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Aay! 

TO THE READER. © 

YORU AND DPA READER! 

a ட ever been waylaid 

in the midst of a pleasant tour by some 

treacherous malady; thy heels tripped 

up, and thou left to count the tedious 

minutes as they passed, in the solitude 

of an inn chamber? If thou hast, thou 

wilt be able to pity me. Behold me, 

"Interrupted in the course of my journey-— 

ing up the fair banks of the Rhine, and
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vi TO THE READER. 

laid up by indisposition in this old fron- 

tier town of Mentz. I have worn out 

every source of amusement. I know the - 

sound of every clock that strikes, and 

bell that rings, in the place. I know 

to a second when to listen for the first 

tap of the Prussian drum, as it sum- 

mons ile garrison to parade ; or at what — 

hour to expect the distant sound of the 

Austrian military band. All these have 

grown wearisome to me, and even ‘hie 

டன step of my doctor, as he 

slowly paces the corridor, with healing | 

in the creak of his shoes, no longer = 

affords an ன ர interruption to the 

monotony of my apartment. PBL 

For a time I attempted to beguile the
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weary hours by studying German under- 

the tuition of mine host’s pretty little 

daughter, Katrine; but I soon found 

even German had not power to charm 

a languid ear, and that the cogmesting 

of ich liebe might be powerless, however 

rosy the lips which uttered it. 

- J tried to read, but my mind would 

not fix itself; 1 turned over volume 

after volume, but threw them by with 

distaste: “WW ell, then,” said I at length 

in despair, ‘‘ if-1 cannot read a book, 

I will write one.” Never was there a 

more lucky idea ; it ணில்‌ gave me 
* 2 4 

occupation and amusement. 

‘The writing of a book was considered,



Vill © TO THE READER. 

in old times, as an enterprise of toil 

and difficulty, insomuch that the most 

trifling lucubration was denominated a 

4 work,” and the world talked with awe 

and reverence of “the labours of the 

learned.” These matters are better un- 

derstood nowadays. ‘Thanks to the im- 

| provements in all kind of manufactures, 

the art of book-making has been made 

familiar to the meanest capacity. Every 

body is an author. The scribbling of a 

quarto is the mere pastime of the idle ; 

the young gentleman throws off his 

brace of duodecimos in the intervals 

Be the sporting season, and the young 

lady‘ produces her set of ர டைத ம்‌ 

the same facility that her great grand- 

mother worked a set of chair-bottoms.



TO THE READER. உ: ஜு 

- நந்டிர்க்க having struck me, therefore,. 

to write a book, the reader will easily 

perceive that the execution of it was no 

difficult matter. J rummaged my port- 

folio, and cast about, in my recollec- 

tion, for those floating materials which 

a man naturally collects in travelling ; 

and here I have arranged them in this 

little work. 

‘As I know this to be a story-telling 

and a story-reading age, and that the 

world is fond of being taught by apo- 

logue, I have digested the instruction I 

would convey into a number of tales. 

They “may not possess the power of 

amusement which the tales told by many 

of my contemporaries possess ; but then



x : TO THE READER. 

T value myself on the sound moral which 

eacli of them contains. This may not 

be apparent at first, but the reader will 

be sure to find it out in the end. Iam 

for curing the world by gentle altera- 

tives, not by violent doses; indeed the 

patient should never be conscious that 

he is taking a dose. I have learnt 

this much from my experience under 

the hands of the worthy Hippocrates of 

Mentz. 

I am not, therefore, for those bare- 

  

faced tales which carry their moral on 

the surface, staring one in uthe face; 

they are enough to deter the squeamish 

reader. On the contrary, I have often 

hid my moral from sight, and disguised it



TO THE READER. Xl 

as much as possible by sweets and spices, 

so that while the simple reader is listen- 

ing with open mouth to a ghost or a 

love story, he may have a bolus of sound 

morality popped down his throat, and 

be never the wiser for the fraud. 

As the public is apt to be curious 

about the sources from whence an au- 

thor draws his stories, doubtless that it 

may know how far to put faith in them, 

I would observe, that the Adventure of 

the German Student, or rather the latter 

part of it, வான்‌ on an anecdote 

related to id 

  

as existing somewhere in - 

veel: ; and, indeed, I have been told, 

- since writing it, that an ingenious tale 

has been founded on it by an English



வ... TO THE READER. 

writer ; but I have never met with either 

the former or the latter in print. Some 

of the circumstances in the Adventure 

of the Mysterious Picture, and in the 

Story of the Young Italian, are vague 

recollections of anecdotes related to me 

some years since ; but from what source 

derived I do not know. The Adven- 

ture of the Young Painter among the 

banditti is taken almost entirely from 

an authentic narrative in manuscript. 

As to the other tales contained in this 

work, and, indeed, to my tales gene- 

rally, I can make but one observation. 

I am an old traveller. I have read 

somewhat, heard and seen more, and 

dreamt more than all. My brain is
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filled, therefore, with all kinds of odds 

and ends. In travelling, these hetero- 

geneous matters have become shaken 

up in my mind, as the articles are apt 

to be in an ill-packed travelling-trunk ; 

so that when I attempt to eae forth a 

fact, I cannot determine whether I have 

read, heard, or dreamt it; and I am 

always at a loss to know how much to 

believe of my own stories. 

These matters being premised, fall-to; 

worthy reader, with good appetite, and, 

above all, with good humour, to what is 

here set before thee. If the tales I have 

furnished should prove to be bad, they 

will at least be found short; so that no 

one will be wearied long on the same



XIV _TO THE READER. 
ட 

theme. “ Variety is charming,’ as some 

poet observes. Thereis a certain relief 

in change, even though it be from bad 

to worse; as I have found in travelling 

in a stage coach, that it is often a 

comfort to shift one’s position and be 

bruised in a new place. 

Ever thine, 

GEOFFREY CRAYON. 

Dated from the Hote. pe Darmstanr, 

ci-devant Horet DE Paris, 

MeEntz, otherwise called MayENcE.
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BUCKTHORNE. 353 

fervid thoughts and fervid words without a glow; 

shook his head with a smile, and condemned 
them as not being according to Horace, as not 

being legitimate poetry. 

Several old ladies, who had heretofore been 

my admirers, shook their heads at hearing this ; 

they could not think of praising any poetry 

that was not according to Horace; and as to 

any thing illegitimate, it was not to be counte- 

nanced in good society. Thanks to my stars, 

“however, I had youth and: novelty on my side : 

so the young ladies persisted in admiring my 

poetry, in despite of Horace and illegitimacy. 

- IT consoled myself with the good’ opinion of 

the young ladies, whom I had always found to 

“be the best judges of poetry. As to these old 

scholars, said I,they are apt to be chilled by being 

steeped in the cold fountains of the classics. 

Still I felt that I was losing ground, and that it 

yas necessary to bring matters to a point. Just 

s time there was a public ball, attended by 

ie ‘the best society of the place, and by the gentry 

of the neighbourhood : I took great pains with 

தா்‌... க. 

  

 



354 BUCKTHORNE. 

my toilet on the occasion, and I had never looked 

better. I had determined that night to make 

  

rand assault on the heart of the young lady, 

to pate” it with all வல்‌ டட, and the’ next 

morning to demand a surrender in due form. 

I entered the ball-room amidst a buzz and 

flutter, which generally took place among the 

young ladies: on my appearance. I was in fine 

spirits; for to tell the truth, I had exhilarated 

myself by a cheerful glass of wine on the occa- 

sion. I talked, and rattled, and said a thousand 

5 ‘silly things, slap-dash, with all the confidence 

of a man sure of his auditors,—and every thins 

had its effect. : 

In the midst of my triumph I observed alittle 
_ knot gathering together in the upper part of — 

the room: by degrees it increased. A tittering 

broke out there, and glances were cast round at 

me, and then there would be fresh tittering 

Some of the young ladies would hurry « away to 

distant parts of the room, and whispe 

friends. Wherever they went, there was ்‌ 

tittering and glancing at me. I did not know 

sii 
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