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    To desire life without end is to invite the question of what, in a changing world, could make such endurance worth bearing. 

William Harrison Ainsworth’s Auriol; or, The Elixir of Life belongs to the nineteenth-century tradition of popular historical romance and Gothic-tinged sensation, where antiquarian detail and moral unease meet the pleasures of plot. Written by an author associated with the Victorian era, it draws on the period’s appetite for melodramatic incident, secret histories, and the shadows cast by older beliefs within modern life. The title signals an engagement with the long cultural legend of the life-prolonging draught, a motif that Ainsworth adapts to the pacing and theatricality of his storytelling.

The novel’s premise turns on the allure and peril of an elixir said to preserve vitality beyond ordinary limits, and on the human networks that form around such a promise. Readers are led into a world where curiosity, ambition, and fear jostle against conscience and social obligation. Ainsworth frames the material not as abstract allegory but as lived experience, letting the idea of prolonged life press upon relationships, reputations, and private choices. The opening situation establishes the stakes early, then carries them forward through encounters and reversals designed to keep attention fixed on consequence as much as on mystery.

The reading experience is marked by Ainsworth’s characteristic narrative energy: vivid scene-setting, a forward-driving sequence of events, and a taste for heightened emotion. His prose tends toward the dramatic and pictorial, inviting the reader to see rooms, streets, and faces as if staged, while still moving briskly through intrigue. The tone balances fascination with warning, encouraging imaginative investment in the elixir’s possibilities even as it keeps moral pressure on the characters who pursue it. Without requiring specialized background, the novel rewards attentiveness to hints, parallels, and the way suspense gathers around seemingly ordinary decisions.

At its center, Auriol examines the ethics of desire, especially the temptation to treat life as a possession to be hoarded rather than a shared condition shaped by time. The elixir functions as a test of character, drawing out questions about responsibility, self-deception, and the ease with which noble motives can shade into selfishness. The story also presses on the instability of identity when time is stretched: how loyalty, love, and social role might alter when one person’s years do not match another’s. The resulting tension is less about mere longevity than about the costs demanded by any attempt to escape natural limits.

The novel also reflects enduring anxieties about knowledge that outpaces wisdom. Ainsworth’s handling of secrets, rumor, and hidden transactions highlights how communities respond to extraordinary claims: with credulity, exploitation, skepticism, and fear, often all at once. The elixir’s aura draws attention to systems of power, including the ways wealth, status, and access can shape who gets to chase an advantage and who pays for it indirectly. Beneath the sensational surfaces runs a steady interest in the moral economy of exchange, where bargains are struck in hope and later measured in regret.

Auriol still matters because its central conflict speaks directly to modern debates about life extension, enhancement, and the commodification of health. Contemporary readers can recognize in its drama the familiar pattern of a breakthrough promise meeting the uneven realities of human character and social inequality. The novel offers a reminder that technological or miraculous solutions do not remove ethical questions; they intensify them, concentrating ordinary flaws into extraordinary stakes. Read today, Ainsworth’s tale provides both a compelling period entertainment and a cautionary meditation on what we seek when we seek more time, and what we risk when we try to master it.
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    William Harrison Ainsworth’s Auriol; or, The Elixir of Life is a Gothic-tinged romance built around the enduring legend of an “elixir” that promises restoration beyond ordinary human limits. The narrative frames this promise less as a scientific certainty than as a troubling temptation, drawing characters into a world where secrecy, reputation, and desire are constantly in conflict. From the outset, the idea of a life-extending draught functions as a catalyst: it attracts curiosity and credulity, provokes moral unease, and sets in motion a chain of pursuits that will test loyalty and judgment.

paragraphs are text?

The story introduces figures whose ambitions and vulnerabilities make them susceptible to extraordinary claims. Through conversations, reports, and carefully staged encounters, Ainsworth establishes a network of motives—hope, greed, fear, and love—that converges on the elusive means of prolonging life. Personal histories and social standing become pressure points, as characters weigh the value of conscience against the promise of advantage. The elixir is treated as both object and idea, shaping relationships even when its reality is uncertain and keeping readers attentive to the boundary between belief and self-deception.

As the plot advances, Ainsworth heightens suspense through concealment and pursuit. The circulation of knowledge about the elixir—who possesses it, who seeks it, and who might be harmed by it—creates shifting alliances and constant misdirection. The narrative moves between private interiors and public spaces where rumor spreads quickly, stressing how a community’s imagination can amplify danger. Characters attempt to secure proof, protect loved ones, or guard their own interests, while the elixir’s supposed effects and origins remain contested, encouraging a steady escalation of stakes without settling the central mystery too early.

Romantic and familial pressures intensify the conflict, as the desire for longevity collides with ordinary human commitments. Ainsworth uses emotional attachments to complicate the pursuit: affection can be exploited, and distrust can be sown with a single insinuation. The possibility of unnatural renewal raises questions about what would be sacrificed for more time—integrity, empathy, or the acceptance of natural limits. At the same time, the novel sustains a strong atmosphere of threat and fascination, using Gothic motifs to suggest that the quest for life beyond measure may invite consequences that cannot be fully anticipated or controlled.

The middle movement of the novel emphasizes investigation and confrontation. Clues are gathered, claims are tested, and characters find themselves compelled to act on incomplete information. The elixir becomes a focal point for competing narratives—some rational, some superstitious—each seeking to define what is truly happening and who is responsible. This contest of explanations keeps the reader’s attention on interpretation rather than revelation, as Ainsworth balances sensational incident with the slower accumulation of suspicion. The result is a tightening moral drama in which personal choice matters as much as any external peril.

Approaching its later stages, Ainsworth drives the story into more perilous territory, where earlier decisions reverberate and the cost of obsession becomes clearer. The pursuit of the elixir strains friendships and threatens social stability, and the novel foregrounds how easily extraordinary promises can distort ordinary ethics. Tension mounts through reversals and revelations of lesser scope, while the central question—whether an “elixir of life” can truly deliver what it seems to offer—continues to govern the action. The narrative’s restraint avoids premature certainty, preserving a sense of looming reckoning without disclosing final outcomes outright.
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    William Harrison Ainsworth (1805–1882) published Auriol; or, The Elixir of Life in 1865, during the mid-Victorian period, when historical romance and Gothic sensationalism remained popular in British fiction. Ainsworth had already achieved prominence with works such as Rookwood (1834) and Jack Sheppard (1839), novels that blended adventure with antiquarian detail. By the 1860s, Britain’s expanding print market, circulating libraries, and serial and three-volume publishing practices shaped what many novelists wrote and how they reached readers. Ainsworth’s long career also spanned major shifts in taste from Romantic historicism to more realist modes.

The novel’s frame of reference draws on a long European tradition of fascination with alchemy, medical secrecy, and esoteric learning, themes that had been repeatedly revived in English literature since the eighteenth century. Historically, alchemy and “chymistry” were intertwined with early modern natural philosophy, before chemistry consolidated as a distinct science. Figures such as Paracelsus (1493–1541) and later Robert Boyle (1627–1691) were central to debates about matter, experiment, and hidden properties. The persistent legend of an “elixir of life” and transmutation, though not validated by modern science, remained culturally influential as a symbol of forbidden knowledge and human ambition.

Institutions and practices associated with medicine and inquiry provide important context. In early modern and later Europe, apothecaries, physicians, and surgeons occupied different professional and social roles; in England these distinctions were formalized through bodies such as the Royal College of Physicians (chartered 1518) and the Worshipful Society of Apothecaries (incorporated 1617). Public trust in medical authority developed unevenly, shaped by regulation, apprenticeship, and the marketplace for remedies. By the nineteenth century, medical reform and professionalization accelerated, culminating in the Medical Act of 1858, which created a General Medical Council and a medical register.

The period’s intellectual background also includes the Scientific Revolution and its aftermath, when experimental methods gained prestige and older occult frameworks were increasingly criticized. The Royal Society of London, founded in 1660, helped institutionalize experimental inquiry and the public reporting of results. Yet even as scientific norms strengthened, curiosity about magnetism, mesmerism, and “secret” forces persisted in popular culture. Nineteenth-century Britain had visible debates about the boundaries of legitimate science, especially as new technologies and discoveries transformed everyday life. Ainsworth’s use of alchemical motifs thus engages a historically documented tension between empirical authority and enduring fascination with mysteries.

Auriol’s publication date places it after the first Industrial Revolution and amid rapid urban growth, expanding railways, and intensified consumer culture. Britain’s Great Exhibition of 1851 had celebrated manufacturing, design, and scientific progress, reinforcing a national narrative of improvement. At the same time, industrialization heightened anxieties about social change, urban crowding, and the costs of progress. Victorian print culture responded with genres that dramatized moral danger and concealed transgression, including the Gothic revival, sensation fiction, and historically set adventure. Ainsworth’s continued investment in romance and antiquarianism reflects this broader literary marketplace.

Victorian Britain also inherited earlier religious and philosophical controversies about immortality, the soul, and the limits of human striving. While Christianity remained culturally dominant, the century saw public disputes over geology, biblical interpretation, and, after 1859, evolution following Charles Darwin’s On the Origin of Species. The resulting debates did not end older moral frameworks but complicated them, especially in fiction where transgressive knowledge could be narratively tested. Stories of forbidden experiments and the pursuit of perpetual life had precedents in Gothic and science-inflected literature, including Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818), which helped establish a durable template for ethical inquiry through narrative.

Ainsworth’s career was closely linked to historical settings and material detail, shaped by antiquarian interests and the popularity of the historical novel after Walter Scott. British readers had long consumed narratives that turned past epochs into stages for conflict over power, identity, and belief. The nineteenth century also witnessed increased access to archives, museums, and edited historical documents, which supported a more evidentiary approach to the past even in imaginative writing. Within that environment, an author could combine documented institutions—courts, guilds, or learned circles—with folkloric or legendary material. Such methods allowed Ainsworth to anchor extraordinary motifs in recognizable social worlds.

In this context, Auriol uses the enduring legend of life-prolonging elixirs and secret arts to examine historically real tensions between authority and transgression, professional knowledge and popular credulity, and progress and moral restraint. By invoking alchemical traditions against a backdrop of evolving scientific and medical institutions, the novel reflects Victorian ambivalence toward modernity’s promises. It also participates in a wider nineteenth-century effort to revisit earlier eras to comment, indirectly, on contemporary concerns—how societies regulate knowledge, whom they trust as experts, and what ethical limits should govern the pursuit of power over nature. The work’s blend of romance and cautionary emphasis aligns with its era’s mixed faith in improvement.
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The Sixteenth Century drew to a close. It was the last day of the last year, and two hours only were wanting to the birth of another year and of another century.

The night was solemn and beautiful[1q]. Myriads of stars paved the deep vault of heaven; the crescent moon hung like a silver lamp in the midst of them; a stream of rosy and quivering light, issuing from the north, traversed the sky, like the tail of some stupendous comet; while from its point of effluence broke forth, ever and anon, coruscations rivalling in splendour and variety of hue the most brilliant discharge of fireworks.

A sharp frost prevailed; but the atmosphere was clear and dry, and neither wind nor snow aggravated the wholesome rigour of the season. The water lay in thick congealed masses around the conduits and wells, and the buckets were frozen on their stands. The thoroughfares were sheeted with ice, and dangerous to horsemen and vehicles; but the footways were firm and pleasant to the tread.

Here and there, a fire was lighted in the streets, round which ragged urchins and mendicants were collected, roasting fragments of meat stuck upon iron prongs, or quaffing deep draughts of metheglin[1] and ale out of leathern cups. Crowds were collected in the open places, watching the wonders in the heavens, and drawing auguries from them, chiefly sinister, for most of the beholders thought the signs portended the speedy death of the queen, and the advent of a new monarch from the north—a safe and easy interpretation, considering the advanced age and declining health of the illustrious Elizabeth, together with the known appointment of her successor, James of Scotland.

Notwithstanding the early habits of the times, few persons had retired to rest, an universal wish prevailing among the citizens to see the new year in, and welcome the century accompanying it. Lights glimmered in most windows, revealing the holly-sprigs and laurel-leaves stuck thickly in their diamond panes; while, whenever a door was opened, a ruddy gleam burst across the street, and a glance inside the dwelling showed its inmates either gathered round the glowing hearth, occupied in mirthful sports—fox-i'-th'-hole, blind-man's buff, or shoe-the-mare—or seated at the ample board groaning with Christmas cheer.

Music and singing were heard at every corner, and bands of comely damsels, escorted by their sweethearts, went from house to house, bearing huge brown bowls dressed with ribands and rosemary, and filled with a drink called "lamb's-wool," composed of sturdy ale, sweetened with sugar, spiced with nutmeg, and having toasts and burnt crabs floating within it—a draught from which seldom brought its pretty bearers less than a groat, and occasionally a more valuable coin.

Such was the vigil of the year sixteen hundred.

On this night, and at the tenth hour, a man of striking and venerable appearance was seen to emerge upon a small wooden balcony, projecting from a bay-window near the top of a picturesque structure situated at the southern extremity of London Bridge.

The old man's beard and hair were as white as snow—the former descending almost to his girdle; so were the thick, overhanging brows that shaded his still piercing eyes. His forehead was high, bald, and ploughed by innumerable wrinkles. His countenance, despite its death-like paleness, had a noble and majestic cast; and his figure, though worn to the bone by a life of the severest study, and bent by the weight of years, must have been once lofty and commanding. His dress consisted of a doublet and hose of sad-coloured cloth, over which he wore a loose gown of black silk. His head was covered by a square black cap, from beneath which his silver locks strayed over his shoulders.

Known by the name of Doctor Lamb, and addicted to alchemical and philosophical pursuits, this venerable personage was esteemed by the vulgar as little better than a wizard. Strange tales were reported and believed of him. Amongst others, it was said that he possessed a familiar, because he chanced to employ a deformed, crack-brained dwarf, who assisted him in his operations, and whom he appropriately enough denominated Flapdragon.

Doctor Lamb's gaze was fixed intently upon the heavens, and he seamed to be noting the position of the moon with reference to some particular star.

After remaining in this posture for a few minutes, he was about to retire, when a loud crash arrested him, and he turned to see whence it proceeded.

Immediately before him stood the Southwark Gateway[2]—a square stone building, with a round, embattled turret at each corner, and a flat leaden roof, planted with a forest of poles, fifteen or sixteen feet high, garnished with human heads. To his surprise, the doctor perceived that two of these poles had just been overthrown by a tall man, who was in the act of stripping them of their grisly burdens.

Having accomplished his object, the mysterious plunderer thrust his spoil into a leathern bag with which he was provided, tied its mouth, and was about to take his departure by means of a rope-ladder attached to the battlements, when his retreat was suddenly cut off by the gatekeeper, armed with a halberd[3], and bearing a lantern, who issued from a door opening upon the leads.

The baffled marauder looked round, and remarking the open window at which Doctor Lamb was stationed, hurled the sack and its contents through it. He then tried to gain the ladder, but was intercepted by the gatekeeper, who dealt him a severe blow on the head with his halberd. The plunderer uttered a loud cry, and attempted to draw his sword; but before he could do so, he received a thrust in the side from his opponent. He then fell, and the gatekeeper would have repeated the blow, if the doctor had not called to him to desist.

"Do not kill him, good Baldred," he cried. "The attempt may not be so criminal as it appears. Doubtless, the mutilated remains which the poor wretch has attempted to carry off are those of his kindred, and horror at their exposure must have led him to commit the offence."

"It may be, doctor," replied Baldred; "and if so I shall be sorry I have hurt him. But I am responsible for the safe custody of these traitorous relics, and it is as much as my own head is worth to permit their removal."

"I know it," replied Doctor Lamb; "and you are fully justified in what you have done. It may throw some light upon the matter, to know whose miserable remains have been disturbed."

"They were the heads of two rank papists," replied Baldred, "who were decapitated on Tower Hill[4], on Saint Nicholas's Day, three weeks ago, for conspiring against the queen."

"But their names?" demanded the doctor. "How were they called?"

"They were father and son," replied Baldred—"Sir Simon Darcy and Master Reginald Darcy. Perchance they were known to your worship?"

"Too well—too well!" replied Doctor Lamb, in a voice of emotion that startled his hearer. "They were near kinsmen of mine own. What is he like who has made this strange attempt?"

"Of a verity, a fair youth," replied Baldred, holding down the lantern. "Heaven grant I have not wounded him to the death! No, his heart still beats. Ha! here are his tablets," he added, taking a small book from his doublet; "these may give the information you seek. You were right in your conjecture, doctor. The name herein inscribed is the same as that borne by the others—Auriol Darcy."

"I see it all," cried Lamb. "It was a pious and praiseworthy deed. Bring the unfortunate youth to my dwelling, Baldred, and you shall be well rewarded. Use despatch, I pray you."

As the gatekeeper essayed to comply, the wounded man groaned deeply, as if in great pain.

"Fling me the weapon with which you smote him," cried Doctor Lamb, in accents of commiseration, "and I will anoint it with the powder of sympathy. His anguish will be speedily abated."

"I know your worship can accomplish wonders," cried Baldred, throwing the halberd into the balcony. "I will do my part as gently as I can."

And as the alchemist took up the weapon, and disappeared through the window, the gatekeeper lifted the wounded man by the shoulders, and conveyed him down a narrow, winding staircase to a lower chamber. Though he proceeded carefully, the sufferer was put to excruciating pain; and when Baldred placed him on a wooden bench, and held a lamp towards him, he perceived that his features were darkened and distorted.

"I fear it's all over with him," murmured the gatekeeper; "I shall have a dead body to take to Doctor Lamb. It would be a charity to knock him on the head, rather than let him suffer thus. The doctor passes for a cunning man, but if he can cure this poor youth without seeing him, by the help of his sympathetic ointment, I shall begin to believe, what some folks avouch, that he has relations with the devil."

While Baldred was ruminating in this manner, a sudden and extraordinary change took place in the sufferer. As if by magic, the contraction of the muscles subsided; the features assumed a wholesome hue, and the respiration was no longer laborious. Baldred stared as if a miracle had been wrought.

Now that the countenance of the youth had regained its original expression, the gatekeeper could not help being struck by its extreme beauty. The face was a perfect oval, with regular and delicate features. A short silken moustache covered the upper lip, which was short and proud, and a pointed beard terminated the chin. The hair was black, glossy, and cut short, so as to disclose a highly intellectual expanse of brow.

The youth's figure was slight, but admirably proportioned. His attire consisted of a black satin doublet, slashed with white, hose of black silk, and a short velvet mantle. His eyes were still closed, and it was difficult to say what effect they might give to the face when they lighted it up; but notwithstanding its beauty, it was impossible not to admit that a strange, sinister, and almost demoniacal expression pervaded the countenance.

All at once, and with as much suddenness as his cure had been effected, the young man started, uttering a piercing cry, and placed his hand to his side.

"Caitiff!" he cried, fixing his blazing eyes on the gatekeeper, "why do you torture me thus? Finish me at once—Oh!"

And overcome by anguish, he sank back again.

"I have not touched you, sir," replied Baldred. "I brought you here to succour you. You will be easier anon. Doctor Lamb must have wiped the halberd," he added to himself.

Another sudden change. The pain fled from the sufferer's countenance, and he became easy as before.

"What have you done to me?" he asked, with a look of gratitude; "the torture of my wound has suddenly ceased, and I feel as if a balm had been dropped into it. Let me remain in this state if you have any pity—or despatch me, for my late agony was almost insupportable."

"You are cared for by one who has greater skill than any chirurgeon in London," replied Baldred. "If I can manage to transport you to his lodgings, he will speedily heal your wounds."

"Do not delay, then," replied Auriol faintly; "for though I am free from pain, I feel that my life is ebbing fast away."

"Press this handkerchief to your side, and lean on me," said Baldred. "Doctor Lamb's dwelling is but a step from the gateway—in fact, the first house on the bridge. By the way, the doctor declares he is your kinsman."

"It is the first I ever heard of him," replied Auriol faintly; "but take me to him quickly, or it will be too late."

In another moment they were at the doctor's door. Baldred tapped against it, and the summons was instantly answered by a diminutive personage, clad in a jerkin of coarse grey serge, and having a leathern apron tied round his waist. This was Flapdragon.

Blear-eyed, smoke-begrimed, lantern-jawed, the poor dwarf seemed as if his whole life had been spent over the furnace. And so, in fact, it had been. He had become little better than a pair of human bellows. In his hand he held the halberd with which Auriol had been wounded.

"So you have been playing the leech, Flapdragon, eh?" cried Baldred.

"Ay, marry have I," replied the dwarf, with a wild grin, and displaying a wolfish set of teeth. "My master ordered me to smear the halberd with the sympathetic ointment. I obeyed him: rubbed the steel point, first on one side, then on the other; next wiped it; and then smeared it again."

"Whereby you put the patient to exquisite pain," replied Baldred; "but help me to transport him to the laboratory."

"I know not if the doctor will care to be disturbed," said Flapdragon. "He is busily engaged on a grand operation."

"I will take the risk on myself," said Baldred. "The youth will die if he remains here. See, he has fainted already!"

Thus urged, the dwarf laid down the halberd, and between the two, Auriol was speedily conveyed up a wide oaken staircase to the laboratory. Doctor Lamb was plying the bellows at the furnace, on which a large alembic was placed, and he was so engrossed by his task that he scarcely noticed the entrance of the others.

"Place the youth on the ground, and rear his head against the chair," he cried, hastily, to the dwarf. "Bathe his brows with the decoction in that crucible. I will attend to him anon. Come to me on the morrow, Baldred, and I will repay thee for thy trouble. I am busy now."

"These relics, doctor," cried the gatekeeper, glancing at the bag, which was lying on the ground, and from which a bald head protruded—"I ought to take them back with me."

"Heed them not—they will be safe in my keeping," cried Doctor Lamb impatiently; "to-morrow—to-morrow."

Casting a furtive glance round the laboratory, and shrugging his shoulders, Baldred departed; and Flapdragon having bathed the sufferer's temples with the decoction, in obedience to his master's injunctions, turned to inquire what he should do next.

"Begone!" cried the doctor, so fiercely that the dwarf darted out of the room, clapping the door after him.

Doctor Lamb then applied himself to his task with renewed ardour, and in a few seconds became wholly insensible of the presence of a stranger.

Revived by the stimulant, Auriol presently opened his eyes, and gazing round the room, thought he must be dreaming, so strange and fantastical did all appear. The floor was covered with the implements used by the adept—bolt-heads, crucibles, cucurbites, and retorts, scattered about without any attempt at arrangement. In one corner was a large terrestrial sphere: near it was an astrolabe, and near that a heap of disused glass vessels. On the other side lay a black, mysterious-looking book, fastened with brazen clasps. Around it were a ram's horn, a pair of forceps, a roll of parchment, a pestle and mortar, and a large plate of copper, graven with the mysterious symbols of the Isaical table. Near this was the leathern bag containing the two decapitated heads, one of which had burst forth. On a table at the farther end of the room, stood a large open volume, with parchment leaves, covered with cabalistical characters, referring to the names of spirits. Near it were two parchment scrolls, written in letters, respectively denominated by the Chaldaic sages, "the Malachim," and "the Passing of the River." One of these scrolls was kept in its place by a skull. An ancient and grotesque-looking brass lamp, with two snake-headed burners, lighted the room. From the ceiling depended a huge scaly sea-monster, with outspread fins, open jaws garnished with tremendous teeth, and great goggling eyes. Near it hung a celestial sphere. The chimney-piece, which was curiously carved, and projected far into the room, was laden with various implements of hermetic science. Above it were hung dried bats and flitter-mice, interspersed with the skulls of birds and apes. Attached to the chimney-piece was a horary, sculptured in stone, near which hung a large starfish. The fireplace was occupied by the furnace, on which, as has been stated, was placed an alembic, communicating by means of a long serpentine pipe with a receiver. Within the room were two skeletons, one of which, placed behind a curtain in the deep embrasure of the window, where its polished bones glistened in the white moonlight, had a horrible effect. The other enjoyed more comfortable quarters near the chimney, its fleshless feet dangling down in the smoke arising from the furnace.

Doctor Lamb, meanwhile, steadily pursued his task, though he ever and anon paused, to fling certain roots and drugs upon the charcoal. As he did this, various-coloured flames broke forth—now blue, now green, now blood-red.

Tinged by these fires, the different objects in the chamber seemed to take other forms, and to become instinct with animation. The gourd-shaped cucurbites were transformed into great bloated toads bursting with venom; the long-necked bolt-heads became monstrous serpents; the worm-like pipes turned into adders; the alembics looked like plumed helmets; the characters on the Isaical table, and those on the parchments, seemed traced in fire, and to be ever changing; the sea-monster bellowed and roared, and, flapping his fins, tried to burst from his hook; the skeletons wagged their jaws, and raised their fleshless fingers in mockery, while blue lights burnt in their eyeless sockets; the bellows became a prodigious bat fanning the fire with its wings; and the old alchemist assumed the appearance of the archfiend presiding over a witches' sabbath.

Auriol's brain reeled, and he pressed his hand to his eyes, to exclude these phantasms from his sight. But even thus they pursued him; and he imagined he could hear the infernal riot going on around him.

Suddenly, he was roused by a loud joyful cry, and, uncovering his eyes, he beheld Doctor Lamb pouring the contents of the matrass—a bright, transparent liquid—into a small phial. Having carefully secured the bottle with a glass stopper, the old man held it towards the light, and gazed at it with rapture.

"At length," he exclaimed aloud—"at length, the great work is achieved. With the birth of the century now expiring I first saw light, and the draught I hold in my hand shall enable me to see the opening of centuries and centuries to come. Composed of the lunar stones, the solar stones, and the mercurial stones—prepared according to the instructions of the Rabbi Ben Lucca—namely, by the separation of the pure from the impure, the volatilisation of the fixed, and the fixing of the volatile—this elixir shall renew my youth, like that of the eagle, and give me length of days greater than any patriarch ever enjoyed."

While thus speaking, he held up the sparkling liquid, and gazed at it like a Persian worshipping the sun.

"To live for ever!" he cried, after a pause—"to escape the jaws of death just when they are opening to devour me!—to be free from all accidents!—'tis
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