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From Blackwood's Magazine. 
1 THE BARBER OF GOTTINGEN 

One night about ten o'clock, as the Barber 

of Gottingen College was preparing to go to 

rest, after having scraped the chins of upw ards 

of a dozen of students, the door of his shop o- 

pened briskly, and a short, burly, thickset man 

made his appearance. He seemed to be about 

fifty years of age. In stature he did not rise a- 

bove five feet, but this was amply compensated 
by a paunch which would have done honour to 

a burgomaster# His face, his legs, and, in ti uth 

his whole fiame gave equal tokens of tn bon 

point and spoke in eloquent terms of good liv- 

ing and freedom from care. This worthy per- 
sonage had on a broad brimmed glazed hat, 
a brown frock coat, and brown small clothes, 
with black buckles at the knees, llis hair, w hich 
was curly and as black as pitch, descended be- 

hind, and at each side, underneath the rim of 
his hat His whiskers were thick and bushy; 
and bis beard appeared to be of at least four 

day’s growth. 
The salutation which he made on entering 

the sanctum sanctorum of the Barber, was more 

remarkable for freedom than for politeness. He 

pushed the door roughly aside, and strutted in- 

to the middle of the room, placing his hands 

jockeywise into his coal pockets, and whistling 
aloud. 
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dress to the astonished tonsor. 

“Sir?** said the latter, with a stare of surprise 
ts he turned round and encountered the eye of 
this new arriver. 

“I say, can you shave me?” thundered out the 

latter with increased loudness. 
The barber was a tall,meager, spindle shank- 

ed figure of a man, somewhat up in years, and 

not remarkable for an extraordinary share of 

courage. He had, however, too high an opin- 
ion ol himself—being no less than peruke ma- 

ker to the professsors of Gottingen—to stand 

tamely by, and be bearded in his own house.— 

His indignation got the better of a feeling of 
died which, in spite of himself, began to creep 
over him; & he heard the demand of his visitor 

with rather an unusual share of resolution. 
“You ask me if I can shave you,sir,” said he, 

ceasing from the operation of strapping a ra- 

zor in which he was engaged, “I can shave any 
man that ever wore a beard; and I see no reason 

you should be more difficult to shave than 

other people, unless, peradventuie, youi chin is 

stuck over .with bristless like a hedge hog, or 

some such animal.” 
“Well, then, why don’t you shave me? re- 

turned the other, throwing himself upon a chair 

pitching his hat carelessly to one side, and 

stretching out his short plump legs us far as 

they would go. “Come along, my old boy, now 

1 jum ready for you.” So saying, he unloosed 

his neckcloth, laid it down, and grasped and 

rubbed his neck and chin with both hands with 

an appearance of peculiar satisfaction. But the 

College Barber was in no mood of mind to rel- 

ish such freedoms. He stuck his Dutch spec- 
tacles upon the tip of his long skinny nose, 

projected forward his peering chin in a sarcas- 

tic, sneering manner, and eyed the stranger with 

a look anything but favourable. At last he 

broke silence. 
“I said, sir, that I could shave any man 
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what?” said the other, aroused by the 

gravity of his tone, and turning around upon 
him. 

“But it is not my pleasure to shave you. — 

And he commenced strapping his razor as be- 

fore, without taking any father notice of his 

neighbour, The latter seemed astounded at 

what he heard. He, in fact, doubted the evi- 
dence of his ears, aud gazed upon the Barber 
With a look of curious astonishment. Hiscu- 

riosity, however,soon gave way to anger; and 
this was indicated by a most portentous heaving 
about the chest, and an increased flushing of 
his rubicund face. His cheeks were at length 
blown out and distended with genuine rage, till 

they acquired something of the rotundity and 

proportions of a good large pumpkin. 
“Not shave me!” ejaculated he, emptying his 

lungs and cheeks at once of the volume of air 

accumulated within them. The rushing outol 
this hurricane of wrath was tremendous, i he 

Barber trembled from top to toe when he beared 

it; but he uttered not a word. 
“Not shave me!” He was silent as before. 
“Not shave me!” repeated the little man a 

third time, louder than ever, and starting iiom 

his seat with a bound perfectly remarkable for 

his corpulency. The shaver got alarmed, and 
well he might; for the other stood fronting him 

—his arm a kimbo—his eyes flashing fire; and 
all his altitudes indicative ot some hostility.— 
The strap was dropped, and the razor quietly 
deposited upon the mantlepiece. 

“Do you mean to do me an injury in my own 

house?” said the Barber, with ail the courage 
he could muster. % 

“Donner and Blitzen! Who talks of injuring 
you? 1 wish you to scrape my beard.—Is there 

anything extraordinary in that?” 
“I can shave no man after ten o’clock,” re- 

plied the Barber. “Besides, my business is 

solely confined to the professors and students 
of the university. I am strictly forbidden to 
0p***le on the face or head of any other per- 

*he most learned Doctor Dedimus Dun- 
derhead and the Senatus Academicus." 

“Doctor Dedimus Dunderhead!” observed 
the other with a contemptuous sneer. “And 
who may he be?” 

“He is the Provost of the University, and 
Professor of Moral Philosophy thereunto,” ans- 

wered the Barber; not a little scandalized at 

hearing that learned man spoken of in such 
terms. 

“Ay—and a pretty dunderheaded fellow he 
must .be to give any such orders. However, I 
am not going to waste my time here all night. 
All that I have got to tell you is this, that if you 
won’t.shave me I shall shave you.” And, suit- 

ing the action to the word, he reached up his 

hand, got hold of the Barber by the tiose, and 

placed* him, by sheer force, upon the chair 

which he himself had just left. The sudden- 

ness of the action deprived the other for a mo- 

ment of his senses. He sat gazing, with a mix- 
ture of rage and amazement, at the author of 
the audacious deed; nor was it till he felt the 

brush, loaded with cold soap suds, thumping 
upon his cheeks, and heard the stranger laugh- 
ing aloud, that he reflected upon his situation. 
His first impulse was to start up, but he was in* 

stantly pushed down by the brawny arm of the 
little man. He then turned his head from side 
to side to avoid the assaults, but this did not 
mend the matter; his face was reached by the 

brush, and brow, nose, cheeks, and ears bespat- 
tered with saponaceous effusion. Nor when he 

attempted to bawl out, were his efforts more 

successful: the indefatigable operator filled his 
mouth with lather, and laid on with greater en- 

ergy than ever. With one hand grasping him 
by the throat, and the other armed with the 

shaving-brush, the fat man continued at his oc- 

cupation, laughing heartily, and enjoying, with 
the most turbulent mirth, the scene before him. 
At last the barber managed, with great difficul- 
ty, to get out some words, and cried strenuously 
for mercy, promising, by heaven and earth, to 

shave his oppressor when and where he thought 
proper, whatever Doctor Dedimus Dunderhead 
and the Senatus Academicus might say to the 

contrary. 
This declaration procured him a release. He 

rose up trembling from the grasp of the stran- 

ger, and having his face more thoroughly bedi- 
zened with his own peculiar liquid, than any 
face, handsome or ugly, which ever came under 
his kand«. His first care was to free it of those 
ignominious marks ot good-will by means of a 

towel, while the author of this outrage threw 
himself upon the chair, almost convulsed with 
laughter. 

As the astonished shaver prepared his uteft- 

sils for the operation about to be performed, 
though in a different manner, upon his oppo- 
nent, he had some leisure to recover from the 
shock into which he was thrown. Indignation 
was still a prominent feeling in his mind; hut 
this was subordinate to other emotions, and the 
dread of his sufferings being repeated,together 
with the appearance of the stranger, who had 
now resumed his seat and was whistling impa- 
tiently, made him hasten his preparations with 

unusual speed. Having arranged every thing, 
that is to say, having prepared a razor, mixed 

up a quantity of foaming lather, and stuck a 

towel under the chin ol his customer, he was 

about to commence, when the latter thundered 
outThe barber gave way like a scar- 

ed poacher,‘retreated some steps, and gazed at 

the other with ill-suppressed alarm. 

“Perhaps you mean to cut my throat!” said 
the stranger, in a loud voice. 

“My business is to shave beards, and not to 

cut throats,” rejoined the affrighted shaver, 
with all humility, 

“Very like—very like; but I don't choose to 

take you at your word; so have a care. If you 
cut my throat, I will blow your brains out, that's 
all.” And placing his hand in one of the large 
pockets of his frock-coat, he brought out a 

horseman's pistol, cocked it deliberately, and 

placed it on a chair which stood beside him.— 
“Now proceed,” continued he,“and remember, 
if you so much as scratch a pimple on my 
chin, or leave a single hair unshorn, I shall send 
a bullet through your numskull.” 

The appearance of this terrible weapon aug- 
mented, as may well be supposed, the Barber’s 
alarm. His hand shook like an aspin-leaf, and 
he kept laying on the suds ten limes longer 
than he ever did on any former occasion. He 
was terrified to lay his razor on the chin of so 

dangerous a subject, and resolved to keep 
Un ..um. Kef mrvmonf I'QtllPP tll^n 
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run the risk of having a pistol discharged at his 
head. The delay, indeed, was useful 10 him, 
as it gave his hand time to recover its wonted 
steadiness. Nor did the stranger take it ill; on 

the contrary, his good humor appeared to re- 

turn with the agreeable litillation of the shav- 

ing brush; and be whistled aloud, thereby blow 

mg the soap from his lips upon the Barber's 
lace, with a look of apparent satisfaction. 

Half an hour had now passed away since the 
latter commenced laying on the soap, and he 

was still employed at this preliminary operation, 
The fat man relished it mightily; and, far from 
complaining of its tediousness, kept whistling 

! away, and humming snatches of old songs, to 

the no small annoyance of the operator, who 
found ths utmost difficulty in making the brush 
move smoothly over features so diversified in 
motion and expression. Notwithstanding all 
this gaiety, however, the shaver did not like his 
new acquaintance. There was something odd 
about him; and, even though there had been 

nothing remarkable, he could not, at once for- 
get the egregious insult offered to his own per- 
son only a short time before. Instead, there- 

fore, of laughing at his strange sallies of broad 
humor, he felt his heart burning with a wrath 
which nothing but genuine fear prevented from 

bursting forth. The whistling and singing ol 
the stranger only produced disgust; his witti- 
cisms drew forth nothing but a grin. Every 
moment his outrageous mirth became more in- 
tolerable. His whole aim seemed to be to stul- 

tify and ridicule the unfortunate Barber, whc 
continued to apply the brush with a feeling oi 

agony which dyed his pale cheeks to a dingy 
hue, and lengthened his gaunt physiognomy 
fully a couple of inches. 

It will be asked, why did he not get through 
with his operation, and rid himself of so trou- 

blesome a customer? This, as we have said 
proceeded from his dread ot applying the razoi 

to the chin of so irritable a personage. But time 
quiets all things, and his dread, at last, wore off 
His hand became steadier, and he thought he 

might now venture to finish a business, com- 

menced under such extraordinary auspices.— 

His attempt was in vain. So soaner had he 
ceased applying the soap, and was in the act of 
moving offforhis razor, when the loud voice of 
his customer fell, like thunder, upon his ear — 

“Brush away, my old boy, nothing like it.” And 
he continued humming these words for a quar- 
ter of an hour longer, during which time tire 
Barber was compelled to soap his chin without 
the least interval of repose. It was now eleven 
as was indicated by the striking of the College 
clock. 

Three quarters of an hour had he scrubbed 
away at the chin of this strange character, and, 
as yet, he saw no more chance of his labor ter- 

minating than when he began. The same toil- 

some, never ending task was before him, and he 
was kept working at it as by some supernatural 
agency. It was in vain for him to get into a 

passion; the fat man laughed in his face. It 
was in vain to attempt a cessation of his labor; 
the eternal u Brush away,” from the mouth of 
his tormentor, Kept him at the work. Still 
more vain was it for him to refuse; he remem- 

bered the punishment inflicted upon himself for 
such an act, and had, moreover, an eye to the 

pistol hard by, with which, doubtless, its own- 

er would have enforced compliance. 
Never was any human being so completely 

wretched. He felt as if in the charmed ring of 
some enchanter, from whose precincts it was 

impossible to escape. He had no power of his 
own. His will was useless; every movement 
of his body was in direct opposition to its dic- 
tates. What could he do? If he stopped one 

moment, the cursed sound of “ Brush away,” 
was thundered into his ears. If he moved for 
his razor, he was brought back by the same in- 
voking spell. If he refused to shave, he ran 

the risk of being shaved himself. Nay, even 

though he had the razor in his hand, what se- 

curity had he that he might not scratch the 
chin of such a talkative and unsteady being, and 
thereby get as a reward a pistol bullet through 
his brain? Such was the deplorable condition 
of the Barber of Gottingen University. 

“ Brush away,” cried the Stentorian voice of 
the stranger, as he plunged his fingers among 
his immense mass of black curley hair, and 

showed, while he laughed, a mouth which 
might well nigh have swallowed the full moon. 

“ I can brush no longer,” said the Barber, 
dropping his hands with absolute fatigue. “ I 
have brushed for more than an hour to no pur- 

pose, and am exhausted beyond endurance.” 
“ Exhausted, say you, my old boy? I shall 

cure vou of that. Here, swallow a little of this 
glorious stuff—the Elixir Diaboli of Doctor 
Fausts.” So saying, he drew a bottle of red 
liquid from bis pocket, uncorked it in an in- 

stant, and before the Barber was aware, forced | 
one half down his throat. “ Now brush away,” 
continued he, “ nothing like it ” 

Confounded by the suddenness of this action, 
the operator had no time to reflect. Again did 
he begin his eternal labor—again was the brush 

loadtd with a supply of suds, and laid on as be- 

fore.Inspired 6y what he had swallowed, he felt 
new vigor to diffuse itself throughout his body. 
His arms, forgetting their fatigue, worked with 
refreshed energy, while the fat man continued 
to bawl out u brush away,” and laughed and 

grinned alternately in his face. 
But although his body was strengthened, let 

it not be supposed that the least glimmer of sa- 

tisfaction was communicated to his mind. On 
the contrary, he became every moment mocej 
overwhelmed with amazement and wretched^ 
ness. Body and mind seemed to have dissolv- 
ed their natural connexion. The former was a 

mere puppet over which the latter had no con- 

trol The unhappy man felt his misery. He 
knew the utter absurdity of his conduct—he 
knew that he-was acting the part of an idiot— 
madman—a laughing stock. Yet with all this 

knowledge he could not check himself in his 
nonsensical career; but, as if by some infernal 
influence, be continued to lather the face of his 

obstreperous customer, notwithstanding all that 

inclination and common sense could say to the 

contrary. 
We have said that the College clock struck 

eleven. Another half hour passed by, and mid- 

night was approaching. The apartment in 

which this strange scene was carried on began 
to get obscure, from the untrimmed lamp, and 
fading glow of the fire. A dim twilight from 

these sources lit it up, aided by the rays of the 

young moon peering through a small window, 
which opened into the College court. Every 
moment the place was becoming darker; and at 

last, the Barber’s blocks, capped in their cor- 

responding wigs, and ranged at intervals along 
the wall, were so obscure, that they might have 

been mistaken for the heads of so many human 

beings stuck upon poles: nothing but their 
dark outlines were discernible. On the expir- 
ing embers of the fire stood the kettle, still 

singing audibly, and pouring forth streams of 

vapor from its spout. 
The scene of gloom was no impeaimeni 10 

the operations of the Barber, He still continu- 

ed his incessant toil, and the strange man as un- 

ceasingly his vociferations. “ Brush away my 
old boy,” came perpetually from his lips, and 

was succeeded invariably by a long diawn des- 

pairing sigh from the bosom of the shaver.— 

The darkness at length became so great, that 

the latter could with difficulty perceive his own 

brush and soap box. The lamps flickered some 

score of times like a dying meteor, and then 

went out, while nothing remained of the fire but 

a few red embers which communicated a local 

glow of warmth, but scarcely emitted the slight- 
est ray of light. The room was illuminated 
solely by the faint beams of the moon, and was 

so dark that nothing but the outlines of the 

largest objects, such as the chairs and tables, 
were visible. The blocks, long ere this time, 
had hid themselves in darkness. 

As the gloom became deeper, the Barber's 
terror increased. His hand could scarcely hold 

the brush, with which he worked at random, 
like a blind man—sometimes hitting, and some- 

times missing the physiognomy oi the stranger 
But though the darkness thickened around, the 

College clock had struck the twelfth hour, the 

latter showed no signs of exhaustion. His eter- 

nal cry continued the same. “ Brush away, 
brush away, brush away,” that incessant sound 

, rung like a knell of misery in the ears of the 
■ wretched shaver. He even thought that he 
■ heard the accursed notes taken up by every ob- 

ject around: his blocks—his kettle, seemed in- 
stinct with sound. They all re-echoed it; the 

■ former with low and sepulchral notes from 
• their wooden sconces: the latter with a hissing 

sound like that of a serpent endowed with 
speech. 

Another half hour now passed* by, and at 

length the horrid and unearthly tones of the 
fat man became less loud. He seemed to drop 
asleep, and his ‘Brush away* was repeated at 

longer intervals, and in a deep hollow voice.— 
It never ceased, however, but was uttered with 
much less rapidity than at first. He began to 

snore; and between each, a long deeply-drawn 
‘Br-u-sh a-way* was heard to proceed from his 
bosorn, as from the bottom of a tomb: the blocks 
and the kettle also remurmured the tones with 
kindred slowness. In all this there was some- 

thing inexpressibly frightful; and a cloud pass- 
ing before the moon, and thereby leaving the 
chamber in profound darkness, the Barber found 
himself overwhelmed with unutterable dread. 

There was not a soul present but himself and 
his fearful companion. His house opened into 
the College church-yard, which was a dismal 
place surrounded by high walls, and regularly 
locked in each evening. Every circumstance, 
therefore, contributed to render his situation 
more appalling. There was no one at hand to 
relieve him in his distress: no one to hear him 
should he invoke their aid. There was even no 

way ofjescape should he be so fortunate as to get 
out: the lofty wall of the cemetery rendered 
that a hopeless undertaking. 

Meanwhile, he continued to ply at his end- 
less task. The least pause brought on increas- 
ed exclamations from the stranger. While he 
lathered him with rapidity, he was compara- 
tively silent; but on any occasional pause from 
fatigue, the cries became redoubled in loudness 
and rapidity. Times without number was he 

obliged to shift the brush from one hand to 

the other from actual exhaustion It was in 

vain: there seemed to be no termination to his 
efforts. If he relaxed a moment he was sure 

to be recalled by the incessant ‘Brush away* of 
the mysterious man. 

Such intolerable misery could not endure.— 
Human nature, in the person of the Barber, was 

taxed to its utmost efforts, and refused to do 
more. The anguish he sustained gave him cou- 

rage, and, stepping aside all at once, he made 
to the door, intending to effect his escape.— 
Alas! scarcely had he advanced a yard towards 
the threshold, than a‘Brush away,* louder than 

any he had yet heard, fell upon him like a thun- 

derbolt, and froze the very spirits within him. 
He returned to his task, and commenced hrush- 
ing the beard of the fat man as before. The 
cries of this personage now become more loud 
than they had been for the last half hour. His 
slumbers seemed to be broken, and he resumed, 
with unabated vigor, his old system of singing 
and whistling, and laughing fearfully. 

‘Brush away,* continued he with his intolera- 
ble laugh. ‘An’t fatigued I hope, my old boy? 
Will you have another taste of my elixir, eh?* 

“We are more in need of lights than of elix- 
irs,” ejaculated the Barber, with an effort which 
it cost him all his skill to accomplish. 

“Brush away, then, and we shall not want 

lights. There's a brace of them for you. Did 
you ever see anything finer, old boy?” 

The Barber started back a fathom with a- 

mazpment; & well he might, for in the midst of 
the darkness beheld two horrid luminous eyes 
glaring upon him. They were those of the fat 
man, and seemed lighted up with that hide- 
ous spectral glow which is to be seen floating 

on cemeteries and other places of corruption.— 
The unnatural glare made his whole head visi- 
ble. His face, so far as me soap permitted its 
tints to be seen, was flushed to the colour of 
deep crimson. His dark hair appeared to be 
converted into sable snakes; and when he laugh- 
ed, the whole inside cf his mouth and throat 
resembled red hot iron, and looked like the en- 

trance to a furnace within his entrails. Nor 
was the breath which emanated from this source 

endurable: it was hot, suffocating, and sulphu- 
reous, as if concocted in the bottom of hell. 
Such a hideous spectacle was more than the 
Barber could endure. It gave speed to his feet; 
and dashing down his brush and soap box he 
rushed out at the door, in an agony of despe- 
ration. 

Away he ran through the churchyard, into 

which, as we have said, his door opened. No- 

thing was capable.of impeding his progress.— 
He leaped over the hillocks, tombstones, ditch- 

es, and every thing that stood in his way. Ne- 
ver was terror so thoroughly implanted in the 
heart of a human being. He had not been half 
a minute out, however, when his ears were sa- 

luted with one of the stranger’s horrible laughs, 
and with his still more horrible “Brush away.” 
In another moment he heard footsteps coming 
after him, which made him accelerate his 

speed. It was to no purpose: the steps behind 
gained upon him, and, on looking back, he be- 
held to his horror, the fat man—his face cover- 

ed with soap suds,—the towel tucked under his 

chin, his hat off, and the horseman’s pistols in 
his hand. He laughed and roared out “Brush 

away,” as he pursued the wretched shaver with 
a speed miraculous for a man of his unwieldy 
size. The moon, which shone brightly at this 

time, rendered every object tolerably distinct. 
Pushed to desperation, the barber turned his 

footsteps to the tower of the steeple, the door 
of which stood wide open. He entered, and at- 

tempted to close it behind him. It was loo 

late; the other was close at his heels and forced 
himself in. There was no time to be lost. Our 

fugitive mounted the stair of the tower, and as- 

cended with the rapidity of lightning. There 
was a door nine stories up which opened on an 

outside terrace upon the top. Could he only 
gain this all would be well, as he could lock the 
door outwardly, and exclude his pursuer from 

coming farther. His exertions to achieve this 
were tremendous, but without much success; 
for, about a yard behind him, he heard the steps 
and unnatural laugh, “Brush away,” of the 

stranger. He even saw the light of his phos- 
phorescent eye, glaring upon the dark stair of 
the tower, as he came behind him. Every ef- 
fort was in vain. The Barber mounted the top- 
most step and pushed throughthe door; thefat 
man did the same. 

They were now in the terrace—above them 
rose the church spire to a hundred and thirty 
feet, below them yawned a gulph of as many 
more. The first salutation of the stranger to 

his companion was a hideous laugh, followed 
by “Brush away! nothing like shaving!” The 
Barber, meanwhile, stood as far removed from 
him as he could; the monument of paledespair- 
His teeth chattered, his knees knocked togeth- 
er, and he knelt down with the agony of terror. 

“Ha, ha!” exclaimed his tormentor. “wk.* dost thou think now, old boy? Brush awa 
come, give me a scrubbing till six in the moll'. 
mg—only five hours more—nothing like a lift’ wholesome exercise.” He concluded with nr* of his intolerable laughs. 

c 

“Brush away,"cominusd he.holdin^ his side, and laughing at the mortal fear of the Barhp “Out with thy lather-box and thy brush rr 11 where are they, old beard-scraper?” 
* * 

“l have thrown them away,” mutterH 
terrified shaver. 

“Thrown them away! Dunder and bliXUn then I have a good mind to throw threawav a' so! A toss from the lower would be a mien- v» 
pretvy thing to look at in such a finemoonlL ♦ 

morning.” 
So saying, he took hold of the Barber by th» 

nose as he knelt for mercy, lifted him up with 
perfect ease, and held at arm’s length over the 
terrace. The poor man’s alarm at being po!s ed by the beak over such a tremendous gulni 
may be better conceived than described. Ht 
kicked and threw out his long arms to and frc 
like a spider on the rack. He roared aloud fo-' 
mercy as well as his pinched nose would admi* 
of—promised to shave his honor to the last 
moment of his life—mentioned the desiitui- 
condition in which his wife and family would 
be left by his death, and made use of every ten- 
der argument to soften the heart. It was i: 
vain—the fat man was not to be moved, for. >- 

the midst of one of the most eloquent appe<P 
he opened his thumb and forefinger by which 
the barber was held. The nose slipped down 
from between them, and its owner—body uru: 

soul, tumbled headlong through the abyss ct 
space, a descent of one hundred and thirty feet 
Down, down,—down he went, whirling round 
about like a shuttlecock, sometimes his feet be 
ing upwards, sometimes his head. Durinp 
these multiplied circumgyrations, he had ore: 
sional glimpses of his adversary above him.— 
.There he beheld him leaning over the terrace 
with his soapy face and the towel before him 
holding his sides and laughing with inconceiv- 
able vigor—while every now and then he could 
hear the hated “Brush away,”coming from hi; 
lips. But the most dreadful of all the scene* 
which greeted him, was the glare of his ghast- 
ly eyes, which shot down spectral glances, and 
seemed like sepulchral lights to illuminate him 
on his descent. Dreadful were the feelings of 
the Barber as he approached the ground. H.c 
frame shuddered convulsively—his breath came 

fast—he felt almost suffocated, and threw him 
self into the smallest possible dimensions, hke 
a snail within its shell. 

The fatal moment came at last when he was 
to be dashed to pieces, but, contrary to the law 
of gravitation, the nearer he approached the 
earth the more slow his descent became. At 
last it was so gentle, that he seemed to be sus- 

tained in air. Some good angel had caugh* 
him in his fall, and, instead of being shivered 
to atoms, he was borne, as on the wings of ligh* 
music, to the ground. On turning round he 
felt some gentle one reposing beside him. It 
was his wife. Worthy couple! they were snug 
in bed together; and the Barber found, to hi* 

inexpressible satisfaction, that he had beet 
dreaming. 

Goods. 

ROBERT BARRY 

HAS just received in addition to his Fall Good5 r? 

cently advertised— 
Cloths and cassimeres 
Cassinetts and kerseys 
Rose and point blankets 
Striped and plain linseys 
Calicoes and ginghams 
Plain and jackonet cambrics 
Swiss handkerchiefs and common do 
Black English silk vesting 
Do do silk velvet 
Black Italian lutestring 
Fancy barrage silks 
Black and colored Canton crapes 
Irish linen and lawns 
Bonnet and belt ribbands 
Bandanno and Spittalfield hhdkf's. 
Plain black and figured bombazetts 
Merino shawls and handkerchiefs 
Brown, bleached, and colored domestics 
Scotch and Burlap linens 

BLSI BALTIMORE COTTON YAtU, 
With many other articles*.all of which shall be sold c 

the most reduced prices._ nov 24 

G\\eese, lVaisins, Titei', Nx, 
J ir\ Casks of cheese 
LU 20 boxes raisins 

20 barrels prime beef 
600 large cabbage 
10 quintal codfish. Just received and for sale 

ROBINSON & SHINN, 
nov 23 VowelPs wharf 

One Cent RewavA 
RAN AWAY fromthe subscriber, JOHN GAI £■', 

an indented apprentice to the boot and shoenuk' 
ing business. He is between 16 and 17 years ot 
an artful boy, and no knowing when lie speakstU 
truth. The above reward, will be given and no t!nw? 
if he is returned. L. MASTEK30N 

nov 23_ _:: 

litais'vns, Coffee, etc. 
60 BOXES fresh Muscatel ? p , 
20 half do bunch 5 

1 

C barrels prime green coffee 
5 bids and? „ £ 0 

1 box S 
Ke“nc(* su£ar» 

1 pipe Holland gin 
1 hhd old lri*h whiskey 

Just received and for sale by 
nov 23 S. MKSSERSMljj^ 

J*ex.t "Lotteries 
Virginia State Lottery, 1th C-las^i 

To be drawn at Richmond on the 6th of Deceit* ■" ■ 

CAPITAL PRIZE 820,000, 
/• fMAi, 

i prize oi 5510,000 
l do 6,000 
l do 5,000 
1 do 4,000 
I do 2,910 

12 prizes oi o»r 

18 do 
24 do 

186 do 
&c. Sec. &c; 

1 

wnoie ticKeia £.‘>, Halves* ou, v*uaners * -- 

WASHINGTON CITYCAhAI. L0T7KX}- 
4th Class—To be drawn on the 24th Decerns 

HIGHEST PRIZES! 

5550,000; 20,000; 10,000; 5,000; 4,000; :’>1' 
2,500; 2 of 2,000; 2 of 1,390; 15 of 

30 of 500; 52 of 100, Sec. See. 
Tickets $10; Halves 5; Qarters 2 50; High* J * 

Tickets and shares in the above may be hau b. w 

ing or sending to 

T^lev’s Temple of Fortuny 
Corner of King and Royal-streels, Alexon ^ 

Cjf* Prizes paid at sight 
I 


