very lips, as he had done just now, but he was plot­ting to carry off his bride, whom he in­ten­ded to carry home from Frank­furt.

			The Dou­ani­er had heard all that the Am­a­teur ad­vanced, and, glan­cing at him with his little ma­li­cious eyes, said to the host, “Don’t be­lieve a syl­lable that the gal­lows-bird there is chat­ter­ing. An ad­mir­able bal­let mas­ter, truly! who with his ele­phant feet crushes the legs of the fair dan­cers, and with his pi­rou­ette knocks a tooth out of the man­ager’s jaw at the wing. And his verses, too! They have as awk­ward feet as him­self, and tumble here and there like drunk­ards, tread­ing the thoughts to pap. Be­cause he flut­ters heav­ily in the air at times, like a drowsy gander, the con­ceited pea­cock fan­cies he is to have the fair one for his bride.”

			At this the in­dig­nant Am­a­teur cried out, “Thou Satan’s worm, thou shalt feel the gander’s beak,” and would have fallen upon the Dou­ani­er again, when the host seized him from be­hind, with strong arm, and, amidst the re­joicing of the as­sembled crowd, flung him out of the win­dow.

			No soon­er was the Am­a­teur gone than Mon­sieur Leech re­sumed the plain sol­id form in which he had entered. The people without took him for quite an­oth­er per­son than the jug­gler, who had played such strange tricks, and quietly dis­persed. The Dou­ani­er thanked mine host in the most ob­li­ging terms for his aid against the Am­a­teur, and, to prove his grat­it­ude, offered to shave him for noth­ing, and more pleas­antly than ever he had been shaved in his life be­fore. The host felt his beard, and it seem­ing to him at the mo­ment as if the hairs were ter­ribly long, he ac­cep­ted Mr. Leech’s of­fer, who ac­cord­ingly set about it, at first, with a light, dex­ter­ous hand, but on a sud­den he cut his nose so shrewdly, that the blood streamed down. The host, deem­ing this to be noth­ing else than malice, seized the Dou­ani­er, who flew as nimbly out of the door as the Am­a­teur through the win­dow. Im­me­di­ately after, there arose a loud tu­mult without, and scarcely al­low­ing him­self time to stop the bleed­ing of his nose with lint, he flew out to see what dev­il was rais­ing this new up­roar. There, to his no little as­ton­ish­ment, he saw a young man, who with one hand grasped the Am­a­teur, and with the oth­er the Dou­ani­er, and with rolling eyes ex­claimed, “Ha! Satan’s brood! you shall not cross my way, you shall not rob me of Gama­heh!” while his pris­on­ers in­ter­mixed their cries of, “A mad­man! Save—save us, host—he mis­takes us—he will murder us—”

			“Eh!” cried the host, “what are you about, my good Mr. Pe­pusch? Have you been of­fen­ded by these strange people? Per­haps you are mis­taken in them. This is the Bal­let Mas­ter, Mon­sieur Legénie, and this the Dou­ani­er, Mon­sieur Leech.”

			“Bal­let Mas­ter Legénie! Dou­ani­er Leech!” re­peated Pe­pusch, in a hol­low voice.

			He seemed as if wak­ing out of a dream, and try­ing to re­col­lect him­self. In the mean­time two hon­est cit­izens, of his ac­quaint­ance, came out of the inn, who joined in per­suad­ing him to be quiet, and let the fel­lows go about their busi­ness.

			Again Pe­pusch ex­claimed, “Bal­let Mas­ter Legénie! Dou­ani­er Leech!” and let his arms drop power­less by his side. With the speed of wind, the re­leased pris­on­ers were off, and it seemed to many in the street as if the Am­a­teur fled over the roofs of the neigh­bour­ing houses, and the barber was lost in the puddle that had col­lec­ted it­self between the stones be­fore the door.

			The two cit­izens in­vited the dis­trac­ted Pe­pusch to come in and drink a glass of old hock with them, an of­fer which he read­ily ac­cep­ted, and seemed to en­joy the gen­er­ous wine, though he sat si­lent and ab­strac­ted, and answered not a word to all that could be said to him. At last, how­ever, his fea­tures brightened up, and he said, very kindly, “You did well, my friends, in hinder­ing me from killing on the spot those wretches, who were in my power. But you know not what dan­ger­ous creatures lurk be­neath their masks.”

			Pe­pusch paused, and it may be eas­ily sup­posed with what eager­ness the cit­izens waited for what he had to dis­cov­er. The host also had ap­proached them, and all three poked their heads to­geth­er, with their arms crossed upon the table, and held in their breath, that they might not lose a syl­lable from Pe­pusch’s mouth.

			“See, my good people,” he con­tin­ued sol­emnly, “see; he—whom you call the Bal­let Mas­ter, Legénie—is none oth­er than the evil, awk­ward geni­us, Thet­el; the oth­er, whom you take for the Dou­ani­er, Leech, is the hate­ful blood­suck­er, the Leech-Prince. Both are in love with the Prin­cess, Gama­heh, who as you know, is the daugh­ter of the mighty king, Seka­kis, and are here to make her false to the Thistle, Ze­her­it. This is the greatest folly that ever entered in­to a fool­ish brain, for be­sides the Thistle, Ze­her­it, there is but one per­son in the world to whom she can be­long, and this per­son would per­haps vainly enter in­to the con­test with Ze­her­it. For soon the Thistle will bloom at mid­night in full splend­our and strength, and in the death of love dawns the morn­ing of a high­er life. Now, I my­self am the Thistle, Ze­her­it, and, there­fore, my good friends, you can­not blame me if I am in­dig­nant with those trait­ors, and al­to­geth­er take the whole af­fair much to heart.”

			The three listen­ers opened their eyes wide, and stared, speech­lessly, at Pe­pusch, with open mouths. They had tumbled out of the clouds, as people say, and their heads were hum­ming with the fall. But Pe­pusch emp­tied a bump­er, and, turn­ing to the host, said, “Yes, yes, mine host; you will soon see that I shall bloom as the Cac­tus gran­di­flor­us, and the whole coun­try round will be im­preg­nated with its per­fume. You may be­lieve me, friends.”

			The host could ut­ter noth­ing but an ex­clam­a­tion of stu­pid sur­prise, “Eh! that would be the deuce!” The two cit­izens ex­changed mys­ter­i­ous glances, and one, tak­ing George’s hand, said with a doubt­ful smile, “You seem to be some­what dis­quieted, my good Mr. Pe­pusch; how, if you were to take a glass of wa­ter, and—”

			“Not a drop!” ex­claimed Pe­pusch, in­ter­rupt­ing the well-meant coun­sel, “Not a drop! Has wa­ter ever been poured upon boil­ing oil without in­creas­ing the fury of the flames? I am dis­quieted, you say? In truth that may well be the case; how the dev­il can I be oth­er­wise, after hav­ing ex­changed shots with my bos­om friend, and then send­ing a bul­let through my own brain? Here, in­to your hands I de­liv­er up the mur­der­ous weapons, now that all is over.”

			Pe­pusch drew a brace of pis­tols from his pock­et, where­at the host star­ted back; the cit­izens snatched at them, but no soon­er had they fairly hold of them, than they burst out in­to im­mod­er­ate laughter. The pis­tols were of wood, a plaything from the Christ­mas fair.

			Pe­pusch seemed to pay no at­ten­tion to what was go­ing on about him; he sat in deep thought, and con­tinu­ally cried out, “If I could but find him! if I could but find him!”

			The host took cour­age, and mod­estly asked, “Whom do you mean, my good Mr. Pe­pusch? Whom can you not find?”

			“Know you,” said Pe­pusch sol­emnly, and fix­ing the host with a keen gaze, “Know you any­one to be com­pared, in might and won­drous power, with the king Seka­kis; then name his name and I will kiss your feet. But for the rest, I would ask you if you know any­one who is ac­quain­ted with Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss, and can tell me where I may meet him at this present mo­ment?”

			To this the host replied, smirk­ing ami­ably, “Here I can serve you, re­spec­ted Mr. Pe­pusch, and in­form you that he was with me an hour ago, tak­ing a glass of wine. He was very thought­ful, and when I asked ‘What news on ’Change? he sud­denly cried out, ‘Yes, sweet Gama­heh! I have re­nounced you! Be happy in my George’s arms!’ Upon this a thin curi­ous voice said, ‘Let us now go to Leeuwen­hoek’s, and peep in­to the horo­scope.’ Im­me­di­ately Mr. Tyss emp­tied his glass, and they went away to­geth­er—that is, Mr. Tyss and the voice without a body. Prob­ably they have gone to Leeuwen­hoek’s, who is lament­ing that his well-dis­cip­lined fleas have, one and all, deser­ted him.”

			The words were scarcely out of the host’s mouth than George star­ted up in a fury, and, seiz­ing him by the throat, cried out, “Scoun­drel, what do you say? Re­nounced? re­nounced her Gama­heh! Per­eg­rine! Seka­kis!”

			The host’s story, how­ever, was per­fectly cor­rect. He had heard Mas­ter Flea, who was sum­mon­ing Per­eg­rine, in his fine sil­ver tones, to go to the mi­cro­scop­ist, Leeuwen­hoek, for what pur­pose the read­er knows already: Per­eg­rine had really gone thith­er, and was re­ceived by Leeuwen­hoek with that soft odi­ous friend­li­ness—and that hu­mil­ity of com­pli­ment—which an­nounce the bur­den­some and re­luct­ant re­cog­ni­tion of su­peri­or­ity. But, as Mr. Tyss had the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in the pu­pil of his eye, all this com­pli­ment­ing and sub­ser­vi­ence availed Ant­onie van Leeuwen­hoek noth­ing in the world; on the con­trary, Per­eg­rine only the more dis­covered the hatred which filled the heart of the mi­cro­scop­ist. While he pro­tested how much he felt hon­oured and re­joiced by Mr. Tyss’s vis­it, the thoughts ran thus: “I wish that the dev­il had plunged you ten thou­sand fathoms deep in the abyss! But I must feign friend­ship and sub­mis­sion to­wards you, as the cursed con­stel­la­tion has placed me un­der your domin­ion, and my whole be­ing in some sort de­pends upon you. But per­haps I may be able to out­wit you, for, in spite of your high des­cent, you are a simple fool. You fancy that Dörtje Elverdink loves you, and will per­haps marry her. Only come to me about it and you fall in­to my hands, in spite of the power that dwells with­in you without your know­ing it, and I will em­ploy everything to ru­in you, and gain pos­ses­sion of Dörtje and Mas­ter Flea.”

			Per­eg­rine nat­ur­ally reg­u­lated his con­duct by these thoughts, and took good care not to say a syl­lable about Dörtje Elverdink, and pre­ten­ded that he came to see Leeuwen­hoek’s col­lec­tion of nat­ur­al rar­it­ies.

			While now Leeuwen­hoek opened the great draw­ers, Mas­ter Flea whispered very gently in Pere­gine’s ear, that his (Per­eg­rine’s) horo­scope was ly­ing on the table by the win­dow. Here he saw all man­ner of lines, that mys­ter­i­ously crossed each oth­er, and many oth­er won­der­ful signs, but as he was en­tirely de­fi­cient in as­tro­nom­ic­al know­ledge, all re­mained con­fused and dark to him, look as keenly as he would. Yet it seemed strange to him, that, in the bright red point, in the middle of the table on which the horo­scope was drawn, he plainly re­cog­nised him­self. The longer he looked at this point, the more it gained the shape of a heart, and the more brightly it reddened. Still it only sparkled as through a web, with which it was over­spread.

			Per­eg­rine plainly saw that Leeuwen­hoek wanted to draw off his at­ten­tion from the horo­scope, and as he ran no risk of be­ing de­ceived, very ra­tion­ally re­solved to ques­tion his friendly en­emy at once, and without any cir­cum­lo­cu­tion, as to the mean­ing of the mys­ter­i­ous table. Leeuwen­hoek as­sured him, with a ma­li­cious smile, that noth­ing would give him great­er pleas­ure than the ex­plain­ing to his re­spec­ted friend the signs upon the table, which he him­self had drawn, ac­cord­ing to his slight know­ledge in such mat­ters.

			The thoughts ran thus: “Hoho! are you after that, my wise sir? In truth Mas­ter Flea has not ad­vised you ill. I my­self am to ex­plain the table, and help you to the un­der­stand­ing of the ma­gic might that dwells in your worthy per­son! I might in­vent some lies for you, but of what use would it be? For if I were to tell you the truth, you would not un­der­stand a syl­lable, but would re­main stu­pid as ever? From pure con­veni­ence, there­fore, and not to put my­self to the trouble of in­ven­tion, I will tell you so much of the signs of the table as seems good to me.”

			Per­eg­rine knew now that if he were not to learn all, at least he would not be de­ceived with false­hoods.

			Leeuwen­hoek placed the tab­let on some­thing like an easel, which he brought for­ward from a corner of the room, and both seat­ing them­selves be­fore it, con­sidered it for a time in si­lence. At length Leeuwen­hoek began with much solem­nity:

			“You, per­haps, do not sus­pect that those lines, those char­ac­ters on the table, which you are so at­tent­ively con­sid­er­ing, are your own horo­scope, drawn by my­self, with mys­ter­i­ous as­tro­lo­gic art, un­der the fa­vour­able in­flu­ence of the stars. How came you to such a pre­sump­tu­ous idea? what could make you wish to un­ravel the web of my fate, to read my des­tiny? so might you ask, my friend, and with per­fect justice, if I were not able to show you my in­ward call thereto. I know not wheth­er you have heard of the cel­eb­rated rabbi Isaac Ben Har­ravad. Among oth­er pro­found know­ledge he had the strange gift of read­ing by men’s faces wheth­er the soul had pre­vi­ously in­hab­ited an­oth­er body, or wheth­er it was to be con­sidered quite fresh and new. I was yet very young when the rabbi died of an in­di­ges­tion, brought on by eat­ing of a dish highly seasoned with gar­lic. The Jews ran away with the body so quickly that the de­ceased had not time to col­lect and carry off all his know­ledge, which the ill­ness had scattered. Laugh­ing heirs di­vided the prop­erty, but I had fished off that won­der­ful seer-gift, in the very mo­ment that the An­gel of Death had set his sword upon the rabbi’s breast. In this way the won­der­ful fac­ulty has come to me, and I, like the rabbi Isaac Ben Har­ravad, can read in the faces of men, wheth­er the soul has be­fore oc­cu­pied an­oth­er body or not. Your brow, Mr. Tyss, when I saw it the first time, ex­cited the strangest thoughts and doubts. I was cer­tain of the pre­vi­ous ex­ist­ence of your soul long ago, and yet the form, pri­or to your present life, re­mained a per­fect mys­tery. I was forced to have re­course to the stars, and draw your horo­scope, to solve the dif­fi­culty.”

			“Well!” ex­claimed Per­eg­rine, “And have you dis­covered any­thing, Mr. Leeuwen­hoek?”

			“Cer­tainly!” replied Leeuwen­hoek, as­sum­ing a still more sol­emn tone, “Cer­tainly! I have dis­covered that the phys­ic­al prin­ciple—which now an­im­ates the agree­able body of my very worthy friend, Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss—ex­is­ted long ago, al­though only as a thought or con­scious­ness of a shape. Look here; con­sider at­tent­ively the red point in the centre of the table. That is not only your­self, but the point is the form, of which your phys­ic­al prin­ciple once could not be con­scious. As a spark­ling car­buncle, you then lay in a deep mine of the earth, but stretched over you, on the green sur­face of the ground, slept the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh, and her form also passed away in un­con­scious­ness. Strange lines and for­eign con­stel­la­tions cross your life from the point of time when the thought first put on a form, and be­came Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss. You are in pos­ses­sion of a talis­man without know­ing it, and this talis­man is that very red car­buncle. It may be that King Seka­kis wore it as a pre­cious jew­el in his crown, or per­haps—in some meas­ure—was the car­buncle it­self. Enough—you pos­sess it now, but a cer­tain event must take place if its slum­ber­ing power is to be awakened, and with this wak­ing of the power of your talis­man will be de­cided the fate of an un­happy creature, who hitherto has led a shad­owy life between fear and chan­ging hope. Alas! it was only a shad­owy life that the sweet Gama­heh could gain by the pro­found­est ma­gic, as the op­er­at­ive talis­man was stolen from us. You alone have killed her, you alone can breathe fresh life in­to her, when the car­buncle glows again in your breast.”

			“And can you,” in­ter­rup­ted Per­eg­rine, “can you ex­plain what that event is which is to awake the power of the talis­man?”

			The mi­cro­scop­ist stared with open eyes at Per­eg­rine, like a per­son who is sud­denly sur­prised in­to con­fu­sion, and who does not know what to say. The thoughts ran thus: “If I had but held my tongue about the talis­man which the un­lucky ras­cal car­ries with­in him, and which gives him so much power over us that we must all dance to his pipe! And now I am to tell him the event on which de­pends the awak­ing the strength of his talis­man! Shall I con­fess to him that I don’t know my­self, that all my art fails to loosen the knot in which the lines meet? Nay, that when I con­sider the plan­et­ary centre of the horo­scope, I feel most piteously, and my own learned head seems to me no bet­ter than a painted block for peri­wigs? Far from me be any such con­fes­sion that would lower me, and put arms in­to his hands against my­self. I will fasten some­thing upon the idi­ot who fan­cies him­self so wise—some­thing that shall make his blood run cold, and take from him all farther in­clin­a­tion of teas­ing me.”

			“My dearest sir,” said the Flea-tamer, put­ting on a very im­port­ant face, “My dearest Mr. Tyss, don’t ask me to speak of this event. You know that the horo­scope does in­deed plainly and per­fectly in­struct us as to the ex­ist­ence of cer­tain cir­cum­stances, but—such is the wis­dom of Etern­al Might—the event of threat­en­ing dangers al­ways re­mains dark and doubt­ful. I es­teem you too highly as an ex­cel­lent kind­hearted man to put you in­to dis­quiet and anxi­ety be­fore the time, oth­er­wise I should at least tell you so much: that the event which is to give you the con­scious­ness of power, would in the same mo­ment des­troy your present form of be­ing with the most hor­rible ag­on­ies of hell. But no! on that too I will be si­lent, and now not an­oth­er word of the horo­scope. Do not how­ever fret your­self, al­though the af­fair looks bad enough, and I, with all my know­ledge, can hardly see any chance of a fa­vour­able is­sue to the ad­ven­ture. Per­haps you may be saved from this per­il by some un­ex­pec­ted con­stel­la­tion which is now bey­ond the reach of ob­ser­va­tion.”

			Per­eg­rine was as­ton­ished at this de­ceit, yet still the whole state of the thing, the pe­cu­li­ar situ­ation in which Leeuwen­hoek stood without sus­pect­ing it, ap­peared to him so ex­ceed­ingly pleas­ant, that he could not help break­ing out in­to a loud fit of laughter. The mi­cro­scop­ist, some­what sur­prised at this, asked, “What are you laugh­ing at so vehe­mently, my dear Mr. Tyss?”

			“You do wisely,” replied Per­eg­rine, still laugh­ing, “You do very wisely in keep­ing secret, out of pure kind­ness, this threat­en­ing event, for be­sides that you are too much my friend to put me in­to fear and ter­ror, you have yet an­oth­er ex­cel­lent reas­on for your si­lence, which is noth­ing else than that you do not know a syl­lable about the mat­ter. In vain was all your la­bour to un­riddle that knot: your whole as­tro­logy goes but to little, and if Mas­ter Flea had not fallen upon your nose, all your arts would have helped you little.”

			Leeuwen­hoek’s brow was red with rage; he clenched his fist, gnashed his teeth, and trembled so vi­ol­ently with agit­a­tion, that he would have tumbled from his seat, if Per­eg­rine had not held him as firmly by the arm as George Pe­pusch grasped the un­lucky tav­ern­er by the throat, who at length suc­ceeded in sav­ing him­self by a dex­ter­ous side-spring. Hereupon George rushed out and entered Leeuwen­hoek’s room just as Per­eg­rine was hold­ing him fast upon his seat, while he muttered furi­ously between his teeth, “Cursed Swam­mer­dam! is it you that have done this?”

			No soon­er did Per­eg­rine per­ceive his friend than he let go of the mi­cro­scop­ist, and go­ing up to him, asked anxiously if that strange frenzy were over which had so dan­ger­ously pos­sessed him. Pe­pusch seemed softened al­most to tears, and pro­tested that he had not in all his life com­mit­ted so many fol­lies as in the course of that one day. Amongst these not the least was that after he had sent a ball through his head in the forest, he had gone in­to a tav­ern—where he did not know—had talked to people of strange things, and mur­der­ously set upon the host, be­cause from his broken speech he gathered that which was the very hap­pi­est thing that could be­fall him. All his par­oxysms would now soon have reached the highest pitch, for the bystand­ers had taken his words for in­san­ity, and he had to fear: in­stead of reap­ing the fruit of the hap­pi­est event, that he would be con­fined in a mad­house. With this he ex­plained what the host had let drop con­cern­ing Per­eg­rine’s con­duct and de­clar­a­tions, and asked, with down­cast eyes, wheth­er such an act of self-deni­al, in fa­vour of an un­happy friend, was prob­able, or even pos­sible, in the present day, when hero­ism had van­ished from the earth.

			At these de­clar­a­tions from his com­pan­ion Per­eg­rine re­vived in his in­most heart. He pro­tested with warmth that for his part he was far re­moved from do­ing any­thing that might in the least an­noy his tried friend; that he sol­emnly re­nounced all pre­ten­sions to the heart and hand of the fair Dörtje Elverdink, and will­ingly gave up a para­dise, though it had in­deed opened upon him most se­duct­ively.

			“And it was you,” said Pe­pusch, rush­ing in­to his friend’s arms, “It was you that I would have murdered, and be­cause I did not be­lieve you, I there­fore shot my­self. Oh, the mad­ness of a mind ill at ease!”

			“I pray you,” said Per­eg­rine, “I pray you come to your senses. You speak of hav­ing shot your­self, and yet stand fresh and sound be­fore me. How do these things agree?”

			“You are right,” replied Pe­pusch, “it seems as if I could not speak to you so ra­tion­ally as I really do, if I had ac­tu­ally sent a ball through my brain. The people, too, main­tain that my pis­tols were not par­tic­u­larly dan­ger­ous—nor, in­deed, of iron, but of wood—in fact mere toys; and so neither the duel nor the sui­cide could have been any­thing more than a pleas­ant mock­ery. We must have changed our parts, and I have be­gun to mys­ti­fy my­self and play the child, at the mo­ment you have left the world of dream to enter in­to real life. But be this as it may; it is re­quis­ite that I should be cer­tain of your gen­er­os­ity and my for­tune, and then the clouds will dis­sip­ate which trouble my sight, or per­haps de­ceive me with the il­lu­sions of the Fata Mor­gana. Come, my Per­eg­rine, ac­com­pany me to the fair Dörtje Elverdink.”

			Pe­pusch took his friend’s arm, and was hasten­ing off with him, but their in­ten­ded walk was spared, for the door opened, and in tripped Dörtje Elverdink, lovely as an an­gel, and be­hind her the old Swam­mer. Leeuwen­hoek, who had so long re­mained dumb, cast­ing angry looks first at Pe­pusch and then at Per­eg­rine, seemed, upon see­ing the old Swam­mer­dam, as if struck by an elec­tric shock. He stretched his clenched hands to­wards him, and cried out in a voice hoarse with rage, “Ha! do you come to mock me, you old de­ceit­ful mon­ster? But you shall not suc­ceed. De­fend your­self: your last hour has struck.”

			Swam­mer­dam star­ted a few steps back, and as Leeuwen­hoek was ready to fall upon him with his tele­scope, drew the like arms for his de­fence. The duel, which had be­gun at Per­eg­rine’s, seemed about to be re­newed. George Pe­pusch threw him­self between the com­batants, and while with his left hand he beat down a mur­der­ous glance of Leeuwen­hoek’s, which would have stretched his ad­versary to the earth, with the left he turned aside the weapon of Swam­mer­dam, so that he could not in­jure Leeuwen­hoek. He then de­clared that he would not al­low of any battle between them, till he thor­oughly knew the cause of their dis­sen­sion. Per­eg­rine found this protest so reas­on­able, that he did not hes­it­ate to throw him­self between the cham­pi­ons with a sim­il­ar de­clar­a­tion. To this the com­batants were forced to yield. Swam­mer­dam, moreover, as­ser­ted that he had not at all come with hos­tile in­ten­tions, but merely to enter in­to some com­pos­i­tion with Leeuwen­hoek, and thus to end a feud which had so long di­vided two sim­il­arly-cre­ated prin­ciples, whose united re­searches only could ex­haust the deep­est springs of know­ledge. With this he looked smil­ingly at Per­eg­rine, in­to whose arms Dörtje had fled, and ex­pressed a wish that he would me­di­ate.

			Leeuwen­hoek, on the oth­er hand, ad­mit­ted that Dörtje was in­deed the apple of con­ten­tion, but that he had just now dis­covered a new trick of his un­worthy col­league. It was not only that to re­vive his un­just pre­ten­sions to Dörtje, he denied the pos­ses­sion of a cer­tain mi­cro­scope which he had re­ceived on a cer­tain oc­ca­sion as a quit­tance, but the more to tor­ment him—Leeuwen­hoek—he had giv­en it to an­oth­er. In an­swer to all this, Swam­mer­dam swore, high and low, that he had nev­er re­ceived the mi­cro­scope, and had great reas­on to be­lieve that Leeuwen­hoek had shame­fully pur­loined it.

			“The fools!” softly whispered Mas­ter Flea to Per­eg­rine, “The fools! they are talk­ing of the mi­cro­scope which is in your eye. You know that I was present at the treaty of peace con­cluded between them about the pos­ses­sion of the prin­cess, and, when Swam­mer­dam was fling­ing in­to the pu­pil of his left eye the mi­cro­scop­ic glass which he had, in fact, re­ceived from Leeuwen­hoek, I snapped it up, be­cause it was not Leeuwen­hoek’s, but my law­ful prop­erty. Tell them plainly at once, that you have the jew­el.”

			Upon this Per­eg­rine made no hes­it­a­tion in de­clar­ing that he was in pos­ses­sion of the mi­cro­scop­ic glass which Swam­mer­dam should have re­ceived, but did not re­ceive, from Leeuwen­hoek, and moreover that the uni­on was not yet settled, and neither Leeuwen­hoek nor Swam­mer­dam had at present the un­con­di­tion­al right to look on Dörtje Elverdink as his foster-daugh­ter.

			After much ar­gu­ment, it was agreed by the dis­putants that Mr. Tyss should marry Dörtje Elverdink, who ten­derly loved him, and then after sev­en months, should de­cide which of the two mi­cro­scop­ists was the most de­sir­able fath­er-in-law.

			How­ever beau­ti­ful Dörtje ap­peared in a dress so ad­mir­able that it might seem to have been fash­ioned by the Loves, and whatever burn­ing looks of pas­sion she might cast at Per­eg­rine, yet he still thought of his protégé as well as of his friend, and re­mained true to his plighted word, de­clar­ing again that he re­nounced Dörtje’s hand. The mi­cro­scop­ists were not a little as­ton­ished when Per­eg­rine an­nounced George Pe­pusch for the man who had the just­est claims to the prin­cess, and that he, at all events, had no right to in­ter­fere with her choice.

			With tears in her eyes the maid­en staggered to­wards Per­eg­rine, who caught her in his arms as she was sink­ing sense­less to the earth. “In­grate!” she sighed. “You break my heart in thrust­ing me from you. But you will have it. Take, then, my part­ing kiss, and let me die!”

			Per­eg­rine bent down to her, but when his mouth touched her mouth, she bit his lips so vi­ol­ently that the blood star­ted, at the same time ex­claim­ing mer­rily, “Mon­ster! it is so one must pun­ish you! Be reas­on­able, be civil, and take me, let the oth­er cry out as he will.”

			Dur­ing this the two mi­cro­scop­ists had fallen to­geth­er by the ears again, heav­en knows where­fore, while George Pe­pusch flung him­self quite dis­con­sol­ately at Gama­heh’s feet, and cried out in a voice that soun­ded wretched enough for any lov­er—

			“Oh, Gama­heh! is then your pas­sion quite ex­tin­guished? Do you no more re­mem­ber the glor­i­ous times in Famagusta? no more the pleas­ant days in Ber­lin? no more—”

			“You are a fool!” in­ter­rup­ted the little one, laugh­ing, “You are a fool, George, with your Gama­hehs, your Thistle, Ze­her­it, and all the oth­er non­sense that you must once have dreamed. I did like you, do like you, and will have you—al­though the tall one yon­der pleases me bet­ter—if you sol­emnly prom­ise, nay swear, to bend all your mind to—”

			Here she softly whispered some­thing to Pe­pusch, and Per­eg­rine thought he col­lec­ted that Mas­ter Flea was the sub­ject of it. In the mean­time the dis­pute between the mi­cro­scop­ists had grown hot­ter and hot­ter; they had again re­course to their weapons, and Per­eg­rine was busy in try­ing to sooth their wrath, when the com­pany was again aug­men­ted. The door was burst open amidst a strange scream­ing and croak­ing, and in rushed the Am­a­teur, Mon­sieur Legénie, and the barber, Leech. With wild, furi­ous ges­tures they flew upon the prin­cess, and the barber had already caught her by the shoulder, when Pe­pusch thrust away the odi­ous as­sail­ant with ir­res­ist­ible might, wound about his whole flex­ible body, and squeezed it to­geth­er in such a man­ner that he shot up in­to the air, quite thin and long, roar­ing aloud with pain all the time.

			While this was go­ing on with the barber, the two mi­cro­scop­ists had re­con­ciled them­selves in an in­stant on the ap­pear­ance of the com­mon en­emy, and made a united at­tack on the Am­a­teur with much suc­cess. It availed him noth­ing that when he was suf­fi­ciently drubbed be­low, he rose up to the ceil­ing, for Leeuwen­hoek and Swam­mer­dam had both seized short thick sticks, and whenev­er the Am­a­teur des­cen­ded, they drove him up again by blows, dex­ter­ously ap­plied to that part of the body which best can bear them. It was a pretty game of rack­et, at which the Am­a­teur by com­pul­sion in­deed played the most fa­tiguing—and at the same time the most un­gra­cious—part, namely that of the ball.

			This war seemed to in­spire the little one with the greatest ter­ror; she clung to Per­eg­rine, and en­treated him to bear her away from such an ab­om­in­able up­roar. This he could the less re­fuse, as there seemed to be no need of him on the field of battle, and he there­fore car­ried her home, that is, in­to the apart­ments of his lodger. But no soon­er had she got there and found her­self alone with Per­eg­rine, than she em­ployed all the arts of the most re­fined coquetry to al­lure him in­to her snares. How­ever firmly he bore in mind that all this was merely false­hood, and aimed at bring­ing his protégé in­to cap­tiv­ity, yet such a dizzi­ness of the senses seized him, that he did not even think of the mi­cro­scop­ic glass, which might have served him as an act­ive an­ti­dote. Mas­ter Flea was again in danger; he was, how­ever, saved this time by Mr. Swam­mer, who entered with George Pe­pusch. The former ap­peared to be ex­ceed­ingly de­lighted, but the lat­ter had wrath and jeal­ousy in his burn­ing glances. Per­eg­rine left the room, and with wounded heart he strolled through the streets of Frank­furt. He went through the gate and on­wards, till he reached the very spot where the strange ad­ven­ture had happened with his friend, Pe­pusch. Here he again thought over his won­der­ful des­tiny; the im­age of Gama­heh ap­peared to him love­li­er than ever; the blood rolled more quickly in his veins, his pulse beat more vi­ol­ently, and his breast seemed ready to burst with fe­ver­ish de­sire. He felt only too pain­fully the great­ness of the sac­ri­fice which he had just made, and with which he fan­cied that he had lost all the hap­pi­ness of life.

			The night had drawn in when he re­turned to the city. Without be­ing aware of it, per­haps from an un­con­scious dread of go­ing back to his own house, he wandered through many by-lanes, and at last in­to the Kal­bech­er-street. A man with a knap­sack on his back asked him if the book­bind­er, Lem­mer­hirt, did not live there? and on look­ing up, Per­eg­rine saw that he was ac­tu­ally stand­ing be­fore the nar­row dwell­ing. The win­dows of the in­dus­tri­ous bind­er, who worked through the night, were shin­ing brightly and loftily, and the door was opened to the man with a knap­sack, who entered im­me­di­ately.

			Per­eg­rine now re­col­lec­ted, with vex­a­tion, that, in the tu­mult of the last few weeks, he had for­got­ten to pay the book­bind­er for sev­er­al jobs that he had ex­ecuted for him; he re­solved to go and settle all the very next morn­ing.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				Sev­enth Ad­ven­ture

			
			Al­though we are wholly de­fi­cient in any cer­tain in­form­a­tion re­spect­ing the res­ult of the battle in Leeuwen­hoek’s cham­ber, yet we can­not sup­pose oth­er­wise than that the mi­cro­scop­ists, with the help of George Pe­pusch, had ob­tained a com­plete vic­tory over the hos­tile con­fed­er­ates: it had else been im­possible that the old Swam­mer had re­turned so friendly and con­ten­ted as he really did. With the same glad face, Swam­mer, or rather Mr. Jan Swam­mer­dam, came the fol­low­ing morn­ing to Per­eg­rine, who was still in bed and earn­estly con­vers­ing with his protégé, Mas­ter Flea. Upon see­ing this vis­it­or, Per­eg­rine did not fail put­ting the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in­to the pu­pil of his eye.

			After many long and te­di­ous ex­cuses for his early vis­it, Swam­mer­dam at last took his place on the bed, pos­it­ively re­fus­ing to let Per­eg­rine rise and put on his dress­ing gown. In the strangest phrases he thanked his land­lord for the great ci­vil­it­ies he had ex­per­i­enced, which, it seems, con­sisted in his hav­ing been re­ceived as a lodger, and also in that Mr. Tyss had al­lowed his house­hold to be in­creased by the ad­di­tion of a young fe­male, who was some­times too loud and vi­va­cious. But the greatest fa­vour shown by Mr. Per­eg­rine, and not without some self-sac­ri­fice, was in his hav­ing ef­fected a re­con­cili­ation between him (Swam­mer­dam) and his old friend, Ant­onie van Leeuwen­hoek. In fact, as Swam­mer­dam went on to say, both hearts had in­clined to each oth­er at the mo­ment when they were at­tacked by the Am­a­teur and the barber and had to pro­tect Dörtje Elverdink from those mon­sters. The ser­i­ous re­con­cili­ation of the mi­cro­scop­ists had soon after fol­lowed.

			Leeuwen­hoek had per­ceived, as well as Swam­mer­dam, the para­mount in­flu­ence which Per­eg­rine had over both of them and the first use which they made of their re­newed friend­ship was to con­sider in uni­son the strange horo­scope of Mr. Tyss, and as far as pos­sible, to in­ter­pret it.

			“What my friend, Leeuwen­hoek, could not do alone,” con­tin­ued the mi­cro­scop­ist, “was ef­fected by our united powers, and thus this was the second ex­per­i­ment which, in spite of all the obstacles op­posed to us, we un­der­took with the most splen­did res­ults.”

			“The short­sighted fool!” lisped Mas­ter Flea, who sat upon the pil­low, close to Per­eg­rine’s ear. “He still fan­cies that the Prin­cess, Gama­heh, was re­stored to life by him. A pretty life, in­deed, is that to which the awk­ward­ness of the two mi­cro­scop­ists has con­demned the poor thing!”

			“My dear friend,” con­tin­ued Swam­mer­dam, who had the less heard Mas­ter Flea, as he had just then be­gun to sneeze loudly, “my dear friend, you are par­tic­u­larly chosen by the spir­it of the cre­ation, a pet-child of nature, for you pos­sess the most won­der­ful talis­man, or, to speak more cor­rectly and sci­en­tific­ally, the most splen­did Tsilmenaja, or Tilse­mo­ht, that was ever fed by the dew of heav­en, and has sprung from the lap of earth. It is an hon­our to my art that I, and not Leeuwen­hoek, have dis­covered that this lucky talis­man sleeps for a time till a cer­tain con­stel­la­tion enters, which finds its centre-point in your worthy per­son. With your­self, my dear friend, some­thing must and will hap­pen, which in the mo­ment the power of the talis­man awakes, may make that wak­ing known to you. Let Leeuwen­hoek have told you what he will, it must all be false, for in re­gard to that point, he knew noth­ing at all un­til I opened his eyes. Per­haps he tried to fright­en you, my dear friend, with some ter­rible cata­strophe, for I know he likes to ter­rify people without reas­on. But trust to me, Mr. Tyss, who have the highest re­spect for you, and swear it to you most sol­emnly: you have noth­ing to fear. I should like, how­ever, to learn wheth­er you do not as yet feel the pres­ence of the talis­man, and what you think of the mat­ter al­to­geth­er.”

			At these last words Swam­mer­dam eyed his host as keenly as if he would pierce his deep­est thoughts, but of course he did not suc­ceed so well in that as Per­eg­rine with his mi­cro­scop­ic glass, by means of which the lat­ter learned that it was not so much the united war with the Am­a­teur and the Barber, as the mys­ter­i­ous horo­scope, that had brought about the re­con­cili­ation of the mi­cro­scop­ists. It was the pos­ses­sion of the mighty talis­man that both were striv­ing after. In re­gard to the mys­ter­i­ous lines in the horo­scope of Per­eg­rine, Swam­mer­dam re­mained in as vex­a­tious ig­nor­ance as Leeuwen­hoek, but he fan­cied the clue must lie with­in Per­eg­rine, which would lead to the dis­cov­ery of the mys­tery. This clue he now sought to fish out of the novice, and then rob him of the in­es­tim­able treas­ure be­fore he knew its value. He was con­vinced this talis­man was equal to that of the wise So­lomon, since, like that, it gave him who pos­sessed it the per­fect domin­ion over the king­dom of spir­its.

			Per­eg­rine paid like with like, him­self mys­ti­fy­ing Swam­mer­dam, who thought to mys­ti­fy him. He con­trived to an­swer so dex­ter­ously, in such fig­ur­at­ive speeches, that the mi­cro­scop­ist feared the ini­ti­ation had already be­gun, and that soon the mys­tery would be re­vealed which neither he nor Leeuwen­hoek had been able to un­ravel.

			Swam­mer­dam cast down his eyes, hemmed, and stammered a few un­in­tel­li­gible words; he was really in a bad plight, and his thoughts were all in con­fu­sion.

			“The dev­il! What’s this? Is this Per­eg­rine, who speaks to me? Am I the learned Swam­mer­dam or an ass?”

			In des­pair he at last col­lec­ted him­self, and began,

			“But to come to some­thing else, most re­spec­ted Mr. Tyss, and as it seems to me, some­thing much more agree­able.”

			Ac­cord­ing to what Swam­mer now went on to say, both he and Leeuwen­hoek had per­ceived, with great pleas­ure, the strong in­clin­a­tion which Dörtje Elverdink had con­ceived for him. If they had both formerly been of a dif­fer­ent opin­ion, each be­liev­ing that Dörtje should stay with him­self, and not think of love and mar­riage, yet they had now both come to a bet­ter con­vic­tion. They fan­cied that they read in Per­eg­rine’s horo­scope he pos­it­ively must take Dörtje Elverdink for his wife, as the greatest ad­vant­age in all the con­junc­tures of his life, and as neither doubted for a mo­ment that he was equally en­am­oured of her, they had looked upon the mat­ter as fully settled. Swam­mer­dam, moreover, was of opin­ion that Per­eg­rine was the only one who, without any trouble, could beat his rivals out of the field, and that the most dan­ger­ous op­pon­ents—namely the Am­a­teur and the Barber—could avail noth­ing against him.

			Per­eg­rine found, from Swam­mer­dam’s thoughts, that both the mi­cro­scop­ists ac­tu­ally ima­gined they had read in his horo­scope the in­ev­it­able ne­ces­sity of his mar­riage with Dörtje. It was to this sup­posed ne­ces­sity only they yiel­ded, think­ing to draw the greatest gain from the ap­par­ent loss of the little one, namely, by get­ting pos­ses­sion of Mr. Tyss and his talis­man. But it may be eas­ily sup­posed how little faith he must have in the sci­ence of the two mi­cro­scop­ists, when neither of them was able to solve the centre-point of the horo­scope. He did not, there­fore at all yield to that pre­ten­ded con­junc­tion, which con­di­tioned the ne­ces­sity of his mar­riage with Gama­heh, and found no dif­fi­culty whatever in de­clar­ing pos­it­ively that he re­nounced her hand in fa­vour of his best friend George Pe­pusch, who had older and bet­ter claims to the fair one, and that he would not break his word upon any con­di­tion.

			Swam­mer­dam raised his green eyes which he had so long cast down, stared vehe­mently at Per­eg­rine, and grinned with the cun­ning of a fox, as he said, if the friend­ship between him and Pe­pusch were the only scruple which kept him from giv­ing free scope to his feel­ings, this obstacle ex­is­ted no longer: Pe­pusch had per­ceived, al­though slightly touched with mad­ness, his mar­riage with Dörtje was against the stars, and noth­ing could come from it but misery and de­struc­tion. He had there­fore resigned all his pre­ten­sions, de­clar­ing only that, with his life, he would pro­tect Gama­heh—who could be­long to no one but his bos­om-friend, Tyss—against the awk­ward dolt of an Am­a­teur and the bloodthirsty Barber.

			A cold shud­der ran through Per­eg­rine when he per­ceived, from Swam­mer­dam’s thoughts, that all was true which he had spoken. Over­powered by the strangest and the most op­pos­ite feel­ings, he sank back upon his pil­low and closed his eyes. The mi­cro­scop­ist pressed him to come down him­self, and hear from Dörtje’s mouth, from George’s, the present state of things, and then took his leave with as much ce­re­mony as he had entered.

			Mas­ter Flea, who sat the whole time quietly on the pil­low, sud­denly leaped up to the top of Per­eg­rine’s night­cap. There he raised him­self up on his long hind-legs, wrung his hands, stretched them im­plor­ingly to Heav­en, and cried out in a voice half-stifled with tears,

			“Woe to poor me! I already thought my­self safe, and now comes the most dan­ger­ous tri­al. What avail me the cour­age, the con­stancy of my noble pat­ron? I sur­render my­self! All is over.”

			“Why,” said Mr. Tyss, in a faint voice, “Why do you lament so on my night­cap, my dear mas­ter? Do you fancy that you alone have to com­plain? that I my­self am not in the un­hap­pi­est situ­ation in the world? for my whole mind seems broken up, and I neither know what to do, nor which way to turn my thoughts. But do not fancy, my dear mas­ter, I am fool­ish enough to ven­ture near the rock upon which all my res­ol­u­tions might be ship­wrecked. I shall take care not to fol­low Swam­mer­dam’s in­vit­a­tion, and to avoid see­ing the al­lur­ing Dörtje Elverdink.”

			“In real­ity,” said Mas­ter Flea, after he had taken his old post upon the pil­low, by Per­eg­rine’s ear, “In real­ity I am not sure that I ought not to ad­vise you to go at once to Swam­mer­dam’s, how­ever de­struct­ive it may ap­pear to my­self. It seems to me as if all the lines of your horo­scope were run­ning quick­er and quick­er to­geth­er, and you your­self were upon the point of en­ter­ing the red centre. Well, let the dark des­tiny have de­creed what it will; I plainly per­ceive even a Mas­ter Flea can­not es­cape such a con­clu­sion, and it is as simple as use­less to ex­pect my safety from you. Go then: take her hand, de­liv­er me to slavery, and that all may hap­pen as the stars will it, without any in­ter­fer­ence, make no use of the mi­cro­scop­ic glass.”

			“Formerly,” said Per­eg­rine, “formerly, Mas­ter Flea, your heart seemed stout, your mind firm, and now you have grown so faint­hearted! You may be as wise as you will, but you have no good idea of hu­man res­ol­u­tion, and at all events, rate it too meanly. Once more—I will not break my word to you, and that you may per­ceive how fixed my de­term­in­a­tion is, of not see­ing the little one again, I will now rise and be­take my­self, as I did yes­ter­day, to the book­bind­er’s.”

			“Oh Per­eg­rine!” cried Mas­ter Flea, “the will of man is a frail thing; a passing air will break it. How im­mense is the abyss ly­ing between what man wills and what really hap­pens! Many a life is only a con­stant will­ing, and many a one, from pure vo­li­tion, at last does not know what he will. You will not see Dörtje Elverdink, and yet who will an­swer for it that you do not see her in the very mo­ment of your de­clar­ing such a res­ol­u­tion?”

			Strange enough, the very thing really happened which Mas­ter Flea had proph­esied.

			Per­eg­rine arose, dressed him­self, and faith­ful to his in­ten­tion, would have gone to the book­bind­er. In passing Swam­mer­dam’s cham­ber, the door was wide open, and—he knew not how it happened—he stood, lean­ing on Swam­mer­dam’s arm, close be­fore Dörtje Elverdink, who sent him a hun­dred kisses, and with her sil­ver voice cried out, joy­fully, “Good morn­ing, my dear Per­eg­rine!” George Pe­pusch, too, was there, look­ing out of the win­dow and whist­ling. He now flung the win­dow to with vi­ol­ence, and turned round.

			“Ha!” he ex­claimed as if he had just then seen Per­eg­rine, “Ha! look! You come to see your bride. That’s all in or­der, and any third per­son would only be in the way. I too will take my­self off, but let me first tell you, my good friend Per­eg­rine, that George Pe­pusch scorns every gift which a com­pas­sion­ate friend would fling to him as if he were a beg­gar. Cursed be every sac­ri­fice! I will have noth­ing to thank you for. Take the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh, who so warmly loves you, but take care the Thistle, Ze­her­it, do not take root, and burst the walls of your house.”

			George’s voice and man­ner bordered upon bru­tal­ity, and Per­eg­rine was filled with vex­a­tion, when he saw how much his whole con­duct was mis­taken. Without con­ceal­ing his dis­gust, he said,

			“It nev­er has entered in­to my head to cross you in your path, but the mad­ness of jeal­ousy speaks out of you, or you would see how in­no­cent I am of all you have been brood­ing in your own soul. Do not ask of me to kill the snake which you have been nour­ish­ing in your breast for your own tor­ment; learn too, I gave you no alms, I made you no sac­ri­fice, in giv­ing up the fair one, and with her, per­haps, the greatest bless­ing of my life. Oth­er and high­er du­ties, an ir­re­voc­able prom­ise, com­pelled me to it.”

			Pe­pusch, in the wild­est wrath, raised his clenched hand against his friend, when Gama­heh sprang between them, and catch­ing Per­eg­rine’s arm, ex­claimed,

			“Let the fool­ish Thistle go; he has noth­ing but non­sense in his brain, and as is the way with thistles, is surly and ob­stin­ate without well know­ing what he means. You are mine, and re­main mine—mine own dearest Per­eg­rine.”

			Thus say­ing, the little one drew Per­eg­rine upon the sofa, and without fur­ther ce­re­mony, seated her­self upon his knees. Pe­pusch, after hav­ing suf­fi­ciently gnawed his nails, ran wildly out of the door.

			Dressed again in the fairy dress of tis­sue, she ap­peared as lovely as ever. Per­eg­rine felt him­self streamed through by the elec­tric warmth of her body, and yet, amidst it all, a cold mys­ter­i­ous shud­der thrilled through him like the breath­ing of death. For the first time he thought that he saw some­thing sin­gu­lar and life­less deeply seated in her eyes, while the tone of her voice—nay, even the rust­ling of her dress—be­trayed a strange be­ing, who was nev­er to be trus­ted. It fell heav­ily upon his heart that when she had spoken her real thoughts, she had been in this same sil­ver tis­sue; he knew not why he should fancy any­thing men­acing in it, and yet the idea of this dress was in­tim­ately blen­ded with that of the su­per­nat­ur­al, as a dream unites the most het­ero­gen­eous things, and all passes for ab­surd, the deep­er con­nec­tion of which we are un­able to com­pre­hend.

			Far from wound­ing the fair one with a sus­pi­cion which was per­haps false, Per­eg­rine vi­ol­ently sup­pressed his feel­ings, and only waited for a fa­vour­able op­por­tun­ity of free­ing him­self and es­cap­ing from the snake of Para­dise. At last Dörtje said,

			“How is it, my sweet friend, you seem so cold and in­sens­ible today? What have you got in your head, my life?”

			“I have a head­ache,” replied Per­eg­rine, as in­dif­fer­ently as he was able.“Head­ache! Whims! Megrims! Noth­ing else, my sweet child. I must go in­to the open air, and all will be over in a few minutes. Be­sides, I am called away by a par­tic­u­lar busi­ness.”

			“It is all in­ven­tion!” ex­claimed Gama­heh, start­ing up hast­ily. “But you are a ma­li­cious mon­key that must be tamed.”

			Per­eg­rine was glad when he found him­self in the open street, but as to Mas­ter Flea, he was quite ex­tra­vag­ant in his joy, tit­ter­ing and laugh­ing in­cess­antly in Per­eg­rine’s neck­cloth, and clap­ping to­geth­er his fore­paws till they rang again. This mer­ri­ment of his little protégé was some­what trouble­some to Mr. Tyss, as it dis­turbed him in his med­it­a­tions, and he begged of him to be quiet, for many grave people had already glanced at him with looks of re­proach, fancy­ing it was he who tittered and laughed, and played such fool­ish pranks in the open streets.

			“Fool that I was!” ex­claimed Mas­ter Flea, per­sist­ing in the ebulli­tions of his ex­tra­vag­ant joy, “Fool that I was to doubt of the vic­tory where no battle was needed. Why, you had conquered in the mo­ment, when even the death of your be­loved could not shake your res­ol­u­tion. Let me shout, let me re­joice, for all must de­ceive me if a bright morn­ing sun do not soon arise, which will clear up every mys­tery.”

			On Per­eg­rine’s knock­ing at the book­bind­er’s, a soft fe­male voice cried, “Come in!” He opened the door, and a young girl, who was alone in the room, came for­ward, and asked him in a friendly man­ner what he wanted. She was about eight­een years old, rather tall than short, and slim, with the finest pro­por­tions. Her hair was of a bright chest­nut col­our, her eyes were of a deep blue, and her skin seemed to be a blen­ded web of lilies and roses. But more than all this were the pur­ity and in­no­cence that sat upon her brow, and showed them­selves in all her ac­tions.

			When Per­eg­rine gazed on the gentle beauty, it seemed to him as if he had been hitherto ly­ing in bonds, which a be­ne­vol­ent power had loosened, and the an­gel of light stood be­fore him. But his en­am­oured gaze had con­foun­ded the maid­en: she blushed deeply, and cast­ing down her eyes, re­peated more gently than at first, “What does the gen­tle­man want?” With dif­fi­culty Per­eg­rine stammered out, “Pray, does the book­bind­er Lem­mer­hirt live here?” Upon her reply­ing that he did, but that he was now gone out upon busi­ness, Per­eg­rine talked con­fusedly of bind­ings which he had ordered, of books which Lem­mer­hirt was to pro­cure for him, till at last he came some­what more to him­self, and spoke of a splen­did copy of Ariosto, which was to have been bound in red mo­rocco with golden fil­let­ing. At this, it was as if a sud­den elec­tric spark had shot through the maid­en; she clasped her hands, and with tears in her eyes, ex­claimed, “Then you are Mr. Tyss?” At the same time she made a mo­tion as if she would have seized his hand, but sud­denly drew back, and a deep sigh seemed to re­lieve her full breast. A sweet smile beamed on her face, like the lovely glow of morn­ing, and she poured forth thanks and bless­ings to Per­eg­rine for his hav­ing been the be­ne­fact­or of her fath­er and moth­er, and not only for this—no—for his gen­er­os­ity, his kind­ness, the man­ner of his mak­ing presents to the chil­dren, and spread­ing joy and hap­pi­ness amongst them. She quickly cleared her fath­er’s arm­chair of the books, bound and un­bound, with which it was loaded, wheeled it for­ward, and pressed him to be seated, and then presen­ted to him the splen­did Ariosto with spark­ling eyes, well know­ing that this mas­ter­piece of book­bind­ing would meet with Per­eg­rine’s ap­prob­a­tion.

			Mr. Tyss took a few pieces of gold from his pock­et, which, the maid­en see­ing, hast­ily as­sured him that she did not know the price of the work, and there­fore could not take any pay­ment; per­haps he would be pleased to wait a few minutes for her fath­er’s re­turn. It seemed to Per­eg­rine as if the un­worthy met­al melted in­to one lump in his hand, and he pock­eted the gold again, much faster than he had brought it out. Upon his seat­ing him­self mech­an­ic­ally in the broad arm­chair, the maid­en reached after her own seat, and from in­stinct­ive po­lite­ness he jumped up to fetch it, when, in­stead of the chair, he caught hold of her hand, and on gently press­ing the treas­ure, he thought he felt a scarcely per­cept­ible re­turn.

			“Puss, puss, what are you do­ing?” sud­denly cried Rose, break­ing from him, and pick­ing up a skein of thread, which the cat held between her fore­paws, be­gin­ning a most mys­tic­al web.

			Per­eg­rine was in a per­fect tu­mult, and the words “Oh, prin­cess!” es­caped him without his know­ing how it happened. The maid­en looked at him in alarm, and he cried out in the soft­est and most mel­an­choly tone, “My dearest young lady!” Rose blushed, and said with maid­en bash­ful­ness, “My par­ents call me Rose; pray, do the same my dear Mr. Tyss, for I too am one of the chil­dren, to whom you have shown so much kind­ness, and by whom you are so highly hon­oured.”

			“Rose!” cried Per­eg­rine, in a trans­port. He could have thrown him­self at her feet, and it was only with dif­fi­culty that he re­strained him­self.

			Rose now re­lated—as she quietly went on with her work—how the war had re­duced her par­ents to dis­tress, and how since that time she had lived with an aunt in a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage, till a few weeks ago, when, upon the death of the old lady, she had re­turned home.

			Per­eg­rine heard only the sweet voice of Rose, without un­der­stand­ing the words too well, and was not per­fectly con­vinced of his be­ing awake, till Lem­mer­hirt entered the room and gave him a hearty wel­come. Soon after the wife fol­lowed with the chil­dren, and as thoughts and feel­ings are strangely blen­ded in the mind of man, it happened now that Per­eg­rine, even in the midst of all his ec­stasy, sud­denly re­col­lec­ted how the sul­len Pe­pusch had blamed his presents to this very fam­ily. He was par­tic­u­larly de­lighted to find that none of the chil­dren had made them­selves ill by his gifts, and the pride with which they poin­ted to a glass case, where the toys were shin­ing, proved that they looked upon them as some­thing ex­traordin­ary, nev­er per­haps to re­cur. The Thistle, in his ill-hu­mour, was quite mis­taken.

			“Oh, Pe­pusch!” said Per­eg­rine to him­self, “no pure beam of love pen­et­rates thy dis­tempered mind.” In this Per­eg­rine again meant some­thing more than toys and sug­ar­plums.

			Lem­mer­hirt ap­proached Per­eg­rine and began to talk in an un­der­tone of his Rose, el­ev­at­ing her, in the full­ness of his heart, in­to a per­fect mir­acle. But what gave him the most de­light was that Rose had an in­clin­a­tion for the noble art of book­bind­ing, and in the few weeks that she had been with him had made un­com­mon ad­vances in the dec­or­at­ive parts, so that she was already much more dex­ter­ous than many an oaf of an ap­pren­tice who wasted gold and mo­rocco for years, and set the let­ters all awry, mak­ing them look like so many drunk­en peas­ants, stag­ger­ing out of an ale­house. In the ex­uber­ance of his de­light, he whispered to Per­eg­rine quite con­fid­en­tially, “It must out, Mr. Tyss, I can’t help it. Do you know, that it was my Rose who gil­ded the Ariosto?”

			Upon hear­ing this, Per­eg­rine hast­ily snatched up the book, as if se­cur­ing it be­fore he was robbed of it by an en­emy. Lem­mer­hirt took this for a sign that Per­eg­rine wished to go, and begged of him to stay a few minutes longer, and this it was that re­minded him at last of the ne­ces­sity of tear­ing him­self away. He hast­ily paid his bill and set off home, drag­ging along the heavy quar­tos as if they had been some treas­ure.

			On en­ter­ing his house he was met by the old Alina, who poin­ted to Swam­mer­dam’s cham­ber with looks of fear and anxi­ety. The door was open, and he saw Dörtje Elverdink, sit­ting in an arm­chair, quite stiff, with a face drawn up, as if it be­longed to a corpse, already laid in the grave. Just so stiff, so corpse-like sat be­fore her Pe­pusch, Swam­mer­dam, and Leeuwen­hoek. The old wo­man ex­claimed, “Is not that a strange, ghastly spec­tacle? In this man­ner the three un­happy be­ings have sat the whole day long, and eat noth­ing, and drink noth­ing, and speak noth­ing, and scarcely fetch their breath.”

			Per­eg­rine at first felt a slight de­gree of ter­ror at this strange spec­tacle, but as he as­cen­ded the stairs, the spec­tral im­age was com­pletely swal­lowed up by the sea of pleas­ure, in which the de­lighted Per­eg­rine swam, since his see­ing Rose. Wishes, dreams, hopes, were agit­at­ing his mind, which he longed to un­bur­den to some friend, but what friend had Per­eg­rine be­sides the hon­est Mas­ter Flea? And to him he wished to open his whole heart, to tell him all about Rose—all in fact that can­not very well be told. But he might call and coax as long as he pleased—no Mas­ter Flea would show him­self; he was up and away, at last, in the folds of his neck­cloth, where Mas­ter Flea had been wont to lodge upon his go­ing abroad. Per­eg­rine found, after a more care­ful search, a tiny box, where­on was writ­ten:

			
				“In this is the mi­cro­scop­ic glass. If you look stead­fastly in­to the box with your left eye, the glass will im­me­di­ately be in its pu­pil; when you want to be freed from the in­stru­ment, you have only to gently squeeze the pu­pil, hold­ing your eye over the box, and the glass will drop in­to it. I am busy in your ser­vice, and risk no little by it, but for so kind a pro­tect­or I would haz­ard any­thing, as

				
					“Your most de­voted ser­vant,

					“Mas­ter Flea.”

				
			

			Now here would be an ex­cel­lent op­por­tun­ity for a genu­ine ro­mance-writer to ex­pa­ti­ate on the dif­fer­ence between lust and love, and hav­ing handled it suf­fi­ciently in the­ory, to il­lus­trate it prac­tic­ally in the per­son of Mr. Tyss. Much might be said of sen­su­al de­sires, of the curse of the prim­al sin, and of the heav­enly Pro­methean spark, which in love in­flames that true com­munity of spir­it of the two sexes, which forms the ac­tu­al ne­ces­sary du­al­ism of nature. Should now the afore­said Pro­methean spark—but the read­er will per­haps be glad to es­cape the rest of this dis­ser­ta­tion, though he may rest as­sured there is much in it whereby he might have been edi­fied, had he been so in­clined.

			It must be evid­ent to all that Per­eg­rine only felt de­sire for Dörtje Elverdink, but that when he saw Rose Lem­mer­hirt, the real heav­enly love blazed in his bos­om. Little thanks, how­ever, would be due to the ed­it­or of this most won­der­ful of all won­der­ful tales, if—ad­her­ing to the stiff, form­al pace of renowned ro­man­cers—he could not for­bear in this place ex­cit­ing the wear­i­ness es­sen­tially re­quis­ite to a le­git­im­ate ro­mance. No; let us go to the point at once: sighs, lam­ent­a­tions, joys, pains, kisses, blisses—are all united in the fo­cus of the mo­ment, when the lovely Rose—with the crim­son of maid­en mod­esty upon her cheeks—con­fesses to the en­rap­tured Per­eg­rine that she loves him; that she can­not ex­press how much, how im­meas­ur­ably she loves him; that she lives in him only; that he is her only thought, her only joy.

			But the crafty de­mon is wont to thrust his dark claws in­to the sun­ni­est mo­ments of life—nay, to ut­terly ob­scure that sun­shine by the shad­ow of his bale­ful pres­ence. Thus it happened that evil doubts arose in Per­eg­rine, and his breast was filled with sus­pi­cions. A voice seemed to whis­per to him, “How! Dörtje Elverdink con­fessed her love, and yet it was mere selfish­ness, an­im­ated by which she sought to tempt you in­to break­ing your faith and be­com­ing a trait­or to your best friend, poor Mas­ter Flea! You are rich; they say too that a cer­tain frank­ness and good nature, by many called weak­ness, may pro­cure you the doubt­ful love of men and even of wo­men, and she, who now con­fesses a pas­sion for you.” He hast­ily snatched at the fate-fraught box, and was on the point of open­ing it to place the mi­cro­scop­ic glass in the pu­pil of his eye, and thus read­ing the thoughts of Rose, but he looked up, and the pure blue of her bright eyes seemed to be re­flec­ted on his in­most soul. Rose saw and wondered at his emo­tion.

			He felt as if a sud­den flash of light­ning had quivered through him, and the feel­ing of his own un­wor­thi­ness over­whelmed him.

			“How!” said he to him­self, “Would you with sin­ful pre­sump­tion pen­et­rate in­to the sanc­tu­ary of this an­gel? Would you read thoughts, which have noth­ing in com­mon with the wretched ac­tions of minds en­tangled in earthly con­sid­er­a­tions? Would you mock the spir­it of love him­self, and try him with the ac­cursed arts of dan­ger­ous and su­per­nat­ur­al powers?”

			He hast­ily put up the box, with a feel­ing as if he had com­mit­ted some sin that could nev­er be atoned, and dis­solved in sad­ness, flung him­self at the feet of the ter­ri­fied Rose, ex­claim­ing that he was a wretched sin­ner, un­worthy of the love of so in­no­cent, so pure a be­ing.

			Rose, who could not con­ceive what dark spir­it had come over Per­eg­rine, sank down to him, em­braced him, and mur­mured with tears, “For God’s sake, my dear Per­eg­rine, what is the mat­ter with you? What evil en­emy has placed him­self between us? Oh, come—come, and sit down quietly by me.”

			In­cap­able of any vol­un­tary mo­tion, Per­eg­rine suffered him­self to be raised by Rose in si­lence. It was well that the frail old sofa was loaded, as usu­al, with books and the tools for bind­ing, so that Rose had many things to clear away to make room for Mr. Tyss. By this he gained time to re­cov­er him­self, and his first wild pas­sion sub­sided in­to a milder feel­ing. But if be­fore he had looked like a most dis­con­sol­ate sin­ner, upon whom a sen­tence of con­dem­na­tion had been ir­re­voc­ably pro­nounced, he now wore a some­what silly ap­pear­ance. This, how­ever, in such cir­cum­stances, is a fa­vour­able pro­gnost­ic.

			When now both were seated on the afore­said frail sofa, Rose began, with down­cast eyes, and a half bash­ful smile, “I can guess what has af­fected you so, dear Per­eg­rine, and will own that they have told me many strange things of the sin­gu­lar in­hab­it­ants of your house. The neigh­bours—you know what neigh­bours are, how they talk and talk, without know­ing why or where­fore—these evil-minded neigh­bours have told me of a strange lady in your house, whom many take for a prin­cess, and whom you brought home your­self on Christ­mas eve. They say that the old Mr. Swam­mer has in­deed re­ceived her as his niece, but that she pur­sues you with strange arts and tempta­tions. This, how­ever, is by no means the worst; only think, my dear Per­eg­rine: my old cous­in just op­pos­ite with the sharp nose—who sends over such friendly greet­ings when she sees you here—she has tried to put all man­ner of bad things in­to my head about you. Not­with­stand­ing her friendly greet­ings, she has al­ways warned me against you, and main­tained that noth­ing less than sor­cery was car­ried on in your house, and that the little Dörtje is an imp in dis­guise, who, to se­duce you, goes about in a hu­man form, and, in­deed, in a very beau­ti­ful one. But, Per­eg­rine, my dear Per­eg­rine, look at me; is there any­thing like doubt upon my face? I trust you, I trust the hopes of hap­pi­ness to come upon us, when a firm band has united us forever. Let the dark spir­its have de­term­ined what they will in re­gard to you; their power is fruit­less against pure love and un­chan­ging con­stancy. What will—what can—dis­turb a love like ours? It is the talis­man, be­fore which the nightly im­ages all fly.”

			At this mo­ment Rose ap­peared to Per­eg­rine like a high­er be­ing, and each of her words like the con­sol­a­tions of Heav­en. An in­des­crib­able feel­ing of the purest de­light streamed through him, like the sweet mild breath of spring. He was no longer the sin­ner, the im­pi­ous pre­sumer, which he had be­fore held him­self; he began to think with joy that he was worthy of the love of the in­no­cent Rose.

			The book­bind­er, Lem­mer­hirt, now re­turned with his fam­ily from a walk.

			The hearts of Rose and Per­eg­rine were over­flow­ing, and it was not till late that he quit­ted, as an ac­cep­ted bride­groom, the nar­row abode of the book­bind­er, whose joy ex­al­ted him to heav­en, while the old wo­man, from pure de­light, sobbed rather more than was ne­ces­sary.

			All the au­then­t­ic re­cords, from which this won­der­ful his­tory has been taken, agree in one point—and the chron­icle of cen­tur­ies con­firms it—that in the night when Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss re­turned home as a happy lov­er, the full moon shone very brightly; it seems there­fore nat­ur­al enough, that, in­stead of go­ing to rest, he seated him­self at the open win­dow, to stare at the moon, and think of his be­loved, ac­cord­ing to the usu­al cus­tom of gen­tle­men, more par­tic­u­larly if they hap­pen to be some­what ro­mantic—when un­der the in­flu­ence of the tender pas­sion.

			But, how­ever it may lower Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss with the ladies, it must not be con­cealed that, in spite of all his en­thu­si­asm, he gaped twice, and so loudly, that a drunk­ard in the streets be­low called out to him, “Holla! you there with the white night­cap, don’t swal­low me.” This of course was a suf­fi­cient cause for his dash­ing down the win­dow so vi­ol­ently, that the frame rattled again. It is even af­firmed that, in so do­ing, he cried out loud enough, “Im­pudent scoun­drel!” But this can­not be re­lied upon, as it by no means ac­cords with his gen­er­al suav­ity of dis­pos­i­tion. Enough; he shut the win­dow, and went to bed. The ne­ces­sity for sleep, how­ever, seemed to be su­per­seded by that im­mod­er­ate gap­ing. Thoughts upon thoughts crossed his brain, and with pe­cu­li­ar vivid­ness came be­fore his eyes the sur­moun­ted danger, when a dark­er power would have temp­ted him to the use of the mi­cro­scop­ic glass, and now it be­came plain to him that Mas­ter Flea’s mys­ter­i­ous present, how­ever well in­ten­ded, was yet in all re­spects a gift from hell.

			“How!” said Per­eg­rine to him­self, “For a man to read the most hid­den thoughts of his broth­ers! Does not this fate­ful gift bring upon him the dread­ful des­tiny of the Wan­der­ing Jew, who wandered through the mot­li­est crowds of life, as through a desert, without joy, without hope, without pain, in dull in­dif­fer­ence, which is the cap­ut mor­tuum of des­pair? Al­ways trust­ing anew and al­ways most bit­terly de­ceived, how can it be oth­er­wise than that dis­trust, hatred, jeal­ousy, vin­dict­ive­ness would nestle firmly in the soul, des­troy­ing every trace of that hu­man prin­ciple, which shows it­self in be­ne­vol­ence and gentle con­fid­ence. No, your friendly face, your smooth words, shall not de­ceive me—you, who in your in­most heart are con­ceal­ing per­haps un­mer­ited hate against me: I will hold you for my friend, I will do you as much good as I can, I will open my soul to you, be­cause it grat­i­fies me, and the bit­ter feel­ing of the mo­ment, if you should de­ceive me, is little in com­par­is­on with the joys of a past dream. Even too the real friends, who truly mean you well—how change­able is the mind of man! May not an evil co­in­cid­ence of cir­cum­stances, a mis­in­clin­a­tion grow­ing out of the whims of chance, cre­ate trans­it­ory hatred in the bos­om of the dearest friends? The un­lucky glass shows the thoughts, dis­trust im­me­di­ately oc­cu­pies the mind, and in un­just wrath I push from me the real friend, and this pois­on goes on, eat­ing deep­er and deep­er in­to the roots of life, till I am at vari­ance with everything, even with my­self. No; it is rank im­pi­ety to wish for an equal­ity with the Etern­al Power, who sees through the heart of man, be­cause he is its mas­ter. Away, away with the un­lucky gift!”

			He caught up the little box, which held the ma­gic glass, and was on the point of dash­ing it against the floor with all his might, when sud­denly Mas­ter Flea stood be­fore him on the coun­ter­pane: he was in his mi­cro­scop­ic form, and looked ex­tremely grace­ful and hand­some, in a glit­ter­ing scale-breast­plate, and highly-pol­ished golden boots.

			“Hold!” he cried; “hold, most re­spec­ted friend; do not com­mit an ab­surdity. You would soon­er an­ni­hil­ate a sun-moat than fling this little in­des­truct­ible glass but a foot from you, while I am near. For the rest, though you were not aware of it, I was sit­ting, as usu­al, in the folds of your neck­cloth, when you were at the hon­est book­bind­er’s, and there­fore heard and saw all that passed. Just so I have been a party to your present edi­fy­ing so­li­lo­quy, and have learned sev­er­al things from it. In the first place, you have shown the pur­ity of your mind in all its glory, whence I in­fer that the de­cis­ive mo­ment is fast ap­proach­ing. Then too I have found that in re­gard to the mi­cro­scop­ic glass, I was in a great er­ror. Be­lieve me, my hon­oured friend, al­though I have not the pleas­ure to be a man, as you are, but only a flea—no simple one, in­deed, but a gradu­ate—still I thor­oughly un­der­stand hu­man be­ings, amongst whom I so con­stantly live. Most fre­quently their ac­tions ap­pear to me very ri­dicu­lous, and even child­ish. Do not take it ill, my friend; I speak it only as Mas­ter Flea. You are right. It would be a bad thing, and could not pos­sibly lead to any good, if a man were able to spy thus, without ce­re­mony, in­to the brains of his neigh­bours; still to the care­less, lively flea this qual­ity of the mi­cro­scop­ic glass is not in the least dan­ger­ous.

			“Most hon­oured friend, and as for­tune soon will have it, most happy friend—you know that my people are of a reck­less, merry dis­pos­i­tion, and one might say that they con­sisted of mere youth­ful sprin­galds. With this I can, for my part, boast of a pe­cu­li­ar sort of wis­dom, which in gen­er­al is want­ing to you chil­dren of men—that is, I nev­er do any­thing out of sea­son. To bite is the prin­cip­al busi­ness of my life, but I al­ways bite in the right time and right place; lay that to your heart, my worthy friend.

			“I will now back from your hands, and faith­fully pre­serve the gift, in­ten­ded for you, and which neither that pre­par­a­tion of a man, called Swam­mer­dam, nor Leeuwen­hoek, who wears him­self out with petty envy, could pos­sess. And now, my hon­oured Mr. Tyss, resign your­self to slum­ber. You will soon fall in­to a dreamy de­li­ri­um, in which the great mo­ment will re­veal it­self. At the right time I shall be with you again.”

			Mas­ter Flea dis­ap­peared, and the bril­liance, which he had spread, faded away in the dark­ness of the cham­ber, the cur­tains of which were closely drawn.

			It fell out as Mas­ter Flea had said.

			Per­eg­rine fan­cied that he was ly­ing on the banks of a mur­mur­ing wood stream, and heard the sigh­ing of the wind, the whis­per­ing of the leaves, and the hum­ming of a thou­sand in­sects that buzzed about him. Then it seemed as if strange voices were aud­ible, plain­er and still plain­er, so that at last Per­eg­rine thought he could make out words. But it was only a con­fused and stun­ning hub­bub that reached his ear.

			At length these words were pro­nounced by a sol­emn, hol­low voice, that soun­ded clear­er and clear­er—

			“Un­happy king, Seka­kis, thou who didst des­pise the in­tel­li­gence of nature, who, blinded by the evil spells of a crafty de­mon, didst look upon the false Ter­aph­im, in­stead of the real spir­it!

			“In that fate-fraught spot at Famagusta, bur­ied in the deep mine of the earth, lay the talis­man, but, when you des­troyed your­self, there was no prin­ciple to re­kindle its frozen powers. In vain you sac­ri­ficed your daugh­ter, the beau­ti­ful Gama­heh; in vain was the amor­ous des­pair of the Thistle, Ze­her­it, but at the same time im­pot­ent and in­op­er­at­ive was the blood-thirst of the Leech-Prince. Even the awk­ward Geni­us, Thet­el, was ob­liged to let go his sweet prey, for so mighty still, O king, Seka­kis, was thy half-ex­tinct idea, that thou couldst re­turn the lost one to the prim­al ele­ment, from which she sprang.

			“And ye, in­sane ana­tom­ists of nature, that ever the un­happy one should have fallen in­to your hands, when you dis­covered her in the pet­al of a tulip! That you should have tor­men­ted her with your de­test­able ex­per­i­ments, pre­sum­ing, in your child­ish ar­rog­ance, that you could ef­fect that by your wretched arts, which could only hap­pen by the power of that sleep­ing talis­man.

			“And you, Mas­ter Flea, even to you it was not gran­ted to pierce the mys­tery, for thy clear sight had not yet the power to pen­et­rate the depths of earth, and see the frozen car­buncle.

			“The stars now crossed each oth­er in strange mo­tions, and fear­ful con­stel­la­tions pro­duced the won­der­ful, the in­scrut­able to the pur­blind sight of man. But still no starry con­flict awoke the car­buncle, for the hu­man mind was not born that could cher­ish it—but at last—

			“The won­der is ful­filled, the mo­ment is come.”

			A bright shine flickered by Per­eg­rine; he awoke out of his stu­pefac­tion, and—to his no little sur­prise—per­ceived Mas­ter Flea, who, in his mi­cro­scop­ic form, but clad in a splen­did drapery, and hold­ing a blaz­ing torch in his fore­paws, busily skipped, up and down the cham­ber, and trilled forth the finest tones ima­gin­able.

			Per­eg­rine strove to rouse him­self from sleep, when sud­denly a thou­sand fiery flashes quivered through the room, that in a short time seemed to be filled by one single glow­ing ball of fire. Then a mild aro­mat­ic breeze waved through the wild blaze, which soon died away in­to the soft­est moon­light.

			Per­eg­rine now found him­self on a splen­did throne in the rich gar­ments of an In­di­an king, the spark­ling dia­dem upon his head, the em­blem­at­ic lo­tus-flower in his hand in­stead of a sceptre. The throne stood in the midst of a hall so large the eye could not take in its ex­tent, and its thou­sand columns were slim ce­dars, as­pir­ing to the heav­ens. Between them, roses and the most odor­ous flowers of every kind lif­ted up their heads from amidst a dark fo­liage, as if long­ing for the pure bright azure that glittered through the twined branches of the ce­dars, and seemed to look down upon them with the eyes of love.

			Per­eg­rine re­cog­nized him­self; he felt that the car­buncle, re­kindled in­to life, was glow­ing in his own breast.

			In the farthest back­ground the Geni­us, Thet­el, was la­bour­ing to rise in­to the air, but nev­er was able to reach half the height of the ce­dars, and fell back again to earth. Here the odi­ous Leech-Prince was crawl­ing with ab­om­in­able con­tor­tions, now blow­ing him­self out, and then again ex­tend­ing him­self, and groan­ing out, all the time, “Gama­heh! Still mine!”

			In the middle of the hall, upon co­lossal mi­cro­scopes, sat Leeuwen­hoek and Swam­mer­dam, mak­ing most piteous faces, and re­proach­fully call­ing out to each oth­er, “See now! that was the point in the horo­scope, the mean­ing of which you could not in­ter­pret. The talis­man is lost to us forever!”

			Close upon the steps of the throne Dörtje Elverdink and George Pe­pusch seemed not so much to sleep as to be in a deep swoon.

			Per­eg­rine—or, as we may now call him, King Seka­kis—flung back the regal mantle that covered his breast, and from with­in, the car­buncle shot forth dazzling beams, like Heav­en’s fire, through the im­mense hall.

			The Geni­us Thet­el again tried to rise, but he fell away with a hol­low groan in­to in­nu­mer­able col­our­less flocks, which, driv­en by the wind, were lost in the bushes.

			With the most hor­rible cries of agony, the Leech-Prince shrunk up, and van­ished in­to the earth, while an in­dig­nant roar was heard, as if she re­luct­antly re­ceived in­to her bos­om the odi­ous fu­git­ive. Leeuwen­hoek and Swam­mer­dam had sunk down from the mi­cro­scopes in­to them­selves, and it was plain, from their sighs and groans, that they were un­der­go­ing a severe pun­ish­ment.

			But Dörtje Elverdink and George Pe­pusch—or, as we should now call them, Prin­cess Gama­heh and the Thistle, Ze­her­it—had awakened from their swoon, and knelt be­fore the king. Their eyes were cast to earth, as if un­able to bear the burn­ing splend­our of the car­buncle.

			Per­eg­rine ad­dressed them all with solem­nity:

			“Thou, who shouldst de­ceive men as the Geni­us, Thet­el, thou wert com­poun­ded by the evil de­mon of clay and feath­ers, and there­fore the beam­ing of love des­troyed thee, empty phantom, and thou wert re­duced to thy ori­gin­al noth­ing.

			“And thou too, bloodthirsty mon­ster of the night, thou wast forced to fly from the fire of the car­buncle in­to the bos­om of the earth.

			“But you, poor dupes, un­happy Swam­mer­dam, wretched Leeuwen­hoek, your whole life was one in­cess­ant er­ror. You sought to in­quire in­to Nature, without sus­pect­ing the im­port of her in­ward be­ing. You were pre­sump­tu­ous enough to wish to pen­et­rate in­to her work­shop and watch her secret la­bours, ima­gin­ing that you could, without pun­ish­ment, look in­to the fear­ful mys­ter­ies of those depths, which are in­scrut­able to the hu­man eye. Your hearts re­mained cold and in­sens­ible; the real love has nev­er warmed your bos­om. You ima­gined that you read the holy won­ders of nature with pi­ous ad­mir­a­tion, but in en­deav­our­ing to find out the con­di­tion of those won­ders, even in their in­most core, your­self des­troyed that pi­ous feel­ing, and the know­ledge after which you strove was a phantom merely, that has de­ceived you, like pry­ing, in­quis­it­ive chil­dren.

			“Fools! For you the beams of the car­buncle no longer have hope or con­sol­a­tion.”

			“Ha! ha! There is hope, there is con­sol­a­tion; the old one be­takes her­self to the old ones; there’s love! there’s truth! there’s ten­der­ness! And the old one is now really a queen, and takes her little Swam­mer­dam and her little Leeuwen­hoek in­to her king­dom, and there they are princes, and wind gold thread and sil­ver thread, and do many oth­er use­ful things.”

			So spoke the old Alina, who sud­denly stood between the two mi­cro­scop­ists, clad in a strange dress, which nearly re­sembled the cos­tume of the Queen of Gol­conda in the op­era. But Leeuwen­hoek and Swam­mer­dam had so shrunk up, that they seemed to be scarcely a span high, and the Queen of Gol­conda, put­ting her pup­pets in­to two ivory cradles, rocked and nursed them, and sang to them—Lul­laby, lul­laby, baby mine, etc.

			Dur­ing this the Prin­cess Gama­heh and the Thistle, Ze­her­it, were still kneel­ing on the steps of the throne. Per­eg­rine spoke:

			“Yes, be­loved pair, the er­ror is past, which dis­turbed your lives. Come, dear ones, to my breast. The beam of the car­buncle will pen­et­rate your hearts, and you will en­joy the blessed­ness of Heav­en.”

			With a cry of joy and hope, the lov­ers star­ted up, and Per­eg­rine pressed them strongly to his glow­ing heart. When he re­leased them, they fell, trans­por­ted, in­to each oth­ers arms; the corpse-like pale­ness had van­ished from their brows, and the fresh­ness of youth bloomed on their cheeks and sparkled in their eyes.

			Mas­ter Flea, who had hitherto stood by the throne with all the grav­ity of a guard of hon­our, sud­denly re­sumed his nat­ur­al shape, and with a vig­or­ous spring he leaped upon Dörtje’s neck, cry­ing out, in a shrill voice, “Old love nev­er changes.”

			But, oh won­der! in the same mo­ment, Rose lay upon Per­eg­rine’s breast, in all her youth­ful beauty, beam­ing with the purest love, like a cher­ub from Heav­en.

			And now the branches of the ce­dars rustled, the flowers lif­ted their heads more loftily, soft melod­ies poured from the bushes, and the thou­sand voices of de­light rose from earth, and air, and wa­ter.

			

			Mr. Per­eg­rine Tyss had pur­chased a hand­some villa in the vi­cin­ity of the city, and here on the same day was to be cel­eb­rated the double mar­riage of him­self with Rose, and his friend George Pe­pusch with the little Dörtje Elverdink.

			The kind read­er will ex­cuse my en­ter­ing in­to the de­tails of the nup­tial feast and ce­re­mon­ies. For my part I am will­ing to leave it to my fair read­ers to settle the dress of the two brides ac­cord­ing to their own fancy. It is only to be ob­served that Per­eg­rine and his beau­ti­ful Rose were all simple de­light, while George and Dörtje, on the con­trary, were med­it­at­ive, and with mu­tu­al gaze seemed to have thoughts, eyes, and ears for each oth­er only.

			

			It was mid­night, when sud­denly the bal­sam­ic odours of the large-blos­somed thistle spread through the whole garden.

			Per­eg­rine awoke from sleep. He fan­cied that he heard the plaint­ive melody of hope­less de­sire, and a strange fore­bod­ing got pos­ses­sion of him. It seemed to him as if a friend were vi­ol­ently torn from him.

			The next morn­ing the second bridal pair was miss­ing, namely, George Pe­pusch and Dörtje Elverdink; what ad­ded not a little to the gen­er­al as­ton­ish­ment was that they had not at all entered the bridal cham­ber.

			In this mo­ment of doubt, the garden­er came and ex­claimed, “He did not know what to think of it, but a strange won­der had happened in the garden. Through­out the whole night he had dreamt of the bloom­ing Cac­tus gran­di­flor­us, and not till now dis­covered the cause of it. They should only come and see!”

			Per­eg­rine and Rose went in­to the garden. In the middle of a clump of flowers a lofty thistle had shot up, which drooped its with­er­ing blos­som be­neath the morn­ing sun; about this a varie­gated tulip wound it­self, and that also had died a ve­get­able death.

			“Oh, my fore­bod­ing!” cried Per­eg­rine, while his voice trembled with sad­ness. “Oh, my fore­bod­ing! it has not de­ceived me. The beams of the car­buncle, which have kindled me to the highest life, have giv­en death to thee, thou sweet pair, united by the strange dis­cords of op­pos­ing powers. The mys­tery is re­vealed: the highest mo­ment of grat­i­fied de­sire was also the mo­ment of thy death.”

			Rose too seemed to have a fore­bod­ing of the won­der; she bent over the poor per­ished tulip, and shed a stream of tears.

			“You are quite right,” said Mas­ter Flea, who sud­denly ap­peared in his mi­cro­scop­ic form on the top of the thistle, “You are quite right, my dear Mr. Per­eg­rine. It is all as you have said, and I have lost my be­loved forever.”

			Rose was at first some­what frightened at the little creature, but see­ing that he gazed on her with such friendly, in­tel­li­gent eyes, and Per­eg­rine spoke so fa­mil­iarly with him, she took heart, looked boldly on his grace­ful tiny form, and gained so much the more con­fid­ence in him as Per­eg­rine whispered to her, “this is my kind Mas­ter Flea.”

			“My good Per­eg­rine,” said Mas­ter Flea very ten­derly, “My dear lady, I must now leave you, and re­turn to my people; yet I shall al­ways be your de­voted friend, and you shall con­stantly ex­per­i­ence my pres­ence in a way that will be agree­able to you. Farewell! heart­ily farewell to both of you. And all good for­tune be with you.”

			Dur­ing this he had re­sumed his nat­ur­al form, and van­ished without leav­ing a single trace be­hind.

			Here the re­cords sud­denly break off, and the won­der­ful his­tory of Mas­ter Flea comes to a joy­ous and—wished-for—end.

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. The Blocks­berg, or Brock­en, is the name of the highest part of the Hartz moun­tains, where the Ger­man witches cel­eb­rate their sat­urnalia. —Trans­lat­or
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