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ha' hurt him, but there was no satisfac-
tion in b'atin’ the like. He was shulc wid
the first lick, an’ all ran together like a
spoonful o’ milk eurd, squealin’ for all the
world like a shot hare. They tell me T
blacked his eyes an’lift a singin’in his
ears he mayn’t git over in a month. A
black eye! That’s a purty thing to mek
a fuss about. T've known dacent boys ud
be ashamed to be seen goin’ home from a
dance or a wake widout a pair o' them.
An’ as for his ears—bad cess to them—it's
little enough alongside o’ my character
disgraced be his fortyeraftin’.

That's all T have to say, an’ is a thrue
statement o’ why I bruk his infernal yoke
an’ sthroked his fluffy head fer him. He's
tulk me face, that is me own property
annyhow, an’ lift it lyin’ round to dis-
grace me, for Kitty towld me she found it
in his room that mornin’, for he boords
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in wid ould Miss Canby. He's bro’t the
mowltin’ disaise on me fowl by the scare
Le gev 'em, an’ he cost me tin cints to go
to mass, for T didn’t know but what the
divil was afther me, flashin’ fire at me
in quare places in the dark, an’ in close
hoults wid me sowl. If that yoke o his
iver takes a pictur’ agin, it 11 be because
the divil is in it; an’if anny wan blames
me for what I’ve done, all T ax them is to
put theirsilves in me place, an’ see how
they'd like it thimsilves.

Av ye can square this thing wid the
young man, I'd let him off an’ not take
the law o’ him for felonious fortygrafts:
for Kitty’s lost her place wid Miss Canby,
an’ we'll git married Sunday very apt av
L don’t be locked up for this night’s worlk.

But sure what can they do to me, wid-
out they mek if out that silf-defince is a.
erime in New Yorlk?

POE'S MARY.
BY AUGUSTUS VAN CLEEF.

HE was a lively, handsome old lady of
seventy-one. 1 call her an old lady
not because she looked one, but because she
was. Shelooked rather sixty than seven-
1y ; and though her hair, once auburn, was
white, her step was brisk, and her figure
was as erect, round, and trim apparently
as it was fifty years ago. IHer bright dark
brown eyes had a kindly sparkle, and her
frequent langh was contagious. She was
charming still,and it is easy to believe that,
when a young girl, she was loved by and
loved a man so strange and fascinating in
many ways as Edgar Allan Poe. That
she knew the poet and that he had been
in love with her had been in later years
known only in a vague, general way
among her family, of which I am fortu-
nate to count myself one, and friends.
During the life of Poe she naturally said
little about, his early love for her, and
since its close she has said but little more,
except in general terms. Though for a
year, when he lived in Baltimore with
Mrs. Clemm and Virginia, they were en-
gaged in fact, if not in name, though she
remained to the end his friend and the
friend of his wife and Mrs. Clemm, she is
mentioned in none of the biographies of
the poet.”®
Nalurally I was curious to hear her
# The lady died in the West in 1887,

story. Finding, after she had told it to
me, during a number of conversations,
thaf it gave an intimate insight on certain
traits of his character, deseribed him with
the minuteness of observation of a loving-
woman, corrected some statements and
threw new light on others, T told her that
it ought to be published. Thad also pre-
faced my original inquiries by stating-
my purpose in making them. She gave
her consent, stipulating that her identity
should notbe revealed. And so the grand-
mother who was loved in many households
in New York and other cities told me the
story of what was the chief romance of
her life.  On that of Poe, those who read
it will see it cannot fail to have had a.
strong influence. If he had not been
finally rejected by the heroine of the pre-
sent story he would never have married
Virginia, his child cousin, who acted as
go-between during what was probably the
first robust passion of his manhood. It
also interferes somewhat with the roman-
tie story of the gradual growth of his love
for Virginia, in Mr. Bugene L. Didier’s life
of the poet.

Oceasionally, as the old lady told her
story, her eyes would become moistened as
she spoke of him she ealled ** Eddie” with
something of the tenderness of old days,
read again, half to me and half to herself,
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some of her early lover's poems, and lin-
gered over the lines she thought referred
to herself, or looked at the portrait repro-
duced with this article, which she declared
was the best one she had ever seen, and
had his expression. She recalled, as being
like, one which was in a volume of his
poems Poe guve Ler in after-years. She
pronounced tl ose in later biographies
cavicatures, m king an exception in favor
of the steel-w .graving which accompanies
the life by Mr. George E. Woodberry, in
the '* American Men of Letters” series.
I give her recollections as much in her
own words as possible, as I took them
down at the time, while she sat by my
side, and occasionally remarked that T
could put what she said in my own words.
This I only did when I had to, for some-
times statements in one conversation were
amplified in another. In all but dates the
old lady’s memory was remarkably good,
considering the lapse of years.

““When I first met Mr. Poe,” she said,
“Twasabout seventeen, and lived in Essex
Street, I think it was, in the ‘old town’ of
Baltimore. It was about 1835 (1832%), I
think. Our house adjoined that of a Mr.
Newman, who was our landlord. He had
a daughter about my own age, whose
name was also Mary. Mr. Poe had at that
time recently come to live with his aunt,
Mbrs. Clemm, after leaving West Point, and
while his relations with Mr. Allan, whom
he always called father, were not pleasant.
Mrs. Clemm lived around the corner from
us, in a street which crossed ours. She
lived in the upper part of a house, and
supported herself by sewing, dress-making,
or some similar work. They were all
very poor, but everything was wax neat.
Mr. Poe was then quite a young man, and
Virginia Clemm, who afterward became
his wife, was a delicate school - girl of
about fen years of age. Her sole beauty
was in the expression of her face. Her
disposition was lovely. She had violet
eyes, dark brown hair, and a bad complex-
ion that spoiled her looks. She had a
brother, a dissipated young man,who went
West; Inever knew what became of him.”

‘When I asked if Virginia was fond of
Poe, Mary answered: * Oh my, yes! She
was fond of her cousin, as any child would
be of anybody that paid her attention.”

“The stoops of Mr. Newman’s house
and ours,” she continued, *‘ were adjoin-
ing, and each had an inner balustrade.
One summer afternoon Miss Newman and
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I were seated, talking, each on her own
stoop, when Mr. Poe passed, as usual, on
the other side of the street, on his way
home. We were neither of us acquaint-
ed with him, but I knew him very well
by sight, as we had flirted with each oth-
er for some time from the garret windows
of our houses. We used o wave hand-
kerchiefs and throw kisses to each other.
My mother used to ask me, ‘ What takes
you upstairs so much, Mary ¢ Mr. Poe
onceduring that time sent Virginia around
for a lock of my hair, and I sent it to him.
‘Well, in passing, on the afternoon I have
just spoken of, Mr. Poe bowed. My com-
panion asked mre if I knew him. I said
no. She said he was Hdgar Poe, who
had recently come from West Point. She
also said he wrote poetry. After Mr. Poe
bowed he started across the street, and
Miss Newman said: ‘Why, I declare!
there comesMr. Poe across the street. Oh!
isn't he handsome ? He is coming to see
you,not me.” He was handsome, but in-
tellectually so, not a pretty man., He had
the way and the power to draw any one
to him. He was very fascinating, and
any young girl would have fallen in love
with him.

**Mr. Poe, having crossed the street,
came up the Newmans' stoop. As he did
s0, I turned my back, as I was then young
and bashful. He said, ‘How do you do,
Miss Newman © She then turned and in-
troduced him to me, and then happened
to be called into the house. Mr. Poe im-
mediately jumped across the balustrades
separating the stoops, and sat down by me.
He told me I had the most beautiful head
of hair he ever saw, the hair that poets
always raved about. If was auburn, and
worn with frizzed puffs on the sides, as.
was then the style. From that time on
he visited me every evening for a year,
and during that time, until the night of
our final lovers’ quarrel, he never dranlk a.
drop, as far as I knew.

“Mr. Poe was about five feet eight
inches tall, and had dark, almost black
hair, which he wore long and brushed
back in student style over his ears. It
was as fine as silk.  His eyes were large
and full, gray and piercing., He was
then, I think, entirely clean-shaven. His
nose was long and sfraight, and his fea-
tures finely cut. The expression about
his mouth was beautiful. He was pale,
and had no color. His skin was of a
clear, beautiful olive. He had a sad, mel-
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ancholy look. e was very slender when
I first knew him, but had a fine figure,
an erect military carriage, and a quick
step. But it was his manner thal most
charmed. It was elegant. When he
looked at you it seemed as if he could
read your very thoughts. Iis voice was
pleasant and musical, but not deep.

He always wore a black frock-coat but-
toned up, with a cadet or military collar,
a low turned-over shirt collar, and a black
cravat tied in a loose knot. He did nof
follow the fashions, but had a style of his
own. His was a loose way of dressing,
as if he didn’t eare. You would know
that he was very different from the ordi-
nary run of young men. Affectionate!
I should think he was; he was passionate
in his love.

“My intimacy with Mr. Poe isolated me

a good deal. In fact my girl friends were
many of them afraid of him, and forsoolk
me on that account. I knew none of his
male friends. He despised ignorant peo-
ple, and didn’t like trifling and small-
tallk, He didun’t like dark-skinned people.
When he loved, he loved desperately.
Though tender and very affectionate, he
had a quick, passionate temper, and was
“very jealous. His feelings were intense,
.and he had but little control of them. Te
was not well balanced: he had too much
brain. He scoffed at everything sacred,
and never went to chureh. If he had had
religion to guide him, he would have been
a better man. He said often that fhere
was a mystery hanging over him he nev-
er could fathom. He believed he was
born to suffer, and this embittered his
wholelife. Mrs. Clemm also spoke vague-
ly of some family mystery, of some dis-
grace.

““Tddie's life was embittered, and it was
a great disappointment to him when Mr.
Allan married again. He had no busi-
ness to treat Bddie as he did, fo educate
him as he did, and then throw him over.
Eddie was never educated to work. Te
was very proud and very sensitive. M.
Poe once gave nie a letter to read from
Mr. Allan, in which the latter said, refer-
ring to me, that if he married any such
person he would eut him off without a
shilling. I think that Iddie told me that
Mr. Allan’s second wife (Miss Paflerson)
had been his house-keeper. She said she
could not take care of him unless she was
his wife. He could do nothing afterward
without her approval.
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‘ Hddie and I never talked of his poetry
then or in later years. He would not
have done that; he would have consid-
ered it conceited. We were young, and
only thought our love. Virginia always
carried his notes to me. I never kept
any of his letters. Do you suppose I
would, after T had marrvied ? Eddie's fa-
vorite name was Mary, he said. He used
often to quote Burns, for whom he had a
great admiration. We used to go out
walking together in the evenings. We
often walked out of the city and sat down
on the hills.

“One moonlight summer night we were
walking across the bridge, which was not
far from our house. At the other end of
the bridge was a minister’s house. BEd-
die took my arm and pulled me, saying,
‘Come, Mary, let us go and get married;
we might as well gef married now as any
other time." We were then but two
blocks from home. I was taken by sur-
prise and frightened, and ran from him
toward home. He followed, and came in
after me.

*“We had no definite engagement, but
we understood each other. He was then
not in circumstances to marry. When
my brother found that Mr. Poe was com-
ing so often, he said to me: * You are not
going to marry that man, Mary —I would
rather see you in your grave than that
man’s wife. e can’t support himself,
let alone you.” I replied, being as roman-
tic as Eddie was, that ‘I would sooner live
on a crust of bread with him than in a
palace with any other man.’

“The only thing I had against him,”
she continued, “‘was that he held his
head so high. He was proud, and looked
down on my uncle, whose business did
nob suit him. He always liked my father,
and talked with him a good deal.

“The following little story will show
you how much Mr. Poe was a creature of
sudden impulse: One day in Baltimore,
after some very heavy rains, the streets
were flooded and almost impassable. A
yvoung lady stood at a corner wondering
how she should get across. The first
thing she knew, Iiddie came up behind
her, picked her up in his arms, and ecar-
ried her across the street. His feet were
wet when he eame to our house and told
me about it. The young lady was the
daughter of a rich man living ‘on the
Point." She asked Mr. Poe to whom she
was indebted. He took out his card and
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gave it to her, and she fell in love with
him, though she had never seen him be-
fore. He said she was a beautiful girvl.
and ‘I guess I will have to go and see
her.’

“To show yon how jealous he was, I
will tell you of the eause of one of our
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ways did when excited. He then walked
over to the piano, and snatehed the music
and threw it on the floor. T said that it
made no matter, that I conld sing the song
without the musie, and did so.  Mr. Mor-
vis, knowing me well, called me always
‘Mary.” That also made Eddie jealous.

EDGAR A, POE.—From & photograph by Beady, New York,

quarrels, One evening a friend of my
brother's, a Myr. Morris, was visiting us.
He knew that Mr, Poe's favorite soug,
which I often sang him, was ‘ Come rest
in this bosom.” He asked me to sing it,
in order to tease Mr. Poe. 1 went to the
piano and began to sing.  Mr. Morris stood
by me and turned the leaves. Mr. Poe
walked, with. one hand behind his back,
up and down the room, biting the nails
of the other hand to the quick, as he al-
Vor. LXXVIIL.—No. 466.—59

He staid alter Mr, Morris left, and we had
a little quarrel.

*Our final lovers’ quarrel eame about
in this way: One night I was waiting
in the parlor for Kddie, and he didn’t
come. My mother came into the room
about ten o'clock and said, ‘ Come, Mary ,
it’s bediime.” The parlor windows were
open, and I lay with my head on my
arms on one of the window-sills. T had
been erying.  Hddie arvived shortly after
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my mother spoke to me, and had heen
drinking, It was the only fime during
that year that I ever knew him to take
anything. He found the front door locl-
ed. He then came fo the window where
I was, and opened the shuiters, which were
nearly closed. He raised my head, and
told me where he had been. He said he
had met some cadets from West Point
when on his way across the bridge. They
were old friends, and took him to Bar-
num’s Hotel, where they had a supper
and ehampagne. He had gotten away
as quickly as possible to come and explain
matters to me. A glass made him tipsy.
He had morve than a glass that night,  As
to his being a habitual drunkard, he never
was as long as I lknew him,

“T went and opened the door and sat
on the stoop with him in the moonlight.
We then had a quarrel, about whose cause
I do not care to speak., The resull was
that T jumped past him off the stoop, ran
around through an alleyway to the back
of the house, and into the room where iy
mother was.

“She said, ‘Mary! Mary! what's the
matter?

“Mr. Poe had followed me, and came
into the room. I was much frightened,
and my mother told me to go upstairs.
I did so.

“ My, Poe said: I want to talk to your
daughter. If you don’t tell her to come
down-stairs, I will go after her. I have
a right to.”

“ My mother was a tall woman, and she
placed her baclk against the door of the
stairs, and said, “* You have no right to;
vou eannot go upstairs.’

“Mr. Poe answered: ‘T have a right.
She is my wife now in the sight of
Heaven.’

My mother then fold him he had bet-
ter go home and to bed, and he went
away.*

“He didn't value the laws of God or
man. He wasan atheist.  He would just
as lief have lived with a woman without

being mareied to her as not. Well, T
made a narrow escape in not marrying

him. I don't think he was a man of
much principle.

* This is evidently the second of the oceasions
which Poe’s friend Mr, L. A. Wilmer spoke of in
his recollections published on May 23, 1866, in the
Baltimore Daily Comanercial, as when Mys. Clemm
scolded her nephew *for coming home intoxicated
the night before from a tavern, but as if it were a
yare oceurrence,”
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¢t After the quarrel I have just told you
about I broke off' all intercourse with Mr.
Poe, and returned his lefters unopened.
My mother also forbade him the house.
He sent me a letter by Virginia. I sent
it back unopened. He wrote again, and
Topened the letler. e addressed me for-
mally as Miss , and upbraided me in
sativie terms for my heartless, unforgiv-
ing disposition. I showed the lefter to
my mother, and she in turn showed it to
my gcrandmother, who was then visiting
us. My grandmother vead if, and fook it
to my uncle James. My uncle was very
indignant, and vesented Mr. Poe’s letter so
much that he wrote him a very severe,
cutting letter, without my knowledge.
My. Poe also published at the same time
in a Baltimore paper a poem of six or
eight verses, addressed ‘To Marvy 3
There was an initial for my last name.
The poem was very severe, and spoke
of fickleness and inconstancy. All my
friends and his knew whom he meant.
This also added to my unele’s indignation.
Mr. Poe was so incensed at the letter he
received that he bought a cowhide, and
went to my uncle’s store one afternoon
and cowhided him. My uncle was a man
of over fiffy at the time. My aunt and her
two sons rushed into the stove, and in the
strugele to defend my uncle tore his as-
sailant’s blacle frock-coat at the back from
the skirts to the collar.  Mr. Poe then put
the cowhide up his sleeve and went up
the street to our house as he was, with
lis forn coat, and followed by a crowd of
boys. When he arrived at our house he
asked to see my father. He told Lim he
had been up to see his brother, pulled ont
my unele’s letter, said he resented the
insult, and had cowhided him. I had
been called down-stairs, and when Mr,
Poe saw me he pulled the cowhide out of
his sleeve and threw it down at my feet,
saying, ‘There, I make you a present of
that!

“He then asked to see me alone, and
upbraided me for telling about his letter,
and being the cause of all the trouble. T
told him I would have nothing to say to
Iiim, and did not wish to see him again.
At the same time it was breaking my
heart. My unele had no business to take
itup. Iecould have done somyself. We
soon after this moved from Baltimore and
back to Philadelphia, where I was born.
I was so much disturbed by the quarrel
with Mr. Poe that T was sick for a long
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time. I never saw him again until after
he was married to Virginia. I married,
and setfled in New York city. When on
a visit to Philadelphia, several years after,
I met Mr. Poe on the street with his wife
and Mrs, Clemm. 1 stopped and talked
with them. They asked me to come to
see them. I went, with a young lady
cousin of mine. They lived in Seventh
Streef, in the back part of a litile house,
Eddie asked me to sing one of my old
songs. I asked himwhatsong. e said,
*Come rest in this bosom.” T sang it,
and he thanked me. "We spent a pleasant
evening, and Mr. Poe accompanied my
cousin and mysell back fo her house.

A few years afterward, when living in
Jersey City, I saw Mr, Poe again. He
wasstill living in Philadelphia. He came
to New York, and went to my husband’s
place of business to find out where we
lived. He was on a spree, however, and
forgot the address before hie got across the
river. He made several trips backward
and forward on the ferry-boat. He asked
dilferent people on board if they knew
where T lived, and finally found a deck
hand who happened to know, and told
him. Mr. Poe said he was determined to
lind me, if he ‘had to go to hell’ to do it.
‘When my husband returned home he was
told on the boai that a crazy man had
been looking for his wife!

*When Mr. Poe reached our house I
was oub with my sister, and he opened the
door for us when we got back. We saw
he was on one of his sprees, and he had
been away from home for several days.
He said to me: ‘So you have married
that cursed —— [referring to her hus-
band’s business]. Do you love him truly ?
Did you marry him for love? I answer-
ed, ‘That’s nobody's business; that is be-
tween my husband and mysell.” e then
said: ‘ You don’t love him. You do love
me.  You know you do.’

““Mr. Poe staid to tea with us, but ate
nothing; only drank a cup of tea. He
ot excited in conversation, and taking
up a table-knife, began to chop at some
radishes on a dish in front of him. He
cut them all up, and the pieces flew over
the table, to everybody’s amusement. Af-
ter tea he asked me if T would not play
and sing for him, and I sang his favorite
songagain. He then went away. A few
days afterward Mrs, Clemm came to see
me, much worried about ¢ Eddie dear,’ as
she always addressed him. She did not
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know where he was, and his wile was
almost crazy with anxiety. I told Mps.
Clemm that he had been to see me. A
search was made, and he was finally found
in the woods on the outskirts of Jersey
City, wandering about like a erazy man,
Mrs. Clemm took him back with her to
Philadelphia.® This was in the spring of
1842.

“Ivisited them afterward in New York
city, in Amity Street, and at the cottage at
Fordham. The cottage was very humble,
you know—you wouldn’t have thought
decent people could have lived in it; but
there was an air of refinement about ev-
erything. There were vines growing all
over the house, which had been fixed up
for them by the owner; and Virginia
loved flowers. So there was a bed in front
of the porch. Over a door in the parlor
stood on a bracket a plaster cast of a bird.
I suppose it was a raven, but it might
have been a parrot. It was the only
piece of sculpfure in the room.

“When Eddie was composing a poem hie
walked up and down the floor of the lit-
tle parlor, with one hand behind his back
in his usnal way, biting the finger-nails
of his other hand till the blood came.
When he got what he wanted he would
sit down and write the lines, and then be-
gin walking again. T have heard it said
that at times, after Virginia's death, when
he conld not sell a poem, he would say to
the person to whom he offered it, ‘ Then
give me a glass of brandy, and take it.’

*The day before Virginia died I found
her in the parlor. I said to her, ‘Do you
feel any better to-day ? and sat down by
the big arm-chair in which she was placed.
Mr. Poe sat on the other side of her. I
had my hand in hers, and she took it and
placed it in Mr. Poe’s, saying, ‘ Mary, be a
Iriend to Eddie, and don’t forsake him;
he always loved you—didn't you, Ed-
die ?  'We three were alone, Mrs. Clemm
being in the kitchen. On the day Vir-
ginia died I came down from the cottage
lo the city in the same stage with Mrs,
Dr. Shew. She was a great friend of
theirs, and we talked about Virginia. On
the day of the funeral I remember meet-
ing at the coftage Mrs. Ann S, Stephens,
Mrs. Shew, N. P. Willis and his partner

* This was evidently the time that he was away
for a short time from his desk as editor of Graham’s
Magazine, and on coming back found Dr, Griswold
temporarily in lis pluece, and left the office with
wounded feelings, not to return again,
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Morris, and some of the neighbors. It
was very cold, and I did not go to the
grave, but staid at the house.

“They were so very poor that Mrs.
Clemm told me that, in order to get money
to live, she picked manuseripts out of Mr.
Poe’s waste - paper basket which he had
rejected, and sold them without his know-
ledge. When my daughter was to be
married T wanted Eddie and Mrs, Clemm
to come to the wedding. She said they
could not, as neither she nor he had any
clothes. She wanted me to buy Vir-
ginia’s gold thimble for ten dollars for a
wedding present, but I could not afford i,
as Lhad many things to buy. Mrs. Clemm
however, did sell the thimble.”

In talking of Poe’s intended marriage
to Mrs. Shelton, whom he had known as
a young man while she was Miss Sarah
Elmira Roysier, Mary said that Mr. Allan
had originally intended them for each oth-
er, andspoke of the lady as being a protégée
or adopted daughter of that gentleman.
As Mr. Woodberry speaks of this affair as
coming to maught on account of Mr.
Allan’s opposition, and Mr, Gill says it
was strongly opposed by that gentleman,
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and the eanse of a violent quarrel between
him and his adopted son, perhaps the state-
ment of the lady who followed Miss Roys-
ter in Poe's affections should have some
weight. It is evidenf that with the nat-
ural disposition of a man to make light
of a previous affairhe intimated to his new
love that it was Mr. Allan who wanted
the mateh, and not he. In this there was,
it is likely, also considerable truth. My
informant having been perhaps natural-
ly inelined to laugl® at much of the story
of the love of Poe for his child cousin
Virginia, which his biographers speak of
as if it made up, with the motherly love of
Mrs. Clemin, the whole sum of his expe-
rience in female affeetion during his stay
at the latter’s home in Baltimovre, was also
at vavianee with these gentlemen on an-
other point.  She insisted, contrary to all
accounts, that Mrs. Shelton, who was the
widow, she said, of a rich Southerner, old
enough to have been her father, sent first
for Mys. Cllemm, and that the latter then
sent for Poe. There were some details
given about this matter which gave the
statement a strong air of probability,
but are not worth relating here.

PEOPLE.

BY BJORNSTIERNE BJORNSON.

Seconu Paper.

ROM my first article the reader will
no doubt have received the impres-
sion that the Norwegian people, according
to the life-work allotted to them by Na-
ture herself, arve divided into two classes,
the inland people earrying on agriculture
and forestry, and the coast people mainly
engaged in shipping and fishing, and who
also rely upon what the soil can produce,
which indeed is not of slight importance.
Tven in the north of the country, where
the ereat fisheries take place, the people
would searcely be able to exist il the
erops should fail any year.

Other countries have also inland and
const population with different oceupa-
tions, but no other country has such a
lengihy coast with such regular and rich
fisheries, or sueh a number of harbors
and fjords sheltered by askjergaard—the
skerries or islands which all along the
Norwegian coast protect the entrance to
most of these. The number of the coast

people is therefore comparatively great,
and the contrast between them and the
inlanders particularly marked. Proba-
bly they ave not altogether quite the same
race of people. The old Viking life led
to the introduetion of slaves, i.e., caplives
of war. The Norwegian settlements in
foreign countries have also probably con-
tributed to the mixtures of races. A
great number of the people on the west-
ern coast seem, beyond doubt, to have
Graelie or Cleltic blood in their veins. The
inland population, on the other hand, ave
Teuton mixed with Lapps. The latter
are the oldest inhabitants of the country,
and lived in the woods for a long time
after it had been conquered by the Nor-
rina people.  As late as in the time of
Harald Haarfager (872-930) we lear of a
Lapp maiden with whom the King fell in
love and married. He loved her passion-
ately, and on her death he had to be sev-
ered from her corpse by force.





