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For the most wild, yet most homely narrative which I am about to

pen, I neither expect nor solicit belief. Mad indeed would I be to

expect it, in a case where my very senses reject their own

evidence. Yet, mad am I not—and very surely do I not dream. But

to-morrow I die, and to-day I would unburden my soul. My immediate

purpose is to place before the world, plainly, succinctly, and

without comment, a series of mere household events. In their

consequences, these events have terrified—have tortured—have

destroyed me. Yet I will not attempt to expound them. To me, they

have presented little but horror—to many they will seem less

terrible than baroques. Hereafter, perhaps, some intellect may be

found which will reduce my phantasm to the commonplace—some

intellect more calm, more logical, and far less excitable than my

own, which will perceive, in the circumstances I detail with awe,

nothing more than an ordinary succession of very natural causes and

effects.


From my infancy I was noted for the docility and humanity of my

disposition. My tenderness of heart was even so conspicuous as to

make me the jest of my companions. I was especially fond of

animals, and was indulged by my parents with a great variety of

pets. With these I spent most of my time, and never was so happy as

when feeding and caressing them. This peculiarity of character grew

with my growth, and, in my manhood, I derived from it one of my

principal sources of pleasure. To those who have cherished an

affection for a faithful and sagacious dog, I need hardly be at the

trouble of explaining the nature or the intensity of the

gratification thus derivable. There is something in the unselfish

and self-sacrificing love of a brute, which goes directly to the

heart of him who has had frequent occasion to test the paltry

friendship and gossamer fidelity of mere Man.


I married early, and was happy to find in my wife a disposition

not uncongenial with my own. Observing my partiality for domestic

pets, she lost no opportunity of procuring those of the most

agreeable kind. We had birds, gold-fish, a fine dog, rabbits, a

small monkey, and a cat.


This latter was a remarkably large and beautiful animal,

entirely black, and sagacious to an astonishing degree. In speaking

of his intelligence, my wife, who at heart was not a little

tinctured with superstition, made frequent allusion to the ancient

popular notion, which regarded all black cats as witches in

disguise. Not that she was ever serious upon this point—and I

mention the matter at all for no better reason than that it

happens, just now, to be remembered.


Pluto—this was the cat's name—was my favorite pet and playmate.

I alone fed him, and he attended me wherever I went about the

house. It was even with difficulty that I could prevent him from

following me through the streets.


Our friendship lasted, in this manner, for several years, during

which my general temperament and character—through the

instrumentality of the fiend Intemperance—had (I blush to confess

it) experienced a radical alteration for the worse. I grew, day by

day, more moody, more irritable, more regardless of the feelings of

others. I suffered myself to use intemperate language to my wife.

At length, I even offered her personal violence. My pets, of

course, were made to feel the change in my disposition. I not only

neglected, but ill-used them. For Pluto, however, I still retained

sufficient regard to restrain me from maltreating him, as I made no

scruple of maltreating the rabbits, the monkey, or even the dog,

when by accident, or through affection, they came in my way. But my

disease grew upon me—for what disease is like Alcohol?—and at

length even Pluto, who was now becoming old, and consequently

somewhat peevish—even Pluto began to experience the effects of my

ill temper.


One night, returning home, much intoxicated, from one of my

haunts about town, I fancied that the cat avoided my presence. I

seized him; when, in his fright at my violence, he inflicted a

slight wound upon my hand with his teeth. The fury of a demon

instantly possessed me. I knew myself no longer. My original soul

seemed, at once, to take its flight from my body; and a more than

fiendish malevolence, gin-nurtured, thrilled every fibre of my

frame. I took from my waistcoat pocket a pen-knife, opened it,

grasped the poor beast by the throat, and deliberately cut one of

its eyes from the socket! I blush, I burn, I shudder, while I pen

the damnable atrocity.


When reason returned with the morning—when I had slept off the

fumes of the night's debauch—I experienced a sentiment half of

horror, half of remorse, for the crime of which I had been guilty;

but it was, at best, a feeble and equivocal feeling, and the soul

remained untouched. I again plunged into excess, and soon drowned

in wine all memory of the deed.


In the meantime the cat slowly recovered. The socket of the lost

eye presented, it is true, a frightful appearance, but he no longer

appeared to suffer any pain. He went about the house as usual, but,

as might be expected, fled in extreme terror at my approach. I had

so much of my old heart left, as to be at first grieved by this

evident dislike on the part of a creature which had once so loved

me. But this feeling soon gave place to irritation. And then came,

as if to my final and irrevocable overthrow, the spirit of

Perverseness. Of this spirit philosophy takes no account. Yet I am

not more sure that my soul lives, than I am that perverseness is

one of the primitive impulses of the human heart—one of the

indivisible primary faculties, or sentiments, which give direction

to the character of man. Who has not, a hundred times, found

himself committing a vile or a silly action, for no other reason

than because he knows he should not? Have we not a perpetual

inclination, in the teeth of our best judgment, to violate that

which is Law, merely because we understand it to be such? This

spirit of perverseness, I say, came to my final overthrow. It was

this unfathomable longing of the soul to vex itself—to offer

violence to its own nature—to do wrong for the wrong's sake

only—that urged me to continue and finally to consummate the injury

I had inflicted upon the unoffending brute. One morning, in cool

blood, I slipped a noose about its neck and hung it to the limb of

a tree—hung it with the tears streaming from my eyes, and with the

bitterest remorse at my heart—hung it because I knew that it had

loved me, and because I felt it had given me no reason of

offence—hung it because I knew that in so doing I was committing a

sin—a deadly sin that would so jeopardize my immortal soul as to

place it—if such a thing were possible—even beyond the reach of the

infinite mercy of the Most Merciful and Most Terrible God.


On the night of the day on which this cruel deed was done, I was

aroused from sleep by the cry of "Fire!" The curtains of my bed

were in flames. The whole house was blazing. It was with great

difficulty that my wife, a servant, and myself, made our escape

from the conflagration. The destruction was complete. My entire

worldly wealth was swallowed up, and I resigned myself

thenceforward to despair.


I am above the weakness of seeking to establish a sequence of

cause and effect between the disaster and the atrocity. But I am

detailing a chain of facts, and wish not to leave even a possible

link imperfect. On the day succeeding the fire, I visited the

ruins. The walls, with one exception, had fallen in. This exception

was found in a compartment wall, not very thick, which stood about

the middle of the house, and against which had rested the head of

my bed. The plastering had here, in great measure, resisted the

action of the fire—a fact which I attributed to its having been

recently spread. About this wall a dense crowd were collected, and

many persons seemed to be examining a particular portion of it with

every minute and eager attention. The words "strange!" "singular!"

and other similar expressions, excited my curiosity. I approached

and saw, as if graven in bas-relief upon the white surface, the

figure of a gigantic cat. The impression was given with an accuracy

truly marvellous. There was a rope about the animal's neck.


When I first beheld this apparition—for I could scarcely regard

it as less—my wonder and my terror were extreme. But at length

reflection came to my aid. The cat, I remembered, had been hung in

a garden adjacent to the house. Upon the alarm of fire, this garden

had been immediately filled by the crowd—by some one of whom the

animal must have been cut from the tree and thrown, through an open

window, into my chamber. This had probably been done with the view

of arousing me from sleep. The falling of other walls had

compressed the victim of my cruelty into the substance of the

freshly-spread plaster; the lime of which, with the flames and the

ammonia from the carcass, had then accomplished the portraiture as

I saw it.


Although I thus readily accounted to my reason, if not

altogether to my conscience, for the startling fact just detailed,

it did not the less fail to make a deep impression upon my fancy.

For months I could not rid myself of the phantasm of the cat; and,

during this period, there came back into my spirit a half-sentiment

that seemed, but was not, remorse. I went so far as to regret the

loss of the animal, and to look about me, among the vile haunts

which I now habitually frequented, for another pet of the same

species, and of somewhat similar appearance, with which to supply

its place.


One night as I sat, half stupefied, in a den of more than

infamy, my attention was suddenly drawn to some black object,

reposing upon the head of one of the immense hogsheads of gin, or

of rum, which constituted the chief furniture of the apartment. I

had been looking steadily at the top of this hogshead for some

minutes, and what now caused me surprise was the fact that I had

not sooner perceived the object thereupon. I approached it, and

touched it with my hand. It was a black cat—a very large one—fully

as large as Pluto, and closely resembling him in every respect but

one. Pluto had not a white hair upon any portion of his body; but

this cat had a large, although indefinite, splotch of white,

covering nearly the whole region of the breast.


Upon my touching him, he immediately arose, purred loudly,

rubbed against my hand, and appeared delighted with my notice.

This, then, was the very creature of which I was in search. I at

once offered to purchase it of the landlord; but this person made

no claim to it—knew nothing of it—had never seen it before.


I continued my caresses, and when I prepared to go home, the

animal evinced a disposition to accompany me. I permitted it to do

so; occasionally stooping and patting it as I proceeded. When it

reached the house it domesticated itself at once, and became

immediately a great favorite with my wife.


For my own part, I soon found a dislike to it arising within me.

This was just the reverse of what I had anticipated; but—I know not

how or why it was—its evident fondness for myself rather disgusted

and annoyed me. By slow degrees, these feelings of disgust and

annoyance rose into the bitterness of hatred. I avoided the

creature; a certain sense of shame, and the remembrance of my

former deed of cruelty, preventing me from physically abusing it. I

did not, for some weeks, strike, or otherwise violently ill-use it;

but gradually—very gradually—I came to look upon it with

unutterable loathing, and to flee silently from its odious

presence, as from the breath of a pestilence.


What added, no doubt, to my hatred of the beast, was the

discovery, on the morning after I brought it home, that, like

Pluto, it also had been deprived of one of its eyes. This

circumstance, however, only endeared it to my wife, who, as I have

already said, possessed, in a high degree, that humanity of feeling

which had once been my distinguishing trait, and the source of many

of my simplest and purest pleasures.


With my aversion to this cat, however, its partiality for myself

seemed to increase. It followed my footsteps with a pertinacity

which it would be difficult to make the reader comprehend. Whenever

I sat, it would crouch beneath my chair, or spring upon my knees,

covering me with its loathsome caresses. If I arose to walk, it

would get between my feet, and thus nearly throw me down, or,

fastening its long and sharp claws in my dress, clamber, in this

manner, to my breast. At such times, although I longed to destroy

it with a blow, I was yet withheld from so doing, partly by a

memory of my former crime, but chiefly—let me confess it at once—by

absolute dread of the beast.


This dread was not exactly a dread of physical evil—and yet I

should be at a loss how otherwise to define it. I am almost ashamed

to own—yes, even in this felon's cell, I am almost ashamed to

own—that the terror and horror with which the animal inspired me,

had been heightened by one of the merest chimeras it would be

possible to conceive. My wife had called my attention, more than

once, to the character of the mark of white hair, of which I have

spoken, and which constituted the sole visible difference between

the strange beast and the one I had destroyed. The reader will

remember that this mark, although large, had been originally very

indefinite; but, by slow degrees—degrees nearly imperceptible, and

which for a long time my reason struggled to reject as fanciful—it

had, at length, assumed a rigorous distinctness of outline. It was

now the representation of an object that I shudder to name—and for

this, above all, I loathed, and dreaded, and would have rid myself

of the monster had I dared—it was now, I say, the image of a

hideous—of a ghastly thing—of the Gallows!—oh, mournful and

terrible engine of horror and of crime—of agony and of death!


And now was I indeed wretched beyond the wretchedness of mere

humanity. And a brute beast—whose fellow I had contemptuously

destroyed—a brute beast to work out for me—for me, a man, fashioned

in the image of the High God—so much of insufferable woe! Alas!

neither by day nor by night knew I the blessing of rest any more!

During the former the creature left me no moment alone; and, in the

latter, I started, hourly, from dreams of unutterable fear, to find

the hot breath of the thing upon my face, and its vast weight—an

incarnate nightmare that I had no power to shake off—incumbent

eternally upon my heart!


Beneath the pressure of torments such as these, the feeble

remnant of the good within me succumbed. Evil thoughts became my

sole intimates—the darkest and most evil of thoughts. The moodiness

of my usual temper increased to hatred of all things and of all

mankind; while, from the sudden, frequent, and ungovernable

outbursts of a fury to which I now blindly abandoned myself, my

uncomplaining wife, alas! was the most usual and the most patient

of sufferers.


One day she accompanied me, upon some household errand, into the

cellar of the old building which our poverty compelled us to

inhabit. The cat followed me down the steep stairs, and, nearly

throwing me headlong, exasperated me to madness. Uplifting an axe,

and forgetting, in my wrath, the childish dread which had hitherto

stayed my hand, I aimed a blow at the animal which, of course,

would have proved instantly fatal had it descended as I wished. But

this blow was arrested by the hand of my wife. Goaded, by the

interference, into a rage more than demoniacal, I withdrew my arm

from her grasp, and buried the axe in her brain. She fell dead upon

the spot, without a groan.


This hideous murder accomplished, I set myself forthwith, and

with entire deliberation, to the task of concealing the body. I

knew that I could not remove it from the house, either by day or by

night, without the risk of being observed by the neighbours. Many

projects entered my mind. At one period I thought of cutting the

corpse into minute fragments, and destroying them by fire. At

another, I resolved to dig a grave for it in the floor of the

cellar. Again, I deliberated about casting it in the well in the

yard—about packing it in a box, as if merchandise, with the usual

arrangements, and so getting a porter to take it from the house.

Finally I hit upon what I considered a far better expedient than

either of these. I determined to wall it up in the cellar—as the

monks of the Middle Ages recorded to have walled up their

victims.


For a purpose such as this the cellar was well adapted. Its

walls were loosely constructed, and had lately been plastered

throughout with a rough plaster, which the dampness of the

atmosphere had prevented from hardening. Moreover, in one of the

walls was a projection, caused by a false chimney, or fireplace,

that had been filled up, and made to resemble the rest of the

cellar. I made no doubt that I could readily displace the bricks at

this point, insert the corpse, and wall the whole up as before, so

that no eye could detect anything suspicious.


And in this calculation I was not deceived. By means of a

crowbar I easily dislodged the bricks, and, having carefully

deposited the body against the inner wall, I propped it in that

position, while, with little trouble, I relaid the whole structure

as it originally stood. Having procured mortar, sand, and hair,

with every possible precaution, I prepared a plaster which could

not be distinguished from the old, and with this I very carefully

went over the new brickwork. When I had finished, I felt satisfied

that all was right. The wall did not present the slightest

appearance of having been disturbed. The rubbish on the floor was

picked up with the minutest care. I looked around triumphantly, and

said to myself, "Here at least, then, my labor has not been in

vain."


My next step was to look for the beast which had been the cause

of so much wretchedness; for I had, at length, firmly resolved to

put it to death. Had I been able to meet with it, at the moment,

there could have been no doubt of its fate; but it appeared that

the crafty animal had been alarmed at the violence of my previous

anger, and forebore to present itself in my present mood. It is

impossible to describe, or to imagine, the deep, the blissful sense

of relief which the absence of the detested creature occasioned in

my bosom. It did not make its appearance during the night—and thus

for one night at least, since its introduction into the house, I

soundly and tranquilly slept; aye, slept even with the burden of

murder upon my soul!


The second and the third day passed, and still my tormentor came

not. Once again I breathed as a free man. The monster, in terror,

had fled the premises for ever! I should behold it no more! My

happiness was supreme! The guilt of my dark deed disturbed me but

little. Some few inquiries had been made, but these had been

readily answered. Even a search had been instituted—but of course

nothing was to be discovered. I looked upon my future felicity as

secured.


Upon the fourth day of the assassination, a party of the police

came, very unexpectedly, into the house, and proceeded again to

make rigorous investigation of the premises. Secure, however, in

the inscrutability of my place of concealment, I felt no

embarrassment whatever. The officers bade me accompany them in

their search. They left no nook or corner unexplored. At length,

for the third or fourth time, they descended into the cellar. I

quivered not in a muscle. My heart beat calmly as that of one who

slumbers in innocence. I walked the cellar from end to end. I

folded my arms upon my bosom, and roamed easily to and fro. The

police were thoroughly satisfied, and prepared to depart. The glee

at my heart was too strong to be restrained. I burned to say if but

one word, by way of triumph, and to render doubly sure their

assurance of my guiltlessness.


"Gentlemen," I said at last, as the party ascended the steps, "I

delight to have allayed your suspicions. I wish you all health, and

a little more courtesy. By-the-bye, gentlemen, this—this is a very

well-constructed house." (In the rabid desire to say something

easily, I scarcely knew what I uttered at all.) "I may say an

excellently well-constructed house. These walls—are you going,

gentlemen?—these walls are solidly put together;" and here, through

the mere frenzy of bravado, I rapped heavily, with a cane which I

held in my hand, upon that very portion of the brickwork behind

which stood the corpse of the wife of my bosom.


But may God shield and deliver me from the fangs of the

Arch-Fiend! No sooner had the reverberation of my blows sunk into

silence, than I was answered by a voice from within the tomb!—by a

cry, at first muffled and broken, like the sobbing of a child, and

then quickly swelling into one long, loud, and continuous scream,

utterly anomalous and inhuman—a howl—a wailing shriek, half of

horror and half of triumph, such as might have arisen only out of

hell, conjointly from the throats of the damned in their agony and

of the demons that exult in the damnation.


Of my own thoughts it is folly to speak. Swooning, I staggered

to the opposite wall. For one instant the party upon the stairs

remained motionless, through extremity of terror and of awe. In the

next, a dozen stout arms were toiling at the wall. It fell bodily.

The corpse, already greatly decayed and clotted with gore, stood

erect before the eyes of the spectators. Upon its head, with red

extended mouth and solitary eye of fire, sat the hideous beast

whose craft had seduced me into murder, and whose informing voice

had consigned me to the hangman. I had walled the monster up within

the tomb!
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Act I




SCENE I. Athens. The palace of

THESEUS.






Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, and

Attendants





THESEUS




Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour


Draws on apace; four happy days bring in


Another moon: but, O, methinks, how slow


This old moon wanes! she lingers my desires,


Like to a step-dame or a dowager


Long withering out a young man revenue.






HIPPOLYTA




Four days will quickly steep themselves in night;


Four nights will quickly dream away the time;


And then the moon, like to a silver bow


New-bent in heaven, shall behold the night


Of our solemnities.






THESEUS




Go, Philostrate,


Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments;


Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth;


Turn melancholy forth to funerals;


The pale companion is not for our pomp.



Exit PHILOSTRATE


Hippolyta, I woo'd thee with my sword,


And won thy love, doing thee injuries;


But I will wed thee in another key,


With pomp, with triumph and with revelling.



Enter EGEUS, HERMIA, LYSANDER, and DEMETRIUS





EGEUS




Happy be Theseus, our renowned duke!






THESEUS




Thanks, good Egeus: what's the news with thee?






EGEUS




Full of vexation come I, with complaint


Against my child, my daughter Hermia.


Stand forth, Demetrius. My noble lord,


This man hath my consent to marry her.


Stand forth, Lysander: and my gracious duke,


This man hath bewitch'd the bosom of my child;


Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes,


And interchanged love-tokens with my child:


Thou hast by moonlight at her window sung,


With feigning voice verses of feigning love,


And stolen the impression of her fantasy


With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits,


Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweetmeats, messengers


Of strong prevailment in unharden'd youth:


With cunning hast thou filch'd my daughter's heart,


Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me,


To stubborn harshness: and, my gracious duke,


Be it so she; will not here before your grace


Consent to marry with Demetrius,


I beg the ancient privilege of Athens,


As she is mine, I may dispose of her:


Which shall be either to this gentleman


Or to her death, according to our law


Immediately provided in that case.






THESEUS




What say you, Hermia? be advised fair maid:


To you your father should be as a god;


One that composed your beauties, yea, and one


To whom you are but as a form in wax


By him imprinted and within his power


To leave the figure or disfigure it.


Demetrius is a worthy gentleman.






HERMIA




So is Lysander.






THESEUS




In himself he is;


But in this kind, wanting your father's voice,


The other must be held the worthier.






HERMIA




I would my father look'd but with my eyes.






THESEUS




Rather your eyes must with his judgment look.






HERMIA




I do entreat your grace to pardon me.


I know not by what power I am made bold,


Nor how it may concern my modesty,


In such a presence here to plead my thoughts;


But I beseech your grace that I may know


The worst that may befall me in this case,


If I refuse to wed Demetrius.






THESEUS




Either to die the death or to abjure


For ever the society of men.


Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires;


Know of your youth, examine well your blood,


Whether, if you yield not to your father's choice,


You can endure the livery of a nun,


For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd,


To live a barren sister all your life,


Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon.


Thrice-blessed they that master so their blood,


To undergo such maiden pilgrimage;


But earthlier happy is the rose distill'd,


Than that which withering on the virgin thorn


Grows, lives and dies in single blessedness.






HERMIA




So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord,


Ere I will my virgin patent up


Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke


My soul consents not to give sovereignty.






THESEUS




Take time to pause; and, by the nest new moon—


The sealing-day betwixt my love and me,


For everlasting bond of fellowship—


Upon that day either prepare to die


For disobedience to your father's will,


Or else to wed Demetrius, as he would;


Or on Diana's altar to protest


For aye austerity and single life.






DEMETRIUS




Relent, sweet Hermia: and, Lysander, yield


Thy crazed title to my certain right.






LYSANDER




You have her father's love, Demetrius;


Let me have Hermia's: do you marry him.






EGEUS




Scornful Lysander! true, he hath my love,


And what is mine my love shall render him.


And she is mine, and all my right of her


I do estate unto Demetrius.






LYSANDER




I am, my lord, as well derived as he,


As well possess'd; my love is more than his;


My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd,


If not with vantage, as Demetrius';


And, which is more than all these boasts can be,


I am beloved of beauteous Hermia:


Why should not I then prosecute my right?


Demetrius, I'll avouch it to his head,


Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena,


And won her soul; and she, sweet lady, dotes,


Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry,


Upon this spotted and inconstant man.






THESEUS




I must confess that I have heard so much,


And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof;


But, being over-full of self-affairs,


My mind did lose it. But, Demetrius, come;


And come, Egeus; you shall go with me,


I have some private schooling for you both.


For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself


To fit your fancies to your father's will;


Or else the law of Athens yields you up—


Which by no means we may extenuate—


To death, or to a vow of single life.


Come, my Hippolyta: what cheer, my love?


Demetrius and Egeus, go along:


I must employ you in some business


Against our nuptial and confer with you


Of something nearly that concerns yourselves.






EGEUS




With duty and desire we follow you.



Exeunt all but LYSANDER and HERMIA





LYSANDER




How now, my love! why is your cheek so pale?


How chance the roses there do fade so fast?






HERMIA




Belike for want of rain, which I could well


Beteem them from the tempest of my eyes.






LYSANDER




Ay me! for aught that I could ever read,


Could ever hear by tale or history,


The course of true love never did run smooth;


But, either it was different in blood,—






HERMIA




O cross! too high to be enthrall'd to low.






LYSANDER




Or else misgraffed in respect of years,—






HERMIA




O spite! too old to be engaged to young.






LYSANDER




Or else it stood upon the choice of friends,—






HERMIA




O hell! to choose love by another's eyes.






LYSANDER




Or, if there were a sympathy in choice,


War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it,


Making it momentany as a sound,


Swift as a shadow, short as any dream;


Brief as the lightning in the collied night,


That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth,


And ere a man hath power to say 'Behold!'


The jaws of darkness do devour it up:


So quick bright things come to confusion.






HERMIA




If then true lovers have been ever cross'd,


It stands as an edict in destiny:


Then let us teach our trial patience,


Because it is a customary cross,


As due to love as thoughts and dreams and sighs,


Wishes and tears, poor fancy's followers.






LYSANDER




A good persuasion: therefore, hear me, Hermia.


I have a widow aunt, a dowager


Of great revenue, and she hath no child:


From Athens is her house remote seven leagues;


And she respects me as her only son.


There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee;


And to that place the sharp Athenian law


Cannot pursue us. If thou lovest me then,


Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night;


And in the wood, a league without the town,


Where I did meet thee once with Helena,


To do observance to a morn of May,


There will I stay for thee.






HERMIA




My good Lysander!


I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow,


By his best arrow with the golden head,


By the simplicity of Venus' doves,


By that which knitteth souls and prospers loves,


And by that fire which burn'd the Carthage queen,


When the false Troyan under sail was seen,


By all the vows that ever men have broke,


In number more than ever women spoke,


In that same place thou hast appointed me,


To-morrow truly will I meet with thee.






LYSANDER




Keep promise, love. Look, here comes Helena.



Enter HELENA





HERMIA




God speed fair Helena! whither away?






HELENA




Call you me fair? that fair again unsay.


Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair!


Your eyes are lode-stars; and your tongue's sweet air


More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear,


When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear.


Sickness is catching: O, were favour so,


Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go;


My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye,


My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody.


Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated,


The rest I'd give to be to you translated.


O, teach me how you look, and with what art


You sway the motion of Demetrius' heart.






HERMIA




I frown upon him, yet he loves me still.






HELENA




O that your frowns would teach my smiles such skill!






HERMIA




I give him curses, yet he gives me love.






HELENA




O that my prayers could such affection move!






HERMIA




The more I hate, the more he follows me.






HELENA




The more I love, the more he hateth me.






HERMIA




His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine.






HELENA




None, but your beauty: would that fault were mine!






HERMIA




Take comfort: he no more shall see my face;


Lysander and myself will fly this place.


Before the time I did Lysander see,


Seem'd Athens as a paradise to me:


O, then, what graces in my love do dwell,


That he hath turn'd a heaven unto a hell!






LYSANDER




Helen, to you our minds we will unfold:


To-morrow night, when Phoebe doth behold


Her silver visage in the watery glass,


Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass,


A time that lovers' flights doth still conceal,


Through Athens' gates have we devised to steal.






HERMIA




And in the wood, where often you and I


Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie,


Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet,


There my Lysander and myself shall meet;


And thence from Athens turn away our eyes,


To seek new friends and stranger companies.


Farewell, sweet playfellow: pray thou for us;


And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius!


Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight


From lovers' food till morrow deep midnight.






LYSANDER




I will, my Hermia.



Exit HERMIA


Helena, adieu:


As you on him, Demetrius dote on you!



Exit





HELENA




How happy some o'er other some can be!


Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.


But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;


He will not know what all but he do know:


And as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes,


So I, admiring of his qualities:


Things base and vile, folding no quantity,


Love can transpose to form and dignity:


Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind;


And therefore is wing'd Cupid painted blind:


Nor hath Love's mind of any judgement taste;


Wings and no eyes figure unheedy haste:


And therefore is Love said to be a child,


Because in choice he is so oft beguiled.


As waggish boys in game themselves forswear,


So the boy Love is perjured every where:


For ere Demetrius look'd on Hermia's eyne,


He hail'd down oaths that he was only mine;


And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt,


So he dissolved, and showers of oaths did melt.


I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight:


Then to the wood will he to-morrow night


Pursue her; and for this intelligence


If I have thanks, it is a dear expense:


But herein mean I to enrich my pain,


To have his sight thither and back again.



Exit

























SCENE II. Athens. QUINCE'S house.






Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and

STARVELING





QUINCE




Is all our company here?






BOTTOM




You were best to call them generally, man by man,


according to the scrip.






QUINCE




Here is the scroll of every man's name, which is


thought fit, through all Athens, to play in our


interlude before the duke and the duchess, on his


wedding-day at night.






BOTTOM




First, good Peter Quince, say what the play treats


on, then read the names of the actors, and so grow


to a point.






QUINCE




Marry, our play is, The most lamentable comedy, and


most cruel death of Pyramus and Thisby.






BOTTOM




A very good piece of work, I assure you, and a


merry. Now, good Peter Quince, call forth your


actors by the scroll. Masters, spread yourselves.






QUINCE




Answer as I call you. Nick Bottom, the weaver.






BOTTOM




Ready. Name what part I am for, and proceed.






QUINCE




You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Pyramus.






BOTTOM




What is Pyramus? a lover, or a tyrant?






QUINCE




A lover, that kills himself most gallant for love.






BOTTOM




That will ask some tears in the true performing of


it: if I do it, let the audience look to their


eyes; I will move storms, I will condole in some


measure. To the rest: yet my chief humour is for a


tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to


tear a cat in, to make all split.


The raging rocks


And shivering shocks


Shall break the locks


Of prison gates;


And Phibbus' car


Shall shine from far


And make and mar


The foolish Fates.


This was lofty! Now name the rest of the players.


This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein; a lover is


more condoling.






QUINCE




Francis Flute, the bellows-mender.






FLUTE




Here, Peter Quince.






QUINCE




Flute, you must take Thisby on you.






FLUTE




What is Thisby? a wandering knight?






QUINCE




It is the lady that Pyramus must love.






FLUTE




Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I have a beard

coming.






QUINCE




That's all one: you shall play it in a mask, and


you may speak as small as you will.






BOTTOM




An I may hide my face, let me play Thisby too, I'll


speak in a monstrous little voice. 'Thisne,


Thisne;' 'Ah, Pyramus, lover dear! thy Thisby dear,


and lady dear!'






QUINCE




No, no; you must play Pyramus: and, Flute, you Thisby.






BOTTOM




Well, proceed.






QUINCE




Robin Starveling, the tailor.






STARVELING




Here, Peter Quince.






QUINCE




Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby's mother.


Tom Snout, the tinker.






SNOUT




Here, Peter Quince.






QUINCE




You, Pyramus' father: myself, Thisby's father:


Snug, the joiner; you, the lion's part: and, I


hope, here is a play fitted.






SNUG




Have you the lion's part written? pray you, if it


be, give it me, for I am slow of study.






QUINCE




You may do it extempore, for it is nothing but

roaring.






BOTTOM




Let me play the lion too: I will roar, that I will


do any man's heart good to hear me; I will roar,


that I will make the duke say 'Let him roar again,


let him roar again.'






QUINCE




An you should do it too terribly, you would fright


the duchess and the ladies, that they would shriek;


and that were enough to hang us all.






ALL




That would hang us, every mother's son.






BOTTOM




I grant you, friends, if that you should fright the


ladies out of their wits, they would have no more


discretion but to hang us: but I will aggravate my


voice so that I will roar you as gently as any


sucking dove; I will roar you an 'twere any


nightingale.






QUINCE




You can play no part but Pyramus; for Pyramus is a


sweet-faced man; a proper man, as one shall see in a


summer's day; a most lovely gentleman-like man:


therefore you must needs play Pyramus.






BOTTOM




Well, I will undertake it. What beard were I best


to play it in?






QUINCE




Why, what you will.






BOTTOM




I will discharge it in either your straw-colour


beard, your orange-tawny beard, your purple-in-grain


beard, or your French-crown-colour beard, your


perfect yellow.






QUINCE




Some of your French crowns have no hair at all, and


then you will play bare-faced. But, masters, here


are your parts: and I am to entreat you, request


you and desire you, to con them by to-morrow night;


and meet me in the palace wood, a mile without the


town, by moonlight; there will we rehearse, for if


we meet in the city, we shall be dogged with


company, and our devices known. In the meantime I


will draw a bill of properties, such as our play


wants. I pray you, fail me not.






BOTTOM




We will meet; and there we may rehearse most


obscenely and courageously. Take pains; be perfect:

adieu.






QUINCE




At the duke's oak we meet.






BOTTOM




Enough; hold or cut bow-strings.



Exeunt






















Act II




SCENE I. A wood near Athens.






Enter, from opposite sides, a Fairy, and PUCK





PUCK




How now, spirit! whither wander you?






Fairy




Over hill, over dale,


Thorough bush, thorough brier,


Over park, over pale,


Thorough flood, thorough fire,


I do wander everywhere,


Swifter than the moon's sphere;


And I serve the fairy queen,


To dew her orbs upon the green.


The cowslips tall her pensioners be:


In their gold coats spots you see;


Those be rubies, fairy favours,


In those freckles live their savours:


I must go seek some dewdrops here


And hang a pearl in every cowslip's ear.


Farewell, thou lob of spirits; I'll be gone:


Our queen and all our elves come here anon.






PUCK




The king doth keep his revels here to-night:


Take heed the queen come not within his sight;


For Oberon is passing fell and wrath,


Because that she as her attendant hath


A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king;


She never had so sweet a changeling;


And jealous Oberon would have the child


Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild;


But she perforce withholds the loved boy,


Crowns him with flowers and makes him all her joy:


And now they never meet in grove or green,


By fountain clear, or spangled starlight sheen,


But, they do square, that all their elves for fear


Creep into acorn-cups and hide them there.






Fairy




Either I mistake your shape and making quite,


Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite


Call'd Robin Goodfellow: are not you he


That frights the maidens of the villagery;


Skim milk, and sometimes labour in the quern


And bootless make the breathless housewife churn;


And sometime make the drink to bear no barm;


Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm?


Those that Hobgoblin call you and sweet Puck,


You do their work, and they shall have good luck:


Are not you he?






PUCK




Thou speak'st aright;


I am that merry wanderer of the night.


I jest to Oberon and make him smile


When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile,


Neighing in likeness of a filly foal:


And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl,


In very likeness of a roasted crab,


And when she drinks, against her lips I bob


And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale.


The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale,


Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me;


Then slip I from her bum, down topples she,


And 'tailor' cries, and falls into a cough;


And then the whole quire hold their hips and laugh,


And waxen in their mirth and neeze and swear


A merrier hour was never wasted there.


But, room, fairy! here comes Oberon.






Fairy




And here my mistress. Would that he were gone!



Enter, from one side, OBERON, with his train; from the

other, TITANIA, with hers





OBERON




Ill met by moonlight, proud Titania.






TITANIA




What, jealous Oberon! Fairies, skip hence:


I have forsworn his bed and company.






OBERON




Tarry, rash wanton: am not I thy lord?






TITANIA




Then I must be thy lady: but I know


When thou hast stolen away from fairy land,


And in the shape of Corin sat all day,


Playing on pipes of corn and versing love


To amorous Phillida. Why art thou here,


Come from the farthest Steppe of India?


But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon,


Your buskin'd mistress and your warrior love,


To Theseus must be wedded, and you come


To give their bed joy and prosperity.






OBERON




How canst thou thus for shame, Titania,


Glance at my credit with Hippolyta,


Knowing I know thy love to Theseus?


Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering night


From Perigenia, whom he ravished?


And make him with fair AEgle break his faith,


With Ariadne and Antiopa?






TITANIA




These are the forgeries of jealousy:


And never, since the middle summer's spring,


Met we on hill, in dale, forest or mead,


By paved fountain or by rushy brook,


Or in the beached margent of the sea,


To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,


But with thy brawls thou hast disturb'd our sport.


Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain,


As in revenge, have suck'd up from the sea


Contagious fogs; which falling in the land


Have every pelting river made so proud


That they have overborne their continents:


The ox hath therefore stretch'd his yoke in vain,


The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn


Hath rotted ere his youth attain'd a beard;


The fold stands empty in the drowned field,


And crows are fatted with the murrion flock;


The nine men's morris is fill'd up with mud,


And the quaint mazes in the wanton green


For lack of tread are undistinguishable:


The human mortals want their winter here;


No night is now with hymn or carol blest:


Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,


Pale in her anger, washes all the air,


That rheumatic diseases do abound:


And thorough this distemperature we see


The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts


Far in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,


And on old Hiems' thin and icy crown


An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds


Is, as in mockery, set: the spring, the summer,


The childing autumn, angry winter, change


Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world,


By their increase, now knows not which is which:


And this same progeny of evils comes


From our debate, from our dissension;


We are their parents and original.






OBERON




Do you amend it then; it lies in you:


Why should Titania cross her Oberon?


I do but beg a little changeling boy,


To be my henchman.






TITANIA




Set your heart at rest:


The fairy land buys not the child of me.


His mother was a votaress of my order:


And, in the spiced Indian air, by night,


Full often hath she gossip'd by my side,


And sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands,


Marking the embarked traders on the flood,


When we have laugh'd to see the sails conceive


And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind;


Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait


Following,—her womb then rich with my young squire,—


Would imitate, and sail upon the land,


To fetch me trifles, and return again,


As from a voyage, rich with merchandise.


But she, being mortal, of that boy did die;


And for her sake do I rear up her boy,


And for her sake I will not part with him.






OBERON




How long within this wood intend you stay?






TITANIA




Perchance till after Theseus' wedding-day.


If you will patiently dance in our round


And see our moonlight revels, go with us;


If not, shun me, and I will spare your haunts.






OBERON




Give me that boy, and I will go with thee.






TITANIA




Not for thy fairy kingdom. Fairies, away!


We shall chide downright, if I longer stay.



Exit TITANIA with her train





OBERON




Well, go thy way: thou shalt not from this grove


Till I torment thee for this injury.


My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememberest


Since once I sat upon a promontory,


And heard a mermaid on a dolphin's back


Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath


That the rude sea grew civil at her song


And certain stars shot madly from their spheres,


To hear the sea-maid's music.






PUCK




I remember.






OBERON




That very time I saw, but thou couldst not,


Flying between the cold moon and the earth,


Cupid all arm'd: a certain aim he took


At a fair vestal throned by the west,


And loosed his love-shaft smartly from his bow,


As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;


But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft


Quench'd in the chaste beams of the watery moon,


And the imperial votaress passed on,


In maiden meditation, fancy-free.


Yet mark'd I where the bolt of Cupid fell:


It fell upon a little western flower,


Before milk-white, now purple with love's wound,


And maidens call it love-in-idleness.


Fetch me that flower; the herb I shew'd thee once:


The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid


Will make or man or woman madly dote


Upon the next live creature that it sees.


Fetch me this herb; and be thou here again


Ere the leviathan can swim a league.






PUCK




I'll put a girdle round about the earth


In forty minutes.



Exit





OBERON




Having once this juice,


I'll watch Titania when she is asleep,


And drop the liquor of it in her eyes.


The next thing then she waking looks upon,


Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull,


On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,


She shall pursue it with the soul of love:


And ere I take this charm from off her sight,


As I can take it with another herb,


I'll make her render up her page to me.


But who comes here? I am invisible;


And I will overhear their conference.



Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA, following him





DEMETRIUS




I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.


Where is Lysander and fair Hermia?


The one I'll slay, the other slayeth me.


Thou told'st me they were stolen unto this wood;


And here am I, and wode within this wood,


Because I cannot meet my Hermia.


Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.






HELENA




You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;


But yet you draw not iron, for my heart


Is true as steel: leave you your power to draw,


And I shall have no power to follow you.






DEMETRIUS




Do I entice you? do I speak you fair?


Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth


Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you?






HELENA




And even for that do I love you the more.


I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius,


The more you beat me, I will fawn on you:


Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me,


Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave,


Unworthy as I am, to follow you.


What worser place can I beg in your love,—


And yet a place of high respect with me,—


Than to be used as you use your dog?






DEMETRIUS




Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit;


For I am sick when I do look on thee.






HELENA




And I am sick when I look not on you.






DEMETRIUS




You do impeach your modesty too much,


To leave the city and commit yourself


Into the hands of one that loves you not;


To trust the opportunity of night


And the ill counsel of a desert place


With the rich worth of your virginity.






HELENA




Your virtue is my privilege: for that


It is not night when I do see your face,


Therefore I think I am not in the night;


Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,


For you in my respect are all the world:


Then how can it be said I am alone,


When all the world is here to look on me?






DEMETRIUS




I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes,


And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.






HELENA




The wildest hath not such a heart as you.


Run when you will, the story shall be changed:


Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase;


The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind


Makes speed to catch the tiger; bootless speed,


When cowardice pursues and valour flies.






DEMETRIUS




I will not stay thy questions; let me go:


Or, if thou follow me, do not believe


But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.






HELENA




Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,


You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!


Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex:


We cannot fight for love, as men may do;


We should be wood and were not made to woo.



Exit DEMETRIUS


I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell,


To die upon the hand I love so well.



Exit





OBERON




Fare thee well, nymph: ere he do leave this grove,


Thou shalt fly him and he shall seek thy love.



Re-enter PUCK


Hast thou the flower there? Welcome, wanderer.






PUCK




Ay, there it is.






OBERON




I pray thee, give it me.


I know a bank where the wild thyme blows,


Where oxlips and the nodding violet grows,


Quite over-canopied with luscious woodbine,


With sweet musk-roses and with eglantine:


There sleeps Titania sometime of the night,


Lull'd in these flowers with dances and delight;


And there the snake throws her enamell'd skin,


Weed wide enough to wrap a fairy in:


And with the juice of this I'll streak her eyes,


And make her full of hateful fantasies.


Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove:


A sweet Athenian lady is in love


With a disdainful youth: anoint his eyes;


But do it when the next thing he espies


May be the lady: thou shalt know the man


By the Athenian garments he hath on.


Effect it with some care, that he may prove


More fond on her than she upon her love:


And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow.






PUCK




Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so.



Exeunt

























SCENE II. Another part of the wood.






Enter TITANIA, with her train





TITANIA




Come, now a roundel and a fairy song;


Then, for the third part of a minute, hence;


Some to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds,


Some war with rere-mice for their leathern wings,


To make my small elves coats, and some keep back


The clamorous owl that nightly hoots and wonders


At our quaint spirits. Sing me now asleep;


Then to your offices and let me rest.



The Fairies sing


You spotted snakes with double tongue,


Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;


Newts and blind-worms, do no wrong,


Come not near our fairy queen.


Philomel, with melody


Sing in our sweet lullaby;


Lulla, lulla, lullaby, lulla, lulla, lullaby:


Never harm,


Nor spell nor charm,


Come our lovely lady nigh;


So, good night, with lullaby.


Weaving spiders, come not here;


Hence, you long-legg'd spinners, hence!


Beetles black, approach not near;


Worm nor snail, do no offence.


Philomel, with melody, & c.






Fairy




Hence, away! now all is well:


One aloof stand sentinel.



Exeunt Fairies. TITANIA sleeps


Enter OBERON and squeezes the flower on TITANIA's

eyelids





OBERON




What thou seest when thou dost wake,


Do it for thy true-love take,


Love and languish for his sake:


Be it ounce, or cat, or bear,


Pard, or boar with bristled hair,


In thy eye that shall appear


When thou wakest, it is thy dear:


Wake when some vile thing is near.



Exit


Enter LYSANDER and HERMIA





LYSANDER




Fair love, you faint with wandering in the wood;


And to speak troth, I have forgot our way:


We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good,


And tarry for the comfort of the day.






HERMIA




Be it so, Lysander: find you out a bed;


For I upon this bank will rest my head.






LYSANDER




One turf shall serve as pillow for us both;


One heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth.






HERMIA




Nay, good Lysander; for my sake, my dear,


Lie further off yet, do not lie so near.






LYSANDER




O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence!


Love takes the meaning in love's conference.


I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit


So that but one heart we can make of it;


Two bosoms interchained with an oath;


So then two bosoms and a single troth.


Then by your side no bed-room me deny;


For lying so, Hermia, I do not lie.






HERMIA




Lysander riddles very prettily:


Now much beshrew my manners and my pride,


If Hermia meant to say Lysander lied.


But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy


Lie further off; in human modesty,


Such separation as may well be said


Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid,


So far be distant; and, good night, sweet friend:


Thy love ne'er alter till thy sweet life end!






LYSANDER




Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I;


And then end life when I end loyalty!


Here is my bed: sleep give thee all his rest!






HERMIA




With half that wish the wisher's eyes be press'd!



They sleep


Enter PUCK





PUCK




Through the forest have I gone.


But Athenian found I none,


On whose eyes I might approve


This flower's force in stirring love.


Night and silence.—Who is here?


Weeds of Athens he doth wear:


This is he, my master said,


Despised the Athenian maid;


And here the maiden, sleeping sound,


On the dank and dirty ground.


Pretty soul! she durst not lie


Near this lack-love, this kill-courtesy.


Churl, upon thy eyes I throw


All the power this charm doth owe.


When thou wakest, let love forbid


Sleep his seat on thy eyelid:


So awake when I am gone;


For I must now to Oberon.



Exit


Enter DEMETRIUS and HELENA, running





HELENA




Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrius.






DEMETRIUS




I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me thus.






HELENA




O, wilt thou darkling leave me? do not so.






DEMETRIUS




Stay, on thy peril: I alone will go.



Exit





HELENA




O, I am out of breath in this fond chase!


The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace.


Happy is Hermia, wheresoe'er she lies;


For she hath blessed and attractive eyes.


How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears:


If so, my eyes are oftener wash'd than hers.


No, no, I am as ugly as a bear;


For beasts that meet me run away for fear:


Therefore no marvel though Demetrius


Do, as a monster fly my presence thus.


What wicked and dissembling glass of mine


Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne?


But who is here? Lysander! on the ground!


Dead? or asleep? I see no blood, no wound.


Lysander if you live, good sir, awake.






LYSANDER




[Awaking] And run through fire I will for thy sweet sake.


Transparent Helena! Nature shows art,


That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart.


Where is Demetrius? O, how fit a word


Is that vile name to perish on my sword!






HELENA




Do not say so, Lysander; say not so


What though he love your Hermia? Lord, what though?


Yet Hermia still loves you: then be content.






LYSANDER




Content with Hermia! No; I do repent


The tedious minutes I with her have spent.


Not Hermia but Helena I love:


Who will not change a raven for a dove?


The will of man is by his reason sway'd;


And reason says you are the worthier maid.


Things growing are not ripe until their season


So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason;


And touching now the point of human skill,


Reason becomes the marshal to my will


And leads me to your eyes, where I o'erlook


Love's stories written in love's richest book.






HELENA




Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born?


When at your hands did I deserve this scorn?


Is't not enough, is't not enough, young man,


That I did never, no, nor never can,


Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye,


But you must flout my insufficiency?


Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do,


In such disdainful manner me to woo.


But fare you well: perforce I must confess


I thought you lord of more true gentleness.


O, that a lady, of one man refused.


Should of another therefore be abused!



Exit





LYSANDER




She sees not Hermia. Hermia, sleep thou there:


And never mayst thou come Lysander near!


For as a surfeit of the sweetest things


The deepest loathing to the stomach brings,


Or as tie heresies that men do leave


Are hated most of those they did deceive,


So thou, my surfeit and my heresy,


Of all be hated, but the most of me!


And, all my powers, address your love and might


To honour Helen and to be her knight!



Exit





HERMIA




[Awaking] Help me, Lysander, help me! do thy best


To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast!


Ay me, for pity! what a dream was here!


Lysander, look how I do quake with fear:


Methought a serpent eat my heart away,


And you sat smiling at his cruel pray.


Lysander! what, removed? Lysander! lord!


What, out of hearing? gone? no sound, no word?


Alack, where are you speak, an if you hear;


Speak, of all loves! I swoon almost with fear.


No? then I well perceive you all not nigh


Either death or you I'll find immediately.



Exit






















Act III




SCENE I. The wood. TITANIA lying

asleep.






Enter QUINCE, SNUG, BOTTOM, FLUTE, SNOUT, and

STARVELING





BOTTOM




Are we all met?






QUINCE




Pat, pat; and here's a marvellous convenient place


for our rehearsal. This green plot shall be our


stage, this hawthorn-brake our tiring-house; and we


will do it in action as we will do it before the duke.






BOTTOM




Peter Quince,—






QUINCE




What sayest thou, bully Bottom?






BOTTOM




There are things in this comedy of Pyramus and


Thisby that will never please. First, Pyramus must


draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies


cannot abide. How answer you that?






SNOUT




By'r lakin, a parlous fear.






STARVELING




I believe we must leave the killing out, when all is

done.






BOTTOM




Not a whit: I have a device to make all well.


Write me a prologue; and let the prologue seem to


say, we will do no harm with our swords, and that


Pyramus is not killed indeed; and, for the more


better assurance, tell them that I, Pyramus, am not


Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver: this will put them


out of fear.






QUINCE




Well, we will have such a prologue; and it shall be


written in eight and six.






BOTTOM




No, make it two more; let it be written in eight and

eight.






SNOUT




Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion?






STARVELING




I fear it, I promise you.






BOTTOM




Masters, you ought to consider with yourselves: to


bring in—God shield us!—a lion among ladies, is a


most dreadful thing; for there is not a more fearful


wild-fowl than your lion living; and we ought to


look to 't.






SNOUT




Therefore another prologue must tell he is not a lion.






BOTTOM




Nay, you must name his name, and half his face must


be seen through the lion's neck: and he himself


must speak through, saying thus, or to the same


defect,—'Ladies,'—or 'Fair-ladies—I would wish


You,'—or 'I would request you,'—or 'I would


entreat you,—not to fear, not to tremble: my life


for yours. If you think I come hither as a lion, it


were pity of my life: no I am no such thing; I am a


man as other men are;' and there indeed let him name


his name, and tell them plainly he is Snug the joiner.






QUINCE




Well it shall be so. But there is two hard things;


that is, to bring the moonlight into a chamber; for,


you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by moonlight.






SNOUT




Doth the moon shine that night we play our play?






BOTTOM




A calendar, a calendar! look in the almanac; find


out moonshine, find out moonshine.






QUINCE




Yes, it doth shine that night.






BOTTOM




Why, then may you leave a casement of the great


chamber window, where we play, open, and the moon


may shine in at the casement.






QUINCE




Ay; or else one must come in with a bush of thorns


and a lanthorn, and say he comes to disfigure, or to


present, the person of Moonshine. Then, there is


another thing: we must have a wall in the great


chamber; for Pyramus and Thisby says the story, did


talk through the chink of a wall.






SNOUT




You can never bring in a wall. What say you, Bottom?






BOTTOM




Some man or other must present Wall: and let him


have some plaster, or some loam, or some rough-cast


about him, to signify wall; and let him hold his


fingers thus, and through that cranny shall Pyramus


and Thisby whisper.






QUINCE




If that may be, then all is well. Come, sit down,


every mother's son, and rehearse your parts.


Pyramus, you begin: when you have spoken your


speech, enter into that brake: and so every one


according to his cue.



Enter PUCK behind





PUCK




What hempen home-spuns have we swaggering here,


So near the cradle of the fairy queen?


What, a play toward! I'll be an auditor;


An actor too, perhaps, if I see cause.






QUINCE




Speak, Pyramus. Thisby, stand forth.






BOTTOM




Thisby, the flowers of odious savours sweet,—






QUINCE




Odours, odours.






BOTTOM




—odours savours sweet:


So hath thy breath, my dearest Thisby dear.


But hark, a voice! stay thou but here awhile,


And by and by I will to thee appear.



Exit





PUCK




A stranger Pyramus than e'er played here.



Exit





FLUTE




Must I speak now?






QUINCE




Ay, marry, must you; for you must understand he goes


but to see a noise that he heard, and is to come again.






FLUTE




Most radiant Pyramus, most lily-white of hue,


Of colour like the red rose on triumphant brier,


Most brisky juvenal and eke most lovely Jew,


As true as truest horse that yet would never tire,


I'll meet thee, Pyramus, at Ninny's tomb.






QUINCE




'Ninus' tomb,' man: why, you must not speak that


yet; that you answer to Pyramus: you speak all your


part at once, cues and all Pyramus enter: your cue


is past; it is, 'never tire.'






FLUTE




O,—As true as truest horse, that yet would


never tire.



Re-enter PUCK, and BOTTOM with an ass's head





BOTTOM




If I were fair, Thisby, I were only thine.






QUINCE




O monstrous! O strange! we are haunted. Pray,


masters! fly, masters! Help!



Exeunt QUINCE, SNUG, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING





PUCK




I'll follow you, I'll lead you about a round,


Through bog, through bush, through brake, through brier:


Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a hound,


A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire;


And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roar, and burn,


Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every turn.



Exit





BOTTOM




Why do they run away? this is a knavery of them to


make me afeard.



Re-enter SNOUT





SNOUT




O Bottom, thou art changed! what do I see on thee?






BOTTOM




What do you see? you see an asshead of your own, do


you?



Exit SNOUT


Re-enter QUINCE





QUINCE




Bless thee, Bottom! bless thee! thou art


translated.



Exit





BOTTOM




I see their knavery: this is to make an ass of me;


to fright me, if they could. But I will not stir


from this place, do what they can: I will walk up


and down here, and I will sing, that they shall hear


I am not afraid.



Sings


The ousel cock so black of hue,


With orange-tawny bill,


The throstle with his note so true,


The wren with little quill,—






TITANIA




[Awaking] What angel wakes me from my flowery bed?






BOTTOM




[Sings]


The finch, the sparrow and the lark,


The plain-song cuckoo gray,


Whose note full many a man doth mark,


And dares not answer nay;—


for, indeed, who would set his wit to so foolish


a bird? who would give a bird the lie, though he cry


'cuckoo' never so?






TITANIA




I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again:


Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note;


So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape;


And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth move me


On the first view to say, to swear, I love thee.






BOTTOM




Methinks, mistress, you should have little reason


for that: and yet, to say the truth, reason and


love keep little company together now-a-days; the


more the pity that some honest neighbours will not


make them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon occasion.






TITANIA




Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful.






BOTTOM




Not so, neither: but if I had wit enough to get out


of this wood, I have enough to serve mine own turn.






TITANIA




Out of this wood do not desire to go:


Thou shalt remain here, whether thou wilt or no.


I am a spirit of no common rate;


The summer still doth tend upon my state;


And I do love thee: therefore, go with me;


I'll give thee fairies to attend on thee,


And they shall fetch thee jewels from the deep,


And sing while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep;


And I will purge thy mortal grossness so


That thou shalt like an airy spirit go.


Peaseblossom! Cobweb! Moth! and Mustardseed!



Enter PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH, and MUSTARDSEED





PEASEBLOSSOM




Ready.






COBWEB




And I.






MOTH




And I.






MUSTARDSEED




And I.






ALL




Where shall we go?






TITANIA




Be kind and courteous to this gentleman;


Hop in his walks and gambol in his eyes;


Feed him with apricocks and dewberries,


With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries;


The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees,


And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs


And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes,


To have my love to bed and to arise;


And pluck the wings from Painted butterflies


To fan the moonbeams from his sleeping eyes:


Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies.






PEASEBLOSSOM




Hail, mortal!






COBWEB




Hail!






MOTH




Hail!






MUSTARDSEED




Hail!






BOTTOM




I cry your worship's mercy, heartily: I beseech your


worship's name.






COBWEB




Cobweb.






BOTTOM




I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good Master


Cobweb: if I cut my finger, I shall make bold with


you. Your name, honest gentleman?






PEASEBLOSSOM




Peaseblossom.






BOTTOM




I pray you, commend me to Mistress Squash, your


mother, and to Master Peascod, your father. Good


Master Peaseblossom, I shall desire you of more


acquaintance too. Your name, I beseech you, sir?






MUSTARDSEED




Mustardseed.






BOTTOM




Good Master Mustardseed, I know your patience well:


that same cowardly, giant-like ox-beef hath


devoured many a gentleman of your house: I promise


you your kindred had made my eyes water ere now. I


desire your more acquaintance, good Master


Mustardseed.






TITANIA




Come, wait upon him; lead him to my bower.


The moon methinks looks with a watery eye;


And when she weeps, weeps every little flower,


Lamenting some enforced chastity.


Tie up my love's tongue bring him silently.



Exeunt

























SCENE II. Another part of the wood.






Enter OBERON





OBERON




I wonder if Titania be awaked;


Then, what it was that next came in her eye,


Which she must dote on in extremity.



Enter PUCK


Here comes my messenger.


How now, mad spirit!


What night-rule now about this haunted grove?






PUCK




My mistress with a monster is in love.


Near to her close and consecrated bower,


While she was in her dull and sleeping hour,


A crew of patches, rude mechanicals,


That work for bread upon Athenian stalls,


Were met together to rehearse a play


Intended for great Theseus' nuptial-day.


The shallowest thick-skin of that barren sort,


Who Pyramus presented, in their sport


Forsook his scene and enter'd in a brake


When I did him at this advantage take,


An ass's nole I fixed on his head:


Anon his Thisbe must be answered,


And forth my mimic comes. When they him spy,


As wild geese that the creeping fowler eye,


Or russet-pated choughs, many in sort,


Rising and cawing at the gun's report,


Sever themselves and madly sweep the sky,


So, at his sight, away his fellows fly;


And, at our stamp, here o'er and o'er one falls;


He murder cries and help from Athens calls.


Their sense thus weak, lost with their fears


thus strong,


Made senseless things begin to do them wrong;


For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch;


Some sleeves, some hats, from yielders all


things catch.


I led them on in this distracted fear,


And left sweet Pyramus translated there:


When in that moment, so it came to pass,


Titania waked and straightway loved an ass.






OBERON




This falls out better than I could devise.


But hast thou yet latch'd the Athenian's eyes


With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do?






PUCK




I took him sleeping,—that is finish'd too,—


And the Athenian woman by his side:


That, when he waked, of force she must be eyed.



Enter HERMIA and DEMETRIUS





OBERON




Stand close: this is the same Athenian.






PUCK




This is the woman, but not this the man.






DEMETRIUS




O, why rebuke you him that loves you so?


Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.






HERMIA




Now I but chide; but I should use thee worse,


For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse,


If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep,


Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,


And kill me too.


The sun was not so true unto the day


As he to me: would he have stolen away


From sleeping Hermia? I'll believe as soon


This whole earth may be bored and that the moon


May through the centre creep and so displease


Her brother's noontide with Antipodes.


It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him;


So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim.






DEMETRIUS




So should the murder'd look, and so should I,


Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty:


Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,


As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.






HERMIA




What's this to my Lysander? where is he?


Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?






DEMETRIUS




I had rather give his carcass to my hounds.






HERMIA




Out, dog! out, cur! thou drivest me past the bounds


Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then?


Henceforth be never number'd among men!


O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake!


Durst thou have look'd upon him being awake,


And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch!


Could not a worm, an adder, do so much?


An adder did it; for with doubler tongue


Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung.






DEMETRIUS




You spend your passion on a misprised mood:


I am not guilty of Lysander's blood;


Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.






HERMIA




I pray thee, tell me then that he is well.






DEMETRIUS




An if I could, what should I get therefore?






HERMIA




A privilege never to see me more.


And from thy hated presence part I so:


See me no more, whether he be dead or no.



Exit





DEMETRIUS




There is no following her in this fierce vein:


Here therefore for a while I will remain.


So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow


For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe:


Which now in some slight measure it will pay,


If for his tender here I make some stay.



Lies down and sleeps





OBERON




What hast thou done? thou hast mistaken quite


And laid the love-juice on some true-love's sight:


Of thy misprision must perforce ensue


Some true love turn'd and not a false turn'd true.






PUCK




Then fate o'er-rules, that, one man holding troth,


A million fail, confounding oath on oath.






OBERON




About the wood go swifter than the wind,


And Helena of Athens look thou find:


All fancy-sick she is and pale of cheer,


With sighs of love, that costs the fresh blood dear:


By some illusion see thou bring her here:


I'll charm his eyes against she do appear.






PUCK




I go, I go; look how I go,


Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow.



Exit





OBERON




Flower of this purple dye,


Hit with Cupid's archery,


Sink in apple of his eye.


When his love he doth espy,


Let her shine as gloriously


As the Venus of the sky.


When thou wakest, if she be by,


Beg of her for remedy.



Re-enter PUCK





PUCK




Captain of our fairy band,


Helena is here at hand;


And the youth, mistook by me,


Pleading for a lover's fee.


Shall we their fond pageant see?


Lord, what fools these mortals be!






OBERON




Stand aside: the noise they make


Will cause Demetrius to awake.






PUCK




Then will two at once woo one;


That must needs be sport alone;


And those things do best please me


That befal preposterously.



Enter LYSANDER and HELENA





LYSANDER




Why should you think that I should woo in scorn?


Scorn and derision never come in tears:


Look, when I vow, I weep; and vows so born,


In their nativity all truth appears.


How can these things in me seem scorn to you,


Bearing the badge of faith, to prove them true?






HELENA




You do advance your cunning more and more.


When truth kills truth, O devilish-holy fray!


These vows are Hermia's: will you give her o'er?


Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh:


Your vows to her and me, put in two scales,


Will even weigh, and both as light as tales.






LYSANDER




I had no judgment when to her I swore.






HELENA




Nor none, in my mind, now you give her o'er.






LYSANDER




Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you.






DEMETRIUS




[Awaking] O Helena, goddess, nymph, perfect, divine!


To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne?


Crystal is muddy. O, how ripe in show


Thy lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow!


That pure congealed white, high Taurus snow,


Fann'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow


When thou hold'st up thy hand: O, let me kiss


This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss!






HELENA




O spite! O hell! I see you all are bent


To set against me for your merriment:


If you we re civil and knew courtesy,


You would not do me thus much injury.


Can you not hate me, as I know you do,


But you must join in souls to mock me too?


If you were men, as men you are in show,


You would not use a gentle lady so;


To vow, and swear, and superpraise my parts,


When I am sure you hate me with your hearts.


You both are rivals, and love Hermia;


And now both rivals, to mock Helena:


A trim exploit, a manly enterprise,


To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes


With your derision! none of noble sort


Would so offend a virgin, and extort


A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport.






LYSANDER




You are unkind, Demetrius; be not so;


For you love Hermia; this you know I know:


And here, with all good will, with all my heart,


In Hermia's love I yield you up my part;


And yours of Helena to me bequeath,


Whom I do love and will do till my death.






HELENA




Never did mockers waste more idle breath.






DEMETRIUS




Lysander, keep thy Hermia; I will none:


If e'er I loved her, all that love is gone.


My heart to her but as guest-wise sojourn'd,


And now to Helen is it home return'd,


There to remain.






LYSANDER




Helen, it is not so.






DEMETRIUS




Disparage not the faith thou dost not know,


Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it dear.


Look, where thy love comes; yonder is thy dear.



Re-enter HERMIA





HERMIA




Dark night, that from the eye his function takes,


The ear more quick of apprehension makes;


Wherein it doth impair the seeing sense,


It pays the hearing double recompense.


Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found;


Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound


But why unkindly didst thou leave me so?






LYSANDER




Why should he stay, whom love doth press to go?






HERMIA




What love could press Lysander from my side?






LYSANDER




Lysander's love, that would not let him bide,


Fair Helena, who more engilds the night


Than all you fiery oes and eyes of light.


Why seek'st thou me? could not this make thee know,


The hate I bear thee made me leave thee so?






HERMIA




You speak not as you think: it cannot be.






HELENA




Lo, she is one of this confederacy!


Now I perceive they have conjoin'd all three


To fashion this false sport, in spite of me.


Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid!


Have you conspired, have you with these contrived


To bait me with this foul derision?


Is all the counsel that we two have shared,


The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent,


When we have chid the hasty-footed time


For parting us,—O, is it all forgot?


All school-days' friendship, childhood innocence?


We, Hermia, like two artificial gods,


Have with our needles created both one flower,


Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion,


Both warbling of one song, both in one key,


As if our hands, our sides, voices and minds,


Had been incorporate. So we grow together,


Like to a double cherry, seeming parted,


But yet an union in partition;


Two lovely berries moulded on one stem;


So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart;


Two of the first, like coats in heraldry,


Due but to one and crowned with one crest.


And will you rent our ancient love asunder,


To join with men in scorning your poor friend?


It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly:


Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it,


Though I alone do feel the injury.






HERMIA




I am amazed at your passionate words.


I scorn you not: it seems that you scorn me.






HELENA




Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn,


To follow me and praise my eyes and face?


And made your other love, Demetrius,


Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,


To call me goddess, nymph, divine and rare,


Precious, celestial? Wherefore speaks he this


To her he hates? and wherefore doth Lysander


Deny your love, so rich within his soul,


And tender me, forsooth, affection,


But by your setting on, by your consent?


What thought I be not so in grace as you,


So hung upon with love, so fortunate,


But miserable most, to love unloved?


This you should pity rather than despise.






HERNIA




I understand not what you mean by this.






HELENA




Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks,


Make mouths upon me when I turn my back;


Wink each at other; hold the sweet jest up:


This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled.


If you have any pity, grace, or manners,


You would not make me such an argument.


But fare ye well: 'tis partly my own fault;


Which death or absence soon shall remedy.






LYSANDER




Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse:


My love, my life my soul, fair Helena!






HELENA




O excellent!






HERMIA




Sweet, do not scorn her so.






DEMETRIUS




If she cannot entreat, I can compel.






LYSANDER




Thou canst compel no more than she entreat:


Thy threats have no more strength than her weak prayers.


Helen, I love thee; by my life, I do:


I swear by that which I will lose for thee,


To prove him false that says I love thee not.






DEMETRIUS




I say I love thee more than he can do.






LYSANDER




If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too.






DEMETRIUS




Quick, come!






HERMIA




Lysander, whereto tends all this?






LYSANDER




Away, you Ethiope!






DEMETRIUS




No, no; he'll [ ]


Seem to break loose; take on as you would follow,


But yet come not: you are a tame man, go!






LYSANDER




Hang off, thou cat, thou burr! vile thing, let loose,


Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent!






HERMIA




Why are you grown so rude? what change is this?


Sweet love,—






LYSANDER




Thy love! out, tawny Tartar, out!


Out, loathed medicine! hated potion, hence!






HERMIA




Do you not jest?






HELENA




Yes, sooth; and so do you.






LYSANDER




Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee.






DEMETRIUS




I would I had your bond, for I perceive


A weak bond holds you: I'll not trust your word.






LYSANDER




What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her dead?


Although I hate her, I'll not harm her so.






HERMIA




What, can you do me greater harm than hate?


Hate me! wherefore? O me! what news, my love!


Am not I Hermia? are not you Lysander?


I am as fair now as I was erewhile.


Since night you loved me; yet since night you left


me:


Why, then you left me—O, the gods forbid!—


In earnest, shall I say?






LYSANDER




Ay, by my life;


And never did desire to see thee more.


Therefore be out of hope, of question, of doubt;


Be certain, nothing truer; 'tis no jest


That I do hate thee and love Helena.






HERMIA




O me! you juggler! you canker-blossom!


You thief of love! what, have you come by night


And stolen my love's heart from him?






HELENA




Fine, i'faith!


Have you no modesty, no maiden shame,


No touch of bashfulness? What, will you tear


Impatient answers from my gentle tongue?


Fie, fie! you counterfeit, you puppet, you!






HERMIA




Puppet? why so? ay, that way goes the game.


Now I perceive that she hath made compare


Between our statures; she hath urged her height;


And with her personage, her tall personage,


Her height, forsooth, she hath prevail'd with him.


And are you grown so high in his esteem;


Because I am so dwarfish and so low?


How low am I, thou painted maypole? speak;


How low am I? I am not yet so low


But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes.






HELENA




I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen,


Let her not hurt me: I was never curst;


I have no gift at all in shrewishness;


I am a right maid for my cowardice:


Let her not strike me. You perhaps may think,


Because she is something lower than myself,


That I can match her.






HERMIA




Lower! hark, again.






HELENA




Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me.


I evermore did love you, Hermia,


Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you;


Save that, in love unto Demetrius,


I told him of your stealth unto this wood.


He follow'd you; for love I follow'd him;


But he hath chid me hence and threaten'd me


To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too:


And now, so you will let me quiet go,


To Athens will I bear my folly back


And follow you no further: let me go:


You see how simple and how fond I am.






HERMIA




Why, get you gone: who is't that hinders you?






HELENA




A foolish heart, that I leave here behind.






HERMIA




What, with Lysander?






HELENA




With Demetrius.






LYSANDER




Be not afraid; she shall not harm thee, Helena.






DEMETRIUS




No, sir, she shall not, though you take her part.






HELENA




O, when she's angry, she is keen and shrewd!


She was a vixen when she went to school;


And though she be but little, she is fierce.






HERMIA




'Little' again! nothing but 'low' and 'little'!


Why will you suffer her to flout me thus?


Let me come to her.






LYSANDER




Get you gone, you dwarf;


You minimus, of hindering knot-grass made;


You bead, you acorn.






DEMETRIUS




You are too officious


In her behalf that scorns your services.


Let her alone: speak not of Helena;


Take not her part; for, if thou dost intend


Never so little show of love to her,


Thou shalt aby it.






LYSANDER




Now she holds me not;


Now follow, if thou darest, to try whose right,


Of thine or mine, is most in Helena.






DEMETRIUS




Follow! nay, I'll go with thee, cheek by jole.



Exeunt LYSANDER and DEMETRIUS





HERMIA




You, mistress, all this coil is 'long of you:


Nay, go not back.






HELENA




I will not trust you, I,


Nor longer stay in your curst company.


Your hands than mine are quicker for a fray,


My legs are longer though, to run away.



Exit





HERMIA




I am amazed, and know not what to say.



Exit





OBERON




This is thy negligence: still thou mistakest,


Or else committ'st thy knaveries wilfully.






PUCK




Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook.


Did not you tell me I should know the man


By the Athenian garment be had on?


And so far blameless proves my enterprise,


That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes;


And so far am I glad it so did sort


As this their jangling I esteem a sport.






OBERON




Thou see'st these lovers seek a place to fight:


Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night;


The starry welkin cover thou anon


With drooping fog as black as Acheron,


And lead these testy rivals so astray


As one come not within another's way.


Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue,


Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong;


And sometime rail thou like Demetrius;


And from each other look thou lead them thus,


Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep


With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep:


Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye;


Whose liquor hath this virtuous property,


To take from thence all error with his might,


And make his eyeballs roll with wonted sight.


When they next wake, all this derision


Shall seem a dream and fruitless vision,


And back to Athens shall the lovers wend,


With league whose date till death shall never end.


Whiles I in this affair do thee employ,


I'll to my queen and beg her Indian boy;


And then I will her charmed eye release


From monster's view, and all things shall be peace.






PUCK




My fairy lord, this must be done with haste,


For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast,


And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger;


At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and there,


Troop home to churchyards: damned spirits all,


That in crossways and floods have burial,


Already to their wormy beds are gone;


For fear lest day should look their shames upon,


They willfully themselves exile from light


And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night.






OBERON




But we are spirits of another sort:


I with the morning's love have oft made sport,


And, like a forester, the groves may tread,


Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red,


Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams,


Turns into yellow gold his salt green streams.


But, notwithstanding, haste; make no delay:


We may effect this business yet ere day.



Exit





PUCK




Up and down, up and down,


I will lead them up and down:


I am fear'd in field and town:


Goblin, lead them up and down.


Here comes one.



Re-enter LYSANDER





LYSANDER




Where art thou, proud Demetrius? speak thou now.






PUCK




Here, villain; drawn and ready. Where art thou?






LYSANDER




I will be with thee straight.






PUCK




Follow me, then,


To plainer ground.



Exit LYSANDER, as following the voice


Re-enter DEMETRIUS





DEMETRIUS




Lysander! speak again:


Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled?


Speak! In some bush? Where dost thou hide thy head?






PUCK




Thou coward, art thou bragging to the stars,


Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars,


And wilt not come? Come, recreant; come, thou child;


I'll whip thee with a rod: he is defiled


That draws a sword on thee.






DEMETRIUS




Yea, art thou there?






PUCK




Follow my voice: we'll try no manhood here.



Exeunt


Re-enter LYSANDER





LYSANDER




He goes before me and still dares me on:


When I come where he calls, then he is gone.


The villain is much lighter-heel'd than I:


I follow'd fast, but faster he did fly;


That fallen am I in dark uneven way,


And here will rest me.



Lies down


Come, thou gentle day!


For if but once thou show me thy grey light,


I'll find Demetrius and revenge this spite.



Sleeps


Re-enter PUCK and DEMETRIUS





PUCK




Ho, ho, ho! Coward, why comest thou not?






DEMETRIUS




Abide me, if thou darest; for well I wot


Thou runn'st before me, shifting every place,


And darest not stand, nor look me in the face.


Where art thou now?






PUCK




Come hither: I am here.






DEMETRIUS




Nay, then, thou mock'st me. Thou shalt buy this dear,


If ever I thy face by daylight see:


Now, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me


To measure out my length on this cold bed.


By day's approach look to be visited.



Lies down and sleeps


Re-enter HELENA





HELENA




O weary night, O long and tedious night,


Abate thy hour! Shine comforts from the east,


That I may back to Athens by daylight,


From these that my poor company detest:


And sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye,


Steal me awhile from mine own company.



Lies down and sleeps





PUCK




Yet but three? Come one more;


Two of both kinds make up four.


Here she comes, curst and sad:


Cupid is a knavish lad,


Thus to make poor females mad.



Re-enter HERMIA





HERMIA




Never so weary, never so in woe,


Bedabbled with the dew and torn with briers,


I can no further crawl, no further go;


My legs can keep no pace with my desires.


Here will I rest me till the break of day.


Heavens shield Lysander, if they mean a fray!



Lies down and sleeps





PUCK




On the ground


Sleep sound:


I'll apply


To your eye,


Gentle lover, remedy.



Squeezing the juice on LYSANDER's eyes


When thou wakest,


Thou takest


True delight


In the sight


Of thy former lady's eye:


And the country proverb known,


That every man should take his own,


In your waking shall be shown:


Jack shall have Jill;


Nought shall go ill;


The man shall have his mare again, and all shall be well.



Exit






















Act IV




SCENE I. The same. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS,

HELENA, and HERMIA lying asleep.






Enter TITANIA and BOTTOM; PEASEBLOSSOM, COBWEB, MOTH,

MUSTARDSEED, and other Fairies attending; OBERON behind

unseen





TITANIA




Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed,


While I thy amiable cheeks do coy,


And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head,


And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy.






BOTTOM




Where's Peaseblossom?






PEASEBLOSSOM




Ready.






BOTTOM




Scratch my head Peaseblossom. Where's Mounsieur

Cobweb?






COBWEB




Ready.






BOTTOM




Mounsieur Cobweb, good mounsieur, get you your


weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped


humble-bee on the top of a thistle; and, good


mounsieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret


yourself too much in the action, mounsieur; and,


good mounsieur, have a care the honey-bag break not;


I would be loath to have you overflown with a


honey-bag, signior. Where's Mounsieur Mustardseed?






MUSTARDSEED




Ready.






BOTTOM




Give me your neaf, Mounsieur Mustardseed. Pray you,


leave your courtesy, good mounsieur.






MUSTARDSEED




What's your Will?






BOTTOM




Nothing, good mounsieur, but to help Cavalery Cobweb


to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur; for


methinks I am marvellous hairy about the face; and I


am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle me,


I must scratch.






TITANIA




What, wilt thou hear some music,


my sweet love?






BOTTOM




I have a reasonable good ear in music. Let's have


the tongs and the bones.






TITANIA




Or say, sweet love, what thou desirest to eat.






BOTTOM




Truly, a peck of provender: I could munch your good


dry oats. Methinks I have a great desire to a bottle


of hay: good hay, sweet hay, hath no fellow.






TITANIA




I have a venturous fairy that shall seek


The squirrel's hoard, and fetch thee new nuts.






BOTTOM




I had rather have a handful or two of dried peas.


But, I pray you, let none of your people stir me: I


have an exposition of sleep come upon me.






TITANIA




Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms.


Fairies, begone, and be all ways away.



Exeunt fairies


So doth the woodbine the sweet honeysuckle


Gently entwist; the female ivy so


Enrings the barky fingers of the elm.


O, how I love thee! how I dote on thee!



They sleep


Enter PUCK





OBERON




[Advancing] Welcome, good Robin.


See'st thou this sweet sight?


Her dotage now I do begin to pity:


For, meeting her of late behind the wood,


Seeking sweet favours from this hateful fool,


I did upbraid her and fall out with her;


For she his hairy temples then had rounded


With a coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers;


And that same dew, which sometime on the buds


Was wont to swell like round and orient pearls,


Stood now within the pretty flowerets' eyes


Like tears that did their own disgrace bewail.


When I had at my pleasure taunted her


And she in mild terms begg'd my patience,


I then did ask of her her changeling child;


Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent


To bear him to my bower in fairy land.


And now I have the boy, I will undo


This hateful imperfection of her eyes:


And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp


From off the head of this Athenian swain;


That, he awaking when the other do,


May all to Athens back again repair


And think no more of this night's accidents


But as the fierce vexation of a dream.


But first I will release the fairy queen.


Be as thou wast wont to be;


See as thou wast wont to see:


Dian's bud o'er Cupid's flower


Hath such force and blessed power.


Now, my Titania; wake you, my sweet queen.






TITANIA




My Oberon! what visions have I seen!


Methought I was enamour'd of an ass.






OBERON




There lies your love.






TITANIA




How came these things to pass?


O, how mine eyes do loathe his visage now!






OBERON




Silence awhile. Robin, take off this head.


Titania, music call; and strike more dead


Than common sleep of all these five the sense.






TITANIA




Music, ho! music, such as charmeth sleep!



Music, still





PUCK




Now, when thou wakest, with thine


own fool's eyes peep.






OBERON




Sound, music! Come, my queen, take hands with me,


And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be.


Now thou and I are new in amity,


And will to-morrow midnight solemnly


Dance in Duke Theseus' house triumphantly,


And bless it to all fair prosperity:


There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be


Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity.






PUCK




Fairy king, attend, and mark:


I do hear the morning lark.






OBERON




Then, my queen, in silence sad,


Trip we after the night's shade:


We the globe can compass soon,


Swifter than the wandering moon.






TITANIA




Come, my lord, and in our flight


Tell me how it came this night


That I sleeping here was found


With these mortals on the ground.



Exeunt


Horns winded within


Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train





THESEUS




Go, one of you, find out the forester;


For now our observation is perform'd;


And since we have the vaward of the day,


My love shall hear the music of my hounds.


Uncouple in the western valley; let them go:


Dispatch, I say, and find the forester.



Exit an Attendant


We will, fair queen, up to the mountain's top,


And mark the musical confusion


Of hounds and echo in conjunction.






HIPPOLYTA




I was with Hercules and Cadmus once,


When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear


With hounds of Sparta: never did I hear


Such gallant chiding: for, besides the groves,


The skies, the fountains, every region near


Seem'd all one mutual cry: I never heard


So musical a discord, such sweet thunder.






THESEUS




My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind,


So flew'd, so sanded, and their heads are hung


With ears that sweep away the morning dew;


Crook-knee'd, and dew-lapp'd like Thessalian bulls;


Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells,


Each under each. A cry more tuneable


Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn,


In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly:


Judge when you hear. But, soft! what nymphs are these?






EGEUS




My lord, this is my daughter here asleep;


And this, Lysander; this Demetrius is;


This Helena, old Nedar's Helena:


I wonder of their being here together.






THESEUS




No doubt they rose up early to observe


The rite of May, and hearing our intent,


Came here in grace our solemnity.


But speak, Egeus; is not this the day


That Hermia should give answer of her choice?






EGEUS




It is, my lord.






THESEUS




Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their horns.



Horns and shout within. LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HELENA, and

HERMIA wake and start up


Good morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is past:


Begin these wood-birds but to couple now?






LYSANDER




Pardon, my lord.






THESEUS




I pray you all, stand up.


I know you two are rival enemies:


How comes this gentle concord in the world,


That hatred is so far from jealousy,


To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity?






LYSANDER




My lord, I shall reply amazedly,


Half sleep, half waking: but as yet, I swear,


I cannot truly say how I came here;


But, as I think,—for truly would I speak,


And now do I bethink me, so it is,—


I came with Hermia hither: our intent


Was to be gone from Athens, where we might,


Without the peril of the Athenian law.






EGEUS




Enough, enough, my lord; you have enough:


I beg the law, the law, upon his head.


They would have stolen away; they would, Demetrius,


Thereby to have defeated you and me,


You of your wife and me of my consent,


Of my consent that she should be your wife.






DEMETRIUS




My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth,


Of this their purpose hither to this wood;


And I in fury hither follow'd them,


Fair Helena in fancy following me.


But, my good lord, I wot not by what power,—


But by some power it is,—my love to Hermia,


Melted as the snow, seems to me now


As the remembrance of an idle gaud


Which in my childhood I did dote upon;


And all the faith, the virtue of my heart,


The object and the pleasure of mine eye,


Is only Helena. To her, my lord,


Was I betroth'd ere I saw Hermia:


But, like in sickness, did I loathe this food;


But, as in health, come to my natural taste,


Now I do wish it, love it, long for it,


And will for evermore be true to it.






THESEUS




Fair lovers, you are fortunately met:


Of this discourse we more will hear anon.


Egeus, I will overbear your will;


For in the temple by and by with us


These couples shall eternally be knit:


And, for the morning now is something worn,


Our purposed hunting shall be set aside.


Away with us to Athens; three and three,


We'll hold a feast in great solemnity.


Come, Hippolyta.



Exeunt THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, EGEUS, and train





DEMETRIUS




These things seem small and undistinguishable,






HERMIA




Methinks I see these things with parted eye,


When every thing seems double.






HELENA




So methinks:


And I have found Demetrius like a jewel,


Mine own, and not mine own.






DEMETRIUS




Are you sure


That we are awake? It seems to me


That yet we sleep, we dream. Do not you think


The duke was here, and bid us follow him?






HERMIA




Yea; and my father.






HELENA




And Hippolyta.






LYSANDER




And he did bid us follow to the temple.






DEMETRIUS




Why, then, we are awake: let's follow him


And by the way let us recount our dreams.



Exeunt





BOTTOM




[Awaking] When my cue comes, call me, and I will


answer: my next is, 'Most fair Pyramus.' Heigh-ho!


Peter Quince! Flute, the bellows-mender! Snout,


the tinker! Starveling! God's my life, stolen


hence, and left me asleep! I have had a most rare


vision. I have had a dream, past the wit of man to


say what dream it was: man is but an ass, if he go


about to expound this dream. Methought I was—there


is no man can tell what. Methought I was,—and


methought I had,—but man is but a patched fool, if


he will offer to say what methought I had. The eye


of man hath not heard, the ear of man hath not


seen, man's hand is not able to taste, his tongue


to conceive, nor his heart to report, what my dream


was. I will get Peter Quince to write a ballad of


this dream: it shall be called Bottom's Dream,


because it hath no bottom; and I will sing it in the


latter end of a play, before the duke:


peradventure, to make it the more gracious, I shall


sing it at her death.



Exit

























SCENE II. Athens. QUINCE'S house.






Enter QUINCE, FLUTE, SNOUT, and STARVELING





QUINCE




Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he come home

yet?






STARVELING




He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt he is


transported.






FLUTE




If he come not, then the play is marred: it goes


not forward, doth it?






QUINCE




It is not possible: you have not a man in all


Athens able to discharge Pyramus but he.






FLUTE




No, he hath simply the best wit of any handicraft


man in Athens.






QUINCE




Yea and the best person too; and he is a very


paramour for a sweet voice.






FLUTE




You must say 'paragon:' a paramour is, God bless us,


a thing of naught.



Enter SNUG





SNUG




Masters, the duke is coming from the temple, and


there is two or three lords and ladies more married:


if our sport had gone forward, we had all been made


men.






FLUTE




O sweet bully Bottom! Thus hath he lost sixpence a


day during his life; he could not have 'scaped


sixpence a day: an the duke had not given him


sixpence a day for playing Pyramus, I'll be hanged;


he would have deserved it: sixpence a day in


Pyramus, or nothing.



Enter BOTTOM





BOTTOM




Where are these lads? where are these hearts?






QUINCE




Bottom! O most courageous day! O most happy hour!






BOTTOM




Masters, I am to discourse wonders: but ask me not


what; for if I tell you, I am no true Athenian. I


will tell you every thing, right as it fell out.






QUINCE




Let us hear, sweet Bottom.






BOTTOM




Not a word of me. All that I will tell you is, that


the duke hath dined. Get your apparel together,


good strings to your beards, new ribbons to your


pumps; meet presently at the palace; every man look


o'er his part; for the short and the long is, our


play is preferred. In any case, let Thisby have


clean linen; and let not him that plays the lion


pair his nails, for they shall hang out for the


lion's claws. And, most dear actors, eat no onions


nor garlic, for we are to utter sweet breath; and I


do not doubt but to hear them say, it is a sweet


comedy. No more words: away! go, away!



Exeunt






















Act V




SCENE I. Athens. The palace of

THESEUS.






Enter THESEUS, HIPPOLYTA, PHILOSTRATE, Lords and

Attendants





HIPPOLYTA




'Tis strange my Theseus, that these


lovers speak of.






THESEUS




More strange than true: I never may believe


These antique fables, nor these fairy toys.


Lovers and madmen have such seething brains,


Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend


More than cool reason ever comprehends.


The lunatic, the lover and the poet


Are of imagination all compact:


One sees more devils than vast hell can hold,


That is, the madman: the lover, all as frantic,


Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt:


The poet's eye, in fine frenzy rolling,


Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven;


And as imagination bodies forth


The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen


Turns them to shapes and gives to airy nothing


A local habitation and a name.


Such tricks hath strong imagination,


That if it would but apprehend some joy,


It comprehends some bringer of that joy;


Or in the night, imagining some fear,


How easy is a bush supposed a bear!






HIPPOLYTA




But all the story of the night told over,


And all their minds transfigured so together,


More witnesseth than fancy's images


And grows to something of great constancy;


But, howsoever, strange and admirable.






THESEUS




Here come the lovers, full of joy and mirth.



Enter LYSANDER, DEMETRIUS, HERMIA, and HELENA


Joy, gentle friends! joy and fresh days of love


Accompany your hearts!






LYSANDER




More than to us


Wait in your royal walks, your board, your bed!






THESEUS




Come now; what masques, what dances shall we have,


To wear away this long age of three hours


Between our after-supper and bed-time?


Where is our usual manager of mirth?


What revels are in hand? Is there no play,


To ease the anguish of a torturing hour?


Call Philostrate.






PHILOSTRATE




Here, mighty Theseus.






THESEUS




Say, what abridgement have you for this evening?


What masque? what music? How shall we beguile


The lazy time, if not with some delight?






PHILOSTRATE




There is a brief how many sports are ripe:


Make choice of which your highness will see first.



Giving a paper





THESEUS




[Reads] 'The battle with the Centaurs, to be sung


By an Athenian eunuch to the harp.'


We'll none of that: that have I told my love,


In glory of my kinsman Hercules.



Reads


'The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals,


Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.'


That is an old device; and it was play'd


When I from Thebes came last a conqueror.



Reads


'The thrice three Muses mourning for the death


Of Learning, late deceased in beggary.'


That is some satire, keen and critical,


Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony.



Reads


'A tedious brief scene of young Pyramus


And his love Thisbe; very tragical mirth.'


Merry and tragical! tedious and brief!


That is, hot ice and wondrous strange snow.


How shall we find the concord of this discord?






PHILOSTRATE




A play there is, my lord, some ten words long,


Which is as brief as I have known a play;


But by ten words, my lord, it is too long,


Which makes it tedious; for in all the play


There is not one word apt, one player fitted:


And tragical, my noble lord, it is;


For Pyramus therein doth kill himself.


Which, when I saw rehearsed, I must confess,


Made mine eyes water; but more merry tears


The passion of loud laughter never shed.






THESEUS




What are they that do play it?






PHILOSTRATE




Hard-handed men that work in Athens here,


Which never labour'd in their minds till now,


And now have toil'd their unbreathed memories


With this same play, against your nuptial.






THESEUS




And we will hear it.






PHILOSTRATE




No, my noble lord;


It is not for you: I have heard it over,


And it is nothing, nothing in the world;


Unless you can find sport in their intents,


Extremely stretch'd and conn'd with cruel pain,


To do you service.






THESEUS




I will hear that play;


For never anything can be amiss,


When simpleness and duty tender it.


Go, bring them in: and take your places, ladies.



Exit PHILOSTRATE





HIPPOLYTA




I love not to see wretchedness o'er charged


And duty in his service perishing.






THESEUS




Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such thing.






HIPPOLYTA




He says they can do nothing in this kind.






THESEUS




The kinder we, to give them thanks for nothing.


Our sport shall be to take what they mistake:


And what poor duty cannot do, noble respect


Takes it in might, not merit.


Where I have come, great clerks have purposed


To greet me with premeditated welcomes;


Where I have seen them shiver and look pale,


Make periods in the midst of sentences,


Throttle their practised accent in their fears


And in conclusion dumbly have broke off,


Not paying me a welcome. Trust me, sweet,


Out of this silence yet I pick'd a welcome;


And in the modesty of fearful duty


I read as much as from the rattling tongue


Of saucy and audacious eloquence.


Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity


In least speak most, to my capacity.



Re-enter PHILOSTRATE





PHILOSTRATE




So please your grace, the Prologue is address'd.






THESEUS




Let him approach.



Flourish of trumpets


Enter QUINCE for the Prologue





Prologue




If we offend, it is with our good will.


That you should think, we come not to offend,


But with good will. To show our simple skill,


That is the true beginning of our end.


Consider then we come but in despite.


We do not come as minding to contest you,


Our true intent is. All for your delight


We are not here. That you should here repent you,


The actors are at hand and by their show


You shall know all that you are like to know.






THESEUS




This fellow doth not stand upon points.






LYSANDER




He hath rid his prologue like a rough colt; he knows


not the stop. A good moral, my lord: it is not


enough to speak, but to speak true.






HIPPOLYTA




Indeed he hath played on his prologue like a child


on a recorder; a sound, but not in government.






THESEUS




His speech, was like a tangled chain; nothing


impaired, but all disordered. Who is next?



Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion





Prologue




Gentles, perchance you wonder at this show;


But wonder on, till truth make all things plain.


This man is Pyramus, if you would know;


This beauteous lady Thisby is certain.


This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present


Wall, that vile Wall which did these lovers sunder;


And through Wall's chink, poor souls, they are content


To whisper. At the which let no man wonder.


This man, with lanthorn, dog, and bush of thorn,


Presenteth Moonshine; for, if you will know,


By moonshine did these lovers think no scorn


To meet at Ninus' tomb, there, there to woo.


This grisly beast, which Lion hight by name,


The trusty Thisby, coming first by night,


Did scare away, or rather did affright;


And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall,


Which Lion vile with bloody mouth did stain.


Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth and tall,


And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slain:


Whereat, with blade, with bloody blameful blade,


He bravely broach'd is boiling bloody breast;


And Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade,


His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest,


Let Lion, Moonshine, Wall, and lovers twain


At large discourse, while here they do remain.



Exeunt Prologue, Thisbe, Lion, and Moonshine





THESEUS




I wonder if the lion be to speak.






DEMETRIUS




No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when many asses do.






Wall




In this same interlude it doth befall


That I, one Snout by name, present a wall;


And such a wall, as I would have you think,


That had in it a crannied hole or chink,


Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby,


Did whisper often very secretly.


This loam, this rough-cast and this stone doth show


That I am that same wall; the truth is so:


And this the cranny is, right and sinister,


Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper.






THESEUS




Would you desire lime and hair to speak better?






DEMETRIUS




It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard


discourse, my lord.



Enter Pyramus





THESEUS




Pyramus draws near the wall: silence!






Pyramus




O grim-look'd night! O night with hue so black!


O night, which ever art when day is not!


O night, O night! alack, alack, alack,


I fear my Thisby's promise is forgot!


And thou, O wall, O sweet, O lovely wall,


That stand'st between her father's ground and mine!


Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall,


Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine eyne!



Wall holds up his fingers


Thanks, courteous wall: Jove shield thee well for this!


But what see I? No Thisby do I see.


O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss!


Cursed be thy stones for thus deceiving me!






THESEUS




The wall, methinks, being sensible, should curse

again.






Pyramus




No, in truth, sir, he should not. 'Deceiving me'


is Thisby's cue: she is to enter now, and I am to


spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will


fall pat as I told you. Yonder she comes.



Enter Thisbe





Thisbe




O wall, full often hast thou heard my moans,


For parting my fair Pyramus and me!


My cherry lips have often kiss'd thy stones,


Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.






Pyramus




I see a voice: now will I to the chink,


To spy an I can hear my Thisby's face. Thisby!






Thisbe




My love thou art, my love I think.






Pyramus




Think what thou wilt, I am thy lover's grace;


And, like Limander, am I trusty still.






Thisbe




And I like Helen, till the Fates me kill.






Pyramus




Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true.






Thisbe




As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.






Pyramus




O kiss me through the hole of this vile wall!






Thisbe




I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all.






Pyramus




Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me straightway?






Thisbe




'Tide life, 'tide death, I come without delay.



Exeunt Pyramus and Thisbe





Wall




Thus have I, Wall, my part discharged so;


And, being done, thus Wall away doth go.



Exit





THESEUS




Now is the mural down between the two neighbours.






DEMETRIUS




No remedy, my lord, when walls are so wilful to hear


without warning.






HIPPOLYTA




This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard.






THESEUS




The best in this kind are but shadows; and the worst


are no worse, if imagination amend them.






HIPPOLYTA




It must be your imagination then, and not theirs.






THESEUS




If we imagine no worse of them than they of


themselves, they may pass for excellent men. Here


come two noble beasts in, a man and a lion.



Enter Lion and Moonshine





Lion




You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do fear


The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on floor,


May now perchance both quake and tremble here,


When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar.


Then know that I, one Snug the joiner, am


A lion-fell, nor else no lion's dam;


For, if I should as lion come in strife


Into this place, 'twere pity on my life.






THESEUS




A very gentle beast, of a good conscience.






DEMETRIUS




The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er I saw.






LYSANDER




This lion is a very fox for his valour.






THESEUS




True; and a goose for his discretion.






DEMETRIUS




Not so, my lord; for his valour cannot carry his


discretion; and the fox carries the goose.






THESEUS




His discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his valour;


for the goose carries not the fox. It is well:


leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to the

moon.






Moonshine




This lanthorn doth the horned moon present;—






DEMETRIUS




He should have worn the horns on his head.






THESEUS




He is no crescent, and his horns are


invisible within the circumference.






Moonshine




This lanthorn doth the horned moon present;


Myself the man i' the moon do seem to be.






THESEUS




This is the greatest error of all the rest: the man


should be put into the lanthorn. How is it else the


man i' the moon?






DEMETRIUS




He dares not come there for the candle; for, you


see, it is already in snuff.






HIPPOLYTA




I am aweary of this moon: would he would change!






THESEUS




It appears, by his small light of discretion, that


he is in the wane; but yet, in courtesy, in all


reason, we must stay the time.






LYSANDER




Proceed, Moon.






Moonshine




All that I have to say, is, to tell you that the


lanthorn is the moon; I, the man in the moon; this


thorn-bush, my thorn-bush; and this dog, my dog.






DEMETRIUS




Why, all these should be in the lanthorn; for all


these are in the moon. But, silence! here comes Thisbe.



Enter Thisbe





Thisbe




This is old Ninny's tomb. Where is my love?






Lion




[Roaring] Oh—



Thisbe runs off





DEMETRIUS




Well roared, Lion.






THESEUS




Well run, Thisbe.






HIPPOLYTA




Well shone, Moon. Truly, the moon shines with a


good grace.



The Lion shakes Thisbe's mantle, and exit





THESEUS




Well moused, Lion.






LYSANDER




And so the lion vanished.






DEMETRIUS




And then came Pyramus.



Enter Pyramus





Pyramus




Sweet Moon, I thank thee for thy sunny beams;


I thank thee, Moon, for shining now so bright;


For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering gleams,


I trust to take of truest Thisby sight.


But stay, O spite!


But mark, poor knight,


What dreadful dole is here!


Eyes, do you see?


How can it be?


O dainty duck! O dear!


Thy mantle good,


What, stain'd with blood!


Approach, ye Furies fell!


O Fates, come, come,


Cut thread and thrum;


Quail, crush, conclude, and quell!






THESEUS




This passion, and the death of a dear friend, would


go near to make a man look sad.






HIPPOLYTA




Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man.






Pyramus




O wherefore, Nature, didst thou lions frame?


Since lion vile hath here deflower'd my dear:


Which is—no, no—which was the fairest dame


That lived, that loved, that liked, that look'd


with cheer.


Come, tears, confound;


Out, sword, and wound


The pap of Pyramus;


Ay, that left pap,


Where heart doth hop:



Stabs himself


Thus die I, thus, thus, thus.


Now am I dead,


Now am I fled;


My soul is in the sky:


Tongue, lose thy light;


Moon take thy flight:



Exit Moonshine


Now die, die, die, die, die.



Dies





DEMETRIUS




No die, but an ace, for him; for he is but one.






LYSANDER




Less than an ace, man; for he is dead; he is nothing.






THESEUS




With the help of a surgeon he might yet recover, and


prove an ass.






HIPPOLYTA




How chance Moonshine is gone before Thisbe comes


back and finds her lover?






THESEUS




She will find him by starlight. Here she comes; and


her passion ends the play.



Re-enter Thisbe





HIPPOLYTA




Methinks she should not use a long one for such a


Pyramus: I hope she will be brief.






DEMETRIUS




A mote will turn the balance, which Pyramus, which


Thisbe, is the better; he for a man, God warrant us;


she for a woman, God bless us.






LYSANDER




She hath spied him already with those sweet eyes.






DEMETRIUS




And thus she means, videlicet:—






Thisbe




Asleep, my love?


What, dead, my dove?


O Pyramus, arise!


Speak, speak. Quite dumb?


Dead, dead? A tomb


Must cover thy sweet eyes.


These My lips,


This cherry nose,


These yellow cowslip cheeks,


Are gone, are gone:


Lovers, make moan:


His eyes were green as leeks.


O Sisters Three,


Come, come to me,


With hands as pale as milk;


Lay them in gore,


Since you have shore


With shears his thread of silk.


Tongue, not a word:


Come, trusty sword;


Come, blade, my breast imbrue:



Stabs herself


And, farewell, friends;


Thus Thisby ends:


Adieu, adieu, adieu.



Dies





THESEUS




Moonshine and Lion are left to bury the dead.






DEMETRIUS




Ay, and Wall too.






BOTTOM




[Starting up] No assure you; the wall is down that


parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the


epilogue, or to hear a Bergomask dance between two


of our company?






THESEUS




No epilogue, I pray you; for your play needs no


excuse. Never excuse; for when the players are all


dead, there needs none to be blamed. Marry, if he


that writ it had played Pyramus and hanged himself


in Thisbe's garter, it would have been a fine


tragedy: and so it is, truly; and very notably


discharged. But come, your Bergomask: let your


epilogue alone.



A dance


The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve:


Lovers, to bed; 'tis almost fairy time.


I fear we shall out-sleep the coming morn


As much as we this night have overwatch'd.


This palpable-gross play hath well beguiled


The heavy gait of night. Sweet friends, to bed.


A fortnight hold we this solemnity,


In nightly revels and new jollity.



Exeunt


Enter PUCK





PUCK




Now the hungry lion roars,


And the wolf behowls the moon;


Whilst the heavy ploughman snores,


All with weary task fordone.


Now the wasted brands do glow,


Whilst the screech-owl, screeching loud,


Puts the wretch that lies in woe


In remembrance of a shroud.


Now it is the time of night


That the graves all gaping wide,


Every one lets forth his sprite,


In the church-way paths to glide:


And we fairies, that do run


By the triple Hecate's team,


From the presence of the sun,


Following darkness like a dream,


Now are frolic: not a mouse


Shall disturb this hallow'd house:


I am sent with broom before,


To sweep the dust behind the door.



Enter OBERON and TITANIA with their train





OBERON




Through the house give gathering light,


By the dead and drowsy fire:


Every elf and fairy sprite


Hop as light as bird from brier;


And this ditty, after me,


Sing, and dance it trippingly.






TITANIA




First, rehearse your song by rote


To each word a warbling note:


Hand in hand, with fairy grace,


Will we sing, and bless this place.



Song and dance





OBERON




Now, until the break of day,


Through this house each fairy stray.


To the best bride-bed will we,


Which by us shall blessed be;


And the issue there create


Ever shall be fortunate.


So shall all the couples three


Ever true in loving be;


And the blots of Nature's hand


Shall not in their issue stand;


Never mole, hare lip, nor scar,


Nor mark prodigious, such as are


Despised in nativity,


Shall upon their children be.


With this field-dew consecrate,


Every fairy take his gait;


And each several chamber bless,


Through this palace, with sweet peace;


And the owner of it blest


Ever shall in safety rest.


Trip away; make no stay;


Meet me all by break of day.



Exeunt OBERON, TITANIA, and train





PUCK




If we shadows have offended,


Think but this, and all is mended,


That you have but slumber'd here


While these visions did appear.


And this weak and idle theme,


No more yielding but a dream,


Gentles, do not reprehend:


if you pardon, we will mend:


And, as I am an honest Puck,


If we have unearned luck


Now to 'scape the serpent's tongue,


We will make amends ere long;


Else the Puck a liar call;


So, good night unto you all.


Give me your hands, if we be friends,


And Robin shall restore amends.
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Publisher's Note




"Five Weeks in a Balloon" is, in a measure, a satire on modern

books of African travel. So far as the geography, the inhabitants,

the animals, and the features of the countries the travellers pass

over are described, it is entirely accurate. It gives, in some

particulars, a survey of nearly the whole field of African

discovery, and in this way will often serve to refresh the memory

of the reader. The mode of locomotion is, of course, purely

imaginary, and the incidents and adventures fictitious. The latter

are abundantly amusing, and, in view of the wonderful "travellers'

tales" with which we have been entertained by African explorers,

they can scarcely be considered extravagant; while the ingenuity

and invention of the author will be sure to excite the surprise and

the admiration of the reader, who will find M. VERNE as much at

home in voyaging through the air as in journeying "Twenty Thousand

Leagues under the Seas."



















Chapter 1


 






The End of a much-applauded Speech.—The

Presentation of Dr. Samuel Ferguson.—Excelsior.—Full-length

Portrait of the Doctor.—A Fatalist convinced.—A Dinner at the

Travellers' Club.—Several Toasts for the Occasion.





There was a large audience assembled on the 14th of

January, 1862, at the session of the Royal Geographical Society,

No. 3 Waterloo Place, London. The president, Sir Francis M——, made

an important communication to his colleagues, in an address that

was frequently interrupted by applause.


This rare specimen of eloquence terminated with the

following sonorous phrases bubbling over with patriotism:


"England has always marched at the head of nations"

(for, the reader will observe, the nations always march at the head

of each other), "by the intrepidity of her explorers in the line of

geographical discovery." (General assent). "Dr. Samuel Ferguson,

one of her most glorious sons, will not reflect discredit on his

origin." ("No, indeed!" from all parts of the hall.)


"This attempt, should it succeed" ("It will

succeed!"), "will complete and link together the notions, as yet

disjointed, which the world entertains of African cartology"

(vehement applause); "and, should it fail, it will, at least,

remain on record as one of the most daring conceptions of human

genius!" (Tremendous cheering.)


"Huzza! huzza!" shouted the immense audience,

completely electrified by these inspiring words.


"Huzza for the intrepid Ferguson!" cried one of the

most excitable of the enthusiastic crowd.


The wildest cheering resounded on all sides; the

name of Ferguson was in every mouth, and we may safely believe that

it lost nothing in passing through English throats. Indeed, the

hall fairly shook with it.


And there were present, also, those fearless

travellers and explorers whose energetic temperaments had borne

them through every quarter of the globe, many of them grown old and

worn out in the service of science. All had, in some degree,

physically or morally, undergone the sorest trials. They had

escaped shipwreck; conflagration; Indian tomahawks and war-clubs;

the fagot and the stake; nay, even the cannibal maws of the South

Sea Islanders. But still their hearts beat high during Sir Francis

M——'s address, which certainly was the finest oratorical success

that the Royal Geographical Society of London had yet achieved.


But, in England, enthusiasm does not stop short

with mere words. It strikes off money faster than the dies of the

Royal Mint itself. So a subscription to encourage Dr. Ferguson was

voted there and then, and it at once attained the handsome amount

of two thousand five hundred pounds. The sum was made commensurate

with the importance of the enterprise.


A member of the Society then inquired of the

president whether Dr. Ferguson was not to be officially

introduced.


"The doctor is at the disposition of the meeting,"

replied Sir Francis.


"Let him come in, then! Bring him in!" shouted the

audience. "We'd like to see a man of such extraordinary daring,

face to face!"


"Perhaps this incredible proposition of his is only

intended to mystify us," growled an apoplectic old admiral.


"Suppose that there should turn out to be no such

person as Dr. Ferguson?" exclaimed another voice, with a malicious

twang.


"Why, then, we'd have to invent one!" replied a

facetious member of this grave Society.


"Ask Dr. Ferguson to come in," was the quiet remark

of Sir Francis M——.


And come in the doctor did, and stood there, quite

unmoved by the thunders of applause that greeted his

appearance.


He was a man of about forty years of age, of medium

height and physique. His sanguine temperament was disclosed in the

deep color of his cheeks. His countenance was coldly expressive,

with regular features, and a large nose—one of those noses that

resemble the prow of a ship, and stamp the faces of men predestined

to accomplish great discoveries. His eyes, which were gentle and

intelligent, rather than bold, lent a peculiar charm to his

physiognomy. His arms were long, and his feet were planted with

that solidity which indicates a great pedestrian.


A calm gravity seemed to surround the doctor's

entire person, and no one would dream that he could become the

agent of any mystification, however harmless.


Hence, the applause that greeted him at the outset

continued until he, with a friendly gesture, claimed silence on his

own behalf. He stepped toward the seat that had been prepared for

him on his presentation, and then, standing erect and motionless,

he, with a determined glance, pointed his right forefinger upward,

and pronounced aloud the single word—


"Excelsior!"


Never had one of Bright's or Cobden's sudden

onslaughts, never had one of Palmerston's abrupt demands for funds

to plate the rocks of the English coast with iron, made such a

sensation. Sir Francis M——'s address was completely overshadowed.

The doctor had shown himself moderate, sublime, and self-contained,

in one; he had uttered the word of the situation—


"Excelsior!"


The gouty old admiral who had been finding fault,

was completely won over by the singular man before him, and

immediately moved the insertion of Dr. Ferguson's speech in "The

Proceedings of the Royal Geographical Society of London."


Who, then, was this person, and what was the

enterprise that he proposed?


Ferguson's father, a brave and worthy captain in

the English Navy, had associated his son with him, from the young

man's earliest years, in the perils and adventures of his

profession. The fine little fellow, who seemed to have never known

the meaning of fear, early revealed a keen and active mind, an

investigating intelligence, and a remarkable turn for scientific

study; moreover, he disclosed uncommon address in extricating

himself from difficulty; he was never perplexed, not even in

handling his fork for the first time—an exercise in which children

generally have so little success.


His fancy kindled early at the recitals he read of

daring enterprise and maritime adventure, and he followed with

enthusiasm the discoveries that signalized the first part of the

nineteenth century. He mused over the glory of the Mungo Parks, the

Bruces, the Caillies, the Levaillants, and to some extent, I verily

believe, of Selkirk (Robinson Crusoe), whom he considered in no

wise inferior to the rest. How many a well-employed hour he passed

with that hero on his isle of Juan Fernandez! Often he criticised

the ideas of the shipwrecked sailor, and sometimes discussed his

plans and projects. He would have done differently, in such and

such a case, or quite as well at least—of that he felt assured. But

of one thing he was satisfied, that he never should have left that

pleasant island, where he was as happy as a king without subjects—

no, not if the inducement held out had been promotion to the first

lordship in the admiralty!


It may readily be conjectured whether these

tendencies were developed during a youth of adventure, spent in

every nook and corner of the Globe. Moreover, his father, who was a

man of thorough instruction, omitted no opportunity to consolidate

this keen intelligence by serious studies in hydrography, physics,

and mechanics, along with a slight tincture of botany, medicine,

and astronomy.


Upon the death of the estimable captain, Samuel

Ferguson, then twenty-two years of age, had already made his voyage

around the world. He had enlisted in the Bengalese Corps of

Engineers, and distinguished himself in several affairs; but this

soldier's life had not exactly suited him; caring but little for

command, he had not been fond of obeying. He, therefore, sent in

his resignation, and half botanizing, half playing the hunter, he

made his way toward the north of the Indian Peninsula, and crossed

it from Calcutta to Surat—a mere amateur trip for him.


From Surat we see him going over to Australia, and

in 1845 participating in Captain Sturt's expedition, which had been

sent out to explore the new Caspian Sea, supposed to exist in the

centre of New Holland.


Samuel Ferguson returned to England about 1850,

and, more than ever possessed by the demon of discovery, he spent

the intervening time, until 1853, in accompanying Captain McClure

on the expedition that went around the American Continent from

Behring's Straits to Cape Farewell.


Notwithstanding fatigues of every description, and

in all climates, Ferguson's constitution continued marvellously

sound. He felt at ease in the midst of the most complete

privations; in fine, he was the very type of the thoroughly

accomplished explorer whose stomach expands or contracts at will;

whose limbs grow longer or shorter according to the resting-place

that each stage of a journey may bring; who can fall asleep at any

hour of the day or awake at any hour of the night.


Nothing, then, was less surprising, after that,

than to find our traveller, in the period from 1855 to 1857,

visiting the whole region west of the Thibet, in company with the

brothers Schlagintweit, and bringing back some curious ethnographic

observations from that expedition.


During these different journeys, Ferguson had been

the most active and interesting correspondent of the Daily

Telegraph, the penny newspaper whose circulation amounts to 140,000

copies, and yet scarcely suffices for its many legions of readers.

Thus, the doctor had become well known to the public, although he

could not claim membership in either of the Royal Geographical

Societies of London, Paris, Berlin, Vienna, or St. Petersburg, or

yet with the Travellers' Club, or even the Royal Polytechnic

Institute, where his friend the statistician Cockburn ruled in

state.


The latter savant had, one day, gone so far as to

propose to him the following problem: Given the number of miles

travelled by the doctor in making the circuit of the Globe, how

many more had his head described than his feet, by reason of the

different lengths of the radii?—or, the number of miles traversed

by the doctor's head and feet respectively being given, required

the exact height of that gentleman?


This was done with the idea of complimenting him,

but the doctor had held himself aloof from all the learned

bodies—belonging, as he did, to the church militant and not to the

church polemical. He found his time better employed in seeking than

in discussing, in discovering rather than discoursing.


There is a story told of an Englishman who came one

day to Geneva, intending to visit the lake. He was placed in one of

those odd vehicles in which the passengers sit side by side, as

they do in an omnibus. Well, it so happened that the Englishman got

a seat that left him with his back turned toward the lake. The

vehicle completed its circular trip without his thinking to turn

around once, and he went back to London delighted with the Lake of

Geneva.


Doctor Ferguson, however, had turned around to look

about him on his journeyings, and turned to such good purpose that

he had seen a great deal. In doing so, he had simply obeyed the

laws of his nature, and we have good reason to believe that he was,

to some extent, a fatalist, but of an orthodox school of fatalism

withal, that led him to rely upon himself and even upon Providence.

He claimed that he was impelled, rather than drawn by his own

volition, to journey as he did, and that he traversed the world

like the locomotive, which does not direct itself, but is guided

and directed by the track it runs on.


"I do not follow my route;" he often said, "it is

my route that follows me."


The reader will not be surprised, then, at the

calmness with which the doctor received the applause that welcomed

him in the Royal Society. He was above all such trifles, having no

pride, and less vanity. He looked upon the proposition addressed to

him by Sir Francis M—— as the simplest thing in the world, and

scarcely noticed the immense effect that it produced.


When the session closed, the doctor was escorted to

the rooms of the Travellers' Club, in Pall Mall. A superb

entertainment had been prepared there in his honor. The dimensions

of the dishes served were made to correspond with the importance of

the personage entertained, and the boiled sturgeon that figured at

this magnificent repast was not an inch shorter than Dr. Ferguson

himself.


Numerous toasts were offered and quaffed, in the

wines of France, to the celebrated travellers who had made

their


names illustrious by their explorations of African

territory. The guests drank to their health or to their

memory, in alphabetical order, a good old English way of doing

the thing. Among those remembered thus, were:

Abbadie, Adams, Adamson, Anderson, Arnaud, Baikie,

Baldwin, Barth, Batouda, Beke, Beltram, Du Berba,

Bimbachi, Bolognesi, Bolwik, Belzoni, Bonnemain, Brisson,

Browne, Bruce, Brun-Rollet, Burchell, Burckhardt, Burton,

Cailland, Caillie, Campbell, Chapman, Clapperton,

Clot-Bey, Colomieu, Courval, Cumming, Cuny, Debono,

Decken, Denham, Desavanchers, Dicksen, Dickson, Dochard,

Du Chaillu, Duncan, Durand, Duroule, Duveyrier,

D'Escayrac, De Lauture, Erhardt, Ferret, Fresnel, Galinier,

Galton, Geoffroy, Golberry, Hahn, Halm, Harnier,

Hecquart, Heuglin, Hornemann, Houghton, Imbert,

Kauffmann, Knoblecher, Krapf, Kummer, Lafargue, Laing,

Lafaille, Lambert, Lamiral, Lampriere, John Lander,

Richard Lander, Lefebvre, Lejean, Levaillant, Livingstone,

MacCarthy, Maggiar, Maizan, Malzac, Moffat, Mollien, Monteiro,

Morrison, Mungo Park, Neimans, Overweg, Panet,

Partarrieau, Pascal, Pearse, Peddie, Penney, Petherick,

Poncet, Prax, Raffenel, Rabh, Rebmann, Richardson, Riley,

Ritchey, Rochet d'Hericourt, Rongawi, Roscher, Ruppel,

Saugnier, Speke, Steidner, Thibaud, Thompson, Thornton,

Toole, Tousny, Trotter, Tuckey, Tyrwhitt, Vaudey,

Veyssiere, Vincent, Vinco, Vogel, Wahlberg, Warrington,

Washington, Werne, Wild, and last, but not least, Dr.

Ferguson, who, by his incredible attempt, was to link together

the achievements of all these explorers, and complete the

series of African discovery.



















Chapter 2


 






The Article in the Daily Telegraph.—War between the

Scientific Journals.— Mr. Petermann backs his Friend Dr.

Ferguson.—Reply of the Savant Koner. —Bets made.—Sundry

Propositions offered to the Doctor.





On the next day, in its number of January 15th, the

Daily Telegraph published an article couched in the following

terms:


"Africa is, at length, about to surrender the

secret of her vast solitudes; a modern OEdipus is to give us the

key to that enigma which the learned men of sixty centuries have

not been able to decipher. In other days, to seek the sources of

the Nile—fontes Nili quoerere—was regarded as a mad endeavor, a

chimera that could not be realized.


"Dr. Barth, in following out to Soudan the track

traced by Denham and Clapperton; Dr. Livingstone, in multiplying

his fearless explorations from the Cape of Good Hope to the basin

of the Zambesi; Captains Burton and Speke, in the discovery of the

great interior lakes, have opened three highways to modern

civilization. THEIR POINT OF INTERSECTION, which no traveller has

yet been able to reach, is the very heart of Africa, and it is

thither that all efforts should now be directed.


"The labors of these hardy pioneers of science are

now about to be knit together by the daring project of Dr. Samuel

Ferguson, whose fine explorations our readers have frequently had

the opportunity of appreciating.


"This intrepid discoverer proposes to traverse all

Africa from east to west IN A BALLOON. If we are well informed, the

point of departure for this surprising journey is to be the island

of Zanzibar, upon the eastern coast. As for the point of arrival,

it is reserved for Providence alone to designate.


"The proposal for this scientific undertaking was

officially made, yesterday, at the rooms of the Royal Geographical

Society, and the sum of twenty-five hundred pounds was voted to

defray the expenses of the enterprise.


"We shall keep our readers informed as to the

progress of this enterprise, which has no precedent in the annals

of exploration."


As may be supposed, the foregoing article had an

enormous echo among scientific people. At first, it stirred up a

storm of incredulity; Dr. Ferguson passed for a purely chimerical

personage of the Barnum stamp, who, after having gone through the

United States, proposed to "do" the British Isles.


A humorous reply appeared in the February number of

the Bulletins de la Societe Geographique of Geneva, which very

wittily showed up the Royal Society of London and their phenomenal

sturgeon.


But Herr Petermann, in his Mittheilungen, published

at Gotha, reduced the Geneva journal to the most absolute silence.

Herr Petermann knew Dr. Ferguson personally, and guaranteed the

intrepidity of his dauntless friend.


Besides, all manner of doubt was quickly put out of

the question: preparations for the trip were set on foot at London;

the factories of Lyons received a heavy order for the silk required

for the body of the balloon; and, finally, the British Government

placed the transport-ship Resolute, Captain Bennett, at the

disposal of the expedition.


At once, upon word of all this, a thousand

encouragements were offered, and felicitations came pouring in from

all quarters. The details of the undertaking were published in full

in the bulletins of the Geographical Society of Paris; a remarkable

article appeared in the Nouvelles Annales des Voyages, de la

Geographie, de l'Histoire, et de l'Archaeologie de M. V. A.

Malte-Brun ("New Annals of Travels, Geography, History, and

Archaeology, by M. V. A. Malte-Brun"); and a searching essay in the

Zeitschrift fur Allgemeine Erdkunde, by Dr. W. Koner, triumphantly

demonstrated the feasibility of the journey, its chances of

success, the nature of the obstacles existing, the immense

advantages of the aerial mode of locomotion, and found fault with

nothing but the selected point of departure, which it contended

should be Massowah, a small port in Abyssinia, whence James Bruce,

in 1768, started upon his explorations in search of the sources of

the Nile. Apart from that, it mentioned, in terms of unreserved

admiration, the energetic character of Dr. Ferguson, and the heart,

thrice panoplied in bronze, that could conceive and undertake such

an enterprise.


The North American Review could not, without some

displeasure, contemplate so much glory monopolized by England. It

therefore rather ridiculed the doctor's scheme, and urged him, by

all means, to push his explorations as far as America, while he was

about it.


In a word, without going over all the journals in

the world, there was not a scientific publication, from the Journal

of Evangelical Missions to the Revue Algerienne et Coloniale, from

the Annales de la Propagation de la Foi to the Church Missionary

Intelligencer, that had not something to say about the affair in

all its phases.


Many large bets were made at London and throughout

England generally, first, as to the real or supposititious

existence of Dr. Ferguson; secondly, as to the trip itself, which,

some contended, would not be undertaken at all, and which was

really contemplated, according to others; thirdly, upon the success

or failure of the enterprise; and fourthly, upon the probabilities

of Dr. Ferguson's return. The betting-books were covered with

entries of immense sums, as though the Epsom races were at

stake.


Thus, believers and unbelievers, the learned and

the ignorant, alike had their eyes fixed on the doctor, and he

became the lion of the day, without knowing that he carried such a

mane. On his part, he willingly gave the most accurate information

touching his project. He was very easily approached, being

naturally the most affable man in the world. More than one bold

adventurer presented himself, offering to share the dangers as well

as the glory of the undertaking; but he refused them all, without

giving his reasons for rejecting them.


Numerous inventors of mechanism applicable to the

guidance of balloons came to propose their systems, but he would

accept none; and, when he was asked whether he had discovered

something of his own for that purpose, he constantly refused to

give any explanation, and merely busied himself more actively than

ever with the preparations for his journey.



















Chapter 3


 






The Doctor's Friend.—The Origin of their

Friendship.—Dick Kennedy at London.—An unexpected but not very

consoling Proposal.—A Proverb by no means cheering.—A few Names

from the African Martyrology.—The Advantages of a Balloon.—Dr.

Ferguson's Secret.





Dr. Ferguson had a friend—not another self, indeed,

an alter ego, for friendship could not exist between two beings

exactly alike.


But, if they possessed different qualities,

aptitudes, and temperaments, Dick Kennedy and Samuel Ferguson lived

with one and the same heart, and that gave them no great trouble.

In fact, quite the reverse.


Dick Kennedy was a Scotchman, in the full

acceptation of the word—open, resolute, and headstrong. He lived in

the town of Leith, which is near Edinburgh, and, in truth, is a

mere suburb of Auld Reekie. Sometimes he was a fisherman, but he

was always and everywhere a determined hunter, and that was nothing

remarkable for a son of Caledonia, who had known some little

climbing among the Highland mountains. He was cited as a wonderful

shot with the rifle, since not only could he split a bullet on a

knife-blade, but he could divide it into two such equal parts that,

upon weighing them, scarcely any difference would be

perceptible.


Kennedy's countenance strikingly recalled that of

Herbert Glendinning, as Sir Walter Scott has depicted it in "The

Monastery"; his stature was above six feet; full of grace and easy

movement, he yet seemed gifted with herculean strength; a face

embrowned by the sun; eyes keen and black; a natural air of daring

courage; in fine, something sound, solid, and reliable in his

entire person, spoke, at first glance, in favor of the bonny

Scot.


The acquaintanceship of these two friends had been

formed in India, when they belonged to the same regiment. While

Dick would be out in pursuit of the tiger and the elephant, Samuel

would be in search of plants and insects. Each could call himself

expert in his own province, and more than one rare botanical

specimen, that to science was as great a victory won as the

conquest of a pair of ivory tusks, became the doctor's booty.


These two young men, moreover, never had occasion

to save each other's lives, or to render any reciprocal service.

Hence, an unalterable friendship. Destiny sometimes bore them

apart, but sympathy always united them again.


Since their return to England they had been

frequently separated by the doctor's distant expeditions; but, on

his return, the latter never failed to go, not to ASK for

hospitality, but to bestow some weeks of his presence at the home

of his crony Dick.


The Scot talked of the past; the doctor busily

prepared for the future. The one looked back, the other forward.

Hence, a restless spirit personified in Ferguson; perfect calmness

typified in Kennedy—such was the contrast.


After his journey to the Thibet, the doctor had

remained nearly two years without hinting at new explorations; and

Dick, supposing that his friend's instinct for travel and thirst

for adventure had at length died out, was perfectly enchanted. They

would have ended badly, some day or other, he thought to himself;

no matter what experience one has with men, one does not travel

always with impunity among cannibals and wild beasts. So, Kennedy

besought the doctor to tie up his bark for life, having done enough

for science, and too much for the gratitude of men.


The doctor contented himself with making no reply

to this. He remained absorbed in his own reflections, giving

himself up to secret calculations, passing his nights among heaps

of figures, and making experiments with the strangest-looking

machinery, inexplicable to everybody but himself. It could readily

be guessed, though, that some great thought was fermenting in his

brain.


"What can he have been planning?" wondered Kennedy,

when, in the month of January, his friend quitted him to return to

London.


He found out one morning when he looked into the

Daily Telegraph.


"Merciful Heaven!" he exclaimed, "the lunatic! the

madman! Cross Africa in a balloon! Nothing but that was wanted to

cap the climax! That's what he's been bothering his wits about

these two years past!"


Now, reader, substitute for all these exclamation

points, as many ringing thumps with a brawny fist upon the table,

and you have some idea of the manual exercise that Dick went

through while he thus spoke.


When his confidential maid-of-all-work, the aged

Elspeth, tried to insinuate that the whole thing might be a

hoax—


"Not a bit of it!" said he. "Don't I know my man?

Isn't it just like him? Travel through the air! There, now, he's

jealous of the eagles, next! No! I warrant you, he'll not do it!

I'll find a way to stop him! He! why if they'd let him alone, he'd

start some day for the moon!"


On that very evening Kennedy, half alarmed, and

half exasperated, took the train for London, where he arrived next

morning.


Three-quarters of an hour later a cab deposited him

at the door of the doctor's modest dwelling, in Soho Square, Greek

Street. Forthwith he bounded up the steps and announced his arrival

with five good, hearty, sounding raps at the door.


Ferguson opened, in person.


"Dick! you here?" he exclaimed, but with no great

expression of surprise, after all.


"Dick himself!" was the response.


"What, my dear boy, you at London, and this the

mid-season of the winter shooting?"


"Yes! here I am, at London!"


"And what have you come to town for?"


"To prevent the greatest piece of folly that ever

was conceived."


"Folly!" said the doctor.


"Is what this paper says, the truth?" rejoined

Kennedy, holding out the copy of the Daily Telegraph, mentioned

above.


"Ah! that's what you mean, is it? These newspapers

are great tattlers! But, sit down, my dear Dick."


"No, I won't sit down!—Then, you really intend to

attempt this journey?"


"Most certainly! all my preparations are getting

along finely, and I—"


"Where are your traps? Let me have a chance at

them! I'll make them fly! I'll put your preparations in fine

order." And so saying, the gallant Scot gave way to a genuine

explosion of wrath.


"Come, be calm, my dear Dick!" resumed the doctor.

"You're angry at me because I did not acquaint you with my new

project."


"He calls this his new project!"


"I have been very busy," the doctor went on,

without heeding the interruption; "I have had so much to look

after! But rest assured that I should not have started without

writing to you."


"Oh, indeed! I'm highly honored."


"Because it is my intention to take you with

me."


Upon this, the Scotchman gave a leap that a wild

goat would not have been ashamed of among his native crags.


"Ah! really, then, you want them to send us both

to


Bedlam!"


"I have counted positively upon you, my dear Dick,

and I have picked you out from all the rest."


Kennedy stood speechless with amazement.


"After listening to me for ten minutes," said the

doctor, "you will thank me!"


"Are you speaking seriously?"


"Very seriously."


"And suppose that I refuse to go with you?"


"But you won't refuse."


"But, suppose that I were to refuse?"


"Well, I'd go alone."


"Let us sit down," said Kennedy, "and talk without

excitement. The moment you give up jesting about it, we can discuss

the thing."


"Let us discuss it, then, at breakfast, if you have

no objections, my dear Dick."


The two friends took their seats opposite to each

other, at a little table with a plate of toast and a huge tea-urn

before them.


"My dear Samuel," said the sportsman, "your project

is insane! it is impossible! it has no resemblance to anything

reasonable or practicable!"


"That's for us to find out when we shall have tried

it!"


"But trying it is exactly what you ought not to

attempt."


"Why so, if you please?"


"Well, the risks, the difficulty of the thing."


"As for difficulties," replied Ferguson, in a

serious tone, "they were made to be overcome; as for risks and

dangers, who can flatter himself that he is to escape them? Every

thing in life involves danger; it may even be dangerous to sit down

at one's own table, or to put one's hat on one's own head.

Moreover, we must look upon what is to occur as having already

occurred, and see nothing but the present in the future, for the

future is but the present a little farther on."


"There it is!" exclaimed Kennedy, with a

shrug.


"As great a fatalist as ever!"


"Yes! but in the good sense of the word. Let us not

trouble ourselves, then, about what fate has in store for us, and

let us not forget our good old English proverb: 'The man who was

born to be hung will never be drowned!'"


There was no reply to make, but that did not

prevent Kennedy from resuming a series of arguments which may be

readily conjectured, but which were too long for us to repeat.


"Well, then," he said, after an hour's discussion,

"if you are absolutely determined to make this trip across the

African continent—if it is necessary for your happiness, why not

pursue the ordinary routes?"


"Why?" ejaculated the doctor, growing animated.

"Because, all attempts to do so, up to this time, have utterly

failed. Because, from Mungo Park, assassinated on the Niger, to

Vogel, who disappeared in the Wadai country; from Oudney, who died

at Murmur, and Clapperton, lost at Sackatou, to the Frenchman

Maizan, who was cut to pieces; from Major Laing, killed by the

Touaregs, to Roscher, from Hamburg, massacred in the beginning of

1860, the names of victim after victim have been inscribed on the

lists of African martyrdom! Because, to contend successfully

against the elements; against hunger, and thirst, and fever;

against savage beasts, and still more savage men, is impossible!

Because, what cannot be done in one way, should be tried in

another. In fine, because what one cannot pass through directly in

the middle, must be passed by going to one side or overhead!"


"If passing over it were the only question!"

interposed Kennedy; "but passing high up in the air, doctor,

there's the rub!"


"Come, then," said the doctor, "what have I to

fear? You will admit that I have taken my precautions in such

manner as to be certain that my balloon will not fall; but, should

it disappoint me, I should find myself on the ground in the normal

conditions imposed upon other explorers. But, my balloon will not

deceive me, and we need make no such calculations."


"Yes, but you must take them into view."


"No, Dick. I intend not to be separated from the

balloon until I reach the western coast of Africa. With it, every

thing is possible; without it, I fall back into the dangers and

difficulties as well as the natural obstacles that ordinarily

attend such an expedition: with it, neither heat, nor torrents, nor

tempests, nor the simoom, nor unhealthy climates, nor wild animals,

nor savage men, are to be feared! If I feel too hot, I can ascend;

if too cold, I can come down. Should there be a mountain, I can

pass over it; a precipice, I can sweep across it; a river, I can

sail beyond it; a storm, I can rise away above it; a torrent, I can

skim it like a bird! I can advance without fatigue, I can halt

without need of repose! I can soar above the nascent cities! I can

speed onward with the rapidity of a tornado, sometimes at the

loftiest heights, sometimes only a hundred feet above the soil,

while the map of Africa unrolls itself beneath my gaze in the great

atlas of the world."


Even the stubborn Kennedy began to feel moved, and

yet the spectacle thus conjured up before him gave him the vertigo.

He riveted his eyes upon the doctor with wonder and admiration, and

yet with fear, for he already felt himself swinging aloft in

space.


"Come, come," said he, at last. "Let us see,

Samuel.


Then you have discovered the means of guiding a balloon?"


"Not by any means. That is a Utopian idea."


"Then, you will go—"


"Whithersoever Providence wills; but, at all

events, from east to west."


"Why so?"


"Because I expect to avail myself of the

trade-winds, the direction of which is always the same."


"Ah! yes, indeed!" said Kennedy, reflecting; "the

trade-winds—yes—truly—one might—there's something in that!"


"Something in it—yes, my excellent friend—there's

EVERY THING in it. The English Government has placed a transport at

my disposal, and three or four vessels are to cruise off the

western coast of Africa, about the presumed period of my arrival.

In three months, at most, I shall be at Zanzibar, where I will

inflate my balloon, and from that point we shall launch

ourselves."


"We!" said Dick.


"Have you still a shadow of an objection to

offer?


Speak, friend Kennedy."


"An objection! I have a thousand; but among other

things, tell me, if you expect to see the country. If you expect to

mount and descend at pleasure, you cannot do so, without losing

your gas. Up to this time no other means have been devised, and it

is this that has always prevented long journeys in the air."


"My dear Dick, I have only one word to answer—I

shall not lose one particle of gas."


"And yet you can descend when you please?"


"I shall descend when I please."


"And how will you do that?"


"Ah, ha! therein lies my secret, friend Dick. Have

faith, and let my device be yours—'Excelsior!'"


"'Excelsior' be it then," said the sportsman, who

did not understand a word of Latin.


But he made up his mind to oppose his friend's

departure by all means in his power, and so pretended to give in,

at the same time keeping on the watch. As for the doctor, he went

on diligently with his preparations.
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African Explorations.—Barth, Richardson, Overweg,

Werne, Brun-Rollet, Penney, Andrea, Debono, Miani, Guillaume

Lejean, Bruce, Krapf and Rebmann, Maizan, Roscher, Burton and

Speke.





The aerial line which Dr. Ferguson counted upon

following had not been chosen at random; his point of departure had

been carefully studied, and it was not without good cause that he

had resolved to ascend at the island of Zanzibar. This island,

lying near to the eastern coast of Africa, is in the sixth degree

of south latitude, that is to say, four hundred and thirty

geographical miles below the equator.


From this island the latest expedition, sent by way

of the great lakes to explore the sources of the Nile, had just set

out.


But it would be well to indicate what

explorations Dr. Ferguson hoped to link together. The two

principal ones were those of Dr. Barth in 1849, and of

Lieutenants Burton and Speke in 1858.


Dr. Barth is a Hamburger, who obtained permission

for himself and for his countryman Overweg to join the expedition

of the Englishman Richardson. The latter was charged with a mission

in the Soudan.


This vast region is situated between the fifteenth

and tenth degrees of north latitude; that is to say, that, in order

to approach it, the explorer must penetrate fifteen hundred miles

into the interior of Africa.


Until then, the country in question had been known

only through the journeys of Denham, of Clapperton, and of Oudney,

made from 1822 to 1824. Richardson, Barth, and Overweg, jealously

anxious to push their investigations farther, arrived at Tunis and

Tripoli, like their predecessors, and got as far as Mourzouk, the

capital of Fezzan.


They then abandoned the perpendicular line, and

made a sharp turn westward toward Ghat, guided, with difficulty, by

the Touaregs. After a thousand scenes of pillage, of vexation, and

attacks by armed forces, their caravan arrived, in October, at the

vast oasis of Asben. Dr. Barth separated from his companions, made

an excursion to the town of Aghades, and rejoined the expedition,

which resumed its march on the 12th of December. At length it

reached the province of Damerghou; there the three travellers

parted, and Barth took the road to Kano, where he arrived by dint

of perseverance, and after paying considerable tribute.


In spite of an intense fever, he quitted that place

on the 7th of March, accompanied by a single servant. The principal

aim of his journey was to reconnoitre Lake Tchad, from which he was

still three hundred and fifty miles distant. He therefore advanced

toward the east, and reached the town of Zouricolo, in the Bornou

country, which is the core of the great central empire of Africa.

There he heard of the death of Richardson, who had succumbed to

fatigue and privation. He next arrived at Kouka, the capital of

Bornou, on the borders of the lake. Finally, at the end of three

weeks, on the 14th of April, twelve months after having quitted

Tripoli, he reached the town of Ngornou.


We find him again setting forth on the 29th of

March, 1851, with Overweg, to visit the kingdom of Adamaoua, to the

south of the lake, and from there he pushed on as far as the town

of Yola, a little below nine degrees north latitude. This was the

extreme southern limit reached by that daring traveller.


He returned in the month of August to Kouka; from

there he successively traversed the Mandara, Barghimi, and Klanem

countries, and reached his extreme limit in the east, the town of

Masena, situated at seventeen degrees twenty minutes west

longitude.


On the 25th of November, 1852, after the death of

Overweg, his last companion, he plunged into the west, visited

Sockoto, crossed the Niger, and finally reached Timbuctoo, where he

had to languish, during eight long months, under vexations

inflicted upon him by the sheik, and all kinds of ill-treatment and

wretchedness. But the presence of a Christian in the city could not

long be tolerated, and the Foullans threatened to besiege it. The

doctor, therefore, left it on the 17th of March, 1854, and fled to

the frontier, where he remained for thirty-three days in the most

abject destitution. He then managed to get back to Kano in

November, thence to Kouka, where he resumed Denham's route after

four months' delay. He regained Tripoli toward the close of August,

1855, and arrived in London on the 6th of September, the only

survivor of his party.


Such was the venturesome journey of Dr. Barth.


Dr. Ferguson carefully noted the fact, that he had

stopped at four degrees north latitude and seventeen degrees west

longitude.


Now let us see what Lieutenants Burton and Speke

accomplished in Eastern Africa.


The various expeditions that had ascended the Nile

could never manage to reach the mysterious source of that river.

According to the narrative of the German doctor, Ferdinand Werne,

the expedition attempted in 1840, under the auspices of Mehemet

Ali, stopped at Gondokoro, between the fourth and fifth parallels

of north latitude.


In 1855, Brun-Rollet, a native of Savoy, appointed

consul for Sardinia in Eastern Soudan, to take the place of Vaudey,

who had just died, set out from Karthoum, and, under the name of

Yacoub the merchant, trading in gums and ivory, got as far as

Belenia, beyond the fourth degree, but had to return in ill-health

to Karthoum, where he died in 1857.


Neither Dr. Penney—the head of the Egyptian medical

service, who, in a small steamer, penetrated one degree beyond

Gondokoro, and then came back to die of exhaustion at Karthoum—nor

Miani, the Venetian, who, turning the cataracts below Gondokoro,

reached the second parallel— nor the Maltese trader, Andrea Debono,

who pushed his journey up the Nile still farther—could work their

way beyond the apparently impassable limit.


In 1859, M. Guillaume Lejean, intrusted with a

mission by the French Government, reached Karthoum by way of the

Red Sea, and embarked upon the Nile with a retinue of twenty-one

hired men and twenty soldiers, but he could not get past Gondokoro,

and ran extreme risk of his life among the negro tribes, who were

in full revolt. The expedition directed by M. d'Escayrac de Lauture

made an equally unsuccessful attempt to reach the famous sources of

the Nile.


This fatal limit invariably brought every traveller

to a halt. In ancient times, the ambassadors of Nero reached the

ninth degree of latitude, but in eighteen centuries only from five

to six degrees, or from three hundred to three hundred and sixty

geographical miles, were gained.


Many travellers endeavored to reach the sources of

the Nile by taking their point of departure on the eastern coast of

Africa.


Between 1768 and 1772 the Scotch traveller,

Bruce, set out from Massowah, a port of Abyssinia, traversed

the


Tigre, visited the ruins of Axum, saw the sources of the Nile

where they did not exist, and obtained no serious result.


In 1844, Dr. Krapf, an Anglican missionary, founded

an establishment at Monbaz, on the coast of Zanguebar, and, in

company with the Rev. Dr. Rebmann, discovered two mountain-ranges

three hundred miles from the coast. These were the mountains of

Kilimandjaro and Kenia, which Messrs. de Heuglin and Thornton have

partly scaled so recently.


In 1845, Maizan, the French explorer, disembarked,

alone, at Bagamayo, directly opposite to Zanzibar, and got as far

as Deje-la-Mhora, where the chief caused him to be put to death in

the most cruel torment.


In 1859, in the month of August, the young

traveller, Roscher, from Hamburg, set out with a caravan of Arab

merchants, reached Lake Nyassa, and was there assassinated while he

slept.


Finally, in 1857, Lieutenants Burton and Speke,

both officers in the Bengal army, were sent by the London

Geographical Society to explore the great African lakes, and on the

17th of June they quitted Zanzibar, and plunged directly into the

west.


After four months of incredible suffering, their

baggage having been pillaged, and their attendants beaten and

slain, they arrived at Kazeh, a sort of central rendezvous for

traders and caravans. They were in the midst of the country of the

Moon, and there they collected some precious documents concerning

the manners, government, religion, fauna, and flora of the region.

They next made for the first of the great lakes, the one named

Tanganayika, situated between the third and eighth degrees of south

latitude. They reached it on the 14th of February, 1858, and

visited the various tribes residing on its banks, the most of whom

are cannibals.


They departed again on the 26th of May, and

reentered Kazeh on the 20th of June. There Burton, who was

completely worn out, lay ill for several months, during which time

Speke made a push to the northward of more than three hundred

miles, going as far as Lake Okeracua, which he came in sight of on

the 3d of August; but he could descry only the opening of it at

latitude two degrees thirty minutes.


He reached Kazeh, on his return, on the 25th of

August, and, in company with Burton, again took up the route to

Zanzibar, where they arrived in the month of March in the following

year. These two daring explorers then reembarked for England; and

the Geographical Society of Paris decreed them its annual prize

medal.


Dr. Ferguson carefully remarked that they had not

gone beyond the second degree of south latitude, nor the

twenty-ninth of east longitude.


The problem, therefore, was how to link the

explorations of Burton and Speke with those of Dr. Barth, since to

do so was to undertake to traverse an extent of more than twelve

degrees of territory.
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Kennedy's Dreams.—Articles and Pronouns in the

Plural.—Dick's Insinuations. —A Promenade over the Map of

Africa.—What is contained between two Points of the

Compass.—Expeditions now on foot.—Speke and Grant.—Krapf, De

Decken, and De Heuglin.





Dr. Ferguson energetically pushed the preparations

for his departure, and in person superintended the construction of

his balloon, with certain modifications; in regard to which he

observed the most absolute silence. For a long time past he had

been applying himself to the study of the Arab language and the

various Mandingoe idioms, and, thanks to his talents as a polyglot,

he had made rapid progress.


In the mean while his friend, the sportsman, never

let him out of his sight—afraid, no doubt, that the doctor might

take his departure, without saying a word to anybody. On this

subject, he regaled him with the most persuasive arguments, which,

however, did NOT persuade Samuel Ferguson, and wasted his breath in

pathetic entreaties, by which the latter seemed to be but slightly

moved. In fine, Dick felt that the doctor was slipping through his

fingers.


The poor Scot was really to be pitied. He could not

look upon the azure vault without a sombre terror: when asleep, he

felt oscillations that made his head reel; and every night he had

visions of being swung aloft at immeasurable heights.


We must add that, during these fearful nightmares,

he once or twice fell out of bed. His first care then was to show

Ferguson a severe contusion that he had received on the cranium.

"And yet," he would add, with warmth, "that was at the height of

only three feet—not an inch more—and such a bump as this! Only

think, then!"


This insinuation, full of sad meaning as it was,

did not seem to touch the doctor's heart.


"We'll not fall," was his invariable reply.


"But, still, suppose that we WERE to fall!"


"We will NOT fall!"


This was decisive, and Kennedy had nothing more to

say.


What particularly exasperated Dick was, that the

doctor seemed completely to lose sight of his personality— of

his—Kennedy's—and to look upon him as irrevocably destined to

become his aerial companion. Not even the shadow of a doubt was

ever suggested; and Samuel made an intolerable misuse of the first

person plural:


"'We' are getting along; 'we' shall be ready on the

——; 'we' shall start on the ——," etc., etc.


And then there was the singular possessive

adjective:


"'Our' balloon; 'our' car; 'our' expedition."


And the same in the plural, too:


"'Our' preparations; 'our' discoveries; 'our'

ascensions."


Dick shuddered at them, although he was determined

not to go; but he did not want to annoy his friend. Let us also

disclose the fact that, without knowing exactly why himself, he had

sent to Edinburgh for a certain selection of heavy clothing, and

his best hunting-gear and fire-arms.


One day, after having admitted that, with an

overwhelming run of good-luck, there MIGHT be one chance of success

in a thousand, he pretended to yield entirely to the doctor's

wishes; but, in order to still put off the journey, he opened the

most varied series of subterfuges. He threw himself back upon

questioning the utility of the expedition—its opportuneness, etc.

This discovery of the sources of the Nile, was it likely to be of

any use?—Would one have really labored for the welfare of

humanity?— When, after all, the African tribes should have been

civilized, would they be any happier?—Were folks certain that

civilization had not its chosen abode there rather than in

Europe?—Perhaps!—And then, couldn't one wait a little longer?—The

trip across Africa would certainly be accomplished some day, and in

a less hazardous manner.— In another month, or in six months before

the year was over, some explorer would undoubtedly come in—etc.,

etc.


These hints produced an effect exactly opposite to

what was desired or intended, and the doctor trembled with

impatience.


"Are you willing, then, wretched Dick—are you

willing, false friend—that this glory should belong to another?

Must I then be untrue to my past history; recoil before obstacles

that are not serious; requite with cowardly hesitation what both

the English Government and the Royal Society of London have done

for me?"


"But," resumed Kennedy, who made great use of that

conjunction.


"But," said the doctor, "are you not aware that my

journey is to compete with the success of the expeditions now on

foot? Don't you know that fresh explorers are advancing toward the

centre of Africa?"


"Still—"


"Listen to me, Dick," and cast your eyes over that

map."


Dick glanced over it, with resignation.


"Now, ascend the course of the Nile."


"I have ascended it," replied the Scotchman, with

docility.


"Stop at Gondokoro."


"I am there."


And Kennedy thought to himself how easy such a trip

was—on the map!


"Now, take one of the points of these dividers and

let it rest upon that place beyond which the most daring explorers

have scarcely gone."


"I have done so."


"And now look along the coast for the island of

Zanzibar, in latitude six degrees south."


"I have it."


"Now, follow the same parallel and arrive at

Kazeh."


"I have done so."


"Run up again along the thirty-third degree of

longitude to the opening of Lake Oukereoue, at the point where

Lieutenant Speke had to halt."


"I am there; a little more, and I should have

tumbled into the lake."


"Very good! Now, do you know what we have the right

to suppose, according to the information given by the tribes that

live along its shores?"


"I haven't the least idea."


"Why, that this lake, the lower extremity of which

is in two degrees and thirty minutes, must extend also two degrees

and a half above the equator."


"Really!"


"Well from this northern extremity there flows a

stream which must necessarily join the Nile, if it be not the Nile

itself."


"That is, indeed, curious."


"Then, let the other point of your dividers rest

upon that extremity of Lake Oukereoue."


"It is done, friend Ferguson."


"Now, how many degrees can you count between the

two points?"


"Scarcely two."


"And do you know what that means, Dick?"


"Not the least in the world."


"Why, that makes scarcely one hundred and twenty

miles—in other words, a nothing."


"Almost nothing, Samuel."


"Well, do you know what is taking place at this

moment?"


"No, upon my honor, I do not."


"Very well, then, I'll tell you. The Geographical

Society regard as very important the exploration of this lake of

which Speke caught a glimpse. Under their auspices, Lieutenant (now

Captain) Speke has associated with him Captain Grant, of the army

in India; they have put themselves at the head of a numerous and

well-equipped expedition; their mission is to ascend the lake and

return to Gondokoro; they have received a subsidy of more than five

thousand pounds, and the Governor of the Cape of Good Hope has

placed Hottentot soldiers at their disposal; they set out from

Zanzibar at the close of October, 1860. In the mean while John

Petherick, the English consul at the city of Karthoum, has received

about seven hundred pounds from the foreign office; he is to equip

a steamer at Karthoum, stock it with sufficient provisions, and

make his way to Gondokoro; there, he will await Captain Speke's

caravan, and be able to replenish its supplies to some extent."


"Well planned," said Kennedy.


"You can easily see, then, that time presses if we

are to take part in these exploring labors. And that is not all,

since, while some are thus advancing with sure steps to the

discovery of the sources of the Nile, others are penetrating to the

very heart of Africa."


"On foot?" said Kennedy.


"Yes, on foot," rejoined the doctor, without

noticing the insinuation. "Doctor Krapf proposes to push forward,

in the west, by way of the Djob, a river lying under the equator.

Baron de Decken has already set out from Monbaz, has reconnoitred

the mountains of Kenaia and Kilimandjaro, and is now plunging in

toward the centre."


"But all this time on foot?"


"On foot or on mules."


"Exactly the same, so far as I am concerned,"

ejaculated Kennedy.


"Lastly," resumed the doctor, "M. de Heuglin, the

Austrian vice-consul at Karthoum, has just organized a very

important expedition, the first aim of which is to search for the

traveller Vogel, who, in 1853, was sent into the Soudan to

associate himself with the labors of Dr. Barth. In 1856, he quitted

Bornou, and determined to explore the unknown country that lies

between Lake Tchad and Darfur. Nothing has been seen of him since

that time. Letters that were received in Alexandria, in 1860, said

that he was killed at the order of the King of Wadai; but other

letters, addressed by Dr. Hartmann to the traveller's father,

relate that, according to the recital of a felatah of Bornou, Vogel

was merely held as a prisoner at Wara. All hope is not then lost.

Hence, a committee has been organized under the presidency of the

Regent of Saxe-Cogurg-Gotha; my friend Petermann is its secretary;

a national subscription has provided for the expense of the

expedition, whose strength has been increased by the voluntary

accession of several learned men, and M. de Heuglin set out from

Massowah, in the month of June. While engaged in looking for Vogel,

he is also to explore all the country between the Nile and Lake

Tchad, that is to say, to knit together the operations of Captain

Speke and those of Dr. Barth, and then Africa will have been

traversed from east to west."[1]


"Well," said the canny Scot, "since every thing is

getting on so well, what's the use of our going down there?"


Dr. Ferguson made no reply, but contented himself

with a significant shrug of the shoulders.
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A Servant—match him!—He can see the Satellites of

Jupiter.—Dick and Joe hard at it.—Doubt and Faith.—The Weighing

Ceremony.—Joe and Wellington.—He gets a Half-crown.





Dr. Ferguson had a servant who answered with

alacrity to the name of Joe. He was an excellent fellow, who

testified the most absolute confidence in his master, and the most

unlimited devotion to his interests, even anticipating his wishes

and orders, which were always intelligently executed. In fine, he

was a Caleb without the growling, and a perfect pattern of constant

good-humor. Had he been made on purpose for the place, it could not

have been better done. Ferguson put himself entirely in his hands,

so far as the ordinary details of existence were concerned, and he

did well. Incomparable, whole-souled Joe! a servant who orders your

dinner; who likes what you like; who packs your trunk, without

forgetting your socks or your linen; who has charge of your keys

and your secrets, and takes no advantage of all this!


But then, what a man the doctor was in the eyes of

this worthy Joe! With what respect and what confidence the latter

received all his decisions! When Ferguson had spoken, he would be a

fool who should attempt to question the matter. Every thing he

thought was exactly right; every thing he said, the perfection of

wisdom; every thing he ordered to be done, quite feasible; all that

he undertook, practicable; all that he accomplished, admirable. You

might have cut Joe to pieces—not an agreeable operation, to be

sure—and yet he would not have altered his opinion of his

master.


So, when the doctor conceived the project of

crossing Africa through the air, for Joe the thing was already

done; obstacles no longer existed; from the moment when the doctor

had made up his mind to start, he had arrived —along with his

faithful attendant, too, for the noble fellow knew, without a word

uttered about it, that he would be one of the party.


Moreover, he was just the man to render the

greatest service by his intelligence and his wonderful agility. Had

the occasion arisen to name a professor of gymnastics for the

monkeys in the Zoological Garden (who are smart enough,

by-the-way!), Joe would certainly have received the appointment.

Leaping, climbing, almost flying— these were all sport to him.


If Ferguson was the head and Kennedy the arm, Joe

was to be the right hand of the expedition. He had, already,

accompanied his master on several journeys, and had a smattering of

science appropriate to his condition and style of mind, but he was

especially remarkable for a sort of mild philosophy, a charming

turn of optimism. In his sight every thing was easy, logical,

natural, and, consequently, he could see no use in complaining or

grumbling.


Among other gifts, he possessed a strength and

range of vision that were perfectly surprising. He enjoyed, in

common with Moestlin, Kepler's professor, the rare faculty of

distinguishing the satellites of Jupiter with the naked eye, and of

counting fourteen of the stars in the group of Pleiades, the

remotest of them being only of the ninth magnitude. He presumed

none the more for that; on the contrary, he made his bow to you, at

a distance, and when occasion arose he bravely knew how to use his

eyes.


With such profound faith as Joe felt in the doctor,

it is not to be wondered at that incessant discussions sprang up

between him and Kennedy, without any lack of respect to the latter,

however.


One doubted, the other believed; one had a prudent

foresight, the other blind confidence. The doctor, however,

vibrated between doubt and confidence; that is to say, he troubled

his head with neither one nor the other.


"Well, Mr. Kennedy," Joe would say.


"Well, my boy?"


"The moment's at hand. It seems that we are to sail

for the moon."


"You mean the Mountains of the Moon, which are not

quite so far off. But, never mind, one trip is just as dangerous as

the other!"


"Dangerous! What! with a man like Dr.

Ferguson?"


"I don't want to spoil your illusions, my good Joe;

but this undertaking of his is nothing more nor less than the act

of a madman. He won't go, though!"


"He won't go, eh? Then you haven't seen his balloon

at Mitchell's factory in the Borough?"


"I'll take precious good care to keep away from

it!"


"Well, you'll lose a fine sight, sir. What a

splendid thing it is! What a pretty shape! What a nice car! How

snug we'll feel in it!"


"Then you really think of going with your

master?"


"I?" answered Joe, with an accent of profound

conviction. "Why, I'd go with him wherever he pleases! Who ever

heard of such a thing? Leave him to go off alone, after we've been

all over the world together! Who would help him, when he was tired?

Who would give him a hand in climbing over the rocks? Who would

attend him when he was sick? No, Mr. Kennedy, Joe will always stick

to the doctor!"


"You're a fine fellow, Joe!"


"But, then, you're coming with us!"


"Oh! certainly," said Kennedy; "that is to say, I

will go with you up to the last moment, to prevent Samuel even then

from being guilty of such an act of folly! I will follow him as far

as Zanzibar, so as to stop him there, if possible."


"You'll stop nothing at all, Mr. Kennedy, with all

respect to you, sir. My master is no hare-brained person; he takes

a long time to think over what he means to do, and then, when he

once gets started, the Evil One himself couldn't make him give it

up."


"Well, we'll see about that."


"Don't flatter yourself, sir—but then, the main

thing is, to have you with us. For a hunter like you, sir, Africa's

a great country. So, either way, you won't be sorry for the

trip."


"No, that's a fact, I shan't be sorry for it, if I

can get this crazy man to give up his scheme."


"By-the-way," said Joe, "you know that the weighing

comes off to-day."


"The weighing—what weighing?"


"Why, my master, and you, and I, are all to be

weighed to-day!"


"What! like horse-jockeys?"


"Yes, like jockeys. Only, never fear, you won't be

expected to make yourself lean, if you're found to be heavy. You'll

go as you are."


"Well, I can tell you, I am not going to let myself

be weighed," said Kennedy, firmly.


"But, sir, it seems that the doctor's machine

requires it."


"Well, his machine will have to do without it."


"Humph! and suppose that it couldn't go up,

then?"


"Egad! that's all I want!"


"Come! come, Mr. Kennedy! My master will be sending

for us directly."


"I shan't go."


"Oh! now, you won't vex the doctor in that

way!"


"Aye! that I will."


"Well!" said Joe with a laugh, "you say that

because he's not here; but when he says to your face, 'Dick!' (with

all respect to you, sir,) 'Dick, I want to know exactly how much

you weigh,' you'll go, I warrant it."


"No, I will NOT go!"


At this moment the doctor entered his study, where

this discussion had been taking place; and, as he came in, cast a

glance at Kennedy, who did not feel altogether at his ease.


"Dick," said the doctor, "come with Joe; I want to

know how much you both weigh."


"But—"


"You may keep your hat on. Come!" And Kennedy

went.


They repaired in company to the workshop of the

Messrs. Mitchell, where one of those so-called "Roman" scales was

in readiness. It was necessary, by the way, for the doctor to know

the weight of his companions, so as to fix the equilibrium of his

balloon; so he made Dick get up on the platform of the scales. The

latter, without making any resistance, said, in an undertone:


"Oh! well, that doesn't bind me to any thing."


"One hundred and fifty-three pounds," said the

doctor, noting it down on his tablets.


"Am I too heavy?"


"Why, no, Mr. Kennedy!" said Joe; "and then, you

know, I am light to make up for it."


So saying, Joe, with enthusiasm, took his place on

the scales, and very nearly upset them in his ready haste. He

struck the attitude of Wellington where he is made to ape Achilles,

at Hyde-Park entrance, and was superb in it, without the

shield.


"One hundred and twenty pounds," wrote the

doctor.


"Ah! ha!" said Joe, with a smile of

satisfaction


And why did he smile? He never could tell himself.


"It's my turn now," said Ferguson—and he put down

one hundred and thirty-five pounds to his own account.


"All three of us," said he, "do not weigh much more

than four hundred pounds."


"But, sir," said Joe, "if it was necessary for your

expedition, I could make myself thinner by twenty pounds, by not

eating so much."


"Useless, my boy!" replied the doctor. "You may eat

as much as you like, and here's half-a-crown to buy you the

ballast."
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Geometrical Details.—Calculation of the Capacity of

the Balloon.—The Double Receptacle.—The Covering.—The Car.—The
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Dr. Ferguson had long been engaged upon the details

of his expedition. It is easy to comprehend that the balloon —that

marvellous vehicle which was to convey him through the air—was the

constant object of his solicitude.


At the outset, in order not to give the balloon too

ponderous dimensions, he had decided to fill it with hydrogen gas,

which is fourteen and a half times lighter than common air. The

production of this gas is easy, and it has given the greatest

satisfaction hitherto in aerostatic experiments.


The doctor, according to very accurate

calculations, found that, including the articles indispensable to

his journey and his apparatus, he should have to carry a weight of

4,000 pounds; therefore he had to find out what would be the

ascensional force of a balloon capable of raising such a weight,

and, consequently, what would be its capacity.


A weight of four thousand pounds is represented by

a displacement of the air amounting to forty-four thousand eight

hundred and forty-seven cubic feet; or, in other words, forty-four

thousand eight hundred and forty-seven cubic feet of air weigh

about four thousand pounds.


By giving the balloon these cubic dimensions, and

filling it with hydrogen gas, instead of common air—the former

being fourteen and a half times lighter and weighing therefore only

two hundred and seventy-six pounds—a difference of three thousand

seven hundred and twenty-four pounds in equilibrium is produced;

and it is this difference between the weight of the gas contained

in the balloon and the weight of the surrounding atmosphere that

constitutes the ascensional force of the former.


However, were the forty-four thousand eight hundred

and forty-seven cubic feet of gas of which we speak, all introduced

into the balloon, it would be entirely filled; but that would not

do, because, as the balloon continued to mount into the more

rarefied layers of the atmosphere, the gas within would dilate, and

soon burst the cover containing it. Balloons, then, are usually

only two-thirds filled.


But the doctor, in carrying out a project known

only to himself, resolved to fill his balloon only one-half; and,

since he had to carry forty-four thousand eight hundred and

forty-seven cubic feet of gas, to give his balloon nearly double

capacity he arranged it in that elongated, oval shape which has

come to be preferred. The horizontal diameter was fifty feet, and

the vertical diameter seventy-five feet. He thus obtained a

spheroid, the capacity of which amounted, in round numbers, to

ninety thousand cubic feet.


Could Dr. Ferguson have used two balloons, his

chances of success would have been increased; for, should one burst

in the air, he could, by throwing out ballast, keep himself up with

the other. But the management of two balloons would, necessarily,

be very difficult, in view of the problem how to keep them both at

an equal ascensional force.


After having pondered the matter carefully, Dr.

Ferguson, by an ingenious arrangement, combined the advantages of

two balloons, without incurring their inconveniences. He

constructed two of different sizes, and inclosed the smaller in the

larger one. His external balloon, which had the dimensions given

above, contained a less one of the same shape, which was only

forty-five feet in horizontal, and sixty-eight feet in vertical

diameter. The capacity of this interior balloon was only

sixty-seven thousand cubic feet: it was to float in the fluid

surrounding it. A valve opened from one balloon into the other, and

thus enabled the aeronaut to communicate with both.


This arrangement offered the advantage, that if gas

had to be let off, so as to descend, that which was in the outer

balloon would go first; and, were it completely emptied, the

smaller one would still remain intact. The outer envelope might

then be cast off as a useless encumbrance; and the second balloon,

left free to itself, would not offer the same hold to the currents

of air as a half-inflated one must needs present.


Moreover, in case of an accident happening to the

outside balloon, such as getting torn, for instance, the other

would remain intact.


The balloons were made of a strong but light Lyons

silk, coated with gutta percha. This gummy, resinous substance is

absolutely water-proof, and also resists acids and gas perfectly.

The silk was doubled, at the upper extremity of the oval, where

most of the strain would come.


Such an envelope as this could retain the inflating

fluid for any length of time. It weighed half a pound per nine

square feet. Hence the surface of the outside balloon being about

eleven thousand six hundred square feet, its envelope weighed six

hundred and fifty pounds. The envelope of the second or inner

balloon, having nine thousand two hundred square feet of surface,

weighed only about five hundred and ten pounds, or say eleven

hundred and sixty pounds for both.


The network that supported the car was made of very

strong hempen cord, and the two valves were the object of the most

minute and careful attention, as the rudder of a ship would be.


The car, which was of a circular form and fifteen

feet in diameter, was made of wicker-work, strengthened with a

slight covering of iron, and protected below by a system of elastic

springs, to deaden the shock of collision. Its weight, along with

that of the network, did not exceed two hundred and fifty

pounds.


In addition to the above, the doctor caused to be

constructed two sheet-iron chests two lines in thickness. These

were connected by means of pipes furnished with stopcocks. He

joined to these a spiral, two inches in diameter, which terminated

in two branch pieces of unequal length, the longer of which,

however, was twenty-five feet in height and the shorter only

fifteen feet.


These sheet-iron chests were embedded in the car in

such a way as to take up the least possible amount of space. The

spiral, which was not to be adjusted until some future moment, was

packed up, separately, along with a very strong Buntzen electric

battery. This apparatus had been so ingeniously combined that it

did not weigh more than seven hundred pounds, even including

twenty-five gallons of water in another receptacle.


The instruments provided for the journey consisted

of two barometers, two thermometers, two compasses, a sextant, two

chronometers, an artificial horizon, and an altazimuth, to throw

out the height of distant and inaccessible objects.


The Greenwich Observatory had placed itself at the

doctor's disposal. The latter, however, did not intend to make

experiments in physics; he merely wanted to be able to know in what

direction he was passing, and to determine the position of the

principal rivers, mountains, and towns.


He also provided himself with three thoroughly

tested iron anchors, and a light but strong silk ladder fifty feet

in length.


He at the same time carefully weighed his stores of

provision, which consisted of tea, coffee, biscuit, salted meat,

and pemmican, a preparation which comprises many nutritive elements

in a small space. Besides a sufficient stock of pure brandy, he

arranged two water-tanks, each of which contained twenty-two

gallons.


The consumption of these articles would

necessarily, little by little, diminish the weight to be sustained,

for it must be remembered that the equilibrium of a balloon

floating in the atmosphere is extremely sensitive. The loss of an

almost insignificant weight suffices to produce a very noticeable

displacement.


Nor did the doctor forget an awning to shelter the

car, nor the coverings and blankets that were to be the bedding of

the journey, nor some fowling pieces and rifles, with their

requisite supply of powder and ball.


Here is the summing up of his various items, and

their weight, as he computed it:


Ferguson……………………… 135 pounds.


Kennedy………………………. 153 "


Joe………………………….. 120 "


Weight of the outside balloon…… 650 "


Weight of the second balloon……. 510 "


Car and network……………….. 280 "


Anchors, instruments, awnings,


and sundry utensils, guns,


coverings, etc………………. 190 "


Meat, pemmican, biscuits, tea,


coffee, brandy………………. 386 "


Water………………………… 400 "


Apparatus…………………….. 700 "


Weight of the hydrogen…………. 276 "


Ballast………………………. 200 "


——-


4,000 pounds.


Such were the items of the four thousand pounds

that Dr. Ferguson proposed to carry up with him. He took only two

hundred pounds of ballast for "unforeseen emergencies," as he

remarked, since otherwise he did not expect to use any, thanks to

the peculiarity of his apparatus.
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Joe's Importance.—The Commander of the

Resolute.—Kennedy's Arsenal.—Mutual Amenities.—The Farewell

Dinner.—Departure on the 21st of February.—The Doctor's Scientific

Sessions.— Duveyrier.—Livingstone.—Details of the Aerial

Voyage.—Kennedy silenced.





About the 10th of February, the preparations were

pretty well completed; and the balloons, firmly secured, one within

the other, were altogether finished. They had been subjected to a

powerful pneumatic pressure in all parts, and the test gave

excellent evidence of their solidity and of the care applied in

their construction.


Joe hardly knew what he was about, with delight. He

trotted incessantly to and fro between his home in Greek Street,

and the Mitchell establishment, always full of business, but always

in the highest spirits, giving details of the affair to people who

did not even ask him, so proud was he, above all things, of being

permitted to accompany his master. I have even a shrewd suspicion

that what with showing the balloon, explaining the plans and views

of the doctor, giving folks a glimpse of the latter, through a

half-opened window, or pointing him out as he passed along the

streets, the clever scamp earned a few half-crowns, but we must not

find fault with him for that. He had as much right as anybody else

to speculate upon the admiration and curiosity of his

contemporaries.


On the 16th of February, the Resolute cast anchor

near Greenwich. She was a screw propeller of eight hundred tons, a

fast sailer, and the very vessel that had been sent out to the

polar regions, to revictual the last expedition of Sir James Ross.

Her commander, Captain Bennet, had the name of being a very amiable

person, and he took a particular interest in the doctor's

expedition, having been one of that gentleman's admirers for a long

time. Bennet was rather a man of science than a man of war, which

did not, however, prevent his vessel from carrying four carronades,

that had never hurt any body, to be sure, but had performed the

most pacific duty in the world.


The hold of the Resolute was so arranged as to find

a stowing-place for the balloon. The latter was shipped with the

greatest precaution on the 18th of February, and was then carefully

deposited at the bottom of the vessel in such a way as to prevent

accident. The car and its accessories, the anchors, the cords, the

supplies, the water-tanks, which were to be filled on arriving, all

were embarked and put away under Ferguson's own eyes.


Ten tons of sulphuric acid and ten tons of iron

filings, were put on board for the future production of the

hydrogen gas. The quantity was more than enough, but it was well to

be provided against accident. The apparatus to be employed in

manufacturing the gas, including some thirty empty casks, was also

stowed away in the hold.


These various preparations were terminated on the

18th of February, in the evening. Two state-rooms, comfortably

fitted up, were ready for the reception of Dr. Ferguson and his

friend Kennedy. The latter, all the while swearing that he would

not go, went on board with a regular arsenal of hunting weapons,

among which were two double-barrelled breech-loading

fowling-pieces, and a rifle that had withstood every test, of the

make of Purdey, Moore & Dickson, at Edinburgh. With such a

weapon a marksman would find no difficulty in lodging a bullet in

the eye of a chamois at the distance of two thousand paces. Along

with these implements, he had two of Colt's six-shooters, for

unforeseen emergencies. His powder-case, his cartridge-pouch, his

lead, and his bullets, did not exceed a certain weight prescribed

by the doctor.


The three travellers got themselves to rights on

board during the working-hours of February 19th. They were received

with much distinction by the captain and his officers, the doctor

continuing as reserved as ever, and thinking of nothing but his

expedition. Dick seemed a good deal moved, but was unwilling to

betray it; while Joe was fairly dancing and breaking out in

laughable remarks. The worthy fellow soon became the jester and

merry-andrew of the boatswain's mess, where a berth had been kept

for him.


On the 20th, a grand farewell dinner was given to

Dr. Ferguson and Kennedy by the Royal Geographical Society.

Commander Bennet and his officers were present at the

entertainment, which was signalized by copious libations and

numerous toasts. Healths were drunk, in sufficient abundance to

guarantee all the guests a lifetime of centuries. Sir Francis M——

presided, with restrained but dignified feeling.


To his own supreme confusion, Dick Kennedy came in

for a large share in the jovial felicitations of the night. After

having drunk to the "intrepid Ferguson, the glory of England," they

had to drink to "the no less courageous Kennedy, his daring

companion."


Dick blushed a good deal, and that passed for

modesty; whereupon the applause redoubled, and Dick blushed

again.


A message from the Queen arrived while they were at

dessert. Her Majesty offered her compliments to the two travellers,

and expressed her wishes for their safe and successful journey.

This, of course, rendered imperative fresh toasts to "Her most

gracious Majesty."


At midnight, after touching farewells and warm

shaking of hands, the guests separated.


The boats of the Resolute were in waiting at the

stairs of Westminster Bridge. The captain leaped in, accompanied by

his officers and passengers, and the rapid current of the Thames,

aiding the strong arms of the rowers, bore them swiftly to

Greenwich. In an hour's time all were asleep on board.


The next morning, February 21st, at three o'clock,

the furnaces began to roar; at five, the anchors were weighed, and

the Resolute, powerfully driven by her screw, began to plough the

water toward the mouth of the Thames.


It is needless to say that the topic of

conversation with every one on board was Dr. Ferguson's enterprise.

Seeing and hearing the doctor soon inspired everybody with such

confidence that, in a very short time, there was no one, excepting

the incredulous Scotchman, on the steamer who had the least doubt

of the perfect feasibility and success of the expedition.


During the long, unoccupied hours of the voyage,

the doctor held regular sittings, with lectures on geographical

science, in the officers' mess-room. These young men felt an

intense interest in the discoveries made during the last forty

years in Africa; and the doctor related to them the explorations of

Barth, Burton, Speke, and Grant, and depicted the wonders of this

vast, mysterious country, now thrown open on all sides to the

investigations of science. On the north, the young Duveyrier was

exploring Sahara, and bringing the chiefs of the Touaregs to Paris.

Under the inspiration of the French Government, two expeditions

were preparing, which, descending from the north, and coming from

the west, would cross each other at Timbuctoo. In the south, the

indefatigable Livingstone was still advancing toward the equator;

and, since March, 1862, he had, in company with Mackenzie, ascended

the river Rovoonia. The nineteenth century would, assuredly, not

pass, contended the doctor, without Africa having been compelled to

surrender the secrets she has kept locked up in her bosom for six

thousand years.


But the interest of Dr. Ferguson's hearers was

excited to the highest pitch when he made known to them, in detail,

the preparations for his own journey. They took pleasure in

verifying his calculations; they discussed them; and the doctor

frankly took part in the discussion.


As a general thing, they were surprised at the

limited quantity of provision that he took with him; and one day

one of the officers questioned him on that subject.


"That peculiar point astonishes you, does it?"

said


Ferguson.


"It does, indeed."


"But how long do you think my trip is going to

last? Whole months? If so, you are greatly mistaken. Were it to be

a long one, we should be lost; we should never get back. But you

must know that the distance from Zanzibar to the coast of Senegal

is only thirty-five hundred—say four thousand miles. Well, at the

rate of two hundred and forty miles every twelve hours, which does

not come near the rapidity of our railroad trains, by travelling

day and night, it would take only seven days to cross Africa!"


"But then you could see nothing, make no

geographical observations, or reconnoitre the face of the

country."


"Ah!" replied the doctor, "if I am master of my

balloon—if I can ascend and descend at will, I shall stop when I

please, especially when too violent currents of air threaten to

carry me out of my way with them."


"And you will encounter such," said Captain Bennet.

"There are tornadoes that sweep at the rate of more than two

hundred and forty miles per hour."


"You see, then, that with such speed as that, we

could cross Africa in twelve hours. One would rise at Zanzibar, and

go to bed at St. Louis!"


"But," rejoined the officer, "could any balloon

withstand the wear and tear of such velocity?"


"It has happened before," replied Ferguson.


"And the balloon withstood it?"


"Perfectly well. It was at the time of the

coronation of Napoleon, in 1804. The aeronaut, Gernerin, sent up a

balloon at Paris, about eleven o'clock in the evening. It bore the

following inscription, in letters of gold: 'Paris, 25 Frimaire;

year XIII; Coronation of the Emperor Napoleon by his Holiness, Pius

VII.' On the next morning, the inhabitants of Rome saw the same

balloon soaring above the Vatican, whence it crossed the Campagna,

and finally fluttered down into the lake of Bracciano. So you see,

gentlemen, that a balloon can resist such velocities."


"A balloon—that might be; but a man?" insinuated

Kennedy.


"Yes, a man, too!—for the balloon is always

motionless with reference to the air that surrounds it. What moves

is the mass of the atmosphere itself: for instance, one may light a

taper in the car, and the flame will not even waver. An aeronaut in

Garnerin's balloon would not have suffered in the least from the

speed. But then I have no occasion to attempt such velocity; and if

I can anchor to some tree, or some favorable inequality of the

ground, at night, I shall not fail to do so. Besides, we take

provision for two months with us, after all; and there is nothing

to prevent our skilful huntsman here from furnishing game in

abundance when we come to alight."


"Ah! Mr. Kennedy," said a young midshipman, with

envious eyes, "what splendid shots you'll have!"


"Without counting," said another, "that you'll have

the glory as well as the sport!"


"Gentlemen," replied the hunter, stammering with

confusion, "I greatly—appreciate—your compliments— but

they—don't—belong to me."


"You!" exclaimed every body, "don't you intend to

go?"


"I am not going!"


"You won't accompany Dr. Ferguson?"


"Not only shall I not accompany him, but I am here

so as to be present at the last moment to prevent his going."


Every eye was now turned to the doctor.


"Never mind him!" said the latter, calmly. "This is

a matter that we can't argue with him. At heart he knows perfectly

well that he IS going."


"By Saint Andrew!" said Kennedy, "I swear—"


"Swear to nothing, friend Dick; you have been

ganged and weighed—you and your powder, your guns, and your

bullets; so don't let us say anything more about it."


And, in fact, from that day until the arrival at

Zanzibar, Dick never opened his mouth. He talked neither about that

nor about anything else. He kept absolutely silent.
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They double the Cape.—The Forecastle.—A Course of

Cosmography by Professor Joe.—Concerning the Method of guiding

Balloons.—How to seek out Atmospheric Currents.—Eureka.





The Resolute plunged along rapidly toward the Cape

of Good Hope, the weather continuing fine, although the sea ran

heavier.


On the 30th of March, twenty-seven days after the

departure from London, the Table Mountain loomed up on the horizon.

Cape City lying at the foot of an amphitheatre of hills, could be

distinguished through the ship's glasses, and soon the Resolute

cast anchor in the port. But the captain touched there only to

replenish his coal bunkers, and that was but a day's job. On the

morrow, he steered away to the south'ard, so as to double the

southernmost point of Africa, and enter the Mozambique Channel.


This was not Joe's first sea-voyage, and so, for

his part, he soon found himself at home on board; every body liked

him for his frankness and good-humor. A considerable share of his

master's renown was reflected upon him. He was listened to as an

oracle, and he made no more mistakes than the next one.


So, while the doctor was pursuing his descriptive

course of lecturing in the officers' mess, Joe reigned supreme on

the forecastle, holding forth in his own peculiar manner, and

making history to suit himself—a style of procedure pursued, by the

way, by the greatest historians of all ages and nations.


The topic of discourse was, naturally, the aerial

voyage. Joe had experienced some trouble in getting the rebellious

spirits to believe in it; but, once accepted by them, nothing

connected with it was any longer an impossibility to the

imaginations of the seamen stimulated by Joe's harangues.


Our dazzling narrator persuaded his hearers that,

after this trip, many others still more wonderful would be

undertaken. In fact, it was to be but the first of a long series of

superhuman expeditions.


"You see, my friends, when a man has had a taste of

that kind of travelling, he can't get along afterward with any

other; so, on our next expedition, instead of going off to one

side, we'll go right ahead, going up, too, all the time."


"Humph! then you'll go to the moon!" said one of

the crowd, with a stare of amazement.


"To the moon!" exclaimed Joe, "To the moon! pooh!

that's too common. Every body might go to the moon, that way.

Besides, there's no water there, and you have to carry such a lot

of it along with you. Then you have to take air along in bottles,

so as to breathe."


"Ay! ay! that's all right! But can a man get a drop

of the real stuff there?" said a sailor who liked his toddy.


"Not a drop!" was Joe's answer. "No! old fellow,

not in the moon. But we're going to skip round among those little

twinklers up there—the stars—and the splendid planets that my old

man so often talks about. For instance, we'll commence with

Saturn—"


"That one with the ring?" asked the boatswain.


"Yes! the wedding-ring—only no one knows what's

become of his wife!"


"What? will you go so high up as that?" said one of

the ship-boys, gaping with wonder. "Why, your master must be Old

Nick himself."


"Oh! no, he's too good for that."


"But, after Saturn—what then?" was the next inquiry

of his impatient audience.


"After Saturn? Well, we'll visit Jupiter. A funny

place that is, too, where the days are only nine hours and a half

long—a good thing for the lazy fellows—and the years, would you

believe it—last twelve of ours, which is fine for folks who have

only six months to live. They get off a little longer by that."


"Twelve years!" ejaculated the boy.


"Yes, my youngster; so that in that country you'd

be toddling after your mammy yet, and that old chap yonder, who

looks about fifty, would only be a little shaver of four and a

half."


"Blazes! that's a good 'un!" shouted the whole

forecastle together.


"Solemn truth!" said Joe, stoutly.


"But what can you expect? When people will stay in

this world, they learn nothing and keep as ignorant as bears. But

just come along to Jupiter and you'll see. But they have to look

out up there, for he's got satellites that are not just the easiest

things to pass."


All the men laughed, but they more than half

believed him. Then he went on to talk about Neptune, where

seafaring men get a jovial reception, and Mars, where the military

get the best of the sidewalk to such an extent that folks can

hardly stand it. Finally, he drew them a heavenly picture of the

delights of Venus.


"And when we get back from that expedition," said

the indefatigable narrator, "they'll decorate us with the Southern

Cross that shines up there in the Creator's button-hole."


"Ay, and you'd have well earned it!" said the

sailors.


Thus passed the long evenings on the forecastle in

merry chat, and during the same time the doctor went on with his

instructive discourses.


One day the conversation turned upon the means of

directing balloons, and the doctor was asked his opinion about

it.


"I don't think," said he, "that we shall succeed in

finding out a system of directing them. I am familiar with all the

plans attempted and proposed, and not one has succeeded, not one is

practicable. You may readily understand that I have occupied my

mind with this subject, which was, necessarily, so interesting to

me, but I have not been able to solve the problem with the

appliances now known to mechanical science. We would have to

discover a motive power of extraordinary force, and almost

impossible lightness of machinery. And, even then, we could not

resist atmospheric currents of any considerable strength. Until

now, the effort has been rather to direct the car than the balloon,

and that has been one great error."


"Still there are many points of resemblance between

a balloon and a ship which is directed at will."


"Not at all," retorted the doctor, "there is little

or no similarity between the two cases. Air is infinitely less

dense than water, in which the ship is only half submerged, while

the whole bulk of a balloon is plunged in the atmosphere, and

remains motionless with reference to the element that surrounds

it."


"You think, then, that aerostatic science has said

its last word?"


"Not at all! not at all! But we must look for

another point in the case, and if we cannot manage to guide our

balloon, we must, at least, try to keep it in favorable aerial

currents. In proportion as we ascend, the latter become much more

uniform and flow more constantly in one direction. They are no

longer disturbed by the mountains and valleys that traverse the

surface of the globe, and these, you know, are the chief cause of

the variations of the wind and the inequality of their force.

Therefore, these zones having been once determined, the balloon

will merely have to be placed in the currents best adapted to its

destination."


"But then," continued Captain Bennet, "in order to

reach them, you must keep constantly ascending or descending. That

is the real difficulty, doctor."


"And why, my dear captain?"


"Let us understand one another. It would be a

difficulty and an obstacle only for long journeys, and not for

short aerial excursions."


"And why so, if you please?"


"Because you can ascend only by throwing out

ballast; you can descend only after letting off gas, and by these

processes your ballast and your gas are soon exhausted."


"My dear sir, that's the whole question. There is

the only difficulty that science need now seek to overcome. The

problem is not how to guide the balloon, but how to take it up and

down without expending the gas which is its strength, its

life-blood, its soul, if I may use the expression."


"You are right, my dear doctor; but this problem is

not yet solved; this means has not yet been discovered."


"I beg your pardon, it HAS been discovered."


"By whom?"


"By me!"


"By you?"


"You may readily believe that otherwise I should

not have risked this expedition across Africa in a balloon. In

twenty-four hours I should have been without gas!"


"But you said nothing about that in England?"


"No! I did not want to have myself overhauled in

public. I saw no use in that. I made my preparatory experiments in

secret and was satisfied. I have no occasion, then, to learn any

thing more from them."


"Well! doctor, would it be proper to ask what is

your secret?"


"Here it is, gentlemen—the simplest thing in the

world!"


The attention of his auditory was now directed to

the doctor in the utmost degree as he quietly proceeded with his

explanation.
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Former Experiments.—The Doctor's Five
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"The attempt has often been made, gentlemen," said

the doctor, "to rise and descend at will, without losing ballast or

gas from the balloon. A French aeronaut, M. Meunier, tried to

accomplish this by compressing air in an inner receptacle. A

Belgian, Dr. Van Hecke, by means of wings and paddles, obtained a

vertical power that would have sufficed in most cases, but the

practical results secured from these experiments have been

insignificant.


"I therefore resolved to go about the thing more

directly; so, at the start, I dispensed with ballast altogether,

excepting as a provision for cases of special emergency, such as

the breakage of my apparatus, or the necessity of ascending very

suddenly, so as to avoid unforeseen obstacles.


"My means of ascent and descent consist simply in

dilating or contracting the gas that is in the balloon by the

application of different temperatures, and here is the method of

obtaining that result.


"You saw me bring on board with the car several

cases or receptacles, the use of which you may not have understood.

They are five in number.


"The first contains about twenty-five gallons of

water, to which I add a few drops of sulphuric acid, so as to

augment its capacity as a conductor of electricity, and then I

decompose it by means of a powerful Buntzen battery. Water, as you

know, consists of two parts of hydrogen to one of oxygen gas.


"The latter, through the action of the battery,

passes at its positive pole into the second receptacle. A third

receptacle, placed above the second one, and of double its

capacity, receives the hydrogen passing into it by the negative

pole.


"Stopcocks, of which one has an orifice twice the

size of the other, communicate between these receptacles and a

fourth one, which is called the mixture reservoir, since in it the

two gases obtained by the decomposition of the water do really

commingle. The capacity of this fourth tank is about forty-one

cubic feet.


"On the upper part of this tank is a platinum tube

provided with a stopcock.


"You will now readily understand, gentlemen, the

apparatus that I have described to you is really a gas cylinder and

blow-pipe for oxygen and hydrogen, the heat of which exceeds that

of a forge fire.


"This much established, I proceed to the second

part of my apparatus. From the lowest part of my balloon, which is

hermetically closed, issue two tubes a little distance apart. The

one starts among the upper layers of the hydrogen gas, the other

amid the lower layers.


"These two pipes are provided at intervals with

strong jointings of india-rubber, which enable them to move in

harmony with the oscillations of the balloon.


"Both of them run down as far as the car, and lose

themselves in an iron receptacle of cylindrical form, which is

called the heat-tank. The latter is closed at its two ends by two

strong plates of the same metal.


"The pipe running from the lower part of the

balloon runs into this cylindrical receptacle through the lower

plate; it penetrates the latter and then takes the form of a

helicoidal or screw-shaped spiral, the rings of which, rising one

over the other, occupy nearly the whole of the height of the tank.

Before again issuing from it, this spiral runs into a small cone

with a concave base, that is turned downward in the shape of a

spherical cap.


"It is from the top of this cone that the second

pipe issues, and it runs, as I have said, into the upper beds of

the balloon.


"The spherical cap of the small cone is of

platinum, so as not to melt by the action of the cylinder and

blow-pipe, for the latter are placed upon the bottom of the iron

tank in the midst of the helicoidal spiral, and the extremity of

their flame will slightly touch the cap in question.


"You all know, gentlemen, what a calorifere, to

heat apartments, is. You know how it acts. The air of the

apartments is forced to pass through its pipes, and is then

released with a heightened temperature. Well, what I have just

described to you is nothing more nor less than a calorifere.


"In fact, what is it that takes place? The cylinder

once lighted, the hydrogen in the spiral and in the concave cone

becomes heated, and rapidly ascends through the pipe that leads to

the upper part of the balloon. A vacuum is created below, and it

attracts the gas in the lower parts; this becomes heated in its

turn, and is continually replaced; thus, an extremely rapid current

of gas is established in the pipes and in the spiral, which issues

from the balloon and then returns to it, and is heated over again,

incessantly.


"Now, the cases increase 1/480 of their volume for

each degree of heat applied. If, then, I force the temperature 18

degrees, the hydrogen of the balloon will dilate 18/480 or 1614

cubic feet, and will, therefore, displace 1614 more cubic feet of

air, which will increase its ascensional power by 160 pounds. This

is equivalent to throwing out that weight of ballast. If I augment

the temperature by 180 degrees, the gas will dilate 180/480 and

will displace 16,740 cubic feet more, and its ascensional force

will be augmented by 1,600 pounds.


"Thus, you see, gentlemen, that I can easily effect

very considerable changes of equilibrium. The volume of the balloon

has been calculated in such manner that, when half inflated, it

displaces a weight of air exactly equal to that of the envelope

containing the hydrogen gas, and of the car occupied by the

passengers, and all its apparatus and accessories. At this point of

inflation, it is in exact equilibrium with the air, and neither

mounts nor descends.


"In order, then, to effect an ascent, I give the

gas a temperature superior to the temperature of the surrounding

air by means of my cylinder. By this excess of heat it obtains a

larger distention, and inflates the balloon more. The latter, then,

ascends in proportion as I heat the hydrogen.


"The descent, of course, is effected by lowering

the heat of the cylinder, and letting the temperature abate. The

ascent would be, usually, more rapid than the descent; but that is

a fortunate circumstance, since it is of no importance to me to

descend rapidly, while, on the other hand, it is by a very rapid

ascent that I avoid obstacles. The real danger lurks below, and not

above.


"Besides, as I have said, I have a certain quantity

of ballast, which will enable me to ascend more rapidly still, when

necessary. My valve, at the top of the balloon, is nothing more nor

less than a safety-valve. The balloon always retains the same

quantity of hydrogen, and the variations of temperature that I

produce in the midst of this shut-up gas are, of themselves,

sufficient to provide for all these ascending and descending

movements.


"Now, gentlemen, as a practical detail, let me add

this:


"The combustion of the hydrogen and of the oxygen

at the point of the cylinder produces solely the vapor or steam of

water. I have, therefore, provided the lower part of the

cylindrical iron box with a scape-pipe, with a valve operating by

means of a pressure of two atmospheres; consequently, so soon as

this amount of pressure is attained, the steam escapes of

itself.


"Here are the exact figures: 25 gallons of water,

separated into its constituent elements, yield 200 pounds of oxygen

and 25 pounds of hydrogen. This represents, at atmospheric tension,

1,800 cubic feet of the former and 3,780 cubic feet of the latter,

or 5,670 cubic feet, in all, of the mixture. Hence, the stopcock of

my cylinder, when fully open, expends 27 cubic feet per hour, with

a flame at least six times as strong as that of the large lamps

used for lighting streets. On an average, then, and in order to

keep myself at a very moderate elevation, I should not burn more

than nine cubic feet per hour, so that my twenty-five gallons of

water represent six hundred and thirty-six hours of aerial

navigation, or a little more than twenty-six days.


"Well, as I can descend when I please, to replenish

my stock of water on the way, my trip might be indefinitely

prolonged.


"Such, gentlemen, is my secret. It is simple, and,

like most simple things, it cannot fail to succeed. The dilation

and contraction of the gas in the balloon is my means of

locomotion, which calls for neither cumbersome wings, nor any other

mechanical motor. A calorifere to produce the changes of

temperature, and a cylinder to generate the heat, are neither

inconvenient nor heavy. I think, therefore, that I have combined

all the elements of success."


Dr. Ferguson here terminated his discourse, and was

most heartily applauded. There was not an objection to make to it;

all had been foreseen and decided.


"However," said the captain, "the thing may prove

dangerous."


"What matters that," replied the doctor, "provided

that it be practicable?"
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An invariably favorable wind had accelerated the

progress of the Resolute toward the place of her destination. The

navigation of the Mozambique Channel was especially calm and

pleasant. The agreeable character of the trip by sea was regarded

as a good omen of the probable issue of the trip through the air.

Every one looked forward to the hour of arrival, and sought to give

the last touch to the doctor's preparations.


At length the vessel hove in sight of the town of

Zanzibar, upon the island of the same name, and, on the 15th of

April, at 11 o'clock in the morning, she anchored in the port.


The island of Zanzibar belongs to the Imaum of

Muscat, an ally of France and England, and is, undoubtedly, his

finest settlement. The port is frequented by a great many vessels

from the neighboring countries.


The island is separated from the African coast only

by a channel, the greatest width of which is but thirty miles.


It has a large trade in gums, ivory, and, above

all, in "ebony," for Zanzibar is the great slave-market. Thither

converges all the booty captured in the battles which the chiefs of

the interior are continually fighting. This traffic extends along

the whole eastern coast, and as far as the Nile latitudes. Mr. G.

Lejean even reports that he has seen it carried on, openly, under

the French flag.


Upon the arrival of the Resolute, the English

consul at Zanzibar came on board to offer his services to the

doctor, of whose projects the European newspapers had made him

aware for a month past. But, up to that moment, he had remained

with the numerous phalanx of the incredulous.


"I doubted," said he, holding out his hand to Dr.

Ferguson, "but now I doubt no longer."


He invited the doctor, Kennedy, and the faithful

Joe, of course, to his own dwelling. Through his courtesy, the

doctor was enabled to have knowledge of the various letters that he

had received from Captain Speke. The captain and his companions had

suffered dreadfully from hunger and bad weather before reaching the

Ugogo country. They could advance only with extreme difficulty, and

did not expect to be able to communicate again for a long time.


"Those are perils and privations which we shall

manage to avoid," said the doctor.


The baggage of the three travellers was conveyed to

the consul's residence. Arrangements were made for disembarking the

balloon upon the beach at Zanzibar. There was a convenient spot,

near the signal-mast, close by an immense building, that would

serve to shelter it from the east winds. This huge tower,

resembling a tun standing on one end, beside which the famous

Heidelberg tun would have seemed but a very ordinary barrel, served

as a fortification, and on its platform were stationed Belootchees,

armed with lances. These Belootchees are a kind of brawling,

good-for-nothing Janizaries.


But, when about to land the balloon, the consul was

informed that the population of the island would oppose their doing

so by force. Nothing is so blind as fanatical passion. The news of

the arrival of a Christian, who was to ascend into the air, was

received with rage. The negroes, more exasperated than the Arabs,

saw in this project an attack upon their religion. They took it

into their heads that some mischief was meant to the sun and the

moon. Now, these two luminaries are objects of veneration to the

African tribes, and they determined to oppose so sacrilegious an

enterprise.


The consul, informed of their intentions, conferred

with Dr. Ferguson and Captain Bennet on the subject. The latter was

unwilling to yield to threats, but his friend dissuaded him from

any idea of violent retaliation.


"We shall certainly come out winners," he said.

"Even the imaum's soldiers will lend us a hand, if we need it. But,

my dear captain, an accident may happen in a moment, and it would

require but one unlucky blow to do the balloon an irreparable

injury, so that the trip would be totally defeated; therefore we

must act with the greatest caution."


"But what are we to do? If we land on the coast of

Africa, we shall encounter the same difficulties. What are we to

do?"


"Nothing is more simple," replied the consul. "You

observe those small islands outside of the port; land your balloon

on one of them; surround it with a guard of sailors, and you will

have no risk to run."


"Just the thing!" said the doctor, "and we shall be

entirely at our ease in completing our preparations."


The captain yielded to these suggestions, and the

Resolute was headed for the island of Koumbeni. During the morning

of the 16th April, the balloon was placed in safety in the middle

of a clearing in the great woods, with which the soil is

studded.


Two masts, eighty feet in height, were raised at

the same distance from each other. Blocks and tackle, placed at

their extremities, afforded the means of elevating the balloon, by

the aid of a transverse rope. It was then entirely uninflated. The

interior balloon was fastened to the exterior one, in such manner

as to be lifted up in the same way. To the lower end of each

balloon were fixed the pipes that served to introduce the hydrogen

gas.


The whole day, on the 17th, was spent in arranging

the apparatus destined to produce the gas; it consisted of some

thirty casks, in which the decomposition of water was effected by

means of iron-filings and sulphuric acid placed together in a large

quantity of the first-named fluid. The hydrogen passed into a huge

central cask, after having been washed on the way, and thence into

each balloon by the conduit-pipes. In this manner each of them

received a certain accurately-ascertained quantity of gas. For this

purpose, there had to be employed eighteen hundred and sixty-six

pounds of sulphuric acid, sixteen thousand and fifty pounds of

iron, and nine thousand one hundred and sixty-six gallons of water.

This operation commenced on the following night, about three A.M.,

and lasted nearly eight hours. The next day, the balloon, covered

with its network, undulated gracefully above its car, which was

held to the ground by numerous sacks of earth. The inflating

apparatus was put together with extreme care, and the pipes issuing

from the balloon were securely fitted to the cylindrical case.


The anchors, the cordage, the instruments, the

travelling-wraps, the awning, the provisions, and the arms, were

put in the place assigned to them in the car. The supply of water

was procured at Zanzibar. The two hundred pounds of ballast were

distributed in fifty bags placed at the bottom of the car, but

within arm's-reach.


These preparations were concluded about five

o'clock in the evening, while sentinels kept close watch around the

island, and the boats of the Resolute patrolled the channel.


The blacks continued to show their displeasure by

grimaces and contortions. Their obi-men, or wizards, went up and

down among the angry throngs, pouring fuel on the flame of their

fanaticism; and some of the excited wretches, more furious and

daring than the rest, attempted to get to the island by swimming,

but they were easily driven off.


Thereupon the sorceries and incantations commenced;

the "rain-makers," who pretend to have control over the clouds,

invoked the storms and the "stone-showers," as the blacks call

hail, to their aid. To compel them to do so, they plucked leaves of

all the different trees that grow in that country, and boiled them

over a slow fire, while, at the same time, a sheep was killed by

thrusting a long needle into its heart. But, in spite of all their

ceremonies, the sky remained clear and beautiful, and they profited

nothing by their slaughtered sheep and their ugly grimaces.


The blacks then abandoned themselves to the most

furious orgies, and got fearfully drunk on "tembo," a kind of

ardent spirits drawn from the cocoa-nut tree, and an extremely

heady sort of beer called "togwa." Their chants, which were

destitute of all melody, but were sung in excellent time, continued

until far into the night.


About six o'clock in the evening, the captain

assembled the travellers and the officers of the ship at a farewell

repast in his cabin. Kennedy, whom nobody ventured to question now,

sat with his eyes riveted on Dr. Ferguson, murmuring

indistinguishable words. In other respects, the dinner was a gloomy

one. The approach of the final moment filled everybody with the

most serious reflections. What had fate in store for these daring

adventurers? Should they ever again find themselves in the midst of

their friends, or seated at the domestic hearth? Were their

travelling apparatus to fail, what would become of them, among

those ferocious savage tribes, in regions that had never been

explored, and in the midst of boundless deserts?


Such thoughts as these, which had been dim and

vague until then, or but slightly regarded when they came up,

returned upon their excited fancies with intense force at this

parting moment. Dr. Ferguson, still cold and impassible, talked of

this, that, and the other; but he strove in vain to overcome this

infectious gloominess. He utterly failed.


As some demonstration against the personal safety

of the doctor and his companions was feared, all three slept that

night on board the Resolute. At six o'clock in the morning they

left their cabin, and landed on the island of Koumbeni.


The balloon was swaying gently to and fro in the

morning breeze; the sand-bags that had held it down were now

replaced by some twenty strong-armed sailors, and Captain Bennet

and his officers were present to witness the solemn departure of

their friends.


At this moment Kennedy went right up to the doctor,

grasped his hand, and said:


"Samuel, have you absolutely determined to go?"


"Solemnly determined, my dear Dick."


"I have done every thing that I could to prevent

this expedition, have I not?"


"Every thing!"


"Well, then, my conscience is clear on that score,

and


I will go with you."


"I was sure you would!" said the doctor, betraying

in his features swift traces of emotion.


At last the moment of final leave-taking arrived.

The captain and his officers embraced their dauntless friends with

great feeling, not excepting even Joe, who, worthy fellow, was as

proud and happy as a prince. Every one in the party insisted upon

having a final shake of the doctor's hand.


At nine o'clock the three travellers got into their

car. The doctor lit the combustible in his cylinder and turned the

flame so as to produce a rapid heat, and the balloon, which had

rested on the ground in perfect equipoise, began to rise in a few

minutes, so that the seamen had to slacken the ropes they held it

by. The car then rose about twenty feet above their heads.


"My friends!" exclaimed the doctor, standing up

between his two companions, and taking off his hat, "let us give

our aerial ship a name that will bring her good luck! let us

christen her Victoria!"


This speech was answered with stentorian cheers

of


"Huzza for the Queen! Huzza for Old England!"


At this moment the ascensional force of the balloon

increased prodigiously, and Ferguson, Kennedy, and Joe, waved a

last good-by to their friends.


"Let go all!" shouted the doctor, and at the word

the Victoria shot rapidly up into the sky, while the four

carronades on board the Resolute thundered forth a parting salute

in her honor.
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The air was pure, the wind moderate, and the

balloon ascended almost perpendicularly to a height of fifteen

hundred feet, as indicated by a depression of two inches in the

barometric column.


At this height a more decided current carried the

balloon toward the southwest. What a magnificent spectacle was then

outspread beneath the gaze of the travellers! The island of

Zanzibar could be seen in its entire extent, marked out by its

deeper color upon a vast planisphere; the fields had the appearance

of patterns of different colors, and thick clumps of green

indicated the groves and thickets.


The inhabitants of the island looked no larger than

insects. The huzzaing and shouting were little by little lost in

the distance, and only the discharge of the ship's guns could be

heard in the concavity beneath the balloon, as the latter sped on

its flight.


"How fine that is!" said Joe, breaking silence for

the first time.


He got no reply. The doctor was busy observing the

variations of the barometer and noting down the details of his

ascent.


Kennedy looked on, and had not eyes enough to take

in all that he saw.


The rays of the sun coming to the aid of the

heating cylinder, the tension of the gas increased, and the

Victoria attained the height of twenty-five hundred feet.


The Resolute looked like a mere cockle-shell, and

the African coast could be distinctly seen in the west marked out

by a fringe of foam.


"You don't talk?" said Joe, again.


"We are looking!" said the doctor, directing his

spy-glass toward the mainland.


"For my part, I must talk!"


"As much as you please, Joe; talk as much as you

like!"


And Joe went on alone with a tremendous volley of

exclamations. The "ohs!" and the "ahs!" exploded one after the

other, incessantly, from his lips.


During his passage over the sea the doctor deemed

it best to keep at his present elevation. He could thus reconnoitre

a greater stretch of the coast. The thermometer and the barometer,

hanging up inside of the half-opened awning, were always within

sight, and a second barometer suspended outside was to serve during

the night watches.


At the end of about two hours the Victoria, driven

along at a speed of a little more than eight miles, very visibly

neared the coast of the mainland. The doctor, thereupon, determined

to descend a little nearer to the ground. So he moderated the flame

of his cylinder, and the balloon, in a few moments, had descended

to an altitude only three hundred feet above the soil.


It was then found to be passing just over the Mrima

country, the name of this part of the eastern coast of Africa.

Dense borders of mango-trees protected its margin, and the ebb-tide

disclosed to view their thick roots, chafed and gnawed by the teeth

of the Indian Ocean. The sands which, at an earlier period, formed

the coast-line, rounded away along the distant horizon, and Mount

Nguru reared aloft its sharp summit in the northwest.


The Victoria passed near to a village which the

doctor found marked upon his chart as Kaole. Its entire population

had assembled in crowds, and were yelling with anger and fear, at

the same time vainly directing their arrows against this monster of

the air that swept along so majestically away above all their

powerless fury.


The wind was setting to the southward, but the

doctor felt no concern on that score, since it enabled him the

better to follow the route traced by Captains Burton and Speke.


Kennedy had, at length, become as talkative as Joe,

and the two kept up a continual interchange of admiring

interjections and exclamations.


"Out upon stage-coaches!" said one.


"Steamers indeed!" said the other.


"Railroads! eh? rubbish!" put in Kennedy, "that you

travel on, without seeing the country!"


"Balloons! they're the sort for me!" Joe would add.

"Why, you don't feel yourself going, and Nature takes the trouble

to spread herself out before one's eyes!"


"What a splendid sight! What a spectacle! What a

delight! a dream in a hammock!"


"Suppose we take our breakfast?" was Joe's

unpoetical change of tune, at last, for the keen, open air had

mightily sharpened his appetite.


"Good idea, my boy!"


"Oh! it won't take us long to do the

cooking—biscuit and potted meat?"


"And as much coffee as you like," said the doctor.

"I give you leave to borrow a little heat from my cylinder. There's

enough and to spare, for that matter, and so we shall avoid the

risk of a conflagration."


"That would be a dreadful misfortune!" ejaculated

Kennedy. "It's the same as a powder-magazine suspended over our

heads."


"Not precisely," said Ferguson, "but still if the

gas were to take fire it would burn up gradually, and we should

settle down on the ground, which would be disagreeable; but never

fear—our balloon is hermetically sealed."


"Let us eat a bite, then," replied Kennedy.


"Now, gentlemen," put in Joe, "while doing the same

as you, I'm going to get you up a cup of coffee that I think you'll

have something to say about."


"The fact is," added the doctor, "that Joe, along

with a thousand other virtues, has a remarkable talent for the

preparation of that delicious beverage: he compounds it of a

mixture of various origin, but he never would reveal to me the

ingredients."


"Well, master, since we are so far above-ground, I

can tell you the secret. It is just to mix equal quantities of

Mocha, of Bourbon coffee, and of Rio Nunez."


A few moments later, three steaming cups of coffee

were served, and topped off a substantial breakfast, which was

additionally seasoned by the jokes and repartees of the guests.

Each one then resumed his post of observation.


The country over which they were passing was

remarkable for its fertility. Narrow, winding paths plunged in

beneath the overarching verdure. They swept along above cultivated

fields of tobacco, maize, and barley, at full maturity, and here

and there immense rice-fields, full of straight stalks and purple

blossoms. They could distinguish sheep and goats too, confined in

large cages, set up on piles to keep them out of reach of the

leopards' fangs. Luxuriant vegetation spread in wild profuseness

over this prodigal soil.


Village after village rang with yells of terror and

astonishment at the sight of the Victoria, and Dr. Ferguson

prudently kept her above the reach of the barbarian arrows. The

savages below, thus baffled, ran together from their huddle of huts

and followed the travellers with their vain imprecations while they

remained in sight.


At noon, the doctor, upon consulting his map,

calculated that they were passing over the Uzaramo[2] country. The soil was thickly

studded with cocoa-nut, papaw, and cotton-wood trees, above which

the balloon seemed to disport itself like a bird. Joe found this

splendid vegetation a matter of course, seeing that they were in

Africa. Kennedy descried some hares and quails that asked nothing

better than to get a good shot from his fowling-piece, but it would

have been powder wasted, since there was no time to pick up the

game.


The aeronauts swept on with the speed of twelve

miles per hour, and soon were passing in thirty-eight degrees

twenty minutes east longitude, over the village of Tounda.


"It was there," said the doctor, "that Burton and

Speke were seized with violent fevers, and for a moment thought

their expedition ruined. And yet they were only a short distance

from the coast, but fatigue and privation were beginning to tell

upon them severely."


In fact, there is a perpetual malaria reigning

throughout the country in question. Even the doctor could hope to

escape its effects only by rising above the range of the miasma

that exhales from this damp region whence the blazing rays of the

sun pump up its poisonous vapors. Once in a while they could descry

a caravan resting in a "kraal," awaiting the freshness and cool of

the evening to resume its route. These kraals are wide patches of

cleared land, surrounded by hedges and jungles, where traders take

shelter against not only the wild beasts, but also the robber

tribes of the country. They could see the natives running and

scattering in all directions at the sight of the Victoria. Kennedy

was keen to get a closer look at them, but the doctor invariably

held out against the idea.


"The chiefs are armed with muskets," he said, "and

our balloon would be too conspicuous a mark for their bullets."


"Would a bullet-hole bring us down?" asked Joe.


"Not immediately; but such a hole would soon become

a large torn orifice through which our gas would escape."


"Then, let us keep at a respectful distance from

yon miscreants. What must they think as they see us sailing in the

air? I'm sure they must feel like worshipping us!"


"Let them worship away, then," replied the doctor,

"but at a distance. There is no harm done in getting as far away

from them as possible. See! the country is already changing its

aspect: the villages are fewer and farther between; the mango-trees

have disappeared, for their growth ceases at this latitude. The

soil is becoming hilly and portends mountains not far off."


"Yes," said Kennedy, "it seems to me that I can see

some high land on this side."


"In the west—those are the nearest ranges of the

Ourizara—Mount Duthumi, no doubt, behind which I hope to find

shelter for the night. I'll stir up the heat in the cylinder a

little, for we must keep at an elevation of five or six hundred

feet."


"That was a grant idea of yours, sir," said Joe.

"It's mighty easy to manage it; you turn a cock, and the thing's

done."


"Ah! here we are more at our ease," said the

sportsman, as the balloon ascended; "the reflection of the sun on

those red sands was getting to be insupportable."


"What splendid trees!" cried Joe. "They're quite

natural, but they are very fine! Why a dozen of them would make a

forest!"


"Those are baobabs," replied Dr. Ferguson. "See,

there's one with a trunk fully one hundred feet in circumference.

It was, perhaps, at the foot of that very tree that Maizan, the

French traveller, expired in 1845, for we are over the village of

Deje-la-Mhora, to which he pushed on alone. He was seized by the

chief of this region, fastened to the foot of a baobab, and the

ferocious black then severed all his joints while the war-song of

his tribe was chanted; he then made a gash in the prisoner's neck,

stopped to sharpen his knife, and fairly tore away the poor

wretch's head before it had been cut from the body. The unfortunate

Frenchman was but twenty-six years of age."


"And France has never avenged so hideous a crime?"

said Kennedy.


"France did demand satisfaction, and the Said of

Zanzibar did all in his power to capture the murderer, but in

vain."


"I move that we don't stop here!" urged Joe; "let

us go up, master, let us go up higher by all means."


"All the more willingly, Joe, that there is Mount

Duthumi right ahead of us. If my calculations be right we shall

have passed it before seven o'clock in the evening."


"Shall we not travel at night?" asked the

Scotchman.


"No, as little as possible. With care and vigilance

we might do so safely, but it is not enough to sweep across Africa.

We want to see it."


"Up to this time we have nothing to complain of,

master. The best cultivated and most fertile country in the world

instead of a desert! Believe the geographers after that!"


Let us wait, Joe! we shall see by-and-by."


About half-past six in the evening the Victoria was

directly opposite Mount Duthumi; in order to pass, it had to ascend

to a height of more than three thousand feet, and to accomplish

that the doctor had only to raise the temperature of his gas

eighteen degrees. It might have been correctly said that he held

his balloon in his hand. Kennedy had only to indicate to him the

obstacles to be surmounted, and the Victoria sped through the air,

skimming the summits of the range.


At eight o'clock it descended the farther slope,

the acclivity of which was much less abrupt. The anchors were

thrown out from the car and one of them, coming in contact with the

branches of an enormous nopal, caught on it firmly. Joe at once let

himself slide down the rope and secured it. The silk ladder was

then lowered to him and he remounted to the car with agility. The

balloon now remained perfectly at rest sheltered from the eastern

winds.


The evening meal was got ready, and the aeronauts,

excited by their day's journey, made a heavy onslaught upon the

provisions.


"What distance have we traversed to-day?"

asked


Kennedy, disposing of some alarming mouthfuls.


The doctor took his bearings, by means of lunar

observations, and consulted the excellent map that he had with him

for his guidance. It belonged to the Atlas of "Der Neuester

Endeckungen in Afrika" ("The Latest Discoveries in Africa"),

published at Gotha by his learned friend Dr. Petermann, and by that

savant sent to him. This Atlas was to serve the doctor on his whole

journey; for it contained the itinerary of Burton and Speke to the

great lakes; the Soudan, according to Dr. Barth; the Lower Senegal,

according to Guillaume Lejean; and the Delta of the Niger, by Dr.

Blaikie.


Ferguson had also provided himself with a work

which combined in one compilation all the notions already acquired

concerning the Nile. It was entitled "The Sources of the Nile;

being a General Survey of the Basin of that River and of its

Head-Stream, with the History of the Nilotic Discovery, by Charles

Beke, D.D."


He also had the excellent charts published in the

"Bulletins of the Geographical Society of London;" and not a single

point of the countries already discovered could, therefore, escape

his notice.


Upon tracing on his maps, he found that his

latitudinal route had been two degrees, or one hundred and twenty

miles, to the westward.


Kennedy remarked that the route tended toward the

south; but this direction was satisfactory to the doctor, who

desired to reconnoitre the tracks of his predecessors as much as

possible. It was agreed that the night should be divided into three

watches, so that each of the party should take his turn in watching

over the safety of the rest. The doctor took the watch commencing

at nine o'clock; Kennedy, the one commencing at midnight; and Joe,

the three o'clock morning watch.


So Kennedy and Joe, well wrapped in their blankets,

stretched themselves at full length under the awning, and slept

quietly; while Dr. Ferguson kept on the lookout.



















Chapter 13


 






Change of Weather.—Kennedy has the Fever.—The

Doctor's Medicine. —Travels on Land.—The Basin of

Imenge.—Mount Rubeho.—Six Thousand Feet Elevation.—A Halt in

the Daytime.





The night was calm. However, on Saturday morning,

Kennedy, as he awoke, complained of lassitude and feverish chills.

The weather was changing. The sky, covered with clouds, seemed to

be laying in supplies for a fresh deluge. A gloomy region is that

Zungomoro country, where it rains continually, excepting, perhaps,

for a couple of weeks in the month of January.


A violent shower was not long in drenching our

travellers. Below them, the roads, intersected by "nullahs," a sort

of instantaneous torrent, were soon rendered impracticable,

entangled as they were, besides, with thorny thickets and gigantic

lianas, or creeping vines. The sulphuretted hydrogen emanations,

which Captain Burton mentions, could be distinctly smelt.


"According to his statement, and I think he's

right," said the doctor, "one could readily believe that there is a

corpse hidden behind every thicket."


"An ugly country this!" sighed Joe; "and it seems

to me that Mr. Kennedy is none the better for having passed the

night in it."


"To tell the truth, I have quite a high fever,"

said the sportsman.


"There's nothing remarkable about that, my dear

Dick, for we are in one of the most unhealthy regions in Africa;

but we shall not remain here long; so let's be off."


Thanks to a skilful manoeuvre achieved by Joe, the

anchor was disengaged, and Joe reascended to the car by means of

the ladder. The doctor vigorously dilated the gas, and the Victoria

resumed her flight, driven along by a spanking breeze.


Only a few scattered huts could be seen through the

pestilential mists; but the appearance of the country soon changed,

for it often happens in Africa that some of the unhealthiest

districts lie close beside others that are perfectly

salubrious.


Kennedy was visibly suffering, and the fever was

mastering his vigorous constitution.


"It won't do to fall ill, though," he grumbled; and

so saying, he wrapped himself in a blanket, and lay down under the

awning.


"A little patience, Dick, and you'll soon get over

this," said the doctor.


"Get over it! Egad, Samuel, if you've any drug in

your travelling-chest that will set me on my feet again, bring it

without delay. I'll swallow it with my eyes shut!"


"Oh, I can do better than that, friend Dick; for I

can give you a febrifuge that won't cost any thing."


"And how will you do that?"


"Very easily. I am simply going to take you up

above these clouds that are now deluging us, and remove you from

this pestilential atmosphere. I ask for only ten minutes, in order

to dilate the hydrogen."


The ten minutes had scarcely elapsed ere the

travellers were beyond the rainy belt of country.


"Wait a little, now, Dick, and you'll begin to feel

the effect of pure air and sunshine."


"There's a cure for you!" said Joe; "why, it's

wonderful!"


"No, it's merely natural."


"Oh! natural; yes, no doubt of that!"


"I bring Dick into good air, as the doctors do,

every day, in Europe, or, as I would send a patient at Martinique

to the Pitons, a lofty mountain on that island, to get clear of the

yellow fever."


"Ah! by Jove, this balloon is a paradise!"

exclaimed


Kennedy, feeling much better already.


"It leads to it, anyhow!" replied Joe, quite

gravely.


It was a curious spectacle—that mass of clouds

piled up, at the moment, away below them! The vapors rolled over

each other, and mingled together in confused masses of superb

brilliance, as they reflected the rays of the sun. The Victoria had

attained an altitude of four thousand feet, and the thermometer

indicated a certain diminution of temperature. The land below could

no longer be seen. Fifty miles away to the westward, Mount Rubeho

raised its sparkling crest, marking the limit of the Ugogo country

in east longitude thirty-six degrees twenty minutes. The wind was

blowing at the rate of twenty miles an hour, but the aeronauts felt

nothing of this increased speed. They observed no jar, and had

scarcely any sense of motion at all.


Three hours later, the doctor's prediction was

fully verified. Kennedy no longer felt a single shiver of the

fever, but partook of some breakfast with an excellent

appetite.


That beats sulphate of quinine!" said the

energetic


Scot, with hearty emphasis and much satisfaction.


"Positively," said Joe, "this is where I'll have to

retire to when I get old!"


About ten o'clock in the morning the atmosphere

cleared up, the clouds parted, and the country beneath could again

be seen, the Victoria meanwhile rapidly descending. Dr. Ferguson

was in search of a current that would carry him more to the

northeast, and he found it about six hundred feet from the ground.

The country was becoming more broken, and even mountainous. The

Zungomoro district was fading out of sight in the east with the

last cocoa-nut-trees of that latitude.


Ere long, the crests of a mountain-range assumed a

more decided prominence. A few peaks rose here and there, and it

became necessary to keep a sharp lookout for the pointed cones that

seemed to spring up every moment.


"We're right among the breakers!" said Kennedy.


"Keep cool, Dick. We shan't touch them," was the

doctor's quiet answer.


"It's a jolly way to travel, anyhow!" said Joe,

with his usual flow of spirits.


In fact, the doctor managed his balloon with

wondrous dexterity.


"Now, if we had been compelled to go afoot over

that drenched soil," said he, "we should still be dragging along in

a pestilential mire. Since our departure from Zanzibar, half our

beasts of burden would have died with fatigue. We should be looking

like ghosts ourselves, and despair would be seizing on our hearts.

We should be in continual squabbles with our guides and porters,

and completely exposed to their unbridled brutality. During the

daytime, a damp, penetrating, unendurable humidity! At night, a

cold frequently intolerable, and the stings of a kind of fly whose

bite pierces the thickest cloth, and drives the victim crazy! All

this, too, without saying any thing about wild beasts and ferocious

native tribes!"


"I move that we don't try it!" said Joe, in his

droll way.


"I exaggerate nothing," continued Ferguson, "for,

upon reading the narratives of such travellers as have had the

hardihood to venture into these regions, your eyes would fill with

tears."


About eleven o'clock they were passing over the

basin of Imenge, and the tribes scattered over the adjacent hills

were impotently menacing the Victoria with their weapons. Finally,

she sped along as far as the last undulations of the country which

precede Rubeho. These form the last and loftiest chain of the

mountains of Usagara.


The aeronauts took careful and complete note of the

orographic conformation of the country. The three ramifications

mentioned, of which the Duthumi forms the first link, are separated

by immense longitudinal plains. These elevated summits consist of

rounded cones, between which the soil is bestrewn with erratic

blocks of stone and gravelly bowlders. The most abrupt declivity of

these mountains confronts the Zanzibar coast, but the western

slopes are merely inclined planes. The depressions in the soil are

covered with a black, rich loam, on which there is a vigorous

vegetation. Various water-courses filter through, toward the east,

and work their way onward to flow into the Kingani, in the midst of

gigantic clumps of sycamore, tamarind, calabash, and palmyra

trees.


"Attention!" said Dr. Ferguson. "We are approaching

Rubeho, the name of which signifies, in the language of the

country, the 'Passage of the Winds,' and we would do well to double

its jagged pinnacles at a certain height. If my chart be exact, we

are going to ascend to an elevation of five thousand feet."


"Shall we often have occasion to reach those far

upper belts of the atmosphere?"


"Very seldom: the height of the African

mountains


appears to be quite moderate compared with that of the


European and Asiatic ranges; but, in any case, our good


Victoria will find no difficulty in passing over them."


In a very little while, the gas expanded under the

action of the heat, and the balloon took a very decided ascensional

movement. Besides, the dilation of the hydrogen involved no danger,

and only three-fourths of the vast capacity of the balloon was

filled when the barometer, by a depression of eight inches,

announced an elevation of six thousand feet.


"Shall we go this high very long?" asked Joe.


"The atmosphere of the earth has a height of six

thousand fathoms," said the doctor; "and, with a very large

balloon, one might go far. That is what Messrs. Brioschi and

Gay-Lussac did; but then the blood burst from their mouths and

ears. Respirable air was wanting. Some years ago, two fearless

Frenchmen, Messrs. Barral and Bixio, also ventured into the very

lofty regions; but their balloon burst—"


"And they fell?" asked Kennedy, abruptly.


"Certainly they did; but as learned men should

always fall—namely, without hurting themselves."


"Well, gentlemen," said Joe, "you may try their

fall over again, if you like; but, as for me, who am but a dolt, I

prefer keeping at the medium height—neither too far up, nor too low

down. It won't do to be too ambitious."


At the height of six thousand feet, the density of

the atmosphere has already greatly diminished; sound is conveyed

with difficulty, and the voice is not so easily heard. The view of

objects becomes confused; the gaze no longer takes in any but

large, quite ill-distinguishable masses; men and animals on the

surface become absolutely invisible; the roads and rivers get to

look like threads, and the lakes dwindle to ponds.


The doctor and his friends felt themselves in a

very anomalous condition; an atmospheric current of extreme

velocity was bearing them away beyond arid mountains, upon whose

summits vast fields of snow surprised the gaze; while their

convulsed appearance told of Titanic travail in the earliest epoch

of the world's existence.


The sun shone at the zenith, and his rays fell

perpendicularly upon those lonely summits. The doctor took an

accurate design of these mountains, which form four distinct ridges

almost in a straight line, the northernmost being the longest.


The Victoria soon descended the slope opposite to

the Rubeho, skirting an acclivity covered with woods, and dotted

with trees of very deep-green foliage. Then came crests and

ravines, in a sort of desert which preceded the Ugogo country; and

lower down were yellow plains, parched and fissured by the intense

heat, and, here and there, bestrewn with saline plants and brambly

thickets.


Some underbrush, which, farther on, became forests,

embellished the horizon. The doctor went nearer to the ground; the

anchors were thrown out, and one of them soon caught in the boughs

of a huge sycamore.


Joe, slipping nimbly down the tree, carefully

attached the anchor, and the doctor left his cylinder at work to a

certain degree in order to retain sufficient ascensional force in

the balloon to keep it in the air. Meanwhile the wind had suddenly

died away.


"Now," said Ferguson, "take two guns, friend Dick—

one for yourself and one for Joe—and both of you try to bring back

some nice cuts of antelope-meat; they will make us a good

dinner."


"Off to the hunt!" exclaimed Kennedy, joyously.


He climbed briskly out of the car and descended.

Joe had swung himself down from branch to branch, and was waiting

for him below, stretching his limbs in the mean time.


"Don't fly away without us, doctor!" shouted

Joe.


"Never fear, my boy!—I am securely lashed. I'll

spend the time getting my notes into shape. A good hunt to you! but

be careful. Besides, from my post here, I can observe the face of

the country, and, at the least suspicious thing I notice, I'll fire

a signal-shot, and with that you must rally home."


"Agreed!" said Kennedy; and off they went.



















Chapter 14


 






The Forest of Gum-Trees.—The Blue Antelope.—The

Rallying-Signal. —An Unexpected Attack.—The Kanyeme.—A Night

in the Open Air.—The Mabunguru.—Jihoue-la-Mkoa.—A Supply of

Water.—Arrival at Kazeh.





The country, dry and parched as it was, consisting

of a clayey soil that cracked open with the heat, seemed, indeed, a

desert: here and there were a few traces of caravans; the bones of

men and animals, that had been half-gnawed away, mouldering

together in the same dust.


After half an hour's walking, Dick and Joe plunged

into a forest of gum-trees, their eyes alert on all sides, and

their fingers on the trigger. There was no foreseeing what they

might encounter. Without being a rifleman, Joe could handle

fire-arms with no trifling dexterity.


"A walk does one good, Mr. Kennedy, but this isn't

the easiest ground in the world," he said, kicking aside some

fragments of quartz with which the soil was bestrewn.


Kennedy motioned to his companion to be silent and

to halt. The present case compelled them to dispense with

hunting-dogs, and, no matter what Joe's agility might be, he could

not be expected to have the scent of a setter or a greyhound.


A herd of a dozen antelopes were quenching their

thirst in the bed of a torrent where some pools of water had

lodged. The graceful creatures, snuffing danger in the breeze,

seemed to be disturbed and uneasy. Their beautiful heads could be

seen between every draught, raised in the air with quick and sudden

motion as they sniffed the wind in the direction of our two

hunters, with their flexible nostrils.


Kennedy stole around behind some clumps of

shrubbery, while Joe remained motionless where he was. The former,

at length, got within gunshot and fired.


The herd disappeared in the twinkling of an eye;

one male antelope only, that was hit just behind the

shoulder-joint, fell headlong to the ground, and Kennedy leaped

toward his booty.


It was a blauwbok, a superb animal of a pale-bluish

color shading upon the gray, but with the belly and the inside of

the legs as white as the driven snow.


"A splendid shot!" exclaimed the hunter. "It's a

very rare species of the antelope, and I hope to be able to prepare

his skin in such a way as to keep it."


"Indeed!" said Joe, "do you think of doing that,

Mr. Kennedy?"


"Why, certainly I do! Just see what a fine hide it

is!"


"But Dr. Ferguson will never allow us to take such

an extra weight!"


"You're right, Joe. Still it is a pity to have to

leave such a noble animal."


"The whole of it? Oh, we won't do that, sir; we'll

take all the good eatable parts of it, and, if you'll let me, I'll

cut him up just as well as the chairman of the honorable

corporation of butchers of the city of London could do."


"As you please, my boy! But you know that in my

hunter's way


I can just as easily skin and cut up a piece of game as kill

it."


"I'm sure of that, Mr. Kennedy. Well, then, you can

build a fireplace with a few stones; there's plenty of dry

dead-wood, and I can make the hot coals tell in a few minutes."


"Oh! that won't take long," said Kennedy, going to

work on the fireplace, where he had a brisk flame crackling and

sparkling in a minute or two.


Joe had cut some of the nicest steaks and the best

parts of the tenderloin from the carcass of the antelope, and these

were quickly transformed to the most savory of broils.


"There, those will tickle the doctor!" said

Kennedy.


"Do you know what I was thinking about?" said

Joe.


"Why, about the steaks you're broiling, to be

sure!" replied Dick.


"Not the least in the world. I was thinking what a

figure we'd cut if we couldn't find the balloon again."


"By George, what an idea! Why, do you think the

doctor would desert us?"


"No; but suppose his anchor were to slip!"


"Impossible! and, besides, the doctor would find no

difficulty in coming down again with his balloon; he handles it at

his ease."


"But suppose the wind were to sweep it off, so that

he couldn't come back toward us?"


"Come, come, Joe! a truce to your suppositions;

they're any thing but pleasant."


"Ah! sir, every thing that happens in this world is

natural, of course; but, then, any thing may happen, and we ought

to look out beforehand."


At this moment the report of a gun rang out upon

the air.


"What's that?" exclaimed Joe.


"It's my rifle, I know the ring of her!" said

Kennedy.


"A signal!"


"Yes; danger for us!"


"For him, too, perhaps."


"Let's be off!"


And the hunters, having gathered up the product of

their expedition, rapidly made their way back along the path that

they had marked by breaking boughs and bushes when they came. The

density of the underbrush prevented their seeing the balloon,

although they could not be far from it.


A second shot was heard.


"We must hurry!" said Joe.


"There! a third report!"


"Why, it sounds to me as if he was defending

himself against something."


"Let us make haste!"


They now began to run at the top of their speed.

When they reached the outskirts of the forest, they, at first

glance, saw the balloon in its place and the doctor in the car.


"What's the matter?" shouted Kennedy.


"Good God!" suddenly exclaimed Joe.


"What do you see?"


"Down there! look! a crowd of blacks surrounding

the balloon!"


And, in fact, there, two miles from where they

were, they saw some thirty wild natives close together, yelling,

gesticulating, and cutting all kinds of antics at the foot of the

sycamore. Some, climbing into the tree itself, were making their

way to the topmost branches. The danger seemed pressing.


"My master is lost!" cried Joe.


"Come! a little more coolness, Joe, and let us see

how we stand. We hold the lives of four of those villains in our

hands. Forward, then!"


They had made a mile with headlong speed, when

another report was heard from the car. The shot had, evidently,

told upon a huge black demon, who had been hoisting himself up by

the anchor-rope. A lifeless body fell from bough to bough, and hung

about twenty feet from the ground, its arms and legs swaying to and

fro in the air.


"Ha!" said Joe, halting, "what does that fellow

hold by?"


"No matter what!" said Kennedy; "let us run! let us

run!"


"Ah! Mr. Kennedy," said Joe, again, in a roar of

laughter, "by his tail! by his tail! it's an ape! They're all

apes!"


"Well, they're worse than men!" said Kennedy, as he

dashed into the midst of the howling crowd.


It was, indeed, a troop of very formidable baboons

of the dog-faced species. These creatures are brutal, ferocious,

and horrible to look upon, with their dog-like muzzles and savage

expression. However, a few shots scattered them, and the chattering

horde scampered off, leaving several of their number on the

ground.


In a moment Kennedy was on the ladder, and Joe,

clambering up the branches, detached the anchor; the car then

dipped to where he was, and he got into it without difficulty. A

few minutes later, the Victoria slowly ascended and soared away to

the eastward, wafted by a moderate wind.


"That was an attack for you!" said Joe.


"We thought you were surrounded by natives."


"Well, fortunately, they were only apes," said the

doctor.


"At a distance there's no great difference,"

remarked Kennedy.


"Nor close at hand, either," added Joe.


"Well, however that may be," resumed Ferguson,

"this attack of apes might have had the most serious consequences.

Had the anchor yielded to their repeated efforts, who knows whither

the wind would have carried me?"


"What did I tell you, Mr. Kennedy?"


"You were right, Joe; but, even right as you may

have been, you were, at that moment, preparing some

antelope-steaks, the very sight of which gave me a monstrous

appetite."


"I believe you!" said the doctor; "the flesh of the

antelope is exquisite."


"You may judge of that yourself, now, sir, for

supper's ready."


"Upon my word as a sportsman, those venison-steaks

have a gamy flavor that's not to be sneezed at, I tell you."


"Good!" said Joe, with his mouth full, "I could

live on antelope all the days of my life; and all the better with a

glass of grog to wash it down."


So saying, the good fellow went to work to prepare

a jorum of that fragrant beverage, and all hands tasted it with

satisfaction.


"Every thing has gone well thus far," said he.


"Very well indeed!" assented Kennedy.


"Come, now, Mr. Kennedy, are you sorry that you

came with us?"


"I'd like to see anybody prevent my coming!"


It was now four o'clock in the afternoon. The

Victoria had struck a more rapid current. The face of the country

was gradually rising, and, ere long, the barometer indicated a

height of fifteen hundred feet above the level of the sea. The

doctor was, therefore, obliged to keep his balloon up by a quite

considerable dilation of gas, and the cylinder was hard at work all

the time.


Toward seven o'clock, the balloon was sailing over

the basin of Kanyeme. The doctor immediately recognized that

immense clearing, ten miles in extent, with its villages buried in

the midst of baobab and calabash trees. It is the residence of one

of the sultans of the Ugogo country, where civilization is,

perhaps, the least backward. The natives there are less addicted to

selling members of their own families, but still, men and animals

all live together in round huts, without frames, that look like

haystacks.


Beyond Kanyeme the soil becomes arid and stony, but

in an hour's journey, in a fertile dip of the soil, vegetation had

resumed all its vigor at some distance from Mdaburu. The wind fell

with the close of the day, and the atmosphere seemed to sleep. The

doctor vainly sought for a current of air at different heights,

and, at last, seeing this calm of all nature, he resolved to pass

the night afloat, and, for greater safety, rose to the height of

one thousand feet, where the balloon remained motionless. The night

was magnificent, the heavens glittering with stars, and profoundly

silent in the upper air.


Dick and Joe stretched themselves on their peaceful

couch, and were soon sound asleep, the doctor keeping the first

watch. At twelve o'clock the latter was relieved by Kennedy.


"Should the slightest accident happen, waken me,"

said Ferguson, "and, above all things, don't lose sight of the

barometer. To us it is the compass!"


The night was cold. There were twenty-seven degrees

of difference between its temperature and that of the daytime. With

nightfall had begun the nocturnal concert of animals driven from

their hiding-places by hunger and thirst. The frogs struck in their

guttural soprano, redoubled by the yelping of the jackals, while

the imposing bass of the African lion sustained the accords of this

living orchestra.


Upon resuming his post, in the morning, the doctor

consulted his compass, and found that the wind had changed during

the night. The balloon had been bearing about thirty miles to the

northwest during the last two hours. It was then passing over

Mabunguru, a stony country, strewn with blocks of syenite of a fine

polish, and knobbed with huge bowlders and angular ridges of rock;

conic masses, like the rocks of Karnak, studded the soil like so

many Druidic dolmens; the bones of buffaloes and elephants whitened

it here and there; but few trees could be seen, excepting in the

east, where there were dense woods, among which a few villages lay

half concealed.


Toward seven o'clock they saw a huge round rock

nearly two miles in extent, like an immense tortoise.


"We are on the right track," said Dr. Ferguson.

"There's Jihoue-la-Mkoa, where we must halt for a few minutes. I am

going to renew the supply of water necessary for my cylinder, and

so let us try to anchor somewhere."


"There are very few trees," replied the hunger.


"Never mind, let us try. Joe, throw out the

anchors!"


The balloon, gradually losing its ascensional

force, approached the ground; the anchors ran along until, at last,

one of them caught in the fissure of a rock, and the balloon

remained motionless.


It must not be supposed that the doctor could

entirely extinguish his cylinder, during these halts. The

equilibrium of the balloon had been calculated at the level of the

sea; and, as the country was continually ascending, and had reached

an elevation of from six to seven hundred feet, the balloon would

have had a tendency to go lower than the surface of the soil

itself. It was, therefore, necessary to sustain it by a certain

dilation of the gas. But, in case the doctor, in the absence of all

wind, had let the car rest upon the ground, the balloon, thus

relieved of a considerable weight, would have kept up of itself,

without the aid of the cylinder.


The maps indicated extensive ponds on the western

slope of the Jihoue-la-Mkoa. Joe went thither alone with a cask

that would hold about ten gallons. He found the place pointed out

to him, without difficulty, near to a deserted village; got his

stock of water, and returned in less than three-quarters of an

hour. He had seen nothing particular excepting some immense

elephant-pits. In fact, he came very near falling into one of them,

at the bottom of which lay a half-eaten carcass.


He brought back with him a sort of clover which the

apes eat with avidity. The doctor recognized the fruit of the

"mbenbu"-tree which grows in profusion, on the western part of

Jihoue-la-Mkoa. Ferguson waited for Joe with a certain feeling of

impatience, for even a short halt in this inhospitable region

always inspires a degree of fear.


The water was got aboard without trouble, as the

car was nearly resting on the ground. Joe then found it easy to

loosen the anchor and leaped lightly to his place beside the

doctor. The latter then replenished the flame in the cylinder, and

the balloon majestically soared into the air.


It was then about one hundred miles from Kazeh, an

important establishment in the interior of Africa, where, thanks to

a south-southeasterly current, the travellers might hope to arrive

on that same day. They were moving at the rate of fourteen miles

per hour, and the guidance of the balloon was becoming difficult,

as they dared not rise very high without extreme dilation of the

gas, the country itself being at an average height of three

thousand feet. Hence, the doctor preferred not to force the

dilation, and so adroitly followed the sinuosities of a pretty

sharply-inclined plane, and swept very close to the villages of

Thembo and Tura-Wels. The latter forms part of the Unyamwezy, a

magnificent country, where the trees attain enormous dimensions;

among them the cactus, which grows to gigantic size.


About two o'clock, in magnificent weather, but

under a fiery sun that devoured the least breath of air, the

balloon was floating over the town of Kazeh, situated about three

hundred and fifty miles from the coast.


"We left Zanzibar at nine o'clock in the morning,"

said the doctor, consulting his notes, "and, after two days'

passage, we have, including our deviations, travelled nearly five

hundred geographical miles. Captains Burton and Speke took four

months and a half to make the same distance!"
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