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  The Purpose of This Book


  This book was prepared and is sent to you with one purpose in view, to enable you to profit in full measure from the writings of the immortals whom you have at your beck and call in the Harvard Classics.


  This great company of the wisest, the wittiest, the most interesting minds of all ages and every land will afford you entertainment in endless variety, inspiration and stimulation of mind. They will carry you forward upon that road to the high goal toward which all of us are making our way. It is then to the countless hours in which you will walk in step with these great thinkers of all time that this book is dedicated.


  The Harvard Classics are “all things to all men.” They are universal in their appeal and universal in their power to bestow pleasure, self satisfaction and the joy of mental growth to each man, woman and child with impartiality and in infinite variety.


  


  What Shall I Read Tonight?


  How often does that question come to all of us? Magazines, newspapers, the books of the day—all pall upon us with their deadly monotony of the commonplace. We want something to carry us out of ourselves, to take us a million miles from our humdrum existence, to stimulate our minds to fresh endeavor, to give us a new viewpoint upon our problems, to enable us to get a fresh hold upon ourselves.


  Then it is, that the Harvard Classics find their place. They meet every need, they entertain when no other book can, they exhilarate and they satisfy. They bring to you the rare pleasure of commingling with great minds, they feed your mind with stimulating thoughts, they turn your mind into fresh channels. For the Harvard Classics touch every facet of human interest. Here beckoning to you are romance, adventure, drama and mystery. Read to your heart’s content in these full blooded books—full of thrill, stimulus and delight.


  


  The Never-Ceasing Fascination of These Books


  You can turn to the Arabian Nights, to the explorations of Drake and Raleigh, to the adventures of Ulysses, to the homely philosophy of Franklin, to Froissart’s entrancing Chronicles, to the breathless poems of Browning, to the writings of the prophets of the mystic east, to the glorious moving prose of Burke and Macaulay, and so on through the great classics of the ages.


  We want to urge you to keep at all times several volumes of the Harvard Classics easily at hand on your desk or table to read and to browse through. Don’t put your set away in a distant bookcase where you must go to get them. These are friendly books to have near you, they are the best of companions at all times. To be able to reach for your favorite volume and take a few moments out of a busy day, in which you are transported to other worlds and other times is a privilege that cannot be held lightly. The Harvard Classics will repay you manyfold in dividends of delight and satisfaction for the hours you have spent in the company of the immortal writers.


  


  How Dr. Eliot Solved Your Reading Problem


  Dr. Charles W. Eliot for forty years President of Harvard University, acclaimed without question America’s greatest scholar and educator, was eminently fitted to select out of the world’s literature, a well-rounded library of liberal education—depicting the progress of man observing, recording, inventing, and imagining from the earliest historical times to the present day.


  Never before had a task of this magnitude been undertaken by an educator of the standing of Dr. Eliot. Never before had a question of such unusual public importance received the time and attention that has been applied to the selection of the contents of the Harvard Classics.


  


  Dr. Eliot's Own Story of the Five-Foot Shelf


  “Before the reading plan represented by The Harvard Classics had taken definite form, I had more than once stated in public that in my opinion a five-foot—at first a three-foot—shelf would hold books enough to afford a good substitute for a liberal education to anyone who would read them with devotion, even if he could spare but fifteen minutes a day for reading.


  “P. F. Collier & Son Company proposed that I undertake to make a selection of fifty volumes, which would approximately fill a five-foot shelf, and be well adapted to accomplish the educational object I had in mind.


  “I accepted the proposal. The work of selection extended intermittently over nearly twelve months; for the question of exclusion or inclusion of each item had to be carefully considered from every possible angle.


  


  Harvard University Sanctions the Title


  “It was further proposed that the set be called the Harvard Classics. In view of this proposed name, and of the fact that I had been president of Harvard University for nearly forty years, I asked the President and Fellows of Harvard College if they saw any objection, from the point of view of the University, to my accepting the proposal of P. F. Collier & Son Company. The Board replied unanimously that they saw no objection, and that, in their judgment, the undertaking, if well carried out, would prove a useful one from the educational point of view.


  


  Dr. Eliot’s Aim


  “My aim was not to select the best fifty, or best hundred, books in the world, but to give, in twenty-three thousand pages or thereabouts, a picture of the progress of the human race within historical times, so far as that progress can be depicted in books. The purpose of The Harvard Classics is, therefore, one different from that of collections in which the editor’s aim has been to select a number of best books; it is nothing less than the purpose to present so ample and characteristic a record of the stream of the world’s thought that the observant reader’s mind shall be enriched, refined and fertilized.


  “Within the limits of fifty volumes, containing about twenty-three thousand pages, my task was to provide the means of obtaining such knowledge of ancient and modern literature as seemed essential to the twentieth-century idea of a cultivated man. The best acquisition of a cultivated man is a liberal frame of mind or way of thinking; but there must be added to that possession acquaintance with the prodigious store of recorded discoveries, experiences, and reflections which humanity in its intermittent and irregular progress from barbarism to civilization has acquired and laid up.


  


  Liberal Education Defined


  “Liberal education accomplishes two objects. It produces a liberal frame of mind, and it makes the studious and reflective recipient acquainted with the stream of the world’s thought and feeling, and with the infinitely varied products of the human imagination. It was my hope and belief that fifty volumes might accomplish this result for any intelligent, ambitious, and persistent reader, whether his early opportunities for education has been large or small. Such was the educational purpose with which I undertook to edit The Harvard Classics.


  “All the main divisions of literature are represented. Chronologically considered, the series begins with portions of the sacred books of the oldest religions, proceeds with specimens of the literature of Greece and Rome, then makes selections from the literature of the Middle Ages in the Orient, Italy, France, Scandinavia, Ireland, England, Germany and the Latin Church, includes a considerable representation of the literature of the Renaissance in Italy, France, Germany, England, Scotland and Spain, and arriving at modern times comprehends selections derived from Italy, three centuries of France, two centuries of Germany, three centuries of England and something more than a century of the United States.


  “In order to make the best use of The Harvard Classics it will be desirable for the reader to reread those volumes or passages which he finds most interesting, and commit to memory many of the pieces of poetry which stir and uplift him. It is a source of exquisite and enduring delight to have one’s mind stored with many melodious expressions of high thoughts and beautiful imagery.


  “The elaborate alphabetical index is intended to give any person immediate access to any author or any subject mentioned in the entire collection, and indeed to any passage in the fifty volumes to which the inquirer has a good clue. This full index makes The Harvard Classics convenient books of reference.


  


  Cooperation of Harvard University


  “It would have been impossible to perform the task satisfactorily if the treasures of the general library and of the department libraries of Harvard University had not been at disposal. The range of the topics in the series was so wide, and the number of languages in which the desired books were originally, written so great, that the advice of specialists, each in some portion of the field, had frequently to be sought. I obtained much valuable advice of this sort from scholarly friends and neighbors.


  “The Harvard Classics have demonstrated their fitness for the special work they were intended to do. The publishers have advised me that nearly a half million sets have been placed in the homes of enthusiastic purchasers, and that a stream of unsolicited letters of approval comes from these owners. I have myself been surprised to see how often I turn to the collection to enjoy pieces of permanent literature, in contrast with the mass of ephemeral reading matter which I am obliged to go through. “One may hope that the collection will endure for decades to come, not only as a monument and milestone, but also as an active force toward the sound mental equipment of American reading people.”


  


  The Harvard Classics Embrace the Sum-Total of Literature and Life


  Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books free you from the limitations of your age, of your country, of your personal experiences; they give you access to all ages, to all countries, to all experience. They take you out of the rut of life in the town you live in and make you a citizen of the world. They offer you the companionship of the most interesting and influential men and women who have ever lived; they make it possible for you to travel without leaving home, and to have vacations without taking time from your work. They offer you—if you will only accept their gifts—friends, travel, the knowledge of life; they offer you education, the means of making your life what you want it to be.


  Emerson said: “There are 850,000 volumes in the Imperial Library at Paris. If a man were to read industriously from dawn to dark for sixty years, he would die in the first alcove. Would that some charitable soul, after losing a great deal of time among the false books and alighting upon a few true ones, which made him happy and wise, would name those which have been bridges or ships to carry him safely over dark morasses and barren oceans, into the heart of sacred cities, into palaces and temples.”


  Emerson’s wish, which is the great need and wish of thousands of earnest, ambitious people, has been fulfilled. The fulfillment is Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books.


  


  What The Five-Foot Shelf Brings To You


  Now you have the Harvard Classics, stop for a moment and think just what they mean to you! Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books bring to your side, in the comfort of your own home, a liberal education, entertainment and counsel of the greatest men the world has ever seen.


  These men are the makers of civilization, the shapers of history. You live with them through past ages; you know their achievements; you travel with them, discover with them, hear their immortal sayings, listen to their profound logic, thrill to their beautiful poems and stories.


  The world’s immortals stand ready to take you into their confidence. You can live with them day by day. You can watch Cellini—wonderful combination of artist and knave—in his dealings with princes and pontiffs, his love affairs and his duels. You can read the letters of Pliny the Younger, in which he asks whether he shall destroy the “sect called Christians,” and those describing the destruction of Pompeii. You can stand with Cicero in the Roman Senate while he denounces Catiline. You revel in the delightful humor of the eccentric Don Quixote, who gaily set forth to battle windmills, believing that they were giants.


  


  Here Are Romance, Humor and Adventure


  You will thrill again to the adventures of the Boy Dana, standing on the windswept deck of his sailing ship as she encountered the hazardous passage around Cape Horn. You will respond to the lilt of Herrick’s poem, as he writes, “Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, Old Time is still a-flying.” You will read the fascinating oriental adventures to be found in The Thousand and One Nights. You can see Franklin hanging out the lantern in front of his house, the first street light in America. You can live with the greatest men in the intimate personal concerns of their daily existence. There is in all literature no greater pleasure than this.


  By opening the pages of a book, to transport oneself in a second into the age of Pericles or the Gardens of the Medici at Florence, is the modern version of Aladdin’s lamp and makes one master of treasures more rare and lustrous than those which adorned the palaces of Bagdad.


  Dr. Eliot’s selections cover every field of human knowledge. On the authority of this great educator and scholar, you have at your elbow the most interesting and important books.


  So vast is the range of The Harvard Classics, that they touch every phase of human interest. They tell of the great discoveries and inventions of the ages, the epoch-making progress of our world in science and medicine, and they relate the history and development of our laws, our educational systems, and our humanitarian reforms. They present the supreme works of 302 of the world’s immortal, creative minds; essays, biography, fiction, history, philosophy, the supreme writings which express man’s ambitions, hope and development throughout the centuries.


  “My first reading of the Harvard Classics,” writes a woman purchaser, “gave me a pleasure likened unto finding small particles of gold, and the more I read, the more nuggets of golden literature are obtained through a few minutes of pleasant reading each day.” Nearly a half million busy men and women are finding the joy of mental relaxation and stimulus in a few moments a day spent with these books.


  


  The Magnificent Special Features in The Harvard Classics


  What makes the Harvard Classics the greatest library of literature ever conceived? What has brought these marvelous works into the homes of nearly a half million people? The Harvard Classics most assuredly have supreme qualities that entitle them to greatness. Dr. Eliot has given in this peerless library two incomparable boons to the world.


  The first has been to present a brilliant selection of the priceless writings of all time so that, as he said, “Their faithful and considerate reading will give any man the essentials of a liberal education, even if he devote but fifteen minutes a day.” The second is found in the magnificent group of editorial features. These are:


  The Introductory Lectures


  The Footnotes


  The General Index


  The Index to the First Lines


  The Chronological Index


  The Readers’ Guide


  The Selections for Boys and Girls


  The Lecture Volume


  The Daily Reading Guide


  These make the Harvard Classics live to the reader, they indispensably aid him to obtain the utmost in enjoyment from his set. They transform these imperishable books into a living, constructive force to entertain, stimulate and inspire him. They enable the Harvard Classics to render an educational service unsurpassed by any other set of books.


  In brief, these great exclusive features combined with the priceless selections give to every man and woman the privilege of a university training at home. These invaluable features are described in detail in the following pages.


  


  Introductory Lectures


  In leafing through the volumes of Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf you will perceive that all selections are preceded by an introductory critical essay. These you will find of the greatest interest for they call to your attention in a most fascinating and illuminating manner the chief facts in the life of the author and how he came to write that particular book. You are told of the writer’s personal traits, his struggles and his triumphs which helped to mold his life and the contribution he has made to world literature.


  This skilfully-written essay is a “critique” of the particular selection that follows, establishing its place in literature and estimating it in comparison with other works by the same author. Lastly it suggests why you—as a cultivated man or woman—should read it. You are told how much to believe of Cellini’s famous, bragging Autobiography, why Sir Walter Scott was forced to write from morning to midnight, and, to give still another instance, the circumstances surrounding Samuel Johnson’s bitterly ironic letter to one of the greatest nobles of England, Lord Chesterfield.


  


  A Series of Skilfully-written Essays


  In selections, such as the books of the Bible, you are told what is most important to look for in these classics. Full explanation is made of the contents of a piece and an appreciation of the beauty and power of the selection is generally given so that you may more readily perceive its merits. Comparisons are frequently made between one work and another. These are of untold assistance in giving you a broad view of a certain period or of allied forms of literature and science.


  If you are making a study of any given subject, you will often find that the Introductory Lectures furnish you with information which you can obtain nowhere else. By their variety, their simplicity of statement, and their fullness of detail, these critical essays are amply fitted to supplement the selections, adding greatly to your interest, and will help you extract the greatest benefit from them. This is really having university instruction at home, and more than that, by the greatest teacher of one of the greatest universities.


  


  The Footnotes


  An extraordinarily helpful feature to the reader are the voluminous footnotes which appear throughout the entire set. Every one of the 22,462 pages has been carefully edited so that reader and student may obtain the most from their reading and extract the full meaning from the text.


  These footnotes include explanations of involved passages, cross references, interesting sidelights and criticisms. They contain titles of books for supplementary reading, phrases and passages translated from their original foreign languages, definitions of words and terms, brief accounts of the lives of famous people mentioned in the text, pronunciations of strange words, and many other invaluable helps to the reader.


  


  Comprehensive and Highly Explanatory


  They indicate differences of opinion, they review trends of thought related to those in the subject matter, they point out errors of judgment in the light of present day thinking, they mention important events which influenced contemporary writing, they show the bearing one scientific or geographic discovery had on another, they reveal the relations existing among different countries, schools, and religions. They clear up obscure meanings in the works of the older writers not readily intelligible in the present day.


  These exhaustive footnotes throughout the entire fifty volumes, enable the reader to gain a full and comprehensive knowledge of the selection which he is reading. Thus, the great pieces of literature which go to make up the Harvard Classics are rendered completely enjoyable and understandable to everyone. In every respect the footnotes correspond to the detailed explanations and comments given by university lecturers in their college courses.


  In no other work will you find such diversified and useful information on so many subjects. These footnotes, complete in every detail, were prepared by scholars who have made their life work the study of this immortal literature. They are but another splendid feature of the Harvard Classics.


  


  The General Index


  This main Index to the Five-Foot Shelf is as complete as the human mind can make it. It is the only volume of its kind in existence; over $50,000 and a year of expert work were spent upon it. It contains 76,000 references and gives instant access to the worth while books of every age that have been written on every subject. Here, in fact, is the exhaustive key to this vast storehouse of knowledge.


  The Index is extremely easy to use. Page 116 of the fiftieth volume fully and clearly explains the way in which contents have been compiled. But even the perusal of this explanatory note is almost unnecessary, for the Index is arranged so simply that the reader will find no difficulty in finding what he wants.


  To the busy man who wants information for a speech, an article, an advertisement, or an editorial, this Index renders a service that cannot be computed in terms of dollars and cents. Long days of search would not bring to hand the wealth of material that can be obtained in a few minutes through this source.


  Cross-indexed as thoroughly as it is, there are few items that can possibly escape you. Certainly the sub-divisions of each topic will enable you to find instantly what you are looking for.


  Realizing the worth of this great work of reference, Dean Evans, of the Chattanooga Law School, said, “The Index Volume is a marvel of excellence. By it one may easily trace the best thoughts of the wisest men on all topics of vital human interest running through the ages.”


  


  The Index to the First Lines


  Particularly valuable is the Index to the First Lines of poems, songs, hymns and psalms appearing in all the volumes of the Harvard Classics. Very often you hear or remember the first line of a poem quoted and are unable to establish the title or the author. This Index gives you the means by which you can “place” the verse in your own mind.


  If you yourself are hunting for an apt quotation, a line of poetry, or even the author, his dates of birth and death, or the title of his poem, you have only to look up the first line of poetry and be referred to the place where the author and his work are mentioned. By using this convenient list of first lines, you often save yourself hours of fruitless search and, in some cases, mental embarrassment at not being able to locate a well known poem. In this fashion does the Index to First Lines take the place of a private secretary.


  


  The Chronological Index


  Volume fifty contains a complete chronological index starting with the earliest known dates, centuries before Christ, and coming down to our present day. This index lists the years of birth and death of the world’s famous men, with explanatory comments on each. It gives dates of industrial, social, and religious revolutions, of decisive battles, and when epoch-making speeches were delivered, on what dates classic dramas were written, acted, and published, and when notable scientific discoveries were made.


  This Index may be used with Dr. Eliot’s prescribed courses of reading, and will be invaluable for reference. It is difficult to estimate the importance of this specialized index to the student of history, civilization, literature and allied subjects. The entire story of mankind may be read from this table of dates.


  


  The Readers’ Guide


  The Readers’ Guide offers you courses of reading and study of a broad educational nature. By following the suggested outline of any course which you will find in volume fifty, you will obtain a splendid working knowledge of that subject comparable in every way to that which you would receive in a university. These courses as laid out by Dr. Eliot are designed to afford a liberal, general training.


  More than any other American educator, Dr. Eliot is responsible for our modern methods of university teaching. He inspired and formulated the educational system not only at Harvard, of which he was president for forty years, but he influenced the curriculums in schools and colleges throughout the country. These courses therefore in which he took so great an interest and care in outlining for reading in the Harvard Classics bear the stamp of the highest authority.


  


  The Value of Selected Reading


  Dr. Eliot was a staunch believer in systematized reading. He held that reading so done, would lead to a liberal education. Reading not so organized was of negative value. He felt that directed reading leading progressively through a subject from its simpler to its more complicated aspects was the best possible training. The reading courses in the Harvard Classics represent his idea of orderly, worth while reading for every man and woman.


  Their value to the ambitious, serious student cannot be easily estimated. A faithful carrying out of the assignments in the outlines will give a very remarkable knowledge of the subjects studied.


  Out of his wide experience, Dr. Eliot prescribes here eleven reading courses. These are all on cultural subjects which form the backbone of a liberal college education and they embrace such interesting and instructive topics as The History of Civilization, Religion and Philosophy, Education, Science, Politics, Voyages and Travels, Criticism of Literature and the Fine Arts, Drama, Biography and Letters, Essays, Narrative Poetry and Prose Fiction. In each of these widely diversified subjects, Dr. Eliot has arranged a broad, comprehensive reading list from the writings appearing in the Five-Foot Shelf and arranged them according to subject and the order in which they should be read. Logically, Dr. Eliot chooses the simpler selections first, which give the elemental or general survey of the subject and gradually proceeds to the more difficult aspects as the reader progresses.


  


  A Comprehensive Study Course


  But so wisely has the great educator selected his lists, that the topics for reading are also generally in chronological order. In this way you start at the beginning of man’s thought on a subject and follow it down through the centuries. Dr. Eliot has also written a short description of each reading course, explaining its plan and purpose and telling you what is most important to get from your reading. He comments briefly on the classic selections and often mentions the chief facts in the lives of the famous authors. The short prefaces in fact, serve the same highly useful purpose as a professor’s introductory remarks in a classroom.


  In arranging these courses Dr. Eliot has mingled with the serious, in pleasant proportion, lighter pieces in order to give variety and entertainment, as well as instruction. These include novels reflecting the life of the times, witty poems, stirring ballads, and essays dealing appropriately with the subjects. Dr. Eliot’s simple but thorough plan of study enables you to master his courses with the greatest benefit to yourself. This Readers’ Guide is a valuable key which unlocks the knowledge, the wit and wisdom in the Harvard Classics. It is but another of the many precious contributions Dr. Eliot makes to the cause of real education.


  It is not at all out of the way to suggest that he had a very definite reference to the reading courses when he made that famous statement about the Harvard Classics, that, “the faithful and considerate reading of these books will give any man the essentials of a liberal education even if he devote to them but fifteen minutes a day.”


  


  Selections for Boys and Girls From Twelve to Eighteen Years of Age


  President Eliot in consultation with President Neilson of Smith College prepared a list of selections from the Harvard Classics suitable for the use of children ranging in age from twelve to eighteen years. There is no place where the Harvard Classics finds greater usefulness than to children. If you have children in your family—growing boys and girls—let them have free access to the Harvard Classics.


  In order that the child may have a pleasant introduction to this monumental work, there are here given those pieces which the boy or girl can read and enjoy. Dr. Eliot has chosen more than sixty stories, poems and articles with the numbers of volumes and pages where they appear in the Five-Foot Shelf. Here will be found the world’s best tales, plays and verses arranged in the order in which they are likely to appeal to growing children. The easier, simpler tales come first and give the younger members of the family a solid foundation of interesting, easily understood literature. As the children develop, they can follow down the list and read the more advanced selections. Thus, they have secured a grasp on worth while books and have developed a taste for reading which will ever be a constant source of pleasure and satisfaction.


  


  They Create a Sound Cultural Background


  The Harvard Classics bring the growing mind of the boy and girl in contact with the greatest reading of all time. These books will serve to whet their healthy and eager curiosity, for they are the finest writings of the greatest creative minds of the world. The Harvard Classics will bring to the growing boy and girl a familiarity with the supreme literature, at the impressionable age when cultural habits are formed for a lifetime.


  These selections will train your children to turn to the Harvard Classics for their entertainment, stimulation and recreation, and they will use this great library throughout their school years.


  


  The Lecture Volume


  The additional volume to the fifty volume set is entitled, “Lectures on the Harvard Classics.” This extraordinary series falls into twelve main divisions of knowledge such as, History, Poetry, Natural Science, Philosophy, Biography, Prose Fiction, Criticism and the Essay, Education, Political Science, Drama, Voyages and Travel and Religion, with each division containing five lectures on those subjects. Thus there are sixty lectures in all. If you will turn to Dr. Eliot’s short introduction, you will sense the importance he puts on this series of lectures in promoting the educational object he had in mind when he made the collection. Also turn to President Neilson’s preface in which he says, the lectures open the door to the Harvard Classics “the great storehouse of standard works in all the main departments of intellectual activity.”


  


  By an Array of Famous Professors


  Through these lectures, as Dr. Neilson further writes, the student is introduced to a vast range of topics under the guidance of distinguished professors. Among these are George Pierce Baker, probably the best known teacher today of the drama in America; Thomas Nixon Carver, the most noted authority on political science and economics in this country; Bliss Perry, famous professor at Harvard, editor and lecturer; Ralph Barton Perry, one of America’s outstanding philosophers and many others equally prominent.


  To have the privilege to hear this group of men speak or read their great lectures is an opportunity which cannot be measured in terms of dollars and cents. These lectures will do much to broaden your outlook and extend your interests to diversified, vital branches of thought. The footnotes, too, in this volume furnish splendid supplementary material for reading. They make the author’s meaning perfectly clear to you and offer interesting information on the matter in the text. The value of this volume with the other features such as the Introduction, Notes, Guides to Reading and Indexes as Professor Neilson states, “may thus claim to constitute a reading course unparalleled in comprehensiveness and authority.”


  


  The Daily Reading Guide


  President Eliot wrote in his introduction to the Harvard Classics, “In my opinion, a five-foot shelf would hold books enough to give a liberal education to any one who would read them with devotion, even if he could spare but fifteen minutes a day for reading.” With this very definitely in mind, we have prepared a daily reading guide in which the assignments chosen appropriately enough, will take the usual person about fifteen minutes to read with leisurely enjoyment. These selections assigned for each day in the year as you will see, are introduced by comments on the author, the subjects or the chief characters. They will serve to introduce you in the most pleasant manner possible to the Harvard Classics. They will enable you to browse enjoyably among the world’s immortal writings with entertainment and stimulation in endless variety.


  


  Form this Pleasant and Exhilarating Habit


  To take a few minutes out of your busy day to commune with these great writers of all time is one of the finest habits possible. That fifteen minutes will carry you on wings of romance and adventure to other lands, to the scenes of other days and will break the monotony of your days, will change the course of your thinking, will give you the privilege of contact with the great minds whose writings have stimulated and inspired mankind over the centuries.


  As comprehensive as it is, the Daily Reading Guide does not presume to exhaust the wealth of interest and profit that lies between the pages of this great library. We believe that once you have been afforded a taste of the delights of the imperishable writings you will straightway turn back to read the larger works to which you have been so pleasantly introduced. In addition to the Reading Guide, you have Dr. Eliot’s Reading Courses as outlined in volume fifty—the remarkable course of sixty lectures and the index with its seventy-six thousand references, all of which will provide you with fascinating topics in an unfailing diversity. Thus the Harvard Classics afford you in generous measure entertainment and enchantment and intellectual stimulus.


  


  January’s Selections


  St. Agnes’ Eve! —Ah, bitter chill it was!


  The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;


  The hare limp’d trembling through the frozen grass,


  And silent was the flock in woolly fold…


  Keats (Vol. 41, p. 883)


  January 1: Franklin’s Advice for the New Year


  January 2. School-Day Poems of John Milton


  January 3: Cicero on Friendship


  January 4. A Flounder Fish Story


  January 5. The Soaring Eagle and Contented Stork


  January 6. Warned by Hector’s Ghost


  January 7. If He Yawned, She Lost Her Head!


  January 8. Trying the Patience of Job


  January 9. A Treasure Hunt in Nombre de Dios


  January 10. Where Love Lies Waiting


  January 11. Hamilton—Father of Wall Street


  January 12. What Is Good Taste?


  January 13. Rousseau Seeks Sanctuary in England


  January 14. The First Step Toward Independence


  January 15. “The Moving Finger Writes”


  January 16. The Old Woman and the Wine Jar


  January 17. Franklin's Family Tree


  January 18. Origin of Yale “Brekekekex-Ko-ax”


  January 19. Poe on Poetry


  January 20. “Ah! It Is St. Agnes’ Eve—”


  January 21. The Nightingale’s Healing Melody


  January 22. A King’s Pleasure Now Yours


  January 23. Pascal Knew Men and Triangles


  January 24. Odysseus Silenced the Sirens


  January 25. A Field Mouse Made Famous


  January 26. In the Cradle of Civilization


  January 27. Dante and Beatrice in Paradise


  January 28. Man’s Wings


  January 29. Visits the Land of Fire


  January 30. First Problem Play Popular


  January 31. What “Don Quixote” Really Slew


  


  January 1: Franklin’s Advice for the New Year


  Volume 1, pp. 79-85


  The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin


  “Resolution: Resolve to perform what you ought; perform without fail what you resolve”—was one of the rules for success framed by America's first “self-made” man.


  It was about this time I conceiv'd the bold and arduous project of arriving at moral perfection. I wish'd to live without committing any fault at any time; I would conquer all that either natural inclination, custom, or company might lead me into. As I knew, or thought I knew, what was right and wrong, I did not see why I might not always do the one and avoid the other. But I soon found I had undertaken a task of more difficulty than I bad imagined. While my care was employ'd in guarding against one fault, I was often surprised by another; habit took the advantage of inattention; inclination was sometimes too strong for reason. I concluded, at length, that the mere speculative conviction that it was our interest to be completely virtuous, was not sufficient to prevent our slipping; and that the contrary habits must be broken, and good ones acquired and established, before we can have any dependence on a steady, uniform rectitude of conduct. For this purpose I therefore contrived the following method.


  In the various enumerations of the moral virtues I had met with in my reading, I found the catalogue more or less numerous, as different writers included more or fewer ideas under the same name. Temperance, for example, was by some confined to eating and drinking, while by others it was extended to mean the moderating every other pleasure, appetite, inclination, or passion, bodily or mental, even to our avarice and ambition. I propos'd to myself, for the sake of clearness, to use rather more names, with fewer ideas annex'd to each, than a few names with more ideas; and I included under thirteen names of virtues all that at that time occurr'd to me as necessary or desirable, and annexed to each a short precept, which fully express'd the extent I gave to its meaning.


  These names of virtues, with their precepts, were:


  1. Temperance.


  Eat not to dullness; drink not to elevation.


  2. Silence.


  Speak not but what may benefit others or yourself; avoid trifling conversation.


  3. Order.


  Let all your things have their places; let each part of your business have its time.


  4. Resolution.


  Resolve to perform what you ought; perform without fail what you resolve.


  5. Frugality.


  Make no expense but to do good to others or yourself; i.e., waste nothing.


  6. Industry.


  Lose no time; be always employ'd in something useful; cut off all unnecessary actions.


  7. Sincerity.


  Use no hurtful deceit; think innocently and justly, and, if you speak, speak accordingly.


  8. Justice.


  Wrong none by doing injuries, or omitting the benefits that are your duty.


  9. Moderation.


  Avoid extreams; forbear resenting injuries so much as you think they deserve.


  10. Cleanliness.


  Tolerate no uncleanliness in body, cloaths, or habitation.


  11. Tranquillity.


  Be not disturbed at trifles, or at accidents common or unavoidable.


  12. Chastity.


  Rarely use venery but for health or offspring, never to dulness, weakness, or the injury of your own or another's peace or reputation.


  13. Humility.


  Imitate Jesus and Socrates.


  My intention being to acquire the habitude of all these virtues, I judg'd it would be well not to distract my attention by attempting the whole at once, but to fix it on one of them at a time; and, when I should be master of that, then to proceed to another, and so on, till I should have gone thro' the thirteen; and, as the previous acquisition of some might facilitate the acquisition of certain others, I arrang'd them with that view, as they stand above. Temperance first, as it tends to procure that coolness and clearness of head, which is so necessary where constant vigilance was to be kept up, and guard maintained against the unremitting attraction of ancient habits, and the force of perpetual temptations. This being acquir'd and establish'd, Silence would be more easy; and my desire being to gain knowledge at the same time that I improv'd in virtue, and considering that in conversation it was obtain'd rather by the use of the ears than of the tongue, and therefore wishing to break a habit I was getting into of prattling, punning, and joking, which only made me acceptable to trifling company, I gave Silence the second place. This and the next, Order, I expected would allow me more time for attending to my project and my studies. Resolution, once become habitual, would keep me firm in my endeavors to obtain all the subsequent virtues; Frugality and Industry freeing me from my remaining debt, and producing affluence and independence, would make more easy the practice of Sincerity and Justice, etc., etc. Conceiving then, that, agreeably to the advice of Pythagoras in his Golden Verses, daily examination would be necessary, I contrived the following method for conducting that examination.


  I made a little book, in which I allotted a page for each of the virtues. I rul'd each page with red ink, so as to have seven columns, one for each day of the week, marking each column with a letter for the day. I cross'd these columns with thirteen red lines, marking the beginning of each line with the first letter of one of the virtues, on which line, and in its proper column, I might mark, by a little black spot, every fault I found upon examination to have been committed respecting that virtue upon that day.


  Form of the pages.


  TEMPERANCE.


  EAT NOT TO DULNESS;


  DRINK NOT TO ELEVATION.
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  I determined to give a week's strict attention to each of the virtues successively. Thus, in the first week, my great guard was to avoid every the least offence against Temperance, leaving the other virtues to their ordinary chance, only marking every evening the faults of the day. Thus, if in the first week I could keep my first line, marked T, clear of spots, I suppos'd the habit of that virtue so much strengthen'd and its opposite weaken'd, that I might venture extending my attention to include the next, and for the following week keep both lines clear of spots. Proceeding thus to the last, I could go thro' a course compleat in thirteen weeks, and four courses in a year. And like him who, having a garden to weed, does not attempt to eradicate all the bad herbs at once, which would exceed his reach and his strength, but works on one of the beds at a time, and, having accomplish'd the first, proceeds to a second, so I should have, I hoped, the encouraging pleasure of seeing on my pages the progress I made in virtue, by clearing successively my lines of their spots, till in the end, by a number of courses, I should he happy in viewing a clean book, after a thirteen weeks' daily examination.


  This my little book had for its motto these lines from Addison's Cato:


  “Here will I hold. If there's a power above us


  (And that there is all nature cries aloud


  Thro' all her works), He must delight in virtue;


  And that which he delights in must be happy.”


  Another from Cicero,


  “O vitae Philosophia dux! O virtutum indagatrix expultrixque vitiorum! Unus dies, bene et ex praeceptis tuis actus, peccanti immortalitati est anteponendus.”


  Another from the Proverbs of Solomon, speaking of wisdom or virtue:


  “Length of days is in her right hand, and in her left hand riches and honour. Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.” iii. 16, 17.


  And conceiving God to be the fountain of wisdom, I thought it right and necessary to solicit his assistance for obtaining it; to this end I formed the following little prayer, which was prefix'd to my tables of examination, for daily use.


  “O powerful Goodness! bountiful Father! merciful Guide! increase in me that wisdom which discovers my truest interest. strengthen my resolutions to perform what that wisdom dictates. Accept my kind offices to thy other children as the only return in my power for thy continual favors to me.”


  I used also sometimes a little prayer which I took from Thomson's Poems, viz.:


  “Father of light and life, thou Good Supreme!


  O teach me what is good; teach me Thyself!


  Save me from folly, vanity, and vice,


  From every low pursuit; and fill my soul


  With knowledge, conscious peace, and virtue pure;


  Sacred, substantial, never-fading bliss!”


  The precept of Order requiring that every part of my business should have its allotted time, one page in my little book contain'd the following scheme of employment for the twenty-four hours of a natural day:


  The Morning.


  (5–7)


  Question. What good shall I do this day?


  Rise, wash, and address Powerful Goodness! Contrive day's business, and take the resolution of the day; prosecute the present study, and breakfast.


  (8–11)


  Work.


  Noon.


  (12–1)


  Read, or overlook my accounts, and dine.


  (2–5)


  Work.


  Evening.


  (6–9)


  Question. What good have I done to-day?


  Put things in their places. Supper. Music or diversion, or conversation. Examination of the day.


  Night.


  (10–4)


  Sleep.


  I enter'd upon the execution of this plan for self-examination, and continu'd it with occasional intermissions for some time. I was surpris'd to find myself so much fuller of faults than I had imagined; but I had the satisfaction of seeing them diminish. To avoid the trouble of renewing now and then my little book, which, by scraping out the marks on the paper of old faults to make room for new ones in a new course, became full of holes, I transferr'd my tables and precepts to the ivory leaves of a memorandum book, on which the lines were drawn with red ink, that made a durable stain, and on those lines I mark'd my faults with a black-lead pencil, which marks I could easily wipe out with a wet sponge. After a while I went thro' one course only in a year, and afterward only one in several years, till at length I omitted them entirely, being employ'd in voyages and business abroad, with a multiplicity of affairs that interfered; but I always carried my little book with me.


  My scheme of Order gave me the most trouble; and I found that, tho' it might be practicable where a man's business was such as to leave him the disposition of his time, that of a journeyman printer, for instance, it was not possible to be exactly observed by a master, who must mix with the world, and often receive people of business at their own hours. Order, too, with regard to places for things, papers, etc., I found extreamly difficult to acquire. I had not been early accustomed to it, and, having an exceeding good memory, I was not so sensible of the inconvenience attending want of method. This article, therefore, cost me so much painful attention, and my faults in it vexed me so much, and I made so little progress in amendment, and had such frequent relapses, that I was almost ready to give up the attempt, and content myself with a faulty character in that respect, like the man who, in buying an ax of a smith, my neighbour, desired to have the whole of its surface as bright as the edge. The smith consented to grind it bright for him if he would turn the wheel; he turn'd, while the smith press'd the broad face of the ax hard and heavily on the stone, which made the turning of it very fatiguing. The man came every now and then from the wheel to see how the work went on, and at length would take his ax as it was, without farther grinding. “No,” said the smith, “turn on, turn on; we shall have it bright by-and-by; as yet, it is only speckled.” “Yes,” said the man, “but I think I like a speckled ax best.” And I believe this may have been the case with many, who, having, for want of some such means as I employ'd, found the difficulty of obtaining good and breaking bad habits in other points of vice and virtue, have given up the struggle, and concluded that “a speckled ax was best”; for something, that pretended to be reason, was every now and then suggesting to me that such extream nicety as I exacted of myself might be a kind of foppery in morals, which, if it were known, would make me ridiculous; that a perfect character might be attended with the inconvenience of being envied and hated; and that a benevolent man should allow a few faults in himself, to keep his friends in countenance.


  In truth, I found myself incorrigible with respect to Order; and now I am grown old, and my memory bad, I feel very sensibly the want of it. But, on the whole, tho' I never arrived at the perfection I had been so ambitious of obtaining, but fell far short of it, yet I was, by the endeavour, a better and a happier man than I otherwise should have been if I had not attempted it; as those who aim at perfect writing by imitating the engraved copies, tho' they never reach the wish'd-for excellence of those copies, their hand is mended by the endeavor, and is tolerable while it continues fair and legible.


  It may be well my posterity should be informed that to this little artifice, with the blessing of God, their ancestor ow'd the constant felicity of his life, down to his 79th year, in which this is written. What reverses may attend the remainder is in the hand of Providence; but, if they arrive, the reflection on past happiness enjoy'd ought to help his bearing them with more resignation. To Temperance he ascribes his long-continued health, and what is still left to him of a good constitution; to Industry and Frugality, the early easiness of his circumstances and acquisition of his fortune, with all that knowledge that enabled him to be a useful citizen, and obtained for him some degree of reputation among the learned; to Sincerity and Justice, the confidence of his country, and the honorable employs it conferred upon him; and to the joint influence of the whole mass of the virtues, even in the imperfect state he was able to acquire them, all that evenness of temper, and that cheerfulness in conversation, which makes his company still sought for, and agreeable even to his younger acquaintance. I hope, therefore, that some of my descendants may follow the example and reap the benefit.


  


  January 2. School-Day Poems of John Milton


  Volume 4, pp 7-18


  Poems Written at School and at College 1624-1632


  At the age of sixteen, Milton first appeared before the public eye as a promising young poet. These early verses, written while he was a boy in school, indicate his brilliant future. (First edition of Milton's collected poems published Jan. 2, 1645.)


  On the Morning of Christ’s Nativity


  (1629)


  I


  This is the month, and this the happy morn,


  Wherein the Son of Heaven’s eternal King,


  Of wedded maid and Virgin Mother born,


  Our great redemption from above did bring;


  For so the holy sages once did sing,


  That he our deadly forfeit should release,


  And with his Father work us a perpetual peace.


  II


  That glorious Form, that Light unsufferable,


  And that far-beaming blaze of majesty,


  Wherewith he wont at Heaven’s high council-table


  To sit the midst of Trinal Unity,


  He laid aside, and, here with us to be,


  Forsook the Courts of everlasting Day,


  And chose with us a darksome house of mortal clay.


  III


  Say, Heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacred vein


  Afford a present to the Infant God?


  Hast thou no verse, no hymn, or solemn strain,


  To welcome him to this his new abode,


  Now while the heaven, by the Sun’s team untrod,


  Hath took no print of the approaching light,


  And all the spangled host keep watch in squadrons bright?


  IV


  See how from far upon the Eastern road


  The star-led Wisards haste with odours sweet!


  Oh! run; prevent them with thy humble ode,


  And lay it lowly at his blessèd feet;


  Have thou the honour first thy Lord to greet,


  And join thy voice unto the Angel Quire,


  From out his secret altar touched with hallowed fire.


  The Hymn


  I


  It was the winter wild,


  While the heaven-born child


  All meanly wrapt in the rude manger lies;


  Nature, in awe to him,


  Had doffed her gaudy trim,


  With her great Master so to sympathize:


  It was no season then for her


  To wanton with the Sun, her lusty Paramour.


  II


  Only with speeches fair


  She woos the gentle air


  To hide her guilty front with innocent snow,


  And on her naked shame,


  Pollute with sinful blame,


  The saintly veil of maiden white to throw;


  Confounded, that her Maker’s eyes


  Should look so near upon her foul deformities.


  III


  But he, her fears to cease,


  Sent down the meek-eyed Peace:


  She, crowned with olive green, came softly sliding


  Down through the turning sphere,


  His ready Harbinger,


  With turtle wing the amorous clouds dividing;


  And, waving wide her myrtle wand,


  She strikes a universal peace through sea and land.


  IV


  No war, or battail’s sound,


  Was heard the world around;


  The idle spear and shield were high uphung;


  The hookèd chariot stood,


  Unstained with hostile blood;


  The trumpet spake not to the armèd throng;


  And Kings sat still with awful eye,


  As if they surely knew their sovran Lord was by.


  V


  But peaceful was the night


  Wherein the Prince of Light


  His reign of peace upon the earth began.


  The winds, with wonder whist,


  Smoothly the waters kissed,


  Whispering new joys to the mild Ocean,


  Who now hath quite forgot to rave,


  While birds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave.


  VI


  The stars, with deep amaze,


  Stand fixed in steadfast gaze,


  Bending one way their precious influence,


  And will not take their flight,


  For all the morning light,


  Or Lucifer that often warned them thence;


  But in their glimmering orbs did glow,


  Until their Lord himself bespake, and bid them go.


  VII


  And, though the shady gloom


  Had given day her room,


  The Sun himself withheld his wonted speed,


  And hid his head of shame,


  As his inferior flame


  The new-enlightened world no more should need:


  He saw a greater Sun appear


  Than his bright Throne or burning axletree could bear.


  VIII


  The Shepherds on the lawn,


  Or ere the point of dawn,


  Sat simply chatting in a rustic row;


  Full little thought they than


  That the mighty Pan


  Was kindly come to live with them below:


  Perhaps their loves, or else their sheep,


  Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep.


  IX


  When such music sweet


  Their hearts and ears did greet


  As never was by mortal finger strook,


  Divinely-warbled voice


  Answering the stringèd noise,


  As all their souls in blissful rapture took:


  The air, such pleasure loth to lose,


  With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close.


  X


  Nature, that heard such sound


  Beneath the hollow round


  Of Cynthia’s seat the airy Region thrilling,


  Now was almost won


  To think her part was done,


  And that her reign had here its last fulfilling:


  She knew such harmony alone


  Could hold all Heaven and Earth in happier union.


  XI


  At last surrounds their sight


  A globe of circular light,


  That with long beams the shamefaced Night arrayed;


  The helmèd Cherubim


  And sworded Seraphim


  Are seen in glittering ranks with wings displayed,


  Harping in loud and solemn quire,


  With unexpressive notes, to Heaven’s newborn Heir.


  XII


  Such music (as ’tis said)


  Before was never made,


  But when of old the Sons of Morning sung,


  While the Creator great


  His constellations set,


  And the well-balanced World on hinges hung,


  And cast the dark foundations deep,


  And bid the weltering waves their oozy channel keep.


  XIII


  Ring out, ye crystal spheres!


  Once bless our human ears,


  If ye have power to touch our senses so;


  And let your silver chime


  Move in melodious time;


  And let the bass of heaven’s deep organ blow;


  And with your ninefold harmony


  Make up full consort of the angelic symphony.


  XIV


  For, if such holy song


  Enwrap our fancy long,


  Time will run back and fetch the Age of Gold;


  And speckled Vanity


  Will sicken soon and die,


  And leprous Sin will melt from earthly mould;


  And Hell itself will pass away,


  And leave her dolorous mansions of the peering day.


  XV


  Yes, Truth and Justice then


  Will down return to men,


  The enamelled arras of the rainbow wearing;


  And Mercy set between,


  Throned in celestial sheen,


  With radiant feet the tissued clouds down steering;


  And Heaven, as at some festival,


  Will open wide the gates of her high palace-hall.


  XVI


  But wisest Fate says No,


  This must not yet be so;


  The Babe lies yet in smiling infancy


  That on the bitter cross


  Must redeem our loss,


  So both himself and us to glorify:


  Yet first, to those chained in sleep,


  The wakeful trump of doom must thunder through the deep,


  XVII


  With such a horrid clang


  As on Mount Sinai rang,


  While the red fire and smouldering clouds outbrake:


  The aged Earth, aghast


  With terror of that blast,


  Shall from the surface to the centre shake,


  When, at the world’s last sessiön,


  The dreadful Judge in middle air shall spread his throne.


  XVIII


  And then at last our bliss


  Full and perfect is,


  But now begins; for from this happy day


  The Old Dragon under ground,


  In straiter limits bound,


  Not half so far casts his usurpèd sway,


  And, wroth to see his Kingdom fail,


  Swindges the scaly horror of his folded tail.


  XIX


  The Oracles are dumb;


  No voice or hideous hum


  Runs through the archèd roof in words deceiving.


  Apollo from his shrine


  Can no more divine,


  Will hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving.


  No nightly trance, or breathèd spell,


  Inspires the pale-eyed Priest from the prophetic cell.


  XX


  The lonely mountains o’er,


  And the resounding shore,


  A voice of weeping heard and loud lament;


  Edgèd with poplar pale,


  From haunted spring, and dale


  The parting Genius is with sighing sent;


  With flower-inwoven tresses torn


  The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn.


  XXI


  In consecrated earth,


  And on the holy hearth,


  The Lars and Lemures moan with midnight plaint;


  In urns, and altars round,


  A drear and dying sound


  Affrights the Flamens at their service quaint;


  And the chill marble seems to sweat,


  While each peculiar power forgoes his wonted seat.


  XXII


  Peor and Baälim


  Forsake their temples dim,


  With that twice-battered god of Palestine;


  And moonèd Ashtaroth,


  Heaven’s Queen and Mother both,


  Now sits not girt with tapers’ holy shine:


  The Libyc Hammon shrinks his horn;


  In vain the Tyrian maids their wounded Thammuz mourn.


  XXIII


  And sullen Moloch, fled,


  Hath left in shadows dread


  His burning idol all of blackest hue;


  In vain with cymbals’ ring


  They call the grisly king,


  In dismal dance about the furnace blue;


  The brutish gods of Nile as fast,


  Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste.


  XXIV


  Nor is Osiris seen


  In Memphian grove or green,


  Trampling the unshowered grass with lowings loud;


  Nor can he be at rest


  Within his sacred chest;


  Nought but profoundest Hell can be his shroud;


  In vain, with timbreled anthems dark,


  The sable-stolèd Sorcerers bear his worshiped ark.


  XXV


  He feels from Juda’s land


  The dreaded Infant’s hand;


  The rays of Bethlehem blind his dusky eyn;


  Nor all the gods beside


  Longer dare abide,


  Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine:


  Our Babe, to show his Godhead true,


  Can in his swaddling bands control the damnèd crew.


  XXVI


  So, when the Sun in bed,


  Curtained with cloudy red,


  Pillows his chin upon an orient wave,


  The flocking shadows pale


  Troop to the infernal jail,


  Each fettered ghost slips to his several grave,


  And the yellow-skirted Fays


  Fly after the night-steeds, leaving their moon-loved maze.


  XXVII


  But see! the Virgin blest


  Hath laid her Babe to rest,


  Time is our tedious song should here have ending:


  Heaven’s youngest-teemèd star


  Hath fixed her polished car,


  Her sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending;


  And all about the courtly stable


  Bright-harnessed Angels sit in order serviceable.


  A Paraphrase on Psalm CXIV


  (1624)


  When the blest seed of Terah’s faithful Son


  After long toil their liberty had won,


  And passed from Pharian fields to Canaanland,


  Led by the strength of the Almighty’s hand,


  Jehovah’s wonders were in Israel shown,


  His praise and glory was in Israel known.


  That saw the troubled sea, and shivering fled,


  And sought to hide his froth-becurlèd head


  Low in the earth; Jordan’s clear streams recoil,


  As a faint host that hath received the foil.


  The high huge-bellied mountains skip like rams


  Amongst their ewes, the little hills like lambs.


  Why fled the ocean? and why skipped the mountains?


  Why turnèd Jordan toward his crystal fountains?


  Shake, Earth, and at the presence be aghast


  Of Him that ever was and aye shall last,


  That glassy floods from rugged rocks can crush,


  And make soft rills from fiery flint-stones gush.


  Psalm CXXXVI


  Let us with a gladsome mind


  Praise the Lord for he is kind;


  For his mercies aye endure,


  Ever faithful, ever sure.


  Let us blaze his Name abroad,


  For of gods he is the God;


  For his, &c.


  O let us his praises tell,


  That doth the wrathful tyrants quell;


  For his, &c.


  That with his miracles doth make


  Amazèd Heaven and Earth to shake;


  For his, &c.


  That by his wisdom did create


  The painted heavens so full of state;


  For his, &c.


  That did the solid Earth ordain


  To rise above the watery plain;


  For his, &c.


  That by his all-commanding might,


  Did fill the new-made world with light;


  For his, &c.


  And caused the golden-tressèd Sun


  All the day long his course to run;


  For his, &c.


  The hornèd Moon to shine by night


  Amongst her spangled sisters bright;


  For his, &c.


  He, with his thunder-clasping hand,


  Smote the first-born of Egypt land;


  For his, &c.


  And, in despite of Pharao fell,


  He brought from thence his Israel;


  For his, &c.


  The ruddy waves he cleft in twain


  Of the Erythræan main;


  For his, &c.


  The floods stood still, like walls of glass,


  While the Hebrew bands did pass;


  For his, &c.


  But full soon they did devour


  The tawny King with all his power;


  For his, &c.


  His chosen people he did bless


  In the wasteful Wilderness;


  For his, &c.


  In bloody battail he brought down


  Kings of prowess and renown;


  For his, &c.


  He foiled bold Seon and his host,


  That ruled the Amorrean coast;


  For his, &c.


  And large-limbed Og he did subdue,


  With all his over-hardy crew;


  For his, &c.


  And to his servant Israel


  He gave their land, therein to dwell;


  For his, &c.


  He hath, with a piteous eye,


  Beheld us in our misery;


  For his, &c.


  And freed us from the slavery


  Of the invading enemy;


  For his, &c.


  All living creatures he doth feed,


  And with full hand supplies their need;


  For his, &c.


  Let us, therefore, warble forth


  His mighty majesty and worth;


  For his, &c.


  That his mansion hath on high,


  Above the reach of mortal eye;


  For his, &c.


  


  January 3: Cicero on Friendship


  Volume 9, pp. 16-26


  Marcus Tullius Cicero—On Friendship


  “Fire and water are not of more universal use than friendship”—such is the high value put upon this great human relationship by the most famous orator of Rome. (Cicero born Jan. 3, 106 B. C.)


  6. Now friendship may be thus defined: a complete accord on all subjects human and divine, joined with mutual good will and affection. And with the exception of wisdom, I am inclined to think nothing better than this has been given to man by the immortal gods. There are people who give the palm to riches or to good health, or to power and office, many even to sensual pleasures. This last is the ideal of brute beasts; and of the others we may say that they are frail and uncertain, and depend less on our own prudence than on the caprice of fortune. Then there are those who find the “chief good” in virtue. Well, that is a noble doctrine. But the very virtue they talk of is the parent and preserver of friendship, and without it friendship cannot possibly exist.


  Let us, I repeat, use the word virtue in the ordinary acceptation and meaning of the term, and do not let us define it in high-flown language. Let us account as good the persons usually considered so, such as Paulus, Cato, Gallus, Scipio, and Philus. Such men as these are good enough for everyday life; and we need not trouble ourselves about those ideal characters which are nowhere to be met with.


  Well, between men like these the advantages of friendship are almost more than I can say. To begin with, how can life be worth living, to use the words of Ennius, which lacks that repose which is to be found in the mutual good will of a friend? What can be more delightful than to have some one to whom you can say everything with the same absolute confidence as to yourself? Is not prosperity robbed of half its value if you have no one to share your joy? On the other hand, misfortunes would be hard to bear if there were not some one to feel them even more acutely than yourself. In a word, other objects of ambition serve for particular ends—riches for use, power for securing homage, office for reputation, pleasure for enjoyment, health for freedom from pain and the full use of the functions of the body. But friendship embraces innumerable advantages. Turn which way you please, you will find it at hand. It is everywhere; and yet never out of place, never unwelcome. Fire and water themselves, to use a common expression, are not of more universal use than friendship. I am not now speaking of the common or modified form of it, though even that is a source of pleasure and profit, but of that true and complete friendship which existed between the select few who are known to fame. Such friendship enhances prosperity, and relieves adversity of its burden by halving and sharing it.


  7. And great and numerous as are the blessings of friendship, this certainly is the sovereign one, that it gives us bright hopes for the future and forbids weakness and despair. In the face of a true friend a man sees as it were a second self. So that where his friend is he is; if his friend be rich, he is not poor; though he be weak, his friend’s strength is his; and in his friend’s life he enjoys a second life after his own is finished. This last is perhaps the most difficult to conceive. But such is the effect of the respect, the loving remembrance, and the regret of friends which follow us to the grave. While they take the sting out of death, they add a glory to the life of the survivors. Nay, if you eliminate from nature the tie of affection, there will be an end of house and city, nor will so much as the cultivation of the soil be left. If you don’t see the virtue of friendship and harmony, you may learn it by observing the effects of quarrels and feuds. Was any family ever so well established, any State so firmly settled, as to be beyond the reach of utter destruction from animosities and factions? This may teach you the immense advantage of friendship.


  They say that a certain philosopher of Agrigentum, in a Greek poem, pronounced with the authority of an oracle the doctrine that whatever in nature and the universe was unchangeable was so in virtue of the binding force of friendship; whatever was changeable was so by the solvent power of discord. And indeed this is a truth which everybody understands and practically attests by experience. For if any marked instance of loyal friendship in confronting or sharing danger comes to light, every one applauds it to the echo. What cheers there were, for instance, all over the theatre at a passage in the new play of my friend and guest Pacuvius; where, the king not knowing which of the two was Orestes, Pylades declared himself to be Orestes, that he might die in his stead, while the real Orestes kept on asserting that it was he. The audience rose en masse and clapped their hands. And this was at an incident in fiction: what would they have done, must we suppose, if it had been in real life? You can easily see what a natural feeling it is, when men who would not have had the resolution to act thus themselves, shewed how right they thought it in another.


  I don’t think I have any more to say about friendship. If there is any more, and I have no doubt there is much, you must, if you care to do so, consult those who profess to discuss such matters.


  Fannius. We would rather apply to you. Yet I have often consulted such persons, and have heard what they had to say with a certain satisfaction. But in your discourse one somehow feels that there is a different strain.


  Scævola. You would have said that still more, Fannius, if you had been present the other day in Scipio’s pleasure-grounds when we had the discussion about the State. How splendidly he stood up for justice against Philus’ elaborate speech!


  Fannius. Ah! it was naturally easy for the justest of men to stand up for justice.


  Scævola. Well, then, what about friendship? Who could discourse on it more easily than the man whose chief glory is a friendship maintained with the most absolute fidelity, constancy, and integrity?


  8. Lælius. Now you are really using force. It makes no difference what kind of force you use: force it is. For it is neither easy nor right to refuse a wish of my sons-in-law, particularly when the wish is a creditable one in itself.


  Well, then, it has very often occurred to me when thinking about friendship, that the chief point to be considered was this: is it weakness and want of means that make friendship desired? I mean, is its object an interchange of good offices, so that each may give that in which he is strong, and receive that in which he is weak? Or is it not rather true that, although this is an advantage naturally belonging to friendship, yet its original cause is quite other, prior in time, more noble in character, and springing more directly from our nature itself? The Latin word for friendship—amicitia—is derived from that for love—amor; and love is certainly the prime mover in contracting mutual affection. For as to material advantages, it often happens that those are obtained even by men who are courted by a mere show of friendship and treated with respect from interested motives. But friendship by its nature admits of no feigning, no pretence: as far as it goes it is both genuine and spontaneous. Therefore I gather that friendship springs from a natural impulse rather than a wish for help: from an inclination of the heart, combined with a certain instinctive feeling of love, rather than from a deliberate calculation of the material advantage it was likely to confer. The strength of this feeling you may notice in certain animals. They show such love to their offspring for a certain period, and are so beloved by them, that they clearly have a share in this natural, instinctive affection. But of course it is more evident in the case of man: first, in the natural affection between children and their parents, an affection which only shocking wickedness can sunder: and next, when the passion of love has attained to a like strength—on our finding, that is, some one person with whose character and nature we are in full sympathy, because we think that we perceive in him what I may call the beacon-light of virtue. For nothing inspires love, nothing conciliates affection, like virtue. Why, in a certain sense we may be said to feel affection even for men we have never seen, owing to their honesty and virtue. Who, for instance, fails to dwell on the memory of Gaius Fabricius and Manius Curius with some affection and warmth of feeling, though he has never seen them? Or who but loathes Tarquinius Superbus, Spurius Cassius, Spurius Mælius? We have fought for empire in Italy with two great generals, Pyrrhus and Hannibal. For the former, owing to his probity, we entertain no great feelings of enmity: the latter, owing to his cruelty, our country has detested and always will detest.


  9. Now, if the attraction of probity is so great that we can love it not only in those whom we have never seen, but, what is more, actually in an enemy, we need not be surprised if men’s affections are roused when they fancy that they have seen virtue and goodness in those with whom a close intimacy is possible. I do not deny that affection is strengthened by the actual receipt of benefits, as well as by the perception of a wish to render service, combined with a closer intercourse. When these are added to the original impulse of the heart, to which I have alluded, a quite surprising warmth of feeling springs up. And if any one thinks that this comes from a sense of weakness, that each may have some one to help him to his particular need, all I can say is that, when he maintains it to be born of want and poverty, he allows to friendship an origin very base, and a pedigree, if I may be allowed the expression, far from noble. If this had been the case, a man’s inclination to friendship would be exactly in proportion to his low opinion of his own resources. Whereas the truth is quite the other way. For when a man’s confidence in himself is greatest, when he is so fortified by virtue and wisdom as to want nothing and to feel absolutely self-dependent, it is then that he is most conspicuous for seeking out and keeping up friendships. Did Africanus, for example, want anything of me? Not the least in the world! Neither did I of him. In my case it was an admiration of his virtue, in his an opinion, maybe, which he entertained of my character, that caused our affection. Closer intimacy added to the warmth of our feelings. But though many great material advantages did ensue, they were not the source from which our affection proceeded. For as we are not beneficent and liberal with any view of extorting gratitude, and do not regard an act of kindness as an investment, but follow a natural inclination to liberality; so we look on friendship as worth trying for, not because we are attracted to it by the expectation of ulterior gain, but in the conviction that what it has to give us is from first to last included in the feeling itself.


  Far different is the view of those who, like brute beasts, refer everything to sensual pleasure. And no wonder. Men who have degraded all their powers of thought to an object so mean and contemptible can of course raise their eyes to nothing lofty, to nothing grand and divine. Such persons indeed let us leave out of the present question. And let us accept the doctrine that the sensation of love and the warmth of inclination have their origin in a spontaneous feeling which arises directly the presence of probity is indicated. When once men have conceived the inclination, they of course try to attach themselves to the object of it, and move themselves nearer and nearer to him. Their aim is that they may be on the same footing and the same level in regard to affection, and be more inclined to do a good service than to ask a return, and that there should be this noble rivalry between them. Thus both truths will be established. We shall get the most important material advantages from friendship; and its origin from a natural impulse rather than from a sense of need will be at once more dignified and more in accordance with fact. For if it were true that its material advantages cemented friendship, it would be equally true that any change in them would dissolve it. But nature being incapable of change, it follows that genuine friendships are eternal.


  So much for the origin of friendship. But perhaps you would not care to hear any more.


  Fannius. Nay, pray go on; let us have the rest, Lælius. I take on myself to speak for my friend here as his senior.


  Scævola. Quite right! Therefore, pray let us hear.


  10. Lælius. Well, then, my good friends, listen to some conversations about friendship which very frequently passed between Scipio and myself. I must begin by telling you, however, that he used to say that the most difficult thing in the world was for a friendship to remain unimpaired to the end of life. So many things might intervene: conflicting interests; differences of opinion in politics; frequent changes in character, owing sometimes to misfortunes, sometimes to advancing years. He used to illustrate these facts from the analogy of boyhood, since the warmest affections between boys are often laid aside with the boyish toga; and even if they did manage to keep them up to adolescence, they were sometimes broken by a rivalry in courtship, or for some other advantage to which their mutual claims were not compatible. Even if the friendship was prolonged beyond that time, yet it frequently received a rude shock should the two happen to be competitors for office. For while the most fatal blow to friendship in the majority of cases was the lust of gold, in the case of the best men it was a rivalry for office and reputation, by which it had often happened that the most violent enmity had arisen between the closest friends.


  Again, wide breaches and, for the most part, justifiable ones were caused by an immoral request being made of friends, to pander to a man’s unholy desires or to assist him in inflicting a wrong. A refusal, though perfectly right, is attacked by those to whom they refuse compliance as a violation of the laws of friendship. Now the people who have no scruples as to the requests they make to their friends, thereby allow that they are ready to have no scruples as to what they will do for their friends; and it is the recriminations of such people which commonly not only quench friendships, but give rise to lasting enmities. “In fact,” he used to say, “these fatalities overhang friendship in such numbers that it requires not only wisdom but good luck also to escape them all.”


  11. With these premises, then, let us first, if you please, examine the question—how far ought personal feeling to go in friendship? For instance: suppose Coriolanus to have had friends, ought they to have joined him in invading his country? Again, in the case of Vecellinus or Spurius Mælius, ought their friends to have assisted them in their attempt to establish a tyranny? Take two instances of either line of conduct. When Tiberius Gracchus attempted his revolutionary measures he was deserted, as we saw, by Quintus Tubero and the friends of his own standing. On the other hand, a friend of your own family, Scævola, Gaius Blossius of Cumæ, took a different course. I was acting as assessor to the consuls Lænas and Rupilius to try the conspirators, and Blossius pleaded for my pardon on the ground that his regard for Tiberius Gracchus had been so high that he looked upon his wishes as law. “Even if he had wished you to set fire to the Capitol?” said I. “That is a thing,” he replied, “that he never would have wished.” “Ah, but if he had wished it?” said I. “I would have obeyed.” The wickedness of such a speech needs no comment. And in point of fact he was as good and better than his word; for he did not wait for orders in the audacious proceedings of Tiberius Gracchus, but was the head and front of them, and was a leader rather than an abettor of his madness. The result of his infatuation was that he fled to Asia, terrified by the special commission appointed to try him, joined the enemies of his country, and paid a penalty to the republic as heavy as it was deserved. I conclude, then, that the plea of having acted in the interests of a friend is not a valid excuse for a wrong action. For, seeing that a belief in a man’s virtue is the original cause of friendship, friendship can hardly remain if virtue be abandoned. But if we decide it to be right to grant our friends whatever they wish, and to ask them for whatever we wish, perfect wisdom must be assumed on both sides if no mischief is to happen. But we cannot assume this perfect wisdom; for we are speaking only of such friends as are ordinarily to be met with, whether we have actually seen them or have been told about them—men, that is to say, of everyday life. I must quote some examples of such persons, taking care to select such as approach nearest to our standard of wisdom. We read, for instance, that Papus Æmilius was a close friend of Gaius Luscinus. History tells us that they were twice consuls together, and colleagues in the censorship. Again, it is on record that Manius Curius and Tiberius Coruncanius were on the most intimate terms with them and with each other. Now, we cannot even suspect that any one of these men ever asked of his friend anything that militated against his honour or his oath or the interests of the republic. In the case of such men as these there is no point in saying that one of them would not have obtained such a request if he had made it; for they were men of the most scrupulous piety, and the making of such a request would involve a breach of religious obligation no less than the granting it. However, it is quite true that Gaius Carbo and Gaius Cato did follow Tiberius Gracchus; and though his brother Gaius Gracchus did not do so at the time, he is now the most eager of them all.


  12. We may then lay down this rule of friendship—neither ask nor consent to do what is wrong. For the plea “for friendship’s sake” is a discreditable one, and not to be admitted for a moment. This rule holds good for all wrong-doing, but more especially in such as involves disloyalty to the republic. For things have come to such a point with us, my dear Fannius and Scævola, that we are bound to look somewhat far ahead to what is likely to happen to the republic. The constitution, as known to our ancestors, has already swerved somewhat from the regular course and the lines marked out for it. Tiberius Gracchus made an attempt to obtain the power of a king, or, I might rather say, enjoyed that power for a few months. Had the Roman people ever heard or seen the like before? What the friends and connexions that followed him, even after his death, have succeeded in doing in the case of Publius Scipio I cannot describe without tears. As for Carbo, thanks to the punishment recently inflicted on Tiberius Gracchus, we have by hook or by crook managed to hold out against his attacks. But what to expect of the tribuneship of Gaius Gracchus I do not like to forecast. One thing leads to another; and once set going, the downward course proceeds with ever-increasing velocity. There is the case of the ballot: what a blow was inflicted first by the lex Gabinia, and two years afterwards by the lex Cassia! I seem already to see the people estranged from the Senate, and the most important affairs at the mercy of the multitude. For you may be sure that more people will learn how to set such things in motion than how to stop them. What is the point of these remarks? This: no one ever makes any attempt of this sort without friends to help him. We must therefore impress upon good men that, should they become inevitably involved in friendships with men of this kind, they ought not to consider themselves under any obligation to stand by friends who are disloyal to the republic. Bad men must have the fear of punishment before their eyes: a punishment not less severe for those who follow than for those who lead others to crime. Who was more famous and powerful in Greece than Themistocles? At the head of the army in the Persian war he had freed Greece; he owed his exile to personal envy: but he did not submit to the wrong done him by his ungrateful country as he ought to have done. He acted as Coriolanus had acted among us twenty years before. But no one was found to help them in their attacks upon their fatherland. Both of them accordingly committed suicide.


  We conclude, then, not only that no such confederation of evilly disposed men must be allowed to shelter itself under the plea of friendship, but that, on the contrary, it must be visited with the severest punishment, lest the idea should prevail that fidelity to a friend justifies even making war upon one’s country. And this is a case which I am inclined to think, considering how things are beginning to go, will sooner or later arise. And I care quite as much what the state of the constitution will be after my death as what it is now.


  13. Let this, then, be laid down as the first law of friendship, that we should ask from friends, and do for friends, only what is good. But do not let us wait to be asked either: let there be ever an eager readiness, and an absence of hesitation. Let us have the courage to give advice with candour. In friendship, let the influence of friends who give good advice be paramount; and let this influence be used to enforce advice not only in plain-spoken terms, but sometimes, if the case demands it, with sharpness; and when so used, let it be obeyed.


  I give you these rules because I believe that some wonderful opinions are entertained by certain persons who have, I am told, a reputation for wisdom in Greece. There is nothing in the world, by the way, beyond the reach of their sophistry. Well, some of them teach that we should avoid very close friendships, for fear that one man should have to endure the anxieties of several. Each man, say they, has enough and to spare on his own hands; it is too bad to be involved in the cares of other people. The wisest course is to hold the reins of friendship as loose as possible; you can then tighten or slacken them at your will. For the first condition of a happy life is freedom from care, which no one’s mind can enjoy if it has to travail, so to speak, for others besides itself. Another sect, I am told, gives vent to opinions still less generous. I briefly touched on this subject just now. They affirm that friendships should be sought solely for the sake of the assistance they give, and not at all from motives of feeling and affection; and that therefore just in proportion as a man’s power and means of support are lowest, he is most eager to gain friendships: thence it comes that weak women seek the support of friendship more than men, the poor more than the rich, the unfortunate rather than those esteemed prosperous. What noble philosophy! You might just as well take the sun out of the sky as friendship from life; for the immortal gods have given us nothing better or more delightful.


  But let us examine the two doctrines. What is the value of this “freedom from care”? It is very tempting at first sight, but in practice it has in many cases to be put on one side. For there is no business and no course of action demanded from us by our honour which you can consistently decline, or lay aside when begun, from a mere wish to escape from anxiety. Nay, if we wish to avoid anxiety we must avoid virtue itself, which necessarily involves some anxious thoughts in showing its loathing and abhorrence for the qualities which are opposite to itself—as kindness for ill nature, self-control for licentiousness, courage for cowardice. Thus you may notice that it is the just who are most pained at injustice, the brave at cowardly actions, the temperate at depravity. It is then characteristic of a rightly ordered mind to be pleased at what is good and grieved at the reverse. Seeing then that the wise are not exempt from the heart-ache (which must be the case unless we suppose all human nature rooted out of their hearts), why should we banish friendship from our lives, for fear of being involved by it in some amount of distress? If you take away emotion, what difference remains I don’t say between a man and a beast, but between a man and a stone or a log of wood, or anything else of that kind?


  Neither should we give any weight to the doctrine that virtue is something rigid and unyielding as iron. In point of fact it is in regard to friendship, as in so many other things, so supple and sensitive that it expands, so to speak, at a friend’s good fortune, contracts at his misfortunes. We conclude then that mental pain which we must often encounter on a friend’s account is not of sufficient consequence to banish friendship from our life, any more than it is true that the cardinal virtues are to be dispensed with because they involve certain anxieties and distresses.


  


  January 4. A Flounder Fish Story


  Volume 17, pp. 83-90


  Grimms’s Household Tales


  A fisherman, so the story goes, once caught a flounder that spoke, begging to be released. This was granted, whereupon the fisherman’s wife demanded that it grant her one miracle after another, until even the flounder was disgusted. (Jacob Grimm, elder of the famous Grimm brothers, born Jan. 4, 1785.)


  The Fisherman and His Wife [1]


  [1. According to the late William Howitt, this story was communicated to the Brothers Grimm by Mr. Henry Crabbe Robinson, who had it from an old woman. See “Diary of H. C. Robinson.”—TR.]


  There was once upon a time a Fisherman who lived with his wife in a miserable hovel close by the sea, and every day he went out fishing. And once as he was sitting with his rod, looking at the clear water, his line suddenly went down, far down below, and when he drew it up again, he brought out a large Flounder. Then the Flounder said to him, “Hark, you Fisherman, I pray you, let me live, I am no Flounder really, but an enchanted prince. What good will it do you kill me? I should not be good to eat, put me in the water again, and let me go.” “Come,” said the Fisherman, “there is no need for so many words about it—a fish that can talk I should certainly let go, anyhow,” with that he put him back again into the clear water, and the Flounder went to the bottom, leaving a long streak of blood behind him. Then the Fisherman got up and went home to his wife in the hovel.


  “Husband,” said the woman, “have you caught nothing to-day?” “No,” said the man, “I did catch a Flounder, who said he was an enchanted prince, so I let him go again.” “Did you not wish for anything first.” said the woman. “No,” said the man; “what should I wish for?” “Ah,” said the woman, “it is surely hard to have to live always in this dirty hovel; you might have wished for a small cottage for us. Go back and call him. Tell him we want to have a small cottage, he will certainly give us that.” “Ah,” said the man, “why should I go there again?” “Why,” said the woman, “you did catch him, and you let him go again; he is sure to do it. Go at once.” The man still did not quite like to go, but did not like to oppose his wife, and went to the sea.


  When he got there the sea was all green and yellow, and no longer so smooth; so he stood and said,


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil, [2]


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  Then the Flounder came swimming to him and said, “Well, what does she want, then?” “Ah,” said the man, “I did catch you, and my wife says I really ought to have wished for something. She does not like to live in a wretched hovel any longer; she would like to have a cottage.” “Go, then,” said the Flounder, “she has it already.”


  [2. Isabel.—TR.]


  When the man went home, his wife was no longer in the hovel, but instead of it there stood a small cottage, and she was sitting on a bench before the door. Then she took him by the hand and said to him. “Just come inside, look, now isn’t this a great deal better?” So they went in, and there was a small porch, and a pretty little parlour and bed-room, and a kitchen and pantry, with the best of furniture, and fitted up with the most beautiful things made of tin and brass, whatsoever was wanted. And behind the cottage there was a small yard, with hens and ducks, and little garden with flowers and fruit. “Look,” said the wife, “is not that nice!” “Yes,” said the husband, “and so we must always think it,—now we will live quite contended.” “We will think about that,” said the wife. With that they ate something and went to bed.


  Everything went well for a week or a fortnight, and then the woman said, “Hark you, husband, this cottage is far too small for us, and the garden and yard are little; the Flounder might just as well have given us a larger house. I should like to live in a great stone castle; go to the Flounder, and tell him to give us a castle.” “Ah, wife,” said the man, “the cottage is quite good enough; why should we live in a castle?” “What!” said the woman; “just go there, the Flounder can always do that.” “No, wife,” said the man, “the Flounder has just given us the cottage, I do not like to go back so soon, it might make him angry.” “Go,” said the woman, “he can do it quite easily, and will be glad to do it; just you go to him.”


  The man’s heart grew heavy, and he would not go. He said to himself, “It is not right,” and yet he went. And when he came to the sea the water was quite purple and dark-blue, and grey and thick, and no longer so green and yellow, but it was still quiet. And he stood there and said—


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil,


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said the man, half scared, “she wants to live in a great stone castle.” “Go to it, then, she is standing before the door,” said the Flounder.


  Then the man went away, intending to go home, but when he got there, he found a great stone palace, and his wife was just standing on the steps going in, and she took him by the hand and said, “Come in.” So he went in with her, and in the castle was a great hall paved with marble, and many servants, who flung wide the doors; and the walls were all bright with beautiful hangings, and in the rooms were chairs and tables of pure gold, and crystal chandeliers hung from the ceilings, and all the rooms and bed-rooms had carpets, and food and wine of the very best were standing on all the tables so that they nearly broke down beneath it. Behind the house, too, there was a great court yard, with stables for horses and cows, and the very best of carriages; there was a magnificent large garden, too, with the most beautiful flowers and fruit-trees, and a park quite half a mile long, in which were stags, deer, and hares, and everything that could be desired. “Come,” said the woman, “isn’t that beautiful?” “Yes, indeed,” said the man, “now let it be; and we will live in this beautiful castle and be content.” “We will consider about that,” said the woman, “and sleep upon it”; thereupon they went to bed.


  Next morning the wife awoke first, and it was just daybreak, and from her bed she saw the beautiful country lying before her. Her husband was still stretching himself, so she poked him in the side with her elbow, and said, “Get up, husband, and just peep out of the window. Look you, couldn’t we be the King over all that land.? Go to the Flounder, we will be the King.” “Ah, wife,” said the man, “why should we be King” I do not want to be King.” “Well,” said the wife, “if you won’t be King, I will; go to the Flounder, for I will be King.” “Ah, wife,” said the man, “why do you want to be King? I do not like to say that to him.” “Why not?” said the woman; “go to him this instant; I must be King!” So the man went, and was quite unhappy because his wife wished to be King. “It is not right; it is not right,” though the. He did not wish to go, but yet he went.


  And when he came to the sea, it was quite dark-grey, and the water heaved up from below, and smelt putrid. Then he went and stood by it, and said,


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil,


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas!” said the man, “she wants to be King.” “Go to her; she is King already.”


  So the man went, and when he came to the palace, the castle had become much larger, and had a great tower and magnificent ornaments, and the sentinel was standing before the door, and there were numbers of soldiers with kettle-drums and trumpets. And when he went inside the house, everything was of real marble and gold, with velvet covers and great golden tassels. Then the doors of the hall were opened, and there was the court in all its splendour, and his wife was sitting on a high throne of gold and diamonds, with a great crown of gold on her head, and a sceptre of pure gold and jewels in her hand, and on both sides of her stood her maids-in-waiting in a row, each of them always one head shorter than the last.


  Then he went and stood before her, and said, “Ah, wife, and now you are King.” “Yes,” said the woman, “now I am King.” So he stood and looked at her, and when he had looked at her thus for some time, he said, “And now that you are King, let all else be, now we will wish for nothing more.” “Nay, husband,” said the woman, quite anxiously, “I find time pass very heavily, I can bear it no longer; go to the Flounder—I am King, but I must be Emperor, too.” “Alas, wife, why do you wish to be Emperor?” “Husband,” said she, “go to the Flounder. I will be Emperor.” “Alas, wife,” said the man, “he cannot make you Emperor: I may not say that to the fish. There is only one Emperor in the land. An Emperor the Flounder cannot make you! I assure you he cannot.”


  “What!” said the woman, “I am the King, and you are nothing but my husband; will you go this moment? go at once! If he can make a king he can make an emperor. I will be Emperor; go instantly.” So he was forced to go. As the man went, however, he was troubled in mind, and thought to himself, “It will not end well; it will not end well! Emperor is too shameless! The Flounder will at last be tired out.”


  With that he reached the sea, and the sea was quite black and thick, and began to boil up from below, so that it threw up bubbles, and such a sharp wind blew over it that it curled, and the man was afraid. Then he went and stood by it, and said,


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil,


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas, Flounder,” said he, “my wife wants to be Emperor.” “Go to her,” said the Flounder; “she is Emperor already.”


  So the man went, and when he got there the whole palace was made of polished marble with alabaster figures and golden ornaments, and soldiers were marching before the door blowing trumpets, and beating cymbals and drums; and in the house, barons, and counts, and dukes were going about as servants. Then they opened the doors to him, which were of pure gold. And when he entered, there sat his wife on a throne, which was made of one piece of gold, and was quite two miles high; and she wore a great golden crown that was three yards high, and set with diamonds and carbuncles, and in one hand she had the sceptre, and in the other the imperial orb; and on both sides of her stood the yeomen of the guard in two rows, each being smaller than the one before him, from the biggest giant, who was two miles high, to the very smallest dwarf, just as big as my little finger. And before it stood a number of princes and dukes.


  Then the man went and stood among them, and said, “Wife, are you Emperor now?” “Yes,” said she, “now I am Emperor.” Then he stood and looked at her well, and when he had looked at her thus for some time, he said, “Ah, wife, be content, now that you are Emperor.” “Husband,” said she, “why are you standing there? Now, I am Emperor, but I will be Pope too; go to the Flounder.” “Alas, wife,” said the man, “what will you not wish for? You cannot be Pope; there is but one in Christendom; he cannot make you Pope.” “Husband,” said she, “I will be Pope; go immediately, I must be Pope this very day.” “No, wife,” said the man, “I do not like to say that to him; that would not do, it is too much; the Flounder can’t make you Pope.” “Husband,” said she, “what nonsense! if he can make an emperor he can make a pope. Go to him directly. I am Emperor, 2nd you are nothing but my husband; will you go at once?”


  Then he was afraid and went; but he was quite faint, and shivered and shook, and his knees and legs trembled. And a high wind blew over the land, and the clouds flew, and towards evening all grew dark, and the leaves fell from the trees, and the water rose and roared as if it were boiling, and splashed upon the shore; and in the distance he saw ships which were firing guns in their sore need, pitching and tossing on the waves. And yet in the midst of the sky there was still a small bit of blue, though on every side it was as red as in a heavy storm. So, full of despair, he went and stood in much fear and said,


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil,


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said the man, “she wants to be Pope.” “Go to her then,” said the Flounder; “she is Pope already.”


  So he went, and when he got there, he saw what seemed to be a large church surrounded by palaces. He pushed his way through the crowd. Inside, however, everything was lighted up with thousands and thousands of candles, and his wife was clad in gold, and she was sitting on a much higher throne, and had three great golden crowns on, and round about her there was much ecclesiastical splendour; and on both sides of her was a row of candles the largest of which was as tall as the very tallest tower, down to the very smallest kitchen candle, and all the emperors and kings were on their knees before her, kissing her shoe. “Wife,” said the man, and looked attentively at her, “are you now Pope?” “Yes,” said she, “I am Pope.” So he stood and looked at her, and it was just as if he was looking at the bright sun. When he had stood looking at her thus for a short time, he said, “Ah, wife, if you are Pope, do let well alone!” But she looked as stiff as a post, and did not move or show any signs of life. Then said he, “Wife, now that you are Pope, be satisfied, you cannot become anything greater now.” “I will consider about that,” said the woman. Thereupon they both went to bed, but she was not satisfied, and greediness let her have no sleep, for she was continually thinking what there was left for her to be.


  The man slept well and soundly, for he had run about a great deal during the day; but the woman could not fall asleep at all, and flung herself from one side to the other the whole night through, thinking always what more was left for her to be, but unable to call to mind anything else. At length the sun began to rise, and when the woman saw the red of dawn, she sat up in bed and looked at it. And when, through the window, she saw the sun thus rising, she said, “Cannot I, too, order the sun and moon to rise?” “Husband,” said she, poking him in the ribs with her elbows, “wake up! go to the Flounder, for I wish to be even as God is.” The man was still half asleep, but he was so horrified that he fell out of bed. He thought he must have heard amiss, and rubbed his eyes, and said, “Alas, wife, what are you saying?” “Husband,” said she, “if I can’t order the sun and moon to rise, and have to look on and see the sun and moon rising, I can’t bear it. I shall not know what it is to have another happy hour, unless I can make them rise myself.” Then she looked at him so terribly that a shudder ran over him, and said, “Go at once; I wish to be like unto God.” “Alas, wife,” said the man, falling on his knees before her, “the Flounder cannot do that; he can make an emperor and a pope; I beseech you, go on as you are, and be Pope.” Then she fell into a rage, and her hair flew wildly about her head, and she cried, “I will not endure this, I’ll not bear it any longer; wilt thou go?” Then he put on his trousers and ran away like a madman. But outside a great storm was raging, and blowing so hard that he could scarcely keep his feet; houses and trees toppled over, the mountains trembled, rocks rolled into the sea, the sky was pitch black, and it thundered and lightened, and the sea came in with black waves as high as church-towers and mountains, and all with crests of white foam at the top. Then he cried, but could not hear his own words,


  “Flounder, flounder in the sea,


  Come, I pray thee, here to me;


  For my wife, good Ilsabil,


  Wills not as I’d have her will.”


  “Well, what does she want, then?” said the Flounder. “Alas,” said he, “she wants to be like unto God.” “Go to her, and you will find her back again in the dirty hovel.” And there they are living still at this very time.


  


  January 5. The Soaring Eagle and Contented Stork


  Volume 32, pp. 377-396


  Giuseppe Mazzini—Byron and Goethe


  Mazzini labored for the freedom of Italy, but was exiled. Byron and Goethe also battled for liberty. Mazzini wrote an essay in which he compared Byron to a soaring eagle and Goethe to a contented stork. (Byron arrived in Greece to fight for Greek freedom, Jan. 5, 1824.)


  I stood one day in a Swiss village at the foot of the Jura, and watched the coming of the storm. Heavy black clouds, their edges purpled by the setting sun, were rapidly covering the loveliest sky in Europe, save that of Italy. Thunder growled in the distance, and gusts of biting wind were driving huge drops of rain over the thirsty plain. Looking upwards, I beheld a large Alpine falcon, now rising, now sinking, as he floated bravely in the very midst of the storm and I could almost fancy that he strove to battle with it. At every fresh peal of thunder, the noble bird bounded higher aloft, as if in answering defiance. I followed him with my eyes for a long time, until he disappeared in the east. On the ground, about fifty paces beneath me, stood a stork; perfectly tranquil and impassive in the midst of the warring elements. Twice or thrice she turned her head towards the quarter from whence the wind came, with an indescribable air of half indifferent curiosity; but at length she drew up one of her long sinewy legs, hid her head beneath her wing, and calmly composed herself to sleep.


  I thought of Byron and Goethe; of the stormy sky that overhung both; of the tempest-tossed existence, the life-long struggle, of the one, and the calm of the other; and of the two mighty sources of poetry exhausted and closed by them.


  Byron and Goethe—the two names that predominate, and, come what may, ever will predominate, over our every recollection of the fifty years that have passed away. They rule; the master-minds, I might almost say the tyrants, of a whole period of poetry; brilliant, yet sad; glorious in youth and daring, yet cankered by the worm i’ the bud, despair. They are the two representative poets of two great schools; and around them we are compelled to group all the lesser minds which contributed to render the era illustrious. The qualities which adorn and distinguish their works are to be found, although more thinly scattered, in other poets their contemporaries; still theirs are the names that involuntarily rise to our lips whenever we seek to characterize the tendencies of the age in which they lived. Their genius pursued different, even opposite routes; and yet very rarely do our thoughts turn to either without evoking the image of the other, as a sort of necessary complement to the first. The eyes of Europe were fixed upon the pair, as the spectators gaze on two mighty wrestlers in the same arena; and they, like noble and generous adversaries, admired, praised, and held out the hand to each other. Many poets have followed in their footsteps; none have been so popular. Others have found judges and critics who have appreciated them calmly and impartially; not so they: for them there have been only enthusiasts or enemies, wreaths or stones; and when they vanished into the vast night that envelops and transforms alike men and things—silence reigned around their tombs. Little by little, poetry had passed away from our world, and it seemed as if their last sigh had extinguished the sacred flame.


  A reaction has now commenced; good, in so far as it reveals a desire for and promise of new life; evil, in so far as it betrays narrow views, a tendency to injustice towards departed genius, and the absence of any fixed rule or principle to guide our appreciation of the past. Human judgment, like Luther’s drunken peasant, when saved from falling on one side, too often topples over on the other. The reaction against Goethe, in his own country especially, which was courageously and justly begun by Menzel during his lifetime, has been carried to exaggeration since his death. Certain social opinions, to which I myself belong, but which, although founded on a sacred principle, should not be allowed to interfere with the impartiality of our judgment, have weighed heavily in the balance; and many young, ardent, and enthusiastic minds of our day have reiterated with Bönne that Goethe is the worst of despots; the cancer of the German body.


  The English reaction against Byron—I do not speak of that mixture of cant and stupidity which denies the poet his place in Westminster Abbey, but of literary reaction—has shown itself still more unreasoning. I have met with adorers of Shelley who denied the poetic genius of Byron; others who seriously compared his poems with those of Sir Walter Scott. One very much overrated critic writes that “Byron makes man after his own image, and woman after his own heart; the one is a capricious tyrant, the other a yielding slave.” The first forgot the verses in which their favorite hailed


  “The pilgrim of eternity, whose fame


  Over his living head like Heaven is bent; [1]


  the second, that after the appearance of “The Giaour” and “Childe Harold,” Sir Walter Scott renounced writing poetry. [2] The last forgot that while he was quietly writing criticisms, Byron was dying for new-born liberty in Greece. All judged, too many in each country still judge, the two poets, Byron and Goethe, after an absolute type of the beautiful, the true, or the false, which they had formed in their own minds; without regard to the state of social relations as they were or are; without any true conception of the destiny or mission of poetry, or of the law by which it, and every other artistic manifestation of human life, is governed.


  [1. Adonais.]


  [2. Lockhart.]


  There is no absolute type on earth: the absolute exists in the Divine Idea alone; the gradual comprehension of which man is destined to attain; although its complete realization is impossible on earth; earthly life being but one stage of the eternal evolution of life, manifested in thought and action; strengthened by all the achievements of the past, and advancing from age to ages towards a less imperfect expression of that idea. Our earthly life is one phase of the eternal aspiration of the soul towards progress, which is our law; ascending in increasing power and purity from the finite towards the infinite; from the real towards the ideal; from that which is, towards that which is to come. In the immense storehouse of the past evolutions of life constituted by universal tradition, and in the prophetic instinct brooding in the depths of the human soul, does poetry seek inspiration. It changes with the times, for it is their expression; it is transformed with society, for—consciously or unconsciously—it sings the lay of Humanity; although, according to the individual bias or circumstances of the singer, it assumes the hues of the present, or of the future in course of elaboration, and foreseen by the inspiration of genius. It sings now a dirge and now a cradle song; it initiates or sums up.


  Byron and Goethe summed up. Was it a defect in them? No; it was the law of the times, and yet society at the present day, twenty years after they have ceased to sing, assumes to condemn them for having been born too soon. Happy indeed are the poets whom God raises up at the commencement of an era, under the rays of the rising sun. A series of generations will lovingly repeat their verses, and attribute to them the new life which they did but foresee in the germ.


  Byron and Goethe summed up. This is at once the philosophical explanation of their works, and the secret of their popularity. The spirit of an entire epoch of the European world became incarnate in them ere its decease, even as—in the political sphere—the spirit of Greece and Rome became incarnate before death in Cæsar and Alexander. They were the poetic expression of that principle, of which England was the economic, France the political, and Germany the philosophic expression: the last formula, effort, and result of a society founded on the principle of individuality. That epoch, the mission of which had been, first through the labors of Greek philosophy, and afterwards through Christianity, to rehabilitate, emancipate, and develop individual man appears to have concentrated in them, in Fichte, in Adam Smith, and in the French school des droits de l’homme, its whole energy and power, in order fully to represent and express all that it had achieved for mankind. It was much; but it was not the whole; and therefore it was doomed to pass away. The epoch of individuality was deemed near the goal; when lo! immense horizons were revealed; vast unknown lands in whose untrodden forests the principle of individuality was an insufficient guide. By the long and painful labors of that epoch the human unknown quantity had been disengaged from the various quantities of different nature by which it had been surrounded; but only to be left weak, isolated, and recoiling in terror from the solitude in which it stood. The political schools of the epoch had proclaimed the sole basis of civil organization to be the right to liberty and equality (liberty for all), but they had encountered social anarchy by the way. The philosophy of the epoch had asserted the sovereignty of the human Ego, and had ended in the mere adoration of fact, in Hegelian immobility. The Economy of the epoch imagined it had organized free competition, while it had but organized the oppression of the weak by the strong; of labor by capital; of poverty by wealth. The Poetry of the epoch had represented individuality in its every phase; had translated in sentiment what science had theoretically demonstrated; and it had encountered the void. But as society at last discovered that the destinies of the race were not contained in a mere problem of liberty, but rather in the harmonization of liberty with association—so did poetry discover that the life it had hitherto drawn from individuality alone was doomed to perish for want of aliment; and that its future existence depended on enlarging and transforming its sphere. Both society and poetry uttered a cry of despair: the death-agony of a form of society produced the agitation we have seen constantly increasing in Europe since 1815: the death-agony of a form of poetry evoked Byron and Goethe. I believe this point of view to be the only one that can lead us to a useful and impartial appreciation of these two great spirits.


  There are two forms of individuality; the expressions of its internal and external, or—as the Germans would say—of its subjective and objective life. Byron was the poet of the first, Goethe of the last. In Byron the Ego is revealed in all its pride of power, freedom, and desire, in the uncontrolled plenitude of all its faculties; inhaling existence at every pore, eager to seize “the life of life.” The world around him neither rules nor tempers him. The Byronian Ego aspires to rule it; but solely for dominion’s sake, to exercise upon it the Titanic force of his will. Accurately speaking, he cannot be said to derive from it either color, tone, or image; for it is he who colors; he who sings; he whose image is everywhere reflected and reproduced. His poetry emanates from his own soul; to be thence diffused upon things external; he holds his state in the centre of the universe, and from thence projects the light radiating from the depths of his own mind; as scorching and intense as the concentrated solar ray. Hence that terrible unity which only the superficial reader could mistake for monotony.


  Byron appears at the close of one epoch, and before the dawn of the other; in the midst of a community based upon an aristocracy which has outlived the vigor of its prime; surrounded by a Europe containing nothing grand, unless it be Napoleon on one side and Pitt on the other, genius degraded to minister to egotism; intellect bound to the service of the past. No seer exists to foretell the future: belief is extinct; there is only its pretence: prayer is no more; there is only a movement of the lips at a fixed day or hour, for the sake of the family, or what is called the people; love is no more; desire has taken its place; the holy warfare of ideas is abandoned; the conflict is that of interests. The worship of great thoughts has passed away. That which is, raises the tattered banner of some corpse-like traditions; that which would be, hoists only the standard of physical wants, of material appetites: around him are ruins, beyond him the desert; the horizon is a blank. A long cry of suffering and indignation bursts from the heart of Byron: he is answered by anathemas. He departs; he hurries through Europe in search of an ideal to adore; he traverses it distracted, palpitating, like Mazeppa on the wild horse; borne onwards by a fierce desire; the wolves of envy and calumny follow in pursuit. He visits Greece; he visits Italy; if anywhere a lingering spark of the sacred fire, a ray of divine poetry, is preserved, it must be there. Nothing. A glorious past, a degraded present; none of life’s poetry; no movement, save that of the sufferer turning on his couch to relieve his pain. Byron, from the solitude of his exile, turns his eyes again towards England; he sings. What does he sing? What springs from the mysterious and unique conception which rules, one would say in spite of himself, over all that escapes him in his sleepless vigil? The funeral hymn, the death-song, the epitaph of the aristocratic idea; we discovered it, we Continentalists; not his own countrymen. He takes his types from amongst those privileged by strength, beauty, and individual power. They are grand, poetical, heroic, but solitary; they hold no communion with the world around them, unless it be to rule over it; they defy alike the good and evil principle; they “will bend to neither.” In life and in death “they stand upon their strength”; they resist every power, for their own is all their own; it was purchased by


  “Superior science—penance—daring—


  And length of watching—strength of mind—and skill


  In knowledge of our fathers.”


  Each of them is the personification, slightly modified, of a single type, a single idea—the individual; free, but nothing more than free; such as the epoch now closing has made him; Faust, but without the compact which submits him to the enemy; for the heroes of Byron make no such compact. Cain kneels not to Arimanes; and Manfred, about to die, exclaims:


  “The mind, which is immortal, makes itself


  Requital for its good and evil thoughts—


  Is its own origin of ill, and end—


  And its own place and time, its innate sense,


  When stripped of this mortality, derives


  No color from the fleeting things without,


  But is absorbed in sufferance or in joy;


  Born from the knowledge of its own desert.”


  They have no kindred: they live from their own life only; they repulse humanity, and regard the crowd with disdain. Each of them says: “I have faith in myself”; never, “I have faith in ourselves.” They all aspire to power or to happiness. The one and the other alike escape them; for they bear within them, untold, unacknowledged even to themselves, the presentiment of a life that mere liberty can never give them. Free they are; iron souls in iron frames, they climb the Alps of the physical world as well as the Alps of thought; still is their visage stamped with a gloomy and ineffaceable sadness; still is their soul—whether, as in Cain and Manfred, it plunge into the abyss of the infinite, “intoxicated with eternity,” or scour the vast plain and boundless ocean with the Corsair and Giaour—haunted by a secret and sleepless dread. It seems as if they were doomed to drag the broken links of the chain they have burst asunder, riveted to their feet. Not only in the petty society against which they rebel does their soul feel fettered and restrained; but even in the world of the spirit. Neither is it to the enmity of society that they succumb; but under the assaults of this nameless anguish; under the corroding action of potent faculties “inferior still to their desires and their conceptions”; under the deception that comes from within. What can they do with the liberty so painfully won? On whom, on what, expend the exuberant vitality within them? They are alone; this is the secret of their wretchedness and impotence. They “thirst for good”—Cain has said it for them all—but cannot achieve it; for they have no mission, no belief, no comprehension even of the world around them. They have never realized the conception of Humanity in the multitudes that have preceded, surround, and will follow after them; never thought on their own place between the past and future; on the continuity of labor that unites all the generations into one whole; on the common end and aim, only to be realized by the common effort; on the spiritual post-sepulchral life even on earth of the individual, through the thoughts he transmits to his fellows; and, it may be—when he lives devoted and dies in faith—through the guardian agency he is allowed to exercise over the loved ones left on earth.


  Gifted with a liberty they know not how to use; with a power and energy they know not how to apply; with a life whose purpose and aim they comprehend not; they drag through their useless and convulsed existence. Byron destroys them one after the other, as if he were the executioner of a sentence decreed in heaven. They fall unwept, like a withered leaf into the stream of time.


  “Nor earth nor sky shall yield a single tear,


  Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf shall fall,


  Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, for all.”


  They die, as they have lived, alone; and a popular malediction hovers round their solitary tombs.


  This, for those who can read with the soul’s eyes, is what Byron sings; or rather what humanity sings through him. The emptiness of the life and death of solitary individuality has never been so powerfully and efficaciously summed up as in the pages of Byron. The crowd do not comprehend him: they listen; fascinated for an instant; then repent, and avenge their momentary transport by calumniating and insulting the poet. His intuition of the death of a form of society they call wounded self-love; his sorrow for all is misinterpreted as cowardly egotism. They credit not the traces of profound suffering revealed by his lineaments; they credit not the presentiment of a new life which from time to time escapes his trembling lips; they believe not in the despairing embrace in which he grasps the material universe—stars, lakes, alps, and sea—and identifies himself with it, and through it with God, of whom—to him at least—it is a symbol. They do, however, take careful count of some unhappy moments, in which, wearied out by the emptiness of life, he has raised—with remorse I am sure—the cup of ignoble pleasures to his lips, believing he might find forgetfulness there. How many times have not his accusers drained this cup, without redeeming the sin by a single virtue; without—I will not say bearing—but without having even the capacity of appreciating the burden which weighed on Byron! And did he not himself dash into fragments the ignoble cup, so soon as he beheld something worthy the devotion of his life?


  Goethe—individuality in its objective life—having, like Byron, a sense of the falsehood and evil of the world round him—followed exactly the opposite path. After having—he, too, in his youth—uttered a cry of anguish in his Werther; after having laid bare the problem of the epoch in all its terrific nudity, in Faust, he thought he had done enough, and refused to occupy himself with its solution. It is possible that the impulse of rebellion against social wrong and evil which burst forth for an instant in Werther may long have held his soul in secret travail; but that he despaired of the task of reforming it as beyond his powers. He himself remarked in his later years, when commenting on the exclamation made by a Frenchman on first seeing him: “That is the face of a man who has suffered much”; that he should rather have said: That is the face of a man who has struggled energetically;” but of this there remains no trace in his works. Whilst Byron writhed and suffered under the sense of the wrong and evil around him, he attained the calm—I cannot say of victory—but of indifference. In Byron the man always ruled, and even at times, overcame the artist: the man was completely lost in the artist in Goethe. In him there was no subjective life; no unity springing either from heart or head. Goethe is an intelligence that receives, elaborates, and reproduces the poetry affluent to him from all external objects: from all points of the circumference; to him as centre. He dwells aloft alone; a mighty watcher in the midst of creation. His curious scrutiny investigates, with equal penetration and equal interest, the depths of the ocean and the calyx of the floweret. Whether he studies the rose exhaling its Eastern perfume of the sky, or the ocean casting its countless wrecks upon the shore, the brow of the poet remains equally calm: to him they are but two forms of the beautiful; two subjects for art.


  Goethe has been called a pantheist. I know not in what sense critics apply this vague and often ill-understood word to him. There is a materialistic pantheism and a spiritual pantheism; the pantheism of Spinoza and that of Giordano Bruno; of St. Paul; and of many others—all different. But there is no poetic pantheism possible, save on the condition of embracing the whole world of phenomena in one unique conception: of feeling and comprehending the life of the universe in its divine unity. There is nothing of this in Goethe. There is pantheism in some parts of Wordsworth; in the third canto of “Childe Harold,” and in much of Shelley; but there is none in the most admirable compositions of Goethe; wherein life, though admirably comprehended and reproduced in each of its successive manifestations, is never understood as a whole. Goethe is the poet of details, not of unity; of analysis, not of synthesis. None so able to investigate details; to set off and embellish minute and apparently trifling points; none throw so beautiful a light on separate parts; but the connecting link escapes him. His works resemble a magnificent encyclopædia, unclassified. He has felt everything but he has never felt the whole. Happy in detecting a ray of the beautiful upon the humblest blade of grass gemmed with dew; happy in seizing the poetic elements of an incident the most prosaic in appearance—he was incapable of tracing all to a common source, and recomposing the grand ascending scale in which, to quote a beautiful expression of Herder’s “every creature is a numerator of the grand denominator, Nature.” How, indeed, should he comprehend these things, he who had no place in his works or in his poet’s heart for humanity, by the light of which conception only can the true worth of sublunary things be determined? “Religion and politics,” [3] said he, “are a troubled element for art. I have always kept myself aloof from them as much as possible.” Questions of life and death for the millions were agitated around him; Germany re-echoed to the war songs of K&oml;rner; Fichte, at the close of one of his lectures, seized his musket, and joined the volunteers who were hastening (alas! what have not the Kings made of that magnificent outburst of nationality!) to fight the battles of their fatherland. The ancient soil of Germany thrilled beneath their tread; he, an artist, looked on unmoved; his heart knew no responsive throb to the emotion that shook his country; his genius, utterly passive, drew apart from the current that swept away entire races. He witnessed the French Revolution in all its terrible grandeur, and saw the old world crumble beneath its strokes; and while all the best and purest spirits of Germany, who had mistaken the death-agony of the old world for the birth-throes of a new, were wringing their hands at the spectacle of dissolution, he saw in it only the subject of a farce. He beheld the glory and the fall of Napoleon; he witnessed the reaction of down-trodden nationalities—sublime prologue of the grand epopee of the peoples destined sooner or later to be unfolded—and remained a cold spectator. He had neither learned to esteem men, to better them, nor even to suffer with them. If we except the beautiful type of Berlichingen, a poetic inspiration of his youth, man, as the creature of thought and action; the artificer of the future, so nobly sketched by Schiller in his dramas, has no representative in his works. He has carried something of this nonchalance even into the manner in which his heroes conceive love. Goethe’s altar is spread with the choicest flowers, the most exquisite perfumes, the first-fruits of nature; but the Priest is wanting. In his work of second creation—for it cannot be denied that such it was—he has gone through the vast circle of living and visible things; but stopped short before the seventh day. God withdrew from him before that time; and the creatures the poet has evoked wander within the circle, dumb and prayerless; awaiting until the man shall come to give them a name, and appoint them to a destination.


  [3. Goethe and his Contemporaries.]


  No, Goethe is not the poet of Pantheism; he is a polytheist in his method as an artist; the pagan poet of modern times. His world is, above all things, the world of forms: a multiplied Olympus. The Mosaic heaven and the Christian are veiled to him. Like the pagans, he parcels out Nature into fragments, and makes of each a divinity; like them, he worships the sensuous rather than the ideal; he looks, touches, and listens far more than he feels. And what care and labor are bestowed upon the plastic portion of his art! what importance is given—I will not say to the objects themselves—but to the external representation of objects! Has he not somewhere said that “the beautiful is the result of happy position?” [4]


  [4. In the Kunst und Alterthum, I think.]


  Under this definition is concealed an entire system of poetic materialism, substituted for the worship of the ideal; involving a whole series of consequences, the logical result of which was to lead Goethe to indifference, that moral suicide of some of the noblest energies of genius. The absolute concentration of every faculty of observation on each of the objects to be represented, without relation to the ensemble; the entire avoidance of every influence likely to modify the view taken of that object, became in his hands one of the most effective means of art. The poet, in his eyes, was neither the rushing stream a hundred times broken on its course, that it may carry fertility to the surrounding country; nor the brilliant flame, consuming itself in the light it sheds around while ascending to heaven; but rather the placid lake, reflecting alike the tranquil landscape and the thunder-cloud; its own surface the while unruffled even by the lightest breeze. A serene and passive calm with the absolute clearness and distinctness of successive impressions, in each of which he was for the time wholly absorbed, are the peculiar characteristics of Goethe. “I allow the objects I desire to comprehend, to act tranquilly upon me,” said he; “I then observe the impression I have received from them, and I endeavor to render it faithfully.” Goethe has here portrayed his every feature to perfection. He was in life such as Madame Von Arnim proposed to represent him after death; a venerable old man, with a serene, almost radiant countenance; clothed in an antique robe, holding a lyre resting on his knees, and listening to the harmonies drawn from it either by the hand of a genius, or the breath of the winds. The last chords wafted his soul to the East; to the land of inactive contemplation. It was time: Europe had become too agitated for him.


  Such were Byron and Goethe in their general characteristics; both great poets; very different, and yet, complete as is the contrast between them, and widely apart as are the paths they pursue, arriving at the same point. Life and death, character and poetry, everything is unlike in the two, and yet the one is the complement of the other. Both are the children of fatality—for it is especially at the close of epochs that the providential law which directs the generations assumes towards individuals the semblance of fatality—and compelled by it unconsciously to work out a great mission. Goethe contemplates the world in parts, and delivers the impressions they make upon him, one by one, as occasion presents them. Byron looks upon the world from a single comprehensive point of view; from the height of which he modifies in his own soul the impressions produced by external objects, as they pass before him. Goethe successively absorbs his own individuality in each of the objects he reproduces. Byron stamps every object he portrays with his own individuality. To Goethe, nature is the symphony; to Byron it is the prelude. She furnishes to the one the entire subject; to the other the occasion only of his verse. The one executes her harmonies; the other composes on the theme she has suggested. Goethe better expresses lives; Byron life. The one is more vast; the other more deep. The first searches everywhere for the beautiful, and loves, above all things, harmony and repose; the other seeks the sublime, and adores action and force. Characters, such as Coriolanus or Luther, disturbed Goethe. I know not if, in his numerous pieces of criticism, he has ever spoken of Dante; but assuredly he must have shared the antipathy felt for him by Sir Walter Scott; and although he would undoubtedly have sufficiently respected his genius to admit him into his Pantheon, yet he would certainly have drawn a veil between his mental eye and the grand but sombre figure of the exiled seer, who dreamed of the future empire of the world for his country, and of the world’s harmonious development under her guidance. Byron loved and drew inspiration from Dante. He also loved Washington and Franklin, and followed, with all the sympathies of a soul athirst for action, the meteor-like career of the greatest genius of action our age has produced, Napoleon; feeling indignant—perhaps mistakenly—that he did not die in the struggle.


  When travelling in that second fatherland of all poetic souls—Italy—the poets still pursued divergent routes; the one experienced sensations; the other emotions; the one occupied himself especially with nature; the other with the greatness dead, the living wrongs, the human memories. [5]


  [5. The contrast between the two poets in nowhere more strikingly displayed than by the manner in which they were affected by the sight of Rome. In Goethe’s Elegies and in his Travels in Italy we find the impressions of the artist only. He did not understand Rome. The eternal synthesis that, from the heights of the Capitol and St. Peter, is gradually unfolded in ever-widening circles, embracing first a nation and then Europe, as it will ultimately embrace humanity, remained unrevealed to him; he saw only the inner circle of paganism; the least prolific, as well as least indigenous. One might fancy that he caught a glimpse of it for an instant, when he wrote: “History is read here far otherwise than in any other spot in the universe; elsewhere we read it from without to within; here one seems to read it from within to without;” but if so, he soon lost sight of it again, and became absorbed in external nature. “Whether we halt or advance, we discover a landscape ever renewing itself in a thousand fashions. We have palaces and ruins; gardens and solitudes; the horizon lengthens in the distance, or suddenly contracts; huts and stables, columns and triumphal arches, all lie pell-mell and often so close that we might find room for all on the same sheet of paper.”


  At Rome Byron forgot passions, sorrows, his own individuality, all, in the presence of a great idea; witness this utterance of a soul born for devotedness:—


  “O Rome! My country! City of the soul!


  The orphans of the heart must turn to thee,


  Lone mother of dead empires! And control


  In their shut breasts their petty misery.”


  When at last he came to a recollection of himself and his position, it was with a hope for the world (stanza 98) and a pardon for his enemies. From the fourth canto of Childe Harold, the daughter of Byron might learn more of the true spirit of her father than all the reports she may have heard, and all the many volumes that have been written upon him.]


  And yet, notwithstanding all the contrast, which I have only hinted at, but which might be far more elaborately displayed by extracts from their works; they arrived—Goethe, the poet of individuality in its objective life—at the egotism of indifference; Byron—the poet of individuality in its subjective life—at the egotism (I say it with regret, but it, too, it egotism) of despair: a double sentence upon the epoch which it was their mission to represent and to close!


  Both of them—I am not speaking of their purely literary merits, incontestable and universally acknowledged—the one by the spirit of resistance that breathes through all his creations; the other by the spirit of sceptical irony that pervades his works, and by the independent sovereignty attributed to art over all social relations—greatly aided the cause of intellectual emancipation, and awakened in men’s minds the sentiment of liberty. Both of them—the one, directly, by the implacable war he waged against the vices and absurdities of the privileged classes, and indirectly, by investing his heroes with all the most brilliant qualities of the despot, and then dashing them to pieces as if in anger;—the other, by the poetic rehabilitation of forms the most modest, and objects the most insignificant, as well as by the importance attributed to details—combated aristocratic prejudices, and developed in men’s minds the sentiment of equality. And having by their artistic excellence exhausted both forms of the poetry of individuality, they have completed the cycle of its poets; thereby reducing all followers in the same sphere to the subaltern position of imitators, and creating the necessity of a new order of poetry; teaching us to recognize a want where before we felt only a desire. Together they have laid an era in the tomb; covering it with a pall that none may lift; and, as if to proclaim its death to the young generation, the poetry of Goethe has written its history, while that of Byron has graven its epitaph.


  And now farewell to Goethe; farewell to Byron! farewell to the sorrows that crush but sanctify not—to the poetic flame that illumines but warms not—to the ironical philosophy that dissects without reconstructing—to all poetry which, in an age where there is so much to do, teaches us inactive contemplation; or which, in a world where there is so much need of devotedness, would instill despair. Farewell to all types of power without an aim; to all personifications of the solitary individuality which seeks an aim to find it not, and knows not how to apply the life stirring within it; to all egotistic joys and griefs:


  “Bastards of the soul;


  O’erweening slips of idleness: weeds—no more—


  Self-springing here and there from the rank soil;


  O’erflowings of the lust of that same mind


  Whose proper issue and determinate end,


  When wedded to the love of things divine,


  Is peace, complacency, and happiness.”


  Farewell, a long farewell to the past! The dawn of the future is announced to such as can read its signs, and we owe ourselves wholly to it.


  The duality of the Middle Ages, after having struggled for centuries under the banners of emperor and pope; after having left its trace and borne its fruit in every branch of intellectual development; has reascended to heaven—its mission accomplished—in the twin flames of poesy called Goethe and Byron. Two hitherto distinct formulæ of life became incarnate in these two men. Byron is isolated man, representing only the internal aspect of life; Goethe isolated man, representing only the external.


  Higher than these two incomplete existences; at the point of intersection between the two aspirations towards a heaven they were unable to reach, will be revealed the poetry of the future; of humanity; potent in new harmony, unity, and life.


  But because, in our own day, we are beginning, though vaguely, to foresee this new social poetry, which will soothe the suffering soul by teaching it to rise towards God through humanity; because we now stand on the threshold of a new epoch, which, but for them, we should not have reached; shall we decry those who were unable to do more for us than cast their giant forms into the gulf that held us all doubting and dismayed on the other side? From the earliest times has genius been made the scapegoat of the generations. Society has never lacked men who have contented themselves with reproaching the Chattertons of their day with not being patterns of self-devotion, instead of physical or moral suicides; without ever asking themselves whether they had, during their lifetime, endeavored to place aught within the reach of such but doubt and destitution. I feel the necessity of protesting earnestly against the reaction set on foot by certain thinkers against the mighty-souled, which serves as a cloak for the cavilling spirit of mediocrity. There is something hard, repulsive, and ungrateful in the destructive instinct which so often forgets what has been done by the great men who preceded us, to demand of them merely an account of what more might have been done. Is the pillow of scepticism so soft to genius as to justify the conclusion that it is from egotism only that at times it rests its fevered brow thereon? Are we so free from the evil reflected in their verse as to have a right to condemn their memory? That evil was not introduced into the world by them. They saw it, felt it, respired it; it was around, about, on every side of them, and they were its greatest victims. How could they avoid reproducing it in their works? It is not by deposing Goethe or Byron that we shall destroy either sceptical or anarchical indifference amongst us. It is by becoming believers and organizers ourselves. If we are such, we need fear nothing. As is the public, so will be the poet. If we revere enthusiasm, the fatherland, and humanity; if our hearts are pure, and our souls steadfast and patient, the genius inspired to interpret our aspirations, and bear to heaven our ideas and our sufferings, will not be wanting. Let these statues stand. The noble monuments of feudal times create no desire to return to the days of serfdom.


  But I shall be told, there are imitators. I know it too well; but what lasting influence can be exerted on social life by those who have no real life of their own? They will but flutter in the void, so long as void there be. On the day when the living shall arise to take the place of the dead, they will vanish like ghosts at cock-crow. Shall we never be sufficiently firm in our own faith to dare to show fitting reverence for the grand typical figures of an anterior age? It would be idle to speak of social art at all, or of the comprehension of humanity, if we could not raise altars to the new gods, without overthrowing the old. Those only should dare to utter the sacred name of progress, whose souls possess intelligence enough to comprehend the past, and whose hearts possess sufficient poetic religion to reverence its greatness. The temple of the true believer is not the chapel of a sect; it is a vast Pantheon, in which the glorious images of Goethe and Byron will hold their honored place, long after Goetheism and Byronism shall have ceased to be.


  When, purified alike from imitation and distrust, men learn to pay righteous reverence to the mighty fallen, I know not whether Goethe will obtain more of their admiration as an artist, but I am certain that Byron will inspire them with more love, both as man and poet—a love increased even by the fact of the great injustice hitherto shown to him. While Goethe held himself all of from us, and from the height of his Olympian calm seemed to smile with disdain at our desires, our struggles, and our sufferings—Byron wandered through the world, sad, gloomy, and unquiet; wounded, and bearing the arrow in the wound. Solitary and unfortunate in his infancy; unfortunate in his first love, and still more terribly so in his ill-advised marriage; attacked and calumniated both in his acts and intentions without inquiry or defence; harassed by pecuniary difficulties; forced to quit his country, home, and child; friendless—we have seen it too clearly since his death—pursued even on the Continent by a thousand absurd and infamous falsehoods, and by the old malignity of a world that twisted even his sorrows into a crime; he yet, in the midst of inevitable reaction, preserved his love for his sister and his Ada; his compassion for misfortune; his fidelity to the affections of his childhood and youth, from Lord Clare to his old servant Murray, and his nurse Mary Gray. He was generous with his money to all whom he could help or serve, from his literary friends down to the wretched libeller Ashe. Though impelled by the temper of his genius, by the period in which he lived, and by that fatality of his mission to which I have alluded, towards a poetic individualism, the inevitable incompleteness of which I have endeavored to explain, he by no means set it up as a standard. That he presaged the future with the provision of genius is proved by his definition of poetry in his journal—a definition hitherto misunderstood, but yet the best I know: “Poetry is the feeling of a former world and of a future.” Poet as he was, he preferred activity for good, to all that his art could do. Surrounded by slaves and their oppressors; a traveller in countries where even remembrance seemed extinct; never did he desert the cause of the peoples; never was he false to human sympathies. A witness of the progress of the Restoration, and the triumph of the principles of the Holy Alliance, he never swerved from his courageous opposition; he preserved and publicly proclaimed his faith in the rights of the peoples and in the final [6] triumph of liberty. The following passage from his journal is the very abstract of the law governing the efforts of the true party of progress at the present day: “Onwards! it is now the time to act; and what signifies self, if a single spark of that which would be worthy of the past [7] can be bequeathed unquenchably to the future? It is not one man, nor a million, but the spirit of liberty which must be spread. The waves which dash on the shore are, one by one, broken; but yet the ocean conquers nevertheless. It overwhelms the armada; it wears the rock; and if the Neptunians are to be believed, it has not only destroyed but made a world.” At Naples, in the Romagna, wherever he saw a spark of noble life stirring, he was ready for any exertion; or danger, to blow it into a flame. He stigmatized baseness, hypocrisy, and injustice, whencesoever they sprang.


  [6.


  “Yet, Freedom! yet, thy banner torn, but flying,


  Streams, like the thunder-storm, against the wind:


  Thy trumpet voice, though broken now and dying,


  The loudest still the tempest leaves behind.


  The tree hath lost its blossoms, and the rind,


  Chopped by the axe, looks rough and little worth,


  But the sap lasts—and still the seed we find


  Sown deep, even in the bosom of the North,


  So shall a better spring less bitter fruit bear forth.”


  [7. Written in Italy.]


  Thus lived Byron, ceaselessly tempest-tossed between the ills of the present and his yearnings after the future; often unequal; sometimes sceptical; but always suffering—often most so when he seemed to laugh; [8] and always loving, even when he seemed to curse.


  [8.


  “And if I laugh at any mortal thing.


  ’Tis that I may not weep.”]


  Never did “the eternal spirit of the chainless mind” make a brighter apparition amongst us. He seems at times a transformation of that immortal Prometheus, of whom he has written so nobly; whose cry of agony, yet of futurity, sounded above the cradle of the European world; and whose grand and mysterious form, transfigured by time, reappears from age to age, between the entombment of one epoch and the accession of another; to wail forth the lament of genius, tortured by the presentment of things it will not see realized in its time. Byron, too, had the “firm will” and the “deep sense”; he, too, made of his “death a victory.” When he heard the cry of nationality and liberty burst forth in the land he had loved and sung in early youth, he broke his harp and set forth. While the Christian Powers were protocolizing or worse—while the Christian nations were doling forth the alms of a few piles of ball in aid of the Cross struggling with the Crescent; he, the poet, and pretended sceptic, hastened to throw his fortune, his genius, and his life at the feet of the first people that had arisen in the name of the nationality and liberty he loved.


  I know no more beautiful symbol of the future destiny and mission of art than the death of Byron in Greece. The holy alliance of poetry with the cause of the peoples; the union—still so rare—of thought and action—which alone completes the human Word, and is destined to emancipate the world; the grand solidarity of all nations in the conquest of the rights ordained by God for all his children, and in the accomplishment of that mission for which alone such rights exist—all that is now the religion and the hope of the party of progress throughout Europe, is gloriously typified in this image, which we, barbarians that we are, have already forgotten.


  The day will come when democracy will remember all that it owes to Byron. England, too, will, I hope, one day remember the mission—so entirely English, yet hitherto overlooked by her—which Byron fulfilled on the Continent; the European rôle given by him to English literature, and the appreciation and sympathy for England which he awakened amongst us.


  Before he came, all that was known of English literature was the French translation of Shakespeare, and the anathema hurled by Voltaire against the “intoxicated barbarian.” It is since Byron that we Continentalists have learned to study Shakespeare and other English writers. From him dates the sympathy of all the true-hearted amongst us for this land of liberty, whose true vocation he so worthily represented among the oppressed. He led the genius of Britain on a pilgrimage throughout all Europe.


  England will one day feel how ill it is—not for Byron but for herself—that the foreigner who lands upon her shores should search in vain in that temple which should be her national Pantheon, for the poet beloved and admired by all the nations of Europe, and for whose death Greece and Italy wept as it had been that of the noblest of their own sons.


  In these few pages—unfortunately very hasty—my aim has been, not so much to criticise either Goethe or Byron, for which both time and space are wanting, as to suggest, and if possible lead, English criticism upon a broader, more impartial, and more useful path than the one generally followed. Certain travellers of the eleventh century relate that they saw at Teneriffe a prodigiously lofty tree, which, from its immense extent of foliage, collected all the vapors of the atmosphere; to discharge them, when its branches were shaken, in a shower of pure and refreshing water. Genius is like this tree, and the mission of criticism should be to shake the branches. At the present day it more resembles a savage striving to hew down the noble tree to the roots.


  


  January 6. Warned by Hector’s Ghost


  Volume 13, pp. 109-127


  Virgil—The Second Book of the Æneis


  In the dead of night Hector’s ghost appeared to warn Æneas of the impending doom to come upon the walled city of Troy. Æneas lifted his aged father on his back and, taking his son by the hand, sought safety in flight. Off to Latium! (H. Schliemann, discoverer of ancient Troy, born Jan. 6, 1822.)


  “’T was in the dead of night, when sleep repairs


  Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares,


  When Hector’s ghost before my sight appears:


  A bloody shroud he seem’d, and bath’d in tears;


  Such as he was, when, by Pelides slain,


  Thessalian coursers dragg’d him o’er the plain.


  Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thrust


  Thro’ the bor’d holes; his body black with dust;


  Unlike that Hector who return’d from toils


  Of war, triumphant, in Æacian spoils,


  Or him who made the fainting Greeks retire,


  And launch’d against their navy Phrygian fire.


  His hair and beard stood stiffen’d with his gore;


  And all the wounds he for his country bore


  Now stream’d afresh, and with new purple ran.


  I wept to see the visionary man,


  And, while my trance continued, thus began:


  ‘O light of Trojans, and support of Troy,


  Thy father’s champion, and thy country’s joy!


  O, long expected by thy friends! from whence


  Art thou so late return’d for our defense?


  Do we behold thee, wearied as we are


  With length of labors, and with toils of war?


  After so many fun’rals of thy own


  Art thou restor’d to thy declining town?


  But say, what wounds are these? What new disgrace


  Deforms the manly features of thy face?’


  “To this the specter no reply did frame,


  But answer’d to the cause for which he came,


  And, groaning from the bottom of his breast,


  This warning in these mournful words express’d:


  ‘O goddess-born! escape, by timely flight,


  The flames and horrors of this fatal night.


  The foes already have possess’d the wall;


  Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall.


  Enough is paid to Priam’s royal name,


  More than enough to duty and to fame.


  If by a mortal hand my father’s throne


  Could be defended, ’t was by mine alone.


  Now Troy to thee commends her future state,


  And gives her gods companions of thy fate:


  From their assistance happier walls expect,


  Which, wand’ring long, at last thou shalt erect.’


  He said, and brought me, from their blest abodes,


  The venerable statues of the gods,


  With ancient Vesta from the sacred choir,


  The wreaths and relics of th’ immortal fire.


  “Now peals of shouts come thund’ring from afar,


  Cries, threats, and loud laments, and mingled war:


  The noise approaches, tho’ our palace stood


  Aloof from streets, encompass’d with a wood.


  Louder, and yet more loud, I hear th’ alarms


  Of human cries distinct, and clashing arms.


  Fear broke my slumbers; I no longer stay,


  But mount the terrace, thence the town survey,


  And hearken what the frightful sounds convey.


  Thus, when a flood of fire by wind is borne,


  Crackling it rolls, and mows the standing corn;


  Or deluges, descending on the plains,


  Sweep o’er the yellow year, destroy the pains


  Of lab’ring oxen and the peasant’s gains;


  Unroot the forest oaks, and bear away


  Flocks, folds, and trees, an undistinguish’d prey:


  The shepherd climbs the cliff, and sees from far


  The wasteful ravage of the wat’ry war.


  Then Hector’s faith was manifestly clear’d,


  And Grecian frauds in open light appear’d.


  The palace of Deiphobus ascends


  In smoky flames, and catches on his friends.


  Ucalegon burns next: the seas are bright


  With splendor not their own, and shine with Trojan light.


  New clamors and new clangors now arise,


  The sound of trumpets mix’d with fighting cries.


  With frenzy seiz’d, I run to meet th’ alarms,


  Resolv’d on death, resolv’d to die in arms,


  But first to gather friends, with them t’ oppose


  (If fortune favor’d) and repel the foes;


  Spurr’d by my courage, by my country fir’d,


  With sense of honor and revenge inspir’d.


  “Pantheus, Apollo’s priest, a sacred name,


  Had scap’d the Grecian swords, and pass’d the flame:


  With relics loaden, to my doors he fled,


  And by the hand his tender grandson led.


  ‘What hope, O Pantheus? whither can we run?


  Where make a stand? and what may yet be done?’


  Scarce had I said, when Pantheus, with a groan:


  ‘Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town!


  The fatal day, th’ appointed hour, is come,


  When wrathful Jove’s irrevocable doom


  Transfers the Trojan state to Grecian hands.


  The fire consumes the town, the foe commands;


  And armed hosts, an unexpected force,


  Break from the bowels of the fatal horse.


  Within the gates, proud Sinon throws about


  The flames; and foes for entrance press without,


  With thousand others, whom I fear to name,


  More than from Argos or Mycenæ came.


  To sev’ral posts their parties they divide;


  Some block the narrow streets, some scour the wide:


  The bold they kill, th’ unwary they surprise;


  Who fights finds death, and death finds him who flies.


  The warders of the gate but scarce maintain


  Th’ unequal combat, and resist in vain.’


  “I heard; and Heav’n, that well-born souls inspires,


  Prompts me thro’ lifted swords and rising fires


  To run where clashing arms and clamor calls,


  And rush undaunted to defend the walls.


  Ripheus and Iph’itus by my side engage,


  For valor one renown’d, and one for age.


  Dymas and Hypanis by moonlight knew


  My motions and my mien, and to my party drew;


  With young Coroebus, who by love was led


  To win renown and fair Cassandra’s bed,


  And lately brought his troops to Priam’s aid,


  Forewarn’d in vain by the prophetic maid.


  Whom when I saw resolv’d in arms to fall,


  And that one spirit animated all:


  ‘Brave souls!’ said I,—’but brave, alas! in vain—


  Come, finish what our cruel fates ordain.


  You see the desp’rate state of our affairs,


  And heav’n’s protecting pow’rs are deaf to pray’rs.


  The passive gods behold the Greeks defile


  Their temples, and abandon to the spoil


  Their own abodes: we, feeble few, conspire


  To save a sinking town, involv’d in fire.


  Then let us fall, but fall amidst our foes:


  Despair of life the means of living shows.’


  So bold a speech incourag’d their desire


  Of death, and added fuel to their fire.


  “As hungry wolves, with raging appetite,


  Scour thro’ the fields, nor fear the stormy night—


  Their whelps at home expect the promis’d food,


  And long to temper their dry chaps in blood—


  So rush’d we forth at once; resolv’d to die,


  Resolv’d, in death, the last extremes to try.


  We leave the narrow lanes behind, and dare


  Th’ unequal combat in the public square:


  Night was our friend; our leader was despair.


  What tongue can tell the slaughter of that night?


  What eyes can weep the sorrows and affright?


  An ancient and imperial city falls:


  The streets are fill’d with frequent funerals;


  Houses and holy temples float in blood,


  And hostile nations make a common flood.


  Not only Trojans fall; but, in their turn,


  The vanquish’d triumph, and the victors mourn.


  Ours take new courage from despair and night:


  Confus’d the fortune is, confus’d the fight.


  All parts resound with tumults, plaints, and fears;


  And grisly Death in sundry shapes appears.


  Androgeos fell among us, with his band,


  Who thought us Grecians newly come to land.


  ‘From whence,’ said he, ‘my friends, this long delay?


  You loiter, while the spoils are borne away:


  Our ships are laden with the Trojan store;


  And you, like truants, come too late ashore.’


  He said, but soon corrected his mistake,


  Found, by the doubtful answers which we make:


  Amaz’d, he would have shunn’d th’ unequal fight;


  But we, more num’rous, intercept his flight.


  As when some peasant, in a bushy brake,


  Has with unwary footing press’d a snake;


  He starts aside, astonish’d, when he spies


  His rising crest, blue neck, and rolling eyes;


  So from our arms surpris’d Androgeos flies.


  In vain; for him and his we compass’d round,


  Possess’d with fear, unknowing of the ground,


  And of their lives an easy conquest found.


  Thus Fortune on our first endeavor smil’d.


  Coroebus then, with youthful hopes beguil’d,


  Swoln with success, and of a daring mind,


  This new invention fatally design’d.


  ‘My friends,’ said he, ‘since Fortune shows the way,


  ’T is fit we should th’ auspicious guide obey.


  For what has she these Grecian arms bestow’d,


  But their destruction, and the Trojans’ good?


  Then change we shields, and their devices bear:


  Let fraud supply the want of force in war.


  They find us arms.’ This said, himself he dress’d


  In dead Androgeos’ spoils, his upper vest,


  His painted buckler, and his plumy crest.


  Thus Ripheus, Dymas, all the Trojan train,


  Lay down their own attire, and strip the slain.


  Mix’d with the Greeks, we go with ill presage,


  Flatter’d with hopes to glut our greedy rage;


  Unknown, assaulting whom we blindly meet,


  And strew with Grecian carcasses the street.


  Thus while their straggling parties we defeat,


  Some to the shore and safer ships retreat;


  And some, oppress’d with more ignoble fear,


  Remount the hollow horse, and pant in secret there.


  “But, ah! what use of valor can be made,


  When heav’n’s propitious pow’rs refuse their aid!


  Behold the royal prophetess, the fair


  Cassandra, dragg’d by her dishevel’d hair,


  Whom not Minerva’s shrine, nor sacred bands,


  In safety could protect from sacrilegious hands:


  On heav’n she cast her eyes, she sigh’d, she cried—


  ’T was all she could—her tender arms were tied.


  So sad a sight Coroebus could not bear;


  But, fir’d with rage, distracted with despair,


  Amid the barb’rous ravishers he flew:


  Our leader’s rash example we pursue.


  But storms of stones, from the proud temple’s height,


  Pour down, and on our batter’d helms alight:


  We from our friends receiv’d this fatal blow,


  Who thought us Grecians, as we seem’d in show.


  They aim at the mistaken crests, from high;


  And ours beneath the pond’rous ruin lie.


  Then, mov’d with anger and disdain, to see


  Their troops dispers’d, the royal virgin free,


  The Grecians rally, and their pow’rs unite,


  With fury charge us, and renew the fight.


  The brother kings with Ajax join their force,


  And the whole squadron of Thessalian horse.


  “Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try,


  Contending for the kingdom of the sky,


  South, east, and west, on airy coursers borne;


  The whirlwind gathers, and the woods are torn:


  Then Nereus strikes the deep; the billows rise,


  And, mix’d with ooze and sand, pollute the skies.


  The troops we squander’d first again appear


  From several quarters, and enclose the rear.


  They first observe, and to the rest betray,


  Our diff’rent speech; our borrow’d arms survey.


  Oppress’d with odds, we fall; Coroebus first,


  At Pallas’ altar, by Peneleus pierc’d.


  Then Ripheus follow’d, in th’ unequal fight;


  Just of his word, observant of the right:


  Heav’n thought not so. Dymas their fate attends,


  With Hypanis, mistaken by their friends.


  Nor, Pantheus, thee, thy miter, nor the bands


  Of awful Phœbus, sav’d from impious hands.


  Ye Trojan flames, your testimony bear,


  What I perform’d, and what I suffer’d there;


  No sword avoiding in the fatal strife,


  Expos’d to death, and prodigal of life;


  Witness, ye heavens! I live not by my fault:


  I strove to have deserv’d the death I sought.


  But, when I could not fight, and would have died,


  Borne off to distance by the growing tide,


  Old Iphitus and I were hurried thence,


  With Pelias wounded, and without defense.


  New clamors from th’ invested palace ring:


  We run to die, or disengage the king.


  So hot th’ assault, so high the tumult rose,


  While ours defend, and while the Greeks oppose


  As all the Dardan and Argolic race


  Had been contracted in that narrow space;


  Or as all Ilium else were void of fear,


  And tumult, war, and slaughter, only there.


  Their targets in a tortoise cast, the foes,


  Secure advancing, to the turrets rose:


  Some mount the scaling ladders; some, more bold,


  Swerve upwards, and by posts and pillars hold;


  Their left hand gripes their bucklers in th’ ascent,


  While with their right they seize the battlement.


  From their demolish’d tow’rs the Trojans throw


  Huge heaps of stones, that, falling, crush the foe;


  And heavy beams and rafters from the sides


  (Such arms their last necessity provides)


  And gilded roofs, come tumbling from on high,


  The marks of state and ancient royalty.


  The guards below, fix’d in the pass, attend


  The charge undaunted, and the gate defend.


  Renew’d in courage with recover’d breath,


  A second time we ran to tempt our death,


  To clear the palace from the foe, succeed


  The weary living, and revenge the dead.


  “A postern door, yet unobserv’d and free,


  Join’d by the length of a blind gallery,


  To the king’s closet led: a way well known


  To Hector’s wife, while Priam held the throne,


  Thro’ which she brought Astyanax, unseen,


  To cheer his grandsire and his grandsire’s queen.


  Thro’ this we pass, and mount the tow’r, from whence


  With unavailing arms the Trojans make defense.


  From this the trembling king had oft descried


  The Grecian camp, and saw their navy ride.


  Beams from its lofty height with swords we hew,


  Then, wrenching with our hands, th’ assault renew;


  And, where the rafters on the columns meet,


  We push them headlong with our arms and feet.


  The lightning flies not swifter than the fall,


  Nor thunder louder than the ruin’d wall:


  Down goes the top at once; the Greeks beneath


  Are piecemeal torn, or pounded into death.


  Yet more succeed, and more to death are sent;


  We cease not from above, nor they below relent.


  Before the gate stood Pyrrhus, threat’ning loud,


  With glitt’ring arms conspicuous in the crowd.


  So shines, renew’d in youth, the crested snake,


  Who slept the winter in a thorny brake,


  And, casting off his slough when spring returns,


  Now looks aloft, and with new glory burns;


  Restor’d with pois’nous herbs, his ardent sides


  Reflect the sun; and rais’d on spires he rides;


  High o’er the grass, hissing he rolls along,


  And brandishes by fits his forky tongue.


  Proud Periphas, and fierce Automedon,


  His father’s charioteer, together run


  To force the gate; the Scyrian infantry


  Rush on in crowds, and the barr’d passage free.


  Ent’ring the court, with shouts the skies they rend;


  And flaming firebrands to the roofs ascend.


  Himself, among the foremost, deals his blows,


  And with his ax repeated strokes bestows


  On the strong doors; then all their shoulders ply,


  Till from the posts the brazen hinges fly.


  He hews apace; the double bars at length


  Yield to his ax and unresisted strength.


  A mighty breach is made: the rooms conceal’d


  Appear, and all the palace is reveal’d;


  The halls of audience, and of public state,


  And where the lonely queen in secret sate.


  Arm’d soldiers now by trembling maids are seen,


  With not a door, and scarce a space, between.


  The house is fill’d with loud laments and cries,


  And shrieks of women rend the vaulted skies;


  The fearful matrons run from place to place,


  And kiss the thresholds, and the posts embrace.


  The fatal work inhuman Pyrrhus plies,


  And all his father sparkles in his eyes;


  Nor bars, nor fighting guards, his force sustain:


  The bars are broken, and the guards are slain.


  In rush the Greeks, and all the apartments fill;


  Those few defendants whom they find, they kill.


  Not with so fierce a rage the foaming flood


  Roars, when he finds his rapid course withstood;


  Bears down the dams with unresisted sway,


  And sweeps the cattle and the cots away.


  These eyes beheld him when he march’d between


  The brother kings: I saw th’ unhappy queen,


  The hundred wives, and where old Priam stood,


  To stain his hallow’d altar with his brood.


  The fifty nuptial beds (such hopes had he,


  So large a promise, of a progeny),


  The posts, of plated gold, and hung with spoils,


  Fell the reward of the proud victor’s toils.


  Where’er the raging fire had left a space,


  The Grecians enter and possess the place.


  “Perhaps you may of Priam’s fate enquire.


  He, when he saw his regal town on fire,


  His ruin’d palace, and his ent’ring foes,


  On ev’ry side inevitable woes,


  In arms, disus’d, invests his limbs, decay’d,


  Like them, with age; a late and useless aid.


  His feeble shoulders scarce the weight sustain;


  Loaded, not arm’d, he creeps along with pain,


  Despairing of success, ambitious to be slain!


  Uncover’d but by heav’n, there stood in view


  An altar; near the hearth a laurel grew,


  Dodder’d with age, whose boughs encompass round


  The household gods, and shade the holy ground.


  Here Hecuba, with all her helpless train


  Of dames, for shelter sought, but sought in vain.


  Driv’n like a flock of doves along the sky,


  Their images they hug, and to their altars fly.


  The Queen, when she beheld her trembling lord,


  And hanging by his side a heavy sword,


  ‘What rage,’ she cried, ‘has seiz’d my husband’s mind?


  What arms are these, and to what use design’d?


  These times want other aids! Were Hector here,


  Ev’n Hector now in vain, like Priam, would appear.


  With us, one common shelter thou shalt find,


  Or in one common fate with us be join’d.’


  She said, and with a last salute embrac’d


  The poor old man, and by the laurel plac’d.


  Behold! Polites, one of Priam’s sons,


  Pursued by Pyrrhus, there for safety runs.


  Thro’ swords and foes, amaz’d and hurt, he flies


  Thro’ empty courts and open galleries.


  Him Pyrrhus, urging with his lance, pursues,


  And often reaches, and his thrusts renews.


  The youth, transfix’d, with lamentable cries,


  Expires before his wretched parent’s eyes:


  Whom gasping at his feet when Priam saw,


  The fear of death gave place to nature’s law;


  And, shaking more with anger than with age,


  ‘The gods,’ said he, ‘requite thy brutal rage!


  As sure they will, barbarian, sure they must,


  If there be gods in heav’n, and gods be just—


  Who tak’st in wrongs an insolent delight;


  With a son’s death t’ infect a father’s sight.


  Not he, whom thou and lying fame conspire


  To call thee his—not he, thy vaunted sire,


  Thus us’d my wretched age: the gods he fear’d,


  The laws of nature and of nations heard.


  He cheer’d my sorrows, and, for sums of gold,


  The bloodless carcass of my Hector sold;


  Pitied the woes a parent underwent,


  And sent me back in safety from his tent.’


  “This said, his feeble hand a javelin threw,


  Which, flutt’ring, seem’d to loiter as it flew:


  Just, and but barely, to the mark it held,


  And faintly tinkled on the brazen shield.


  “Then Pyrrhus thus: ‘Go thou from me to fate,


  And to my father my foul deeds relate.


  Now die!’ With that he dragg’d the trembling sire,


  Slidd’ring thro’ clotter’d blood and holy mire,


  (The mingled paste his murder’d son had made,)


  Haul’d from beneath the violated shade,


  And on the sacred pile the royal victim laid.


  His right hand held his bloody falchion bare,


  His left he twisted in his hoary hair;


  Then, with a speeding thrust, his heart he found:


  The lukewarm blood came rushing thro’ the wound,


  And sanguine streams distain’d the sacred ground.


  Thus Priam fell, and shar’d one common fate


  With Troy in ashes, and his ruin’d state:


  He, who the scepter of all Asia sway’d,


  Whom monarchs like domestic slaves obey’d.


  On the bleak shore now lies th’ abandon’d king,


  A headless carcass, and a nameless thing.


  “Then, not before, I felt my cruddled blood


  Congeal with fear, my hair with horror stood:


  My father’s image fill’d my pious mind,


  Lest equal years might equal fortune find.


  Again I thought on my forsaken wife,


  And trembled for my son’s abandon’d life.


  I look’d about, but found myself alone,


  Deserted at my need! My friends were gone.


  Some spent with toil, some with despair oppress’d,


  Leap’d headlong from the heights; the flames consum’d the rest.


  Thus, wand’ring in my way, without a guide,


  The graceless Helen in the porch I spied


  Of Vesta’s temple; there she lurk’d alone;


  Muffled she sate, and, what she could, unknown:


  But, by the flames that cast their blaze around,


  That common bane of Greece and Troy I found.


  For Ilium burnt, she dreads the Trojan sword;


  More dreads the vengeance of her injur’d lord;


  Ev’n by those gods who refug’d her abhorr’d.


  Trembling with rage, the strumpet I regard,


  Resolv’d to give her guilt the due reward:


  ‘Shall she triumphant sail before the wind,


  And leave in flames unhappy Troy behind?


  Shall she her kingdom and her friends review,


  In state attended with a captive crew,


  While unreveng’d the good old Priam falls,


  And Grecian fires consume the Trojan walls?


  For this the Phrygian fields and Xanthian flood


  Were swell’d with bodies, and were drunk with blood?


  ’T is true, a soldier can small honor gain,


  And boast no conquest, from a woman slain:


  Yet shall the fact not pass without applause,


  Of vengeance taken in so just a cause;


  The punish’d crime shall set my soul at ease,


  And murm’ring manes of my friends appease.’


  Thus while I rave, a gleam of pleasing light


  Spread o’er the place; and, shining heav’nly bright,


  My mother stood reveal’d before my sight


  Never so radiant did her eyes appear;


  Not her own star confess’d a light so clear:


  Great in her charms, as when on gods above


  She looks, and breathes herself into their love.


  She held my hand, the destin’d blow to break;


  Then from her rosy lips began to speak:


  ‘My son, from whence this madness, this neglect


  Of my commands, and those whom I protect?


  Why this unmanly rage? Recall to mind


  Whom you forsake, what pledges leave behind.


  Look if your helpless father yet survive,


  Or if Ascanius or Creusa live.


  Around your house the greedy Grecians err;


  And these had perish’d in the nightly war,


  But for my presence and protecting care.


  Not Helen’s face, nor Paris, was in fault;


  But by the gods was this destruction brought.


  Now cast your eyes around, while I dissolve


  The mists and films that mortal eyes involve,


  Purge from your sight the dross, and make you see


  The shape of each avenging deity.


  Enlighten’d thus, my just commands fulfil,


  Nor fear obedience to your mother’s will.


  Where yon disorder’d heap of ruin lies,


  Stones rent from stones; where clouds of dust arise—


  Amid that smother Neptune holds his place,


  Below the wall’s foundation drives his mace,


  And heaves the building from the solid base.


  Look where, in arms, imperial Juno stands


  Full in the Scæan gate, with loud commands,


  Urging on shore the tardy Grecian bands.


  See! Pallas, of her snaky buckler proud,


  Bestrides the tow’r, refulgent thro’ the cloud:


  See! Jove new courage to the foe supplies,


  And arms against the town the partial deities.


  Haste hence, my son; this fruitless labor end:


  Haste, where your trembling spouse and sire attend:


  Haste; and a mother’s care your passage shall befriend.’


  She said, and swiftly vanish’d from my sight,


  Obscure in clouds and gloomy shades of night.


  I look’d, I listen’d; dreadful sounds I hear;


  And the dire forms of hostile gods appear.


  Troy sunk in flames I saw (nor could prevent),


  And Ilium from its old foundations rent;


  Rent like a mountain ash, which dar’d the winds,


  And stood the sturdy strokes of lab’ring hinds.


  About the roots the cruel ax resounds;


  The stumps are pierc’d with oft-repeated wounds:


  The war is felt on high; the nodding crown


  Now threats a fall, and throws the leafy honors down.


  To their united force it yields, tho’ late,


  And mourns with mortal groans th’ approaching fate:


  The roots no more their upper load sustain;


  But down she falls, and spreads a ruin thro’ the plain.


  “Descending thence, I scape thro’ foes and fire:


  Before the goddess, foes and flames retire.


  Arriv’d at home, he, for whose only sake,


  Or most for his, such toils I undertake,


  The good Anchises, whom, by timely flight,


  I purpos’d to secure on Ida’s height,


  Refus’d the journey, resolute to die


  And add his fun’rals to the fate of Troy,


  Rather than exile and old age sustain.


  ‘Go you, whose blood runs warm in ev’ry vein.


  Had Heav’n decreed that I should life enjoy,


  Heav’n had decreed to save unhappy Troy.


  ’T is, sure, enough, if not too much, for one,


  Twice to have seen our Ilium overthrown.


  Make haste to save the poor remaining crew,


  And give this useless corpse a long adieu.


  These weak old hands suffice to stop my breath;


  At least the pitying foes will aid my death,


  To take my spoils, and leave my body bare:


  As for my sepulcher, let Heav’n take care.


  ’T is long since I, for my celestial wife


  Loath’d by the gods, have dragg’d a ling’ring life;


  Since ev’ry hour and moment I expire,


  Blasted from heav’n by Jove’s avenging fire.’


  This oft repeated, he stood fix’d to die:


  Myself, my wife, my son, my family,


  Intreat, pray, beg, and raise a doleful cry—


  ‘What, will he still persist, on death resolve,


  And in his ruin all his house involve!’


  He still persists his reasons to maintain;


  Our pray’rs, our tears, our loud laments, are vain.


  “Urg’d by despair, again I go to try


  The fate of arms, resolv’d in fight to die:


  ‘What hope remains, but what my death must give?


  Can I, without so dear a father, live?


  You term it prudence, what I baseness call:


  Could such a word from such a parent fall?


  If Fortune please, and so the gods ordain,


  That nothing should of ruin’d Troy remain,


  And you conspire with Fortune to be slain,


  The way to death is wide, th’ approaches near:


  For soon relentless Pyrrhus will appear,


  Reeking with Priam’s blood—the wretch who slew


  The son (inhuman) in the father’s view,


  And then the sire himself to the dire altar drew.


  O goddess mother, give me back to Fate;


  Your gift was undesir’d, and came too late!


  Did you, for this, unhappy me convey


  Thro’ foes and fires, to see my house a prey?


  Shall I my father, wife, and son behold,


  Welt’ring in blood, each other’s arms infold?


  Haste! gird my sword, tho’ spent and overcome:


  ’T is the last summons to receive our doom.


  I hear thee, Fate; and I obey thy call!


  Not unreveng’d the foe shall see my fall.


  Restore me to the yet unfinish’d fight:


  My death is wanting to conclude the night.’


  Arm’d once again, my glitt’ring sword I wield,


  While th’ other hand sustains my weighty shield,


  And forth I rush to seek th’ abandon’d field.


  I went; but sad Creusa stopp’d my way,


  And cross the threshold in my passage lay,


  Embrac’d my knees, and, when I would have gone,


  Shew’d me my feeble sire and tender son:


  ‘If death be your design, at least,’ said she,


  ‘Take us along to share your destiny.


  If any farther hopes in arms remain,


  This place, these pledges of your love, maintain.


  To whom do you expose your father’s life,


  Your son’s, and mine, your now forgotten wife!’


  While thus she fills the house with clam’rous cries,


  Our hearing is diverted by our eyes:


  For, while I held my son, in the short space


  Betwixt our kisses and our last embrace;


  Strange to relate, from young Iulus’ head


  A lambent flame arose, which gently spread


  Around his brows, and on his temples fed.


  Amaz’d, with running water we prepare


  To quench the sacred fire, and slake his hair;


  But old Anchises, vers’d in omens, rear’d


  His hands to heav’n, and this request preferr’d:


  ‘If any vows, almighty Jove, can bend


  Thy will; if piety can pray’rs commend,


  Confirm the glad presage which thou art pleas’d to send.’


  Scarce had he said, when, on our left, we hear


  A peal of rattling thunder roll in air:


  There shot a streaming lamp along the sky,


  Which on the winged lightning seem’d to fly;


  From o’er the roof the blaze began to move,


  And, trailing, vanish’d in th’ Idæan grove.


  It swept a path in heav’n, and shone a guide,


  Then in a steaming stench of sulphur died.


  “The good old man with suppliant hands implor’d


  The gods’ protection, and their star ador’d.


  ‘Now, now,’ said he, ‘my son, no more delay!


  I yield, I follow where Heav’n shews the way.


  Keep, O my country gods, our dwelling place,


  And guard this relic of the Trojan race,


  This tender child! These omens are your own,


  And you can yet restore the ruin’d town.


  At least accomplish what your signs foreshow:


  I stand resign’d, and am prepar’d to go.’


  “He said. The crackling flames appear on high.


  And driving sparkles dance along the sky.


  With Vulcan’s rage the rising winds conspire,


  And near our palace roll the flood of fire.


  ‘Haste, my dear father, (’t is no time to wait,)


  And load my shoulders with a willing freight.


  Whate’er befalls, your life shall be my care;


  One death, or one deliv’rance, we will share.


  My hand shall lead our little son; and you,


  My faithful consort, shall our steps pursue.


  Next, you, my servants, heed my strict commands:


  Without the walls a ruin’d temple stands,


  To Ceres hallow’d once; a cypress nigh


  Shoots up her venerable head on high,


  By long religion kept; there bend your feet,


  And in divided parties let us meet.


  Our country gods, the relics, and the bands,


  Hold you, my father, in your guiltless hands:


  In me ’t is impious holy things to bear,


  Red as I am with slaughter, new from war,


  Till in some living stream I cleanse the guilt


  Of dire debate, and blood in battle spilt.’


  Thus, ord’ring all that prudence could provide,


  I clothe my shoulders with a lion’s hide


  And yellow spoils; then, on my bending back,


  The welcome load of my dear father take;


  While on my better hand Ascanius hung,


  And with unequal paces tripp’d along.


  Creusa kept behind; by choice we stray


  Thro’ ev’ry dark and ev’ry devious way.


  I, who so bold and dauntless, just before,


  The Grecian darts and shock of lances bore,


  At ev’ry shadow now am seiz’d with fear,


  Not for myself, but for the charge I bear;


  Till, near the ruin’d gate arriv’d at last,


  Secure, and deeming all the danger past,


  A frightful noise of trampling feet we hear.


  My father, looking thro’ the shades, with fear,


  Cried out: ‘Haste, haste, my son, the foes are nigh;


  Their swords and shining armor I descry.’


  Some hostile god, for some unknown offense,


  Had sure bereft my mind of better sense;


  For, while thro’ winding ways I took my flight,


  And sought the shelter of the gloomy night,


  Alas! I lost Creusa: hard to tell


  If by her fatal destiny she fell,


  Or weary sate, or wander’d with affright;


  But she was lost for ever to my sight.


  I knew not, or reflected, till I meet


  My friends, at Ceres’ now deserted seat.


  We met: not one was wanting; only she


  Deceiv’d her friends, her son, and wretched me.


  “What mad expressions did my tongue refuse!


  Whom did I not, of gods or men, accuse!


  This was the fatal blow, that pain’d me more


  Than all I felt from ruin’d Troy before.


  Stung with my loss, and raving with despair,


  Abandoning my now forgotten care,


  Of counsel, comfort, and of hope bereft,


  My sire, my son, my country gods I left.


  In shining armor once again I sheathe


  My limbs, not feeling wounds, nor fearing death.


  Then headlong to the burning walls I run,


  And seek the danger I was forc’d to shun.


  I tread my former tracks; thro’ night explore


  Each passage, ev’ry street I cross’d before.


  All things were full of horror and affright,


  And dreadful ev’n the silence of the night.


  Then to my father’s house I make repair,


  With some small glimpse of hope to find her there.


  Instead of her, the cruel Greeks I met;


  The house was fill’d with foes, with flames beset.


  Driv’n on the wings of winds, whole sheets of fire,


  Thro’ air transported, to the roofs aspire.


  From thence to Priam’s palace I resort,


  And search the citadel and desart court.


  Then, unobserv’d, I pass by Juno’s church:


  A guard of Grecians had possess’d the porch;


  There Phœnix and Ulysses watch the prey,


  And thither all the wealth of Troy convey:


  The spoils which they from ransack’d houses brought,


  And golden bowls from burning altars caught,


  The tables of the gods, the purple vests,


  The people’s treasure, and the pomp of priests.


  A rank of wretched youths, with pinion’d hands,


  And captive matrons, in long order stands.


  Then, with ungovern’d madness, I proclaim,


  Thro’ all the silent street, Creusa’s name:


  Creusa still I call; at length she hears,


  And sudden thro’ the shades of night appears—


  Appears, no more Creusa, nor my wife,


  But a pale specter, larger than the life.


  Aghast, astonish’d, and struck dumb with fear,


  I stood; like bristles rose my stiffen’d hair.


  Then thus the ghost began to soothe my grief


  ‘Nor tears, nor cries, can give the dead relief.


  Desist, my much-lov’d lord, ’t indulge your pain;


  You bear no more than what the gods ordain.


  My fates permit me not from hence to fly;


  Nor he, the great controller of the sky.


  Long wand’ring ways for you the pow’rs decree;


  On land hard labors, and a length of sea.


  Then, after many painful years are past,


  On Latium’s happy shore you shall be cast,


  Where gentle Tiber from his bed beholds


  The flow’ry meadows, and the feeding folds.


  There end your toils; and there your fates provide


  A quiet kingdom, and a royal bride:


  There fortune shall the Trojan line restore,


  And you for lost Creusa weep no more.


  Fear not that I shall watch, with servile shame,


  Th’ imperious looks of some proud Grecian dame;


  Or, stooping to the victor’s lust, disgrace


  My goddess mother, or my royal race.


  And now, farewell! The parent of the gods


  Restrains my fleeting soul in her abodes:


  I trust our common issue to your care.’


  She said, and gliding pass’d unseen in air.


  I strove to speak: but horror tied my tongue;


  And thrice about her neck my arms I flung,


  And, thrice deceiv’d, on vain embraces hung.


  Light as an empty dream at break of day,


  Or as a blast of wind, she rush’d away.


  “Thus having pass’d the night in fruitless pain,


  I to my longing friends return again,


  Amaz’d th’ augmented number to behold,


  Of men and matrons mix’d, of young and old;


  A wretched exil’d crew together brought,


  With arms appointed, and with treasure fraught,


  Resolv’d, and willing, under my command,


  To run all hazards both of sea and land.


  The Morn began, from Ida, to display


  Her rosy cheeks; and Phosphor led the day:


  Before the gates the Grecians took their post,


  And all pretense of late relief was lost.


  I yield to Fate, unwillingly retire,


  And, loaded, up the hill convey my sire.”
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  The Thousand and One Nights


  The Sultan had a habit of beheading each dawn his beautiful bride of the night before, until he encountered Scheherazade. Cleverly she saved her life a thousand and one mornings.


  Introduction


  In the name of God, the Compassionate, the Merciful.


  Praise be to God, the Beneficent King, the Creator of the universe, who hath raised the heavens without pillars, and spread out the earth as a bed; and blessing and peace be on the lord of apostles, our lord and our master Mohammad, and his Family; blessing and peace, enduring and constant, unto the day of judgment.


  To proceed:—The lives of former generations are a lesson to posterity; that a man may review the remarkable events which have happened to others, and be admonished; and may consider the history of people of preceding ages, and of all that hath befallen them, and be restrained. Extolled be the perfection of Him who hath thus ordained the history of former generations to be a lesson to those which follow. Such are the Tales of a Thousand and One Nights, with their romantic stories and their fables.


  It is related (but God alone is all-knowing, as well as all-wise, and almighty, and all-bountiful), that there was, in ancient times, a King of the countries of India and China, possessing numerous troops, and guards, and servants, and domestic dependents; and he had two sons; one of whom was a man of mature age; and the other, a youth. Both of these princes were brave horsemen; but especially the elder, who inherited the kingdom of his father, and governed his subjects with such justice that the inhabitants of his country and whole empire loved him. He was called King Shahriyar: his younger brother was named Shah-Zeman, [1] and was King of Samarkand. The administration of their governments was conducted with rectitude, each of them ruling over his subjects with justice during a period of twenty years with the utmost enjoyment and happiness. After this period, the elder King felt a strong desire to see his brother, and ordered his Wezir [2] to repair to him and bring him.


  [1. Shahriyar, “Friend of the City;” Shah-Zeman, “King of the Age.”]


  [2. In Persian and Turkish, Vezir; popular, Vizier.]


  Having taken the advice of the Wezir on this subject, he immediately gave orders to prepare handsome presents, such as horses adorned with gold and costly jewels, and memluks, [3] and beautiful virgins, and expensive stuffs. He then wrote a letter to his brother, expressive of his great desire to see him; and having sealed it, and given it to the Wezir, together with the presents above mentioned, he ordered the minister to strain his nerves, and tuck up his skirts, and use all expedition in returning. The Wezir answered, without delay, I hear and obey; and forthwith prepared for the journey: he packed his baggage, removed the burdens, and made ready all his provisions within three days; and on the fourth day, he took leave of the King Shahriyar, and went forth towards the deserts and wastes. He proceeded night and day; and each of the kings under the authority of King Shahriyar by whose residence he passed came forth to meet him, with costly presents, and gifts of gold and silver, and entertained him three days; after which, on the fourth day, he accompanied him one day’s journey, and took leave of him. Thus he continued on his way until he drew near to the city of Samarkand, when he sent forward a messenger to inform King Shah-Zeman of his approach. The messenger entered the city, inquired the way to the palace, and, introducing himself to the King, kissed the ground before him, and acquainted him with the approach of his brother’s Wezir; upon which Shah-Zeman ordered the chief officers of his court, and the great men of his kingdom, to go forth a day’s journey to meet him; and they did so; and when they met him, they welcomed him, and walked by his stirrups until they returned to the city. The Wezir then presented himself before the King Shah-Zeman, greeted him with a prayer for he divine assistance in his favour, kissed the ground before him, and informed him of his brother’s desire to see him; after which he handed to him the letter. The King took it, read it, and understood its contents; and answered by expressing his readiness to obey the commands of his brother. But, said he (addressing the Wezir), I will not go until I have entertained thee three days. Accordingly, he lodged him in a palace befitting his rank, accommodated his troops in tents, and appointed them all things requisite in the way of food and drink: and so they remained three days. On the fourth day, he equipped himself for the journey, made ready his baggage, and collected together costly presents suitable to his brother’s dignity.


  [3. Male white slaves.]


  These preparations being completed, he sent forth his tents and camels and mules and servants and guards, appointed his Wezir to be governor of the country during his absence, and set out towards his brother’s dominions. At midnight, however, he remembered that he had left in his palace an article which he should have brought with him; and having returned to the palace to fetch it, he there beheld his wife sleeping in his bed, and attended by a male negro slave, who had fallen asleep by her side.


  On beholding this scene, the world became black before his eyes; and he said within himself, If this is the case when I have not departed from the city, what will be the conduct of this vile woman while I am sojourning with my brother? He then drew this sword, and slew them both in the bed: after which he immediately returned, gave orders for departure, and journeyed to his brother’s capital.


  Shahriyar, rejoicing at the tidings of his approach, went forth to meet him, saluted him, and welcomed him with the utmost delight. He then ordered that the city should be decorated on the occasion, and sat down to entertain his brother with cheerful conversation: but the mind of King Shah-Zeman was distracted by reflections upon the conduct of his wife; excessive grief took possession of him; and his countenance became sallow; and his frame emaciated. His brother observed his altered condition, and, imagining that it was occasioned by his absence from his dominions, abstained from troubling him or asking respecting the cause, until after the lapse of some days, when at length he said to him, O my brother, I perceive that thy body is emaciated, and thy countenance is become sallow. He answered, O brother, I have an internal sore:—and he informed him not of the conduct of his wife which he had witnessed. Shahriyar then said, I wish that thou wouldest go out with me on a hunting excursion; perhaps thy mind might so be diverted:—but he declined; and Shahriyar went alone to the chase.


  Now there were some windows in the King’s palace commanding a view of his garden; and while his brother was looking out from one of these, a door of the palace was opened, and there came forth from it twenty females and twenty male black slaves; and the King’s wife, who was distinguished by extraordinary beauty and elegance, accompanied them to a fountain, where they all disrobed themselves, and sat down together. The King’s wife then called out, O Mes’ud! and immediately a black slave came to her, and embraced her; she doing the like. So also did the other slaves and the women; and all of them continued revelling together until the close of the day. When Shah-Zeman beheld this spectacle he said within himself, By Allah! my affliction is lighter than this! His vexation and grief were alleviated, and he no longer abstained from sufficient food and drink.


  When his brother returned from his excursion, and they had saluted each other, and King Shahriyar observed his brother Shah-Zeman, that his colour had returned, that his face had recovered the flush of health and that he ate with appetite, after his late abstinence, he was surprised, and said, O my brother, when I saw thee last, thy countenance was sallow, and now thy colour hath returned to thee: acquaint me with thy state.—As to the change of my natural complexion, answered Shah-Zeman, I will inform thee of its cause; but excuse my explaining to thee the return of my colour.—First, said Shahriyar, relate to me the cause of the change of thy proper complexion, and of thy weakness: let me hear it.—Know then, O my brother, he answered, that when thou sentest thy Wezir to me to invite me to thy presence, I prepared myself for the journey, and when I had gone forth from the city, I remembered that I had left behind me the jewel that I had gone forth from the city, I remembered that I had left behind me the jewel that I have given thee; I therefore returned to my palace for it, and there I found my wife sleeping in my bed, and attended by a black male slave; and I killed them both, and came to thee: but my mind was occupied by reflections upon this affair, and this was the cause of the change of my complexion, and of my weakness: now, as to the return of my colour, excuse my informing thee of its cause.—But when his brother heard these words, he said, I conjure thee by Allah that thou acquaint me with the cause of the return of thy colour:—so he repeated to him all that he had seen. I would see this, said Shahriyar, with my own eye.—Then, said Shah-Zeman, give out that thou art going again to the chase, and conceal thyself here with me, and thou shalt witness this conduct, and obtain ocular proof of it.


  Shahriyar, upon this, immediately announced that it was his intention to make another excursion. The troops went out of the city with the tents, and the King followed them; and after he had reposed awhile in the camp, he said to his servants, Let no one come in to me:—and he disguised himself, and returned to his brother in the palace, and sat in one of the windows overlooking the garden; and when he had been there a short time, the women and their mistress entered the garden with the black slaves, and did as his brother had described, continuing so until the hour of the afternoon-prayer.


  When King Shahriyar beheld this occurrence, reason fled from his head, and he said to his brother, Shah-Zeman, Arise, and let us travel whither we please, and renounce the regal state, until we see whether such a calamity as this have befallen any other person like unto us; and if not, our death will be preferable to our life. His brother agreed to his proposal, and they went out from a private door of the palace, and journeyed continually, days and nights, until they arrived at a tree in the midst of a meadow, by a spring of water, on the shore of the sea. They drank of this spring, and sat down to rest; and when the day had a little advanced, the sea became troubled before them, and there arose from it a black pillar, ascending towards the sky, and approaching the meadow. Struck with fear at the sight, they climbed up into the tree, which was lofty; and thence they gazed to see what this might be: and behold, it was a Jinni [4] of gigantic stature, broad-fronted and bulky, bearing on his head a chest. He landed, and came to the tree into which the two kings had climbed, and, having seated himself beneath it, opened the chest, and took out of it another box, which he also opened; and there came forth from it a young woman, fair and beautiful, like the shining sun. When the Jinni cast his eyes upon her, he said, O lady of noble race, whom I carried off on thy wedding-night, I have a desire to sleep a little: and he placed his head upon her knee, and slept. The damsel then raised her head towards the tree, and saw there the two Kings; upon which she removed the head of the Jinni from her knee, and, having placed it on the ground, stood under the tree, and made signs to the two Kings, as though she would say, Come down, and fear not this ‘Efrit. They answered her, We conjure thee by Allah that thou excuse us in this matter. But she said, I conjure you by the same that ye come down; and if ye do not, I will rouse this ‘Efrit, and shall put you to a cruel death. So, being afraid, they came down to her; and, after they had remained with her as long as she required, she took from her pocket a purse, and drew out from this a string, upon which were ninety-eight seal-rings; and she said to them, Know ye what are these? They answered, We know not.—The owners of these rings, said she, have, all of them, been admitted to converse with me, like as ye have, unknown to this foolish ‘Efrit; therefore, give me your two rings, ye brothers. So they gave her their two rings from their fingers; and then she said to them, This ‘Efrit carried me off on my wedding-night, and put me in the box, and placed the box in the chest, and affixed to the chest seven locks, and deposited me thus imprisoned, in the bottom of the roaring sea, beneath the dashing waves; not knowing that, when one of our sex desires to accomplish any object, nothing can prevent her. In accordance with this, says one of the poets:


  Never trust in women; nor rely upon their vows;


  For their pleasure and displeasure depend upon their passions.


  They offer a false affection; for perfidy lurks within their clothing.


  By the tale of Yusuf be admonished, and guard against their stratagems.


  Dost thou not consider that Iblis ejected Adam by means of woman?


  And another poet says:—


  Abstain from censure; for it will strengthen the censured, and increase desire into violent passion.


  If I suffer such passion, my case is but the same that as of many a man before me:


  For greatly indeed to be wondered at is he who hath kept himself safe from women’s artifice.


  [4. Sing. of Jinn (Genii), being created of fire. The species of Jinn is said to have been created some thousands of years before Adam. According to a tradition from the Prophet, this species consists of five orders or classes; namely, Jann (who are the least powerful of all), Jinn, Sheytans (or Devils), ‘Efrits, and Marids. The last, it is added, are the most powerful; and the Jann are transformed Jinn; like as certain apes and swine were transformed men. The terms Jinn and Jann, however, are generally used indiscriminately, as names of the whole species (including the other orders above mentioned), whether good or bad; the former term in the more common. [Iblis is Satan, their King.] “Sheytan” is commonly used to signify any evil Jinn. An ‘Efrit is a powerful evil Jinni: a Madrid, an evil Jinni of the most powerful class. The Jinn (but generally speaking, evil ones) are called by the Persians Divs; the most powerful evil Jinn, Narahs (which signifies “males,” though they are said to be males and females); the good Jinn, Peris, though this term is commonly applied to females.]


  When the two Kings heard these words from her lips they were struck with the utmost astonishment, and said, one to the other, If this is an ‘Efrit, and a greater calamity hath happened unto him than that which hath befallen us, this is a circumstance that should console us:—and immediately they departed, and returned to the city.


  As soon as they had entered the palace, Shahriyar caused his wife to be beheaded, and in like manner the women and black slaves; and thenceforth he made it his regular custom, every time that he took a virgin to his bed, to kill her at the expiration of the night. Thus he continued to do during a period of three years; and the people raised an outcry against him, and fled with their daughters, and there remained not a virgin in the city of a sufficient age for marriage. Such was the case when the King ordered the Wezir to bring him a virgin according to his custom; and the Wezir went forth and searched, and found none; and he went back to his house enraged and vexed, fearing what the King might do to him.


  Now the Wezir had two daughters; the elder of whom was named Shahrazad; and the younger, Dunyzad. The former had read various books of histories, and the lives of preceding kings, and stories of past generations: it is asserted that she had collected together a thousand books of histories, relating to preceding generations and kings, and works of the poets: and she said to her father on this occasion, Why do I see thee thus changed, and oppressed with solicitude and sorrows? It has been said by one of the poets:—


  Tell him who is oppressed with anxiety, that anxiety will not last:


  As happiness passeth away, so passeth away anxiety.


  When the Wezir heard these words from his daughter, he related to her all that had happened to him with regard to the King: upon which she said, By Allah, O my father, give me in marriage to this King: either I shall die, and be a ransom for one of the daughters of the Muslims, or I shall live, and be the cause of their deliverance from him. I conjure thee by Allah, exclaimed he, that thou expose not thyself to such peril:—but she said, It must be so. Then, said he, I fear for thee that the same will befall thee that happened in the case of the Ass and the Bull and the husbandman.—And what, she asked, was that, O my father?


  Know, O my daughter, said the Wezir, that there was a certain merchant, who possessed wealth and cattle, and had a wife and children; and God, whose name be exalted, had also endowed him with the knowledge of the languages of beasts and birds. The abode of this merchant was in the country; and he had, in his house, an ass and a bull. When the bull came to the place where the ass was tied, he found it swept and sprinkled; in his manger were sifted barley and sifted cut straw, and the ass was lying at his ease; his master being accustomed only to ride him occasionally, when business required, and soon to return: and it happened, one day, that the merchant overheard the bull saying to the ass, May thy food benefit thee! I am oppressed with fatigue, while thou art enjoying repose: thou eatest sifted barley, and men serve thee; and it is only occasionally that thy master rides thee, and returns; while I am continually employed in ploughing, and turning the mill.—The ass answered, When thou goest out to the field, and they place the yoke upon thy neck, lie down, and do not rise again, even if they beat thee; or, if thou rise, lie down a second time; and when they take thee back, and place the beans before thee, eat them not, as though thou wert sick: abstain from eating and drinking a day or two days, or three; and so shalt thou find rest from trouble and labour.—Accordingly, when the driver came to the bull with his fodder, he ate scarcely any of it; and on the morrow, when the driver came again to take him to plough, he found him apparently quite infirm: so the merchant said, Take the ass, and make him draw the plough in his stead all the day. The man did so; and when the ass returned at the close of the day, the bull thanked him for the favour he had conferred upon him by relieving him of his trouble on that day; but the ass returned him no answer, for he repented most grievously. On the next day, the ploughman came again, and took the ass, and ploughed with him till evening; and the ass returned with his neck flayed by the yoke, and reduced to an extreme state of weakness; and the bull looked upon him, and thanked and praised him. The ass exclaimed, I was living at ease, and nought but my meddling hath injured me! Then said he to the bull, Know that I am one who would give thee good advice: I heard our master say, If the bull rise not from his place, take him to the butcher, that he may kill him, and make a nat’ [5] of his skin:—I am therefore in fear for thee, and so I have given thee advice; and peace be on thee!—When the bull heard these words of the ass, he thanked him, and said, To-morrow I will go with alacrity:—so he ate the whole of his fodder, and even licked the manger.—Their master, meanwhile, was listening to their conversation.


  [5. Nat’: a large round piece of leather which, spread upon the ground, serves as a table for dinner, etc.]


  On the following morning, the merchant and his wife went to the bull’s crib, and sat down there; and the driver came, and took out the bull; and when the bull saw his master, he shook his tail, and showed his alacrity by sounds and actions, bounding about in such a manner that the merchant laughed until he fell backwards. His wife, in surprise, asked him, At what dost thou laugh? He answered, At a thing that I have heard and seen; but I cannot reveal it; for if I did, I should die. She said, Thou must inform me of the cause of thy laughter, even if thou die.—I cannot reveal it, said he: the fear of death prevents me.—Thou laughedst only at me, she said; and she ceased not to urge and importune him until he was quite overcome and distracted. So he called together his children and sent for the Kadi and witnesses, that he might make his will, and reveal the secret to her, and die: for he loved her excessively, since she was the daughter of his paternal uncle, and the mother of his children, and he had lived with her to the age of a hundred and twenty years. Having assembled her family and his neighbours, he related to them his story, and told them that as soon as he revealed his secret he must die; upon which every one present said to her, We conjure thee by Allah that thou give up this affair, and let not thy husband, and the father of thy children, die. But she said, I will not desist until he tell me, though he die for it. So they ceased to solicit her; and the merchant left them, and went to the stable to perform the ablution, and then to return, and tell them the secret, and die.


  Now he had a cock, with fifty hens under him, and he had also a dog; and he heard the dog call to the cock, and reproach him, saying, Art thou happy when our master is going to die? The cock asked, How so?—and the dog related to him the story; upon which the cock exclaimed, By Allah! our master has little sense: I have fifty wives; and I please this, and provoke that; while he has but one one wife, and cannot manage this affair with her: why does he not take some twigs of the mulberry tree, and enter her chamber, and beat her until she dies or repents? She would never, after that ask him a question respecting anything.—And when the merchant heard the words of the cock, as he addressed the dog, he recovered his reason, and made up his mind to beat her.—Now, said the Wezir to his daughter Shahrazad, perhaps I may do to thee as the merchant did to his wife. She asked, And what did he? He answered, He entered her chamber after he had cut off some twigs of the mulberry tree, and hidden them there; and then said to her, Come into the chamber, that I may tell thee the secret while no one sees me, and then die:—and when she had entered, he locked the chamber door upon her, and beat her until she became almost senseless and cried out, I repent:—and she kissed his hands and his feet, and repented, and went out with him; and all the company, and her own family, rejoiced; and they lived together in the happiest manner until death.


  When the Wezir’s daughter heard the words of her father, she said to him, It must be as I have requested. So he arrayed her, Shahriyar. Now she had given directions to her younger sister saying to her, When I have gone to the King, I will send to request thee to come; and when thou comest to me, and seest a convenient time, do thou say to me, O my sister, relate to me some strange story to beguile our waking hour:—and I will relate to thee a story that shall, if it be the will of God, be the means of procuring deliverance.


  Her father, the Wezir, then took her to the King, who, when he saw him, was rejoiced, and said, Hast thou brought me what I desired? He answered Yes. When the King, therefore, introduced himself to her, she wept; and he said to her, What aileth thee? She answered, O King, I Have a young sister, and I wish to take leave of her. So the King sent to her; and she came to her sister, and embraced her, and sat near the foot of the bed; and after she had waited for a proper opportunity, she said, By Allah! O my sister, relate to us a story to beguile the waking hour of our night. Most willingly, answered Shahrazad, if this virtuous King permit me. And the King, hearing these words, and being restless, was pleased with the idea of listening to the story; and thus, on the first night of the thousand and one, Shahrazad commenced her recitations.


  


  January 8. Trying the Patience of Job


  Volume 44, pp. 71-87


  The Book of Job


  God was pleased with the piety of Job, but Satan accredited the piety to Job’s prosperity and happiness. So a trial was made. See how each succeeding affliction visited on Job shook the depths of his nature, and how he survived.


  I


  [1] There was a man in the land of Uz, whose name was Job;(1) and that man was perfect and upright, and one that feared God, and turned away from evil. [2] And there were born unto him seven sons and three daughters. [3] His(2) substance also was seven thousand sheep, and three thousand camels, and five hundred yoke of oxen, and five hundred she-asses, and a very great household; so that this man was the greatest of all the children of the east. [4] And his sons went and held a feast in the house of each one upon his day; and they sent and called for their three sisters to eat and to drink with them. [5] And it was so, when the days of their feasting were gone about, that Job sent and sanctified them, and rose up early in the morning, and offered burnt-offerings according to the number of them all: for Job said, It may be that my sons have sinned, and renounced(3) God in their hearts. Thus did Job continually.


  [6] Now it came to pass on the day when the sons of God came to present themselves before Jehovah, that Satan(4) also came among them. [7] And Jehovah said unto Satan, Whence comest thou? Then Satan answered Jehovah, and said, from going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and down in it. [8] And Jehovah said unto Satan, Hast thou considered my servant Job? for(5) there is none like him in the earth, a perfect and upright man, one that feareth God, and turneth away from evil. [9] Then Satan answered Jehovah, and said, Doth Job fear God for nought? [10] Hast not thou made a hedge about him, and about his house, and about all that he hath, on every side? thou hast blessed the work of his hands, and his substance(6) is increased in the land. [11] But put forth thy hand now, and touch all that he hath, and he will renounce thee to thy face. [12] And Jehovah said unto Satan, Behold, all that he hath is in thy power;(7) only upon himself put not forth thy hand. So Satan went forth from the presence of Jehovah.


  [13] And it fell on a day when his sons and his daughters were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s house, [14] that there came a messenger unto Job, and said, The oxen were plowing, and the asses feeding beside them; [15] and the(8) Sabeans fell upon them, and took them away: yea, they have slain the servants(9) with the edge of the sword; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. [16] While he was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, The fire of God is fallen from heaven, and hath burned up the sheep and the servants,(10) and consumed them; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. [17] While he was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, The Chaldeans made three bands, and fell(11) upon the camels, and have taken them away, yea, and slain the servants(12) with the edge of the sword; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee. [18] While he was yet speaking, there came also another, and said, Thy sons and thy daughters were eating and drinking wine in their eldest brother’s house; [19] and, behold, there came a great wind from(13) the wilderness, and smote the four corners of the house, and it fell upon the young men, and they are dead; and I only am escaped alone to tell thee.


  [20] Then Job arose, and rent his robe, and shaved his head, and fell down upon the ground, and worshipped; [21] and he said, Naked came I out of my mother’s womb, and naked shall I return thither: Jehovah gave, and Jehovah hath taken away; blessed be the name of Jehovah. [22] In all this Job sinned not, nor(14) charged God foolishly.


  II


  [1] Again it came to pass on the day when the sons of God came to present themselves before Jehovah, that Satan came also among them to present himself before Jehovah. [2] And Jehovah said unto Satan, From whence comest thou? And Satan answered Jehovah, and said, From going to and fro in the earth, and from walking up and down in it. [3] And Jehovah said unto Satan, Hast thou considered my servant Job? for(15) there is none like him in the earth, a perfect and an upright man, one that feareth God, and turneth away from evil: and he still holdeth fast his integrity, although thou movedst me against him, to(16) destroy him without cause. [4] And Satan answered Jehovah, and said, Skin for skin, yea, all that a man hath will he give for his life. [5] But put forth thy hand now, and touch his bone and his flesh, and he will renounce thee to thy face. [6] And Jehovah said unto Satan, Behold, he is in thy hand; only spare his life.


  [7] So Satan went forth from the presence of Jehovah, and smote Job with sore boils from the sole of his foot unto his crown. [8] And he took him a potsherd to scrape himself therewith; and he sat among the ashes. [9] Then said his wife unto him, Dost thou still hold fast thine integrity? renounce God, and die. [10] But he said unto her, Thou speakest as one of the foolish(17) women speaketh. What? shall we receive good at the hand of God, and shall we not receive evil? In all this did not Job sin with his lips.


  [11] Now when Job’s three friends heard of all this evil that was come upon him, they came every one from his own place: Eliphaz the Temanite, and Bildad the Shuhite, and Zophar the Naamathite; and they made an appointment together to come to bemoan him and to comfort him. [12] And when they lifted up their eyes afar off, and knew him not, they lifted up their voice, and wept; and they rent every one his robe, and sprinkled dust upon their heads toward heaven. [13] So they sat down with him upon the ground seven days and seven nights, and none spake a word unto him: for they saw that his grief(18) was very great.


  III


  [1]


  After this opened Job his mouth, and cursed his day.


  [2]


  And Job answered and said:


  [3]


  Let the day perish wherein I was born,


  And the night which said, There is a man-child conceived.


  [4]


  Let that day be darkness;


  Let not God from above seek for it,


  Neither let the light shine upon it.


  [5]


  Let darkness and the(19) shadow of death claim it for their own;


  Let a cloud dwell upon it;


  Let all that maketh black the day terrify it.


  [6]


  As for that night, let thick darkness seize upon it:


  Let it not rejoice among the days of the year;


  Let it not come into the number of the months.


  [7]


  Lo, let that night be barren;(20)


  Let no joyful voice come therein.


  [8]


  Let them curse it that curse the day,


  Who are ready(21) to rouse up leviathan.


  [9]


  Let the stars of the twilight thereof be dark:


  Let it look for light, but have none;


  Neither let it behold the eyelids of the morning:


  [10]


  Because it shut not up the doors of my mother’s womb,


  Nor hid trouble from mine eyes.


  [11]


  Why died I not from the womb?


  Why did I not give up the ghost when my mother bare me?


  [12]


  Why did the knees receive me?


  Or why the breasts, that I should suck?


  [13]


  For now should I have lain down and been quiet;


  I should have slept; then had I been at rest,


  [14]


  With kings and counsellors of the earth,


  Who built(22) up waste places for themselves;


  [15]


  Or with princes that had gold,


  Who filled their houses with silver:


  [16]


  Or as a hidden untimely birth I had not been,


  As infants that never saw light.


  [17]


  There the wicked cease from troubling;(23)


  And there the weary are at rest,


  [18]


  There the prisoners are at ease together;


  They hear not the voice of the taskmaster.


  [19]


  The small and the great are there:


  And the servant is free from his master.


  [20]


  Wherefore is light given to him that is in misery,


  And life unto the bitter in soul;


  [21]


  Who long(24) for death, but it cometh not,


  And dig for it more than for hid treasures;


  [22]


  Who rejoice exceedingly,(25)


  And are glad, when they can find the grave?


  [23]


  Why is light given to a man whose way is hid,


  And whom God hath hedged in?


  [24]


  For my sighing cometh before(26) I eat,


  And my groanings(27) are poured out like water.


  [25]


  For the(28) thing which I fear cometh upon me,


  And that which I am afraid of cometh unto me.


  [26]


  I am(29) not at ease, neither am I quiet, neither have I rest;


  But trouble cometh.


  IV


  [1]


  Then answered Eliphaz the Temanite, and said,


  [2]


  If one assay to commune with thee, wilt thou be grieved?


  But who can withhold himself from speaking?


  [3]


  Behold, thou hast instructed many,


  And thou hast strengthened the weak hands.


  [4]


  Thy words have upholden him that was falling,


  And thou hast made firm the feeble(30) knees.


  [5]


  But now it is come unto thee, and thou(31) faintest;


  It toucheth thee, and thou art troubled.


  [6]


  Is not thy fear of God thy confidence,


  And the integrity of thy ways thy hope?


  [7]


  Remember, I pray thee, who ever perished, being innocent?


  Or where were the upright cut off?


  [8]


  According as I have seen, they that plow iniquity,


  And sow trouble,(32) reap the same.


  [9]


  By the breath of God they perish,


  And by the blast of his anger are they consumed.


  [10]


  The roaring of the lion, and the voice of the fierce lion,


  And the teeth of the young lions, are broken.


  [11]


  The old lion perisheth for lack of prey,


  And the whelps of the lioness are scattered abroad.


  [12]


  Now a thing was secretly(33) brought to me,


  And mine ear received a whisper thereof.


  [13]


  In thoughts from the visions of the night,


  When deep sleep falleth on men,


  [14]


  Fear came upon me, and trembling,


  Which made all my bones to shake.


  [15]


  Then a(34) spirit passed before my face;


  The hair of my flesh stood up.


  [16]


  It stood still, but I could not discern the appearance thereof;


  A form was before mine eyes:


  There(35) was silence, and I heard a voice, saying,


  [17]


  Shall mortal man be(36) more just than God?


  Shall a man be(37) more pure than his Maker?


  [18]


  Behold, he putteth no trust in his servants;


  And his angels he chargeth with folly:


  [19]


  How much more them that dwell in houses of clay,


  Whose foundation is in the dust,


  Who are crushed before(38) the moth!


  [20]


  Betwixt(39) morning and evening they are destroyed:(40)


  They perish for ever without any regarding it.


  [21]


  Is(41) not their tent-cord plucked up within them?


  They die, and that without wisdom.


  V


  [1]


  Call now; is there any that will answer thee?


  And to which of the holy ones wilt thou turn?


  [2]


  For vexation killeth the foolish man,


  And jealousy(42) slayeth the silly one.


  [3]


  I have seen the foolish taking root:


  But suddenly I cursed his habitation.


  [4]


  His children are far from safety,


  And they are crushed in the gate,


  Neither is there any to deliver them:


  [5]


  Whose harvest the hungry eateth up,


  And taketh it even out of the thorns;


  And the(43) snare gapeth for their substance.


  [6]


  For affliction(44) cometh not forth from the dust,


  Neither doth trouble spring out of the ground;


  [7]


  But man is born unto trouble,


  As the(45) sparks fly upward.


  [8]


  But as for me, I would seek unto God,


  And unto God would I commit my cause;


  [9]


  Who doeth great things and unsearchable,


  Marvellous things without number:


  [10]


  Who giveth rain upon the earth,


  And sendeth waters upon the fields;


  [11]


  So that he setteth up on high those that are low,


  And those that mourn are exalted to safety.


  [12]


  He frustrateth the devices of the crafty,


  So that their hands cannot(46) perform their enterprise.


  [13]


  He taketh the wise in their own craftiness;


  And the counsel of the cunning is carried headlong.


  [14]


  They meet with darkness in the day-time,


  And grope at noonday as in the night.


  [15]


  But he saveth from the sword of(47) their mouth,


  Even the needy from the hand of the mighty.


  [16]


  So the poor hath hope,


  And iniquity stoppeth her mouth.


  [17]


  Behold, happy is the man whom God correcteth:(48)


  Therefore despise not thou the chastening of the Almighty.


  [18]


  For he maketh sore, and bindeth up;


  He woundeth, and his hands make whole.


  [19]


  He will deliver thee in six troubles;


  Yea, in seven there shall no evil touch thee.


  [20]


  In famine he will redeem thee from death;


  And in war from the power of the sword.


  [21]


  Thou shalt be hid from the scourge of the tongue;


  Neither shalt thou be afraid of destruction when it cometh.


  [22]


  At destruction and dearth thou shalt laugh;


  Neither shalt thou be afraid of the beasts of the earth.


  [23]


  For thou shalt be in league with the stones of the field;


  And the beasts of the field shall be at peace with thee.


  [24]


  And thou shalt know that thy tent is in peace;


  And thou shalt visit thy fold,(49) and shalt(50) miss nothing.


  [25]


  Thou shalt know also that thy seed shall be great,


  And thine offspring as the grass of the earth.


  [26]


  Thou shalt come to thy grave in a full age,


  Like as a shock of grain cometh in its season.


  [27]


  Lo this, we have searched it, so it is;


  Hear it, and know thou it for(51) thy good.


  VI


  [1]


  Then Job answered and said,


  [2]


  Oh that my vexation were but weighed,


  And all my calamity laid in the balances!


  [3]


  For now it would be heavier than the sand of the seas:


  Therefore have my words been rash.


  [4]


  For the arrows of the Almighty are within me,


  The poison whereof my spirit drinketh up:


  The terrors of God do set themselves in array against me.


  [5]


  Doth the wild ass bray when he hath grass?


  Or loweth the ox over his fodder?


  [6]


  Can that which hath no savor be eaten without salt?


  Or is there any taste in the(52) white of an egg?


  [7]


  My(53) soul refuseth to touch them;


  They are as loathsome food to me.


  [8]


  Oh that I might have my request;


  And that God would grant me the thing that I long for!


  [9]


  Even that it would please God to crush me;


  That he would let loose his hand, and cut me off!


  [10]


  And be it still my consolation,


  Yea,(54) let me exult(55) in pain that(56) spareth not,


  That I have not denied(57) the words of the Holy One.


  [11]


  What is my strength, that I should wait?


  And what is mine end, that I should be patient?


  [12]


  Is my strength the strength of stones?


  Or is my flesh of brass?


  [13]


  Is it not that I have no help in me,


  And that wisdom is driven quite from me?


  [14]


  To him that is ready to faint kindness should be showed from his friend;


  Even(58) to him that forsaketh the fear of the Almighty.


  [15]


  My brethren have dealt deceitfully as a brook,


  As the channel of brooks that pass away;


  [16]


  Which are black by reason of the ice,


  And wherein the snow hideth itself:


  [17]


  What time they wax(59) warm, they vanish;


  When it is hot, they are consumed out of their place.


  [18]


  The(60) caravans that travel by the way of them turn aside;


  They go up into the waste, and perish.


  [19]


  The caravans of Tema looked,


  The companies of Sheba waited for them.


  [20]


  They were put to shame because they had hoped;


  They came thither, and were confounded.


  [21]


  For now ye are(61) nothing;


  Ye see a terror, and are afraid.


  [22]


  Did I say, Give unto me?


  Or, Offer a present for me of your substance?


  [23]


  Or, Deliver me from the adversary’s hand?


  Or, Redeem me from the hand of the oppressors?


  [24]


  Teach me, and I will hold my peace;


  And cause me to understand wherein I have erred.


  [25]


  How forcible are words of uprightness!


  But your reproof, what doth it reprove?


  [26]


  Do ye think to reprove words,


  Seeing that the speeches of one that is desperate are as(62) wind?


  [27]


  Yea, ye would cast lots upon the fatherless,


  And make merchandise of your friend.


  [28]


  Now therefore be pleased to look upon me;


  For(63) surely I shall not lie to your face.


  [29]


  Return, I pray you, let there be no injustice;


  Yea, return again, my(64) cause is righteous.


  [30]


  Is there injustice on my tongue?


  Cannot my taste discern mischievous things?


  VII


  [1]


  Is there not a warfare(65) to man upon earth?


  And are not his days like the days of a hireling?


  [2]


  As a servant that earnestly desireth the shadow,


  And as a hireling that looketh for his wages:


  [3]


  So am I made to possess months of misery,


  And wearisome nights are appointed to me.


  [4]


  When I lie down, I say,


  When shall I arise, and the night be gone?


  And I am full of tossings to and fro unto the dawning of the day.


  [5]


  My flesh is clothed with worms and clods of dust;


  My skin closeth(66) up, and breaketh out afresh.


  [6]


  My days are swifter than a weaver’s shuttle,


  And are spent without hope.


  [7]


  Oh remember that my life is a breath:


  Mine eye shall no more see good.


  [8]


  The eye of him that seeth me shall behold me no more;


  Thine eyes shall be upon me, but I shall not be.


  [9]


  As the cloud is consumed and vanisheth away,


  So he that goeth down to Sheol shall come up no more.


  [10]


  He shall return no more to his house,


  Neither shall his place know him any more.


  [11]


  Therefore I will not refrain my mouth:


  I will speak in the anguish of my spirit;


  I will complain in the bitterness of my soul.


  [12]


  Am I a sea, or a sea-monster,


  That thou settest a watch over me?


  [13]


  When I say, My bed shall comfort me,


  My couch shall ease my complaint;


  [14]


  Then thou scarest me with dreams,


  And terrifiest me through visions:


  [15]


  So that my soul chooseth strangling,


  And death rather than these my bones.


  [16]


  I(67) loathe my life; I would(68) not live alway:


  Let me alone; for my days are vanity.(69)


  [17]


  What is man, that thou shouldest magnify him,


  And that thou shouldest set thy mind upon him,


  [18]


  And that thou shouldest visit him every morning,


  And try him every moment?


  [19]


  How long wilt thou not look away from me,


  Nor let me alone till I swallow down my spittle?


  [20]


  If I have sinned, what do(70) I unto thee, O thou watcher(71) of men?


  Why hast thou set me as a mark for thee,


  So that I am a burden to myself?


  [21]


  And why dost thou not pardon my transgression, and take away mine iniquity?


  For now shall I lie down in the dust;


  And thou wilt seek me diligently, but I shall not be.


  VIII


  [1]


  Then answered Bildad the Shuhite, and said,


  [2]


  How long wilt thou speak these things?


  And how long shall the words of thy mouth be like a mighty wind?


  [3]


  Doth God pervert justice?


  Or doth the Almighty pervert righteousness?


  [4]


  If(72) thy children have sinned against him,


  And he hath delivered them into the hand of their transgression;


  [5]


  If thou wouldest seek diligently unto God,


  And make thy supplication to the Almighty;


  [6]


  If thou wert pure and upright:


  Surely now he would awake for thee,


  And make the habitation of thy righteousness prosperous.


  [7]


  And though thy beginning was small,


  Yet thy latter end would greatly increase.


  [8]


  For inquire, I pray thee, of the former age,


  And apply thyself to that which their fathers have searched out


  [9]


  (For we are but of yesterday, and know nothing,


  Because our days upon earth are a shadow);


  [10]


  Shall not they teach thee, and tell thee,


  And utter words out of their heart?


  [11]


  Can the rush(73) grow up without mire?


  Can the flag(74) grow without water?


  [12]


  Whilst it is yet in its greenness, and not cut down,


  It withereth before any other herb.


  [13]


  So are the paths of all that forget God;


  And the hope of the godless man shall perish:


  [14]


  Whose confidence shall break(75) in sunder,


  And whose trust is a spider’s web.(76)


  [15]


  He shall lean upon his house, but it shall not stand:


  He shall hold fast thereby, but it shall not endure.


  [16]


  He is green before the sun,


  And his shoots go forth over his garden.


  [17]


  His roots are wrapped about(77) the stone-heap,


  He beholdeth the place of stones.


  [18]


  If he be destroyed from his place,


  Then it shall deny him, saying, I have not seen thee.


  [19]


  Behold, this is the joy of his way;


  And out of the earth(78) shall others spring.


  [20]


  Behold, God will not cast away a perfect man,


  Neither will he uphold the evil-doers.


  [21]


  He(79) will yet fill thy mouth with laughter,


  And thy lips with shouting.


  [22]


  They that hate thee shall be clothed with shame;


  And the tent of the wicked shall be no more.


  IX


  [1]


  Then Job answered and said,


  [2]


  Of a truth I know that it is so:


  But(80) how can man be just with(81) God?


  [3]


  If(82) he be pleased to contend with him,


  He cannot answer him one of a thousand.


  [4]


  He is wise in heart, and mighty in strength:


  Who hath hardened himself against him, and prospered?—


  [5]


  Him that removeth the mountains, and they know it not,


  When he overturneth them in his anger;


  [6]


  That shaketh the earth out of its place,


  And the pillars thereof tremble;


  [7]


  That commandeth the sun, and it riseth not,


  And sealeth up the stars;


  [8]


  That alone stretcheth out the heavens,


  And treadeth upon the waves(83) of the sea;


  [9]


  That maketh the Bear, Orion, and the Pleiades,


  And the chambers of the south;


  [10]


  That doeth great things past finding out,


  Yea, marvellous things without number.


  [11]


  Lo, he goeth by me, and I see him not:


  He passeth on also, but I perceive him not.


  [12]


  Behold, he seizeth the prey, who can hinder(84) him?


  Who will say unto him, What doest thou?


  [13]


  God will not withdraw his anger;


  The helpers of Rahab(85) do(86) stoop under him.


  [14]


  How much less shall I answer him,


  And choose out my words to reason with him?


  [15]


  Whom, though I were righteous, yet would I not answer;


  I would make supplication to my judge.


  [16]


  If I had called, and he had answered me,


  Yet would I not believe that he hearkened unto my voice.


  [17]


  For(87) he breaketh me with a tempest,


  And multiplieth my wounds without cause.


  [18]


  He will not suffer me to take my breath,


  But filleth me with bitterness.


  [19]


  If we speak of strength, lo,(88) he is mighty!


  And if of justice, Who, saith he, will summon me?


  [20]


  Though I be righteous, mine own mouth shall condemn me:


  Though I be perfect, it(89) shall prove me perverse.


  [21]


  I(90) am perfect; I regard not myself;


  I despise my life.


  [22]


  It is all one; therefore I say,


  He destroyeth the perfect and the wicked.


  [23]


  If the scourge slay suddenly,


  He will mock at the trial(91) of the innocent.


  [24]


  The earth is given into the hand of the wicked;


  He covereth the faces of the judges thereof:


  If it be not he, who then is it?


  [25]


  Now my days are swifter than a post:(92)


  They flee away, they see no good.


  [26]


  They are passed away as the swift(93) ships;


  As the eagle that swoopeth on the prey.


  [27]


  If I say, I will forget my complaint,


  I will put off my sad countenance, and be(94) of good cheer;


  [28]


  I am afraid of all my sorrows,


  I know that thou wilt not hold me innocent.


  [29]


  I shall be condemned;


  Why then do I labor in vain?


  [30]


  If I wash myself with(95) snow water,


  And make(96) my hands never so clean;


  [31]


  Yet wilt thou plunge me in the ditch,


  And mine own clothes shall abhor me.


  [32]


  For he is not a man, as I am, that I should answer him,


  That we should come together in judgment.


  [33]


  There is no umpire betwixt us,


  That might lay his hand upon us both.


  [34]


  Let him take his rod away from me,


  And let not his terror make me afraid:


  [35]


  Then would I speak, and not fear him;


  For I am not so in myself.


  X


  [1]


  My soul is weary of my life;


  I will give free course to my complaint;


  I will speak in the bitterness of my soul.


  [2]


  I will say unto God, Do not condemn me;


  Show me wherefore thou contendest with me.


  [3]


  Is it good unto thee that thou shouldest oppress,


  That thou shouldest despise the work(97) of thy hands,


  And shine upon the counsel of the wicked?


  [4]


  Hast thou eyes of flesh?


  Or seest thou as man seeth?


  [5]


  Are thy days as the days of man,


  Or thy years as man’s days,


  [6]


  That thou inquirest after mine iniquity,


  And searchest after my sin,


  [7]


  Although thou knowest that I am not wicked,


  And there is none that can deliver out of thy hand?


  [8]


  Thy hands have framed me and fashioned me


  Together round about; yet thou dost destroy me.


  [9]


  Remember, I beseech thee, that thou hast fashioned me as clay;


  And wilt thou bring me into dust again?


  [10]


  Hast thou not poured me out as milk,


  And curdled me like cheese?


  [11]


  Thou hast clothed me with skin and flesh,


  And knit me together with bones and sinews.


  [12]


  Thou hast granted me life and lovingkindness;


  And thy visitation(98) hath preserved my spirit.


  [13]


  Yet these things thou didst hide in thy heart;


  I know that this is with thee:


  [14]


  If I sin, then thou markest me,


  And thou wilt not acquit me from mine iniquity.


  [15]


  If I be wicked, woe unto me;


  And if I be righteous, yet shall I not lift up my head


  Being(99) filled with ignominy,


  And looking upon mine affliction.


  [16]


  And if my head exalt itself, thou huntest me as a lion;


  And again thou showest thyself marvellous upon me.


  [17]


  Thou renewest thy witnesses against me,


  And increasest thine indignation upon me:


  Changes(100) and warfare are with me.


  [18]


  Wherefore then hast thou brought me forth out of the womb?


  I had given up the ghost, and no eye had seen me.


  [19]


  I should have been as though I had not been;


  I should have been carried from the womb to the grave.


  [20]


  Are not my days few? cease(101) then,


  And let me alone, that I may take(102) comfort a little,


  [21]


  Before I go whence I shall not return,


  Even to the land of darkness and of the shadow of death;


  [22]


  The land dark as midnight,(103)


  The land of the shadow of death, without any order,


  And where the light is as midnight.(104)


  


  January 9. A Treasure Hunt in Nombre de Dios


  Volume 33, pp. 135-145


  Sir Francis Drake Revived


  With only fifty-two men, Sir Francis Drake conceives the idea of attacking his archenemy, Spain, at her most vulnerable point the treasure at Nombre de Dios. (Drake died at Nombre de Dios, Jan. 9, 1596.)


  Sir Francis Drake Revived


  Calling upon this dull or effeminate Age, to follow his noble steps for gold and silver.


  As there is a general Vengeance which secretly pursueth the doers of wrong, and suffereth them not to prosper, albeit no man of purpose empeach them: so is there a particular Indignation, engraffed in the bosom of all that are wronged, which ceaseth not seeking, by all means possible, to redress or remedy the wrong received. Insomuch as those great and mighty men, in whom their prosperous estate hath bred such an overweening of themselves, that they do not only wrong their inferiors, but despise them being injured, seem to take a very unfit course for their own safety, and far unfitter for their rest. For as Esop teacheth, even the fly hath her spleen, and the emmet [ant] is not without her choler; and both together many times find means whereby, though the eagle lays her eggs in Jupiter’s lap, yet by one way or other, she escapeth not requital of her wrong done [to] the emmet.


  Among the manifold examples hereof, which former Ages have committed to memory, or our Time yielded to sight: I suppose, there hath not been any more notable then this in hand; either in respect of the greatness of the person by whom the first injury was offered, or the meanness of him who righted himself. The one being, in his own conceit, the mightiest Monarch of all the world! The other, an English Captain, a mean subject of her Majesty’s! Who (besides the wrongs received at Rio de [la] Hacha with Captain John Lovell in the years [15]65 and [15]66) having been grievously endamaged at San Juan de Ulua in the Bay of Mexico, with Captain John Hawkins, in the years [15]67 and [15]68, not only in the loss of his goods of some value, but also of his kinsmen and friends, and that by the falsehood of Donmartin Henriquez then the Viceroy of Mexico; and finding that no recompense could be recovered out of Spain, by any of his own means, or by Her Majesty’s letters; he used such helps as he might, by two several voyages into the West Indies (the first with two ships, the one called the Dragon, the other the Swan, in the year [15]70: the other in the Swan alone in the year [15]71), to gain such intelligences as might further him, to get some amends for his loss.


  And having, in those two Voyages, gotten such certain notice of the persons and places aimed at, as he thought requisite, and thereupon with good deliberation resolved on a Third Voyage (the description whereof we have now in hand); he accordingly prepared his ships and company, and then taking the first opportunity of a good wind, had such success in his proceedings, as now follows further to be declared.


  On Whitsunday Eve, being the 24th of May, in the year 1572, Captain Drake in the Pascha of Plymouth of 70 tons, his admiral [flag-ship]; with the Swan of the same port, of 25 tons, his vice-admiral, in which his brother John Drake was Captain (having in both of them, of men and boys seventy-three, all voluntarily assembled; of which the eldest was fifty, all the rest under thirty: so divided that there were forty-seven in the one ship, and twenty-six in the other. Both richly furnished with victuals and apparel for a whole year; and no less heedfully provided of all manner of munition, artillery, artificers, stuff and tools, that were requisite for such a Man-of-war in such an attempt: but especially having three dainty pinnaces made in Plymouth, taken asunder all in pieces, and stowed aboard, to be set up as occasion served), set sail, from out of the Sound of Plymouth, with intent to land at Nombre de Dios.


  The wind continued prosperous and favourable at north-east, and gave us a very good passage, without any alteration or change: so that albeit we had sight (3rd June) of Porto Santo, one of the Madeiras, and of the Canaries also within twelve days of our setting forth: yet we never struck sail, nor came to anchor, nor made any stay for any cause, neither there nor elsewhere, until twenty-five days after; when (28th June) we had sight of the island of Guadaloupe, one of the islands of the West Indies, goodly high land.


  The next morning (29th June), we entered between Dominica and Guadaloupe, where we descried two canoes coming from a rocky island, three leagues off Dominica; which usually repair thither to fish, by reason of the great plenty thereof, which is there continually to be found.


  We landed on the south side of it, remaining there three days to refresh our men; and to water our ships out of one of those goodly rivers, which fall down off the mountain. There we saw certain poor cottages; built with Palmito boughs and branches; but no inhabitants, at that time, civil or savage: the cottages it may be (for we could know no certain cause of the solitariness we found there) serving, not for continual inhabitation, but only for their uses, that came to that place at certain seasons to fish.


  The third day after (1st July), about three in the afternoon, we set sail from thence, toward the continent of Terra firma.


  And the fifth day after (6th July), we had sight of the high land of Santa Marta; but came not near the shore by ten leagues.


  But thence directed our course, for a place called by us, Port Pheasant; for that our Captain had so named it in his former voyage, by reason of the great store of those goodly fowls, which he and his company did then daily kill and feed on, in that place. In this course notwithstanding we had two days calm, yet within six days after we arrived (12th July) at Port Pheasant, which is a fine round bay, of very safe harbour for all winds, lying between two high points, not past half a cable’s length over at the mouth, but within, eight or ten cables’ length every way, having ten or twelve fathoms of water more or less, full of good fish; the soil also very fruitful, which may appear by this, that our Captain having been in this place, within a year and few days before [i. e., in July, 1571] and having rid the place with many alleys and paths made; yet now all was so overgrown again, as that we doubted, at first, whether this was the same place or not.


  At our entrance into this bay, our Captain having given order to his brother what to do, if any occasion should happen in his absence, was on his way, with intent to have gone aland with some few only in his company, because he knew there dwelt no Spaniards within thirty-five leagues of that place. [Santiago de] Tolou being the nearest to the eastwards, and Nombre de Dios to the westwards, where any of that nation dwelt.


  But as we are rowing ashore, we saw a smoke in the woods, even near the place where our Captain had aforetime frequented; therefore thinking it fit to take more strength with us, he caused his other boat also to be manned, with certain muskets and other weapons, suspecting some enemy had been ashore.


  When we landed, we found by evident marks, that there had been lately there, a certain Englishman of Plymouth, called John Garret, who had been conducted thither by certain English mariners which had been there with our Captain, in some of his former voyages. He had now left a plate of lead, nailed fast to a mighty great tree (greater than any four men joining hands could fathom about) on which were engraven these words, directed to our Captain.


  CAPTAIN DRAKE


  If you fortune to come to this Port, make haste away! For the Spaniards which you had with you here, the last year, have bewrayed this place, and taken away all that you left here.


  I depart from hence, this present 7th of July, 1572.


  Your loving friend,


  John Garret.


  The smoke which we saw, was occasioned by a fire, which the said Garret and his company had made, before their departure, in a very great tree, not far from this which had the lead nailed on it, which had continued burning at least five days before our arrival.


  This advertisement notwithstanding, our Captain meant not to depart before he had built his pinnaces; which were yet aboard in pieces: for which purpose he knew this port to be a most convenient place.


  And therefore as soon as we had moored our ships, our Captain commanded his pinnaces to be brought ashore for the carpenters to set up; himself employing all his other company in fortifying a place (which he had chosen out, as a most fit plot) of three-quarters of an acre of ground, to make some strength or safety for the present, as sufficiently as the means he had would afford. Which was performed by felling of great trees; bowsing and hauling them together, with great pulleys and hawsers, until they were enclosed to the water; and then letting others fall upon them, until they had raised with trees and boughs thirty feet in height round about, leaving only one gate to issue at, near the water side; which every night, that we might sleep in more safety and security, was shut up, with a great tree drawn athwart it.


  The whole plot was built in pentagonal form, to wit, of five equal sides and angles, of which angles two were toward the sea, and that side between them was left open, for the easy launching of our pinnaces: the other four equal sides were wholly, excepting the gate before mentioned, firmly closed up


  Without, instead of a trench, the ground was rid [laid bare] for fifty feet space, round about. The rest was very thick with trees, of which many were of those kinds which are never without green leaves, till they are dead at the root: excepting only one kind of tree amongst them, much like to our Ash, which when the sun cometh right over them, causing great rains, suddenly casteth all its leaves, viz., within three days, and yet within six days after becomes all green again. The leaves of the other trees do also in part fall away, but so as the trees continue still green notwithstanding: being of a marvellous height, and supported as it were with five or six natural buttresses growing out of their bodies so far, that three may men so be hidden in each of them, that they which shall stand in the very next buttress shall not be able to see them. One of them specially was marked to have had seven of those stays or buttresses, for the supporting of his greatness and height, which being measured with a line close by the bark and near to the ground, as it was indented or extant, was found to be above thirty-nine yards about. The wood of those trees is as heavy or heavier than Brazil or Lignum vitæ; and is in colour white.


  The next day after we had arrived (13th July), there came also into that bay, an English bark of the Isle of Wight, of Sir Edward Horsey’s; wherein James Ranse was Captain and John Overy, Master, with thirty men: of which, some had been with our Captain in the same place, the year before. They brought in with them a Spanish caravel of Seville, which he had taken the day before, athwart of that place; being a Caravel of Adviso [Despatch boat] bound for Nombre de Dios; and also one shallop with oars, which he had taken at Cape Blanc. This Captain Ranse understanding our Captain’s purpose, was desirous to join in consort with him; and was received upon conditions agreed on between them.


  Within seven days after his coming, having set up our pinnaces, and despatched all our business, in providing all things necessary, out of our ships into our pinnaces: we departed (20th July) from that harbour, setting sail in the morning towards Nombre de Dios, continuing our course till we came to the Isles of Pinos: where, being within three days arrived, we found (22nd July) two frigates of Nombre de Dios lading plank and timber from thence.


  The Negroes which were in those frigates, gave us some particular understanding of the present state of the town; and besides, told us that they had heard a report, that certain soldiers should come thither shortly, and were daily looked for, from the Governor of Panama, and the country thereabout, to defend the town against the Cimaroons (a black people, which about eighty years past [i. e., 1512] fled from the Spaniards their masters, by reason of their cruelty, and are since grown to a Nation, under two Kings of their own: the one inhabiteth to the West, and the other to the East of the Way from Nombre de Dios to Panama) which had nearly surprised it [i. e., Nombre de Dios], about six weeks before [i. e., about 10th June, 1572].


  Our Captain willing to use those Negroes well (not hurting himself) set them ashore upon the Main, that they might perhaps join themselves to their countrymen the Cimaroons, and gain their liberty, if they would; or if they would not, yet by reason of the length and troublesomeness of the way by land to Nombre de Dios, he might prevent any notice of his coming, which they should be able to give. For he was loath to put the town to too much charge (which he knew they would willingly bestow) in providing beforehand for his entertainment; and therefore he hastened his going thither, with as much speed and secrecy as possibly he could.


  To this end, disposing of all his companies, according as they inclined most; he left the three ships and the caravel with Captain Ranse; and chose into his four pinnaces (Captain Ranse’s shallop made the fourth) beside fifty-three of our men, twenty more of Captain Ranse’s company; with which he seemed competently furnished, to achieve what he intended; especially having proportioned, according to his own purpose, and our men’s disposition, their several arms, viz., six targets, six firepikes, twelve pikes, twenty-four muskets and calivers, sixteen bows, and six partisans, two drums, and two trumpets.


  Thus having parted (23rd July) from our company: we arrived at the island of Cativaas, being twenty-five leagues distant, about five days afterward (28th July). There we landed all in the morning betimes: and our Captain trained his men, delivering them their several weapons and arms which hitherto he had kept very fair and safe in good caske [casks]: and exhorting them after his manner, he declared “the greatness of the hope of good things that was there! the weakness of the town, being unwalled! and the hope he had of prevailing to recompense his wrongs! especially now that he should come with such a crew, who were like-minded with himself; and at such a time, as he should be utterly undiscovered.”


  Therefore, even that afternoon, he causeth us to set sail for Nombre de Dios, so that before sunset we were as far as Rio Francisco. Thence, he led us hard aboard the shore, that we might not be descried of the Watch House, until that being come within two leagues of the point of the bay, he caused us to strike a hull, and cast our grappers [grappling irons], riding so until it was dark night.


  Then we weighed again, and set sail, rowing hard aboard the shore, with as much silence as we could, till we recovered the point of the harbour under the high land. There, we stayed, all silent; purposing to attempt the town in the dawning of the day: after that we had reposed ourselves, for a while.


  But our Captain with some other of his best men, finding that our people were talking of the greatness of the town, and what their strength might be; especially by the report of the Negroes that we took at the Isle of Pinos: thought it best to put these conceits out of their heads, and therefore to take the opportunity of the rising of the moon that night, persuading them that “it was the day dawning.” By this occasion we were at the town a large hour sooner then first was purposed. For we arrived there by three of the clock after midnight. At what time it fortuned that a ship of Spain, of 60 tons, laden with Canary wines and other commodities, which had but lately come into the bay; and had not yet furled her sprit-sail (espying our four pinnaces, being an extraordinary number, and those rowing with many oars) sent away her gundeloe [gondola ?] towards the town, to give warning. But our Captain perceiving it, cut betwixt her and the town, forcing her to go to the other side of the bay: whereby we landed without impeachment, although we found one gunner upon the Platform [battery] in the very place where we landed; being a sandy place and no key [quay] at all, not past twenty yards from the houses.


  There we found six great pieces of brass ordnance, mounted upon their carriages, some Demy, some Whole-Culvering.


  We presently dismounted them. The gunner fled. The town took alarm (being very ready thereto, by reason of their often disquieting by their near neighbours the Cimaroons); as we perceived, not only by the noise and cries of the people, but by the bell ringing out, and drums running up and down the town.


  Our Captain, according to the directions which he had given over night, to such as he had made choice of for the purpose, left twelve to keep the pinnaces; that we might be sure of a safe retreat, if the worst befell. And having made sure work of the Platform before he would enter the town, he thought best, first to view the Mount on the east side of the town: where he was informed, by sundry intelligences the year before, they had an intent to plant ordnance, which might scour round about the town.


  Therefore, leaving one half of his company to make a stand at the foot of the Mount, he marched up presently unto the top of it, with all speed to try the truth of the report, for the more safety. There we found no piece of ordnance, but only a very fit place prepared for such use, and therefore we left it without any of our men, and with all celerity returned now down the Mount.


  Then our Captain appointed his brother, with John Oxnam [or Oxenham] and sixteen other of his men, to go about, behind the King’s Treasure House, and enter near the easter[n] end of the Market Place: himself with the rest, would pass up the broad street into the Market Place, with sound of drum and trumpet. The Firepikes, divided half to the one, and half to the other company, served no less for fright to the enemy than light of our men, who by his means might discern every place very well, as if it were near day: whereas the inhabitants stood amazed at so strange a sight, marvelling what the matter might be, and imagining, by reason of our drums and trumpets sounding in so sundry places, that we had been a far greater number then we were.


  Yet, by means of the soldiers of which were in the town, and by reason of the time which we spent in marching up and down the Mount, the soldiers and inhabitants had put themselves in arms, and brought their companies in some order, at the south-east end of the Market Place, near the Governor’s House, and not far from the gate of the town, which is the only one, leading towards Panama: having (as it seems) gathered themselves thither, either that in the Governor’s sight they might shew their valour, if it might prevail; or else, that by the gate they might best take their Vale, and escape readiest.


  And to make a shew of far greater numbers of shot, or else of a custom they had, by the like device to terrify the Cimaroons; they had hung lines with matches lighted, overthwart the wester[n] end of the Market Place, between the Church and the Cross; as though there had been in a readiness some company of shot, whereas indeed there were not past two or three that taught these lines to dance, till they themselves ran away, as soon as they perceived they were discovered.


  But the soldiers and such as were joined with them, presented us with a jolly hot volley of shot, beating full upon the full egress of that street, in which we marched; and levelling very low, so as their bullets ofttimes grazed on the sand.


  We stood not to answer them in like terms: but having discharged our first volley of shot, and feathered them with our arrows (which our Captain had caused to be made of purpose in England; not great sheaf arrows, but fine roving shafts, very carefully reserved for the service) we came to the push of pike, so that our firepikes being well armed and made of purpose, did us very great service.


  For our men with their pikes and short weapons, in short time took such order among these gallants (some using the butt-end of their pieces instead of other weapons), that partly by reason of our arrows which did us there notable service, partly by occasion of this strange and sudden closing with them in this manner unlooked for, and the rather for that at the very instant, our Captain’s brother, with the other company, with their firepikes, entered the Market Place by the easter[n] street: they casting down their weapons, fled all out of the town by the gate aforesaid, which had been built for a bar to keep out of the town the Cimaroons, who had often assailed it; but now served for a gap for the Spaniards to fly at.


  In following, and returning divers of our men were hurt with the weapons which the enemy had let fall as he fled; somewhat, for that we marched with such speed, but more for that they lay so thick and cross one on the other.


  Being returned, we made our stand near the midst of the Market Place, where a tree groweth hard by the Cross; whence our Captain sent some of our men to stay the ringing of the alarm bell, which had continued all this while: but the church being very strongly built and fast shut, they could not without firing (which our Captain forbade) get into the steeple where the bell rung.


  In the meantime, our Captain having taken two or three Spaniards in their flight, commanded them to shew him the Governor’s House, where he understood was the ordinary place of unlading the moiles [mules] of all the treasure which came from Panama by the King’s appointment. Although the silver only was kept there; the gold, pearl, and jewels (being there once entered by the King’s officer) was carried from thence to the King’s Treasure House not far off, being a house very strongly built of lime and stone, for the safe keeping thereof.


  At our coming to the Governor’s House, we found the great door where the mules do usually unlade, even then opened, a candle lighted upon the top of the stairs; and a fair gennet ready saddled, either for the Governor himself, or some other of his household to carry it after him. By means of this light we saw a huge heap of silver in that nether [lower] room; being a pile of bars of silver of, as near as we could guess, seventy feet in length, of ten feet in breadth, and twelve feet in height, piled up against the wall, each bar was between thirty-five and forty pounds in weight.


  At sight hereof, our Captain commanded straightly that none of us should touch a bar of silver; but stand upon our weapons, because the town was full of people, and there was in the King’s Treasure House near the water side, more gold and jewels than all our four pinnaces could carry: which we would presently set some in hand to break open, notwithstanding the Spaniards report the strength of it.


  We were no sooner returned to our strength, but there was a report brought by some of our men that our pinnaces were in danger to be taken; and that if we ourselves got not aboard before day, we should be oppressed with multitude both of soldiers and towns-people. This report had his ground from one Diego a Negro, who, in the time of the first conflict, came and called to our pinnaces, to know “whether they were Captain Drake’s?” And upon answer received, continued entreating to be taken aboard, though he had first three or four shot made at him, until at length they fetched him; and learned by him, that, not past eight days before our arrival, the King had sent thither some 150 soldiers to guard the town against the Cimaroons, and the town at this time was full of people beside: which all the rather believed, because it agreed with the report of the Negroes, which we took before at the Isle of Pinos. And therefore our Captain sent his brother and John Oxnam to understand the truth thereof.


  They found our men which we left in our pinnaces much frightened, by reason that they saw great troops and companies running up and down, with matches lighted, some with other weapons, crying Que gente? que gente? which not having been at the first conflict, but coming from the utter ends of the town (being at least as big as Plymouth), came many times near us; and understanding that we were English, discharged their pieces and ran away.


  Presently after this, a mighty shower of rain, with a terrible storm of thunder and lightning, fell, which poured down so vehemently (as it usually doth in those countries) that before we could recover the shelter of a certain shade or penthouse at the western end of the King’s Treasure House, (which seemeth to have been built there of purpose to avoid sun and rain) some of our bow-strings were wet, and some of ours match and powder hurt! which while we were careful of, to refurnish and supply; divers of our men harping on the reports lately brought us, were muttering of the forces of the town, which our Captain perceiving, told them, that “He had brought them to the mouth of the Treasure of the World, if they would want it, they might henceforth blame nobody but themselves!”


  And therefore as soon as the storm began to assuage of his fury (which was a long half hour) willing to give his men no longer leisure to demur of those doubts, nor yet allow the enemy farther respite to gather themselves together, he stept forward commanding his brother, with John Oxnam and the company appointed them, to break the King’s Treasure house: the rest to follow him to keep the strength of the Market Place, till they had despatched the business for which they came.


  But as he stepped forward, his strength and sight and speech failed him, and he began to faint for want of blood, which, as then we perceived, had, in great quantity, issued upon the sand, out of a wound received in his leg in the first encounter, whereby though he felt some pain, yet (for that he perceived divers of the company, having already gotten many good things, to be very ready to take all occasions, of winding themselves out of that conceited danger) would he not have it known to any, till this his fainting, against his will, bewrayed it: the blood having first filled the very prints which our footsteps made, to the greater dismay of all our company, who thought it not credible that one man should be able to spare so much blood and live.


  And therefore even they, which were willing to have adventured the most for so fair a booty, would in no case hazard their Captain’s life; but (having given him somewhat to drink wherewith he recovered himself, and having bound his scarf about his leg, for the stopping of the blood) entreated him to be content to go with them aboard, there to have his wound searched and dressed, and then to return on shore again if he thought good.


  This when they could not persuade him unto (as who knew it to be utterly impossible, at least very unlikely, that ever they should, for that time, return again, to recover the state in which they now were: and was of opinion, that it were more honourable for himself, to jeopard his life for so great a benefit, than to leave off so high an enterprise unperformed), they joined altogether and with force mingled with fair entreaty, they bare him aboard his pinnace, and so abandoned a most rich spoil for the present, only to preserve their Captain’s life: and being resolved of him, that while they enjoyed his presence, and had him to command them, they might recover wealth sufficient; but if once they lost him, they should hardly be able to recover home. No, not with that which they had gotten already.


  


  January 10. Where Love Lies Waiting


  Volume 8, pp. 368-372


  Euripides—The Bacchæ


  King Pantheus of Thebes contended against Dionysus, the God, for the adoration of the Theban women. The god was winning by bewitching the women when the king interceded. Euripides tells the story in a masterpiece of Greek drama.


  The Bacchæ


  Translated by B.B. Rogers


  Dramatis Personæ


  Dionysus, The God; son of Zeus and of the Theban princess Semelê.


  Cadmus, formerly King of Thebes, father of Semelê.


  Pentheus, King of Thebes, grandson of Cadmus.


  Agâvê, daughter of Cadmus, mother of Pentheus.


  Teiresias, an aged Theban prophet.


  A Soldier of Pentheus’ Guard.


  Two Messengers.


  A Chorus of Inspired Damsels, following Dionysus from the East.


  “The play was first produced after the death of Euripides by his son, who bore the same name, together with the Iphigenia in Aulis and the Alcmaeon, probably in the year 405 b.c.”


  The background represents the front of the Castle of Pentheus, King of Thebes. At one side is visible the sacred Tomb of Semelê, a little enclosure overgrown with wild vines, with a cleft in the rocky floor of it from which there issues at times steam or smoke. The God Dionysus is discovered alone.


  Dionysus


  Behold, God’s Son is come unto this land


  Of heaven’s hot splendour lit to life, when she


  Of Thebes, even I, Dionysus, whom the brand


  Who bore me, Cadmus’ daughter Semelê,


  Died here. So, changed in shape from God to man,


  I walk again by Dirce’s streams and scan


  Ismenus’ shore. There by the castle side


  I see her place, the Tomb of the Lightning’s Bride,


  The wreck of smouldering chambers, and the great


  Faint wreaths of fire undying—as the hate


  Dies not, that Hera held for Semelê.


  Aye, Cadmus bath done well; in purity


  He keeps this place apart, inviolate,


  His daughter’s sanctuary; and I have set


  My green and clustered vines to robe it round.


  Far now behind me lies the golden ground


  Of Lydian and of Phrygian; far away


  The wide hot plains where Persian sunbeams play,


  The Bactrian war-holds, and the storm-oppressed


  Clime of the Mede, and Araby the Blest,


  And Asia all, that by the salt sea lies


  In proud embattled cities, motley-wise


  Of Hellene and Barbarian interwrought;


  And now I come to Hellas—having taught


  All the world else my dances and my rite


  Of mysteries, to show me in men’s sight


  Manifest God.


  And first of Helene lands


  I cry this Thebes to waken; set her hands


  To clasp my wand, mine ivied javelin,


  And round her shoulders hang my wild fawn-skin.


  For they have scorned me whom it least beseemed,


  Semelê’s sisters; mocked my birth, nor deemed


  That Dionysus sprang from Dian seed.


  My mother sinned, said they; and in her need,


  With Cadmus plotting, cloaked her human shame


  With the dread name of Zeus; for that the flame


  From heaven consumed her, seeing she lied to God.


  Thus must they vaunt; and therefore bath my rod


  On them first fallen, and stung them forth wild-eyed


  From empty chambers; the bare mountain side


  Is made their home, and all their hearts are flame.


  Yea, I have bound upon the necks of them


  The harness of my rites. And with them all


  The seed of womankind from hut and hall


  Of Thebes, bath this my magic goaded out.


  And there, with the old King’s daughters, in a rout


  Confused, they make their dwelling-place between


  The roofless rocks and shadowy pine trees green.


  Thus shall this Thebes, how sore soe’er it smart,


  Learn and forget not, till she crave her part


  In mine adoring; thus must I speak clear


  To save my mother’s fame, and crown me here


  As true God, born by Semelê to Zeus.


  Now Cadmus yieldeth up his throne and use


  Of royal honour to his daughter’s son


  Pentheus; who on my body hath begun


  A war with God. He thrusteth me away


  From due drink-offering, and, when men pray,


  My name entreats not. Therefore on his own


  Head and his people’s shall my power he shown.


  Then to another land, when all things here


  Are well, must I fare onward, making clear


  My godhead’s might. But should this Theban town


  Essay with wrath and battle to drag down


  My maids, lo, in their path myself shall be,


  And maniac armies battled after me!


  For this I veil my godhead with the wan


  Form of the things that die, and walk as Man.


  O Brood of Tmolus o’er the wide world flown,


  O Lydian band, my chosen and mine own,


  Damsels uplifted o’er the orient deep


  To wander where I wander, and to sleep


  Where I sleep; up, and wake the old sweet sound,


  The clang that I and mystic Rhea found,


  The Timbrel of the Mountain! Gather all


  Thebes to your song round Pentheus’ royal hall.


  I seek my new-made worshippers, to guide


  Their dances up Kithaeron’s pine clad side.


  [As he departs, there comes stealing in from the left a band of fifteen Eastern Women, the light of the sunrise streaming upon their long white robes and ivy-bound hair. They wear fawn-skins over the robes, and carry some of them timbrels, some pipes and other instruments. Many bear the thyrsus or sacred Wand, made of reed ringed with ivy. They enter stealthily till they see that the place is empty, and then begin their mystic song of worship.


  Chorus


  A Maiden


  From Asia, from the dayspring that uprises,


  To Bromios ever glorying we came.


  We laboured for our Lord in many guises;


  We toiled, but the toil is as the prize is;


  Thou Mystery, we hail thee by thy name!


  Another


  Who lingers in the road? Who espies us?


  We shall hide him in his house nor be bold.


  Let the heart keep silence that defies us;


  For I sing this day to Dionysus


  The song that is appointed from of old.


  All the Maidens


  Oh, blessèd he in all wise,


  Who hath drunk the Living Fountain,


  Whose life no folly staineth,


  And his soul is near to God;


  Whose sins are lifted, pall-wise,


  As he worships on the Mountain,


  And where Cybele ordaineth,


  Our Mother, he has trod:


  His head with ivy laden


  And his thyrsus tossing high,


  For our God he lifts his cry;


  “Up, O Bacchæ, wife and maiden,


  Come, O ye Bacchæ, come;


  Oh, bring the Joy-bestower,


  God-seed of God the Sower,


  Bring Bromios in his power


  From Phrygia’s mountain dome;


  To street and town and tower,


  Oh, bring ye Bromios home.”


  Whom erst in anguish lying


  For an unborn life’s desire,


  As a dead thing in the Thunder


  His mother cast to earth;


  For her heart was dying, dying,


  In the white heart of the fire;


  Till Zeus, the Lord of Wonder,


  Devised new lairs of birth;


  Yea, his own flesh tore to hide him,


  And with clasps of hitter gold


  Did a secret son enfold,


  And the Queen knew not beside him;


  Till the perfect hour was there;


  Then a hornèd God was found,


  And a God of serpents crowned;


  And for that are serpents wound


  In the wands his maidens bear,


  And the songs of serpents sound


  In the mazes of their hair.


  


  January 11. Hamilton—Father of Wall Street


  Volume 43, pp. 199-207


  American Historical Documents


  Hamilton organized the Treasury Department. He penned most of the Federalist papers, which were greatly influential in bringing New York into the Union—the first step toward its eminent position in national and world finance. (Alexander Hamilton born Jan. 11, 1757.)


  The Federalist, Nos. 1 and 2


  (1787)


  [In the interval between the drawing up of the Constitution and its ratification, there appeared in The Independent Journal and other New York newspapers a series of eighty-five articles under the general heading of The Federalist, devoted to expounding and defending the new instrument of government. Most of the articles were written by Hamilton, some twenty-nine by Madison (whose work the Constitution largely was), and five by Jay. Together they form one of the great classics on government; and they exercised a highly important influence in favor of the adoption of the Constitution.]


  For the Independent Journal


  The Federalist, No. I


  By Alexander Hamilton


  To the People of the State of New York:


  After an unequivocal experience of the inefficacy of the subsisting Federal Government, you are called upon to deliverate on a new Constitution for the United States of America. The subject speaks its own importance; comprehending in its consequences, nothing less than the existence of the UNION, the safety and welfare of the parts of which it is composed, the fate of an empire, in many respects, the most interesting in the world. It has been frequently remarked, that it seems to have been reserved to the people of this country, by their conduct and example, to decide the important question, whether societies of men are really capable or not, of establishing good government from reflection and choice, or whether they are forever destined to depend, for their political constitutions, on accident and force. If there be any truth in the remark, the crisis, at which we are arrived, may with propriety be regarded as the area in which that decision is to be made; and a wrong election of the part we shall act, may, in this view, deserve to be considered as the general misfortune of mankind.


  This idea will add the inducements of philanthropy to those of patriotism to heighten the solicitude, which all considerate and good men must feel for the event. Happy will it be if our choice should be directed by a judicious estimate of our true interests, unperplexed and unbiased by considerations not connected with the public good. But this is a thing more ardently to be wished, than seriously to be expected. The plan offered to our deliberations, affects too many particular interest, innovates upon too many local institutions, not to involve in its discussion a variety of objects foreign to its merits, and of views, passions and prejudices little favorable to the discovery of truth.


  Among the most formidable of the obstacles which the new Constitution will have to encounter, may readily be distinguished the obvious interest of a certain class of men in every State to resist all changes which may hazard a diminution of the power, emolument and consequence of the offices they hold under the State—establishments—and the perverted ambition of another class of men, who will either hope to aggrandize themselves by the confusion of their country, or will flatter themselves with fairer prospects of elevation from the subdivision of the empire into several partial confederacies, than from its union under one Government.


  It is not, however, my design to dwell upon observations of this nature. I am well aware that it would be disingenuous to resolve indiscriminately the opposition of any set of men (merely because their situations might subject them to suspicion) into interested or ambitious views: Candor will oblige us to admit, that even such men may be actuated by upright intentions; and it cannot be doubted, that much of the opposition which has made its appearance, or may hereafter make its appearance, will spring from sources, blameless at least, if not respectable; the honest errors of minds led astray by preconceived jealousies and fears. So numerous indeed and so powerful are the causes, which serve to give a false bias to the judgment, that we, upon many occasions, see wise and good men on the wrong as well as on the right side of questions, of the first magnitude to society. This circumstance, if duly attended to, would furnish a lesson of moderation to those, who are ever so much persuaded of their being in the right, in any controversy. And a further reason for caution, in this respect, might be drawn from the reflection, that we are not always sure, that those who advocate the truth are influenced by purer principles than their antagonists. Ambition, avarice, personal animosity, party opposition, and many other motives, not more laudable than these, are apt to operate as well upon those who support, as upon those who oppose, the right side of a question. Were there not even these inducements to moderation, nothing could be more ill—judged than that intolerant spirit, which has, at all times, characterized political parties. For, in politics as in religion, it is equally absurd to aim at making proselytes by fire and sword. Heresies in either can rarely be cured by persecution.


  And yet however just these sentiments will be allowed to be, we have already sufficient indications, that it will happen in this as in all former cases of great national discussion. A torrent of angry and malignant passions will be let loose. To judge from the conduct of the opposite parties, we shall be led to conclude, that they will mutually hope to evince the justness of their opinions, and to increase the number of their converts by the loudness of their declamations, and the bitterness of their invectives. An enlightened, zeal for the energy and efficiency of government will be stigmatized, as the offspring of a temper fond of despotic power, and hostile to the principles of liberty. An over scrupulous jealousy of danger to the rights of the people, which is more commonly the fault of the head than of the heart, will be represented as mere pretence and artifice; the stale bait for popularity at the expense of public good. It will be forgotten, on the one hand, that jealousy is the usual concomitant of violent love, and that the noble enthusiasm of liberty is too apt to be infected with a spirit of narrow and illiberal distrust. On the other hand, it will be equally forgotten, that the vigor of Government is essential to the security of liberty; that, in the contemplation of a sound and well—informed judgment, their interest can never be separated; and that a dangerous ambition more often lurks behind the specious mask of zeal for the rights of the people, than under the forbidding appearance of zeal for the firmness and efficiency of Government. History will teach us, that the former has been found a much certain road to the introduction of despotism, than the latter; and that of those men who have over turned the liberties of republics the greatest number have begun their career, by paying an obsequious court to the people; commencing Demagogues, and ending Tyrants.


  In the course of the preceding observations I have had an eye, my Fellow—Citizens, to putting you upon your guard against all attempts, from whatever quarter, to influence your decision in a matter of the utmost moment to your welfare by any impressions other than those which may result from the evidence of truth. You will, no doubt, at the same time, have collected from the general scope of them that they proceed from a source not unfriendly to the new Constitution. Yes, my Countrymen, I owe to you, that, after having given it an attentive consideration, I am clearly of opinion, it is your interest to adopt it. I am convinced, that this is the safest course for your liberty, your dignity, and your happiness. I affect not reserves, which I do not feel. I will amuse you with an appearance of deliberation, when I have decided. I frankly acknowledge to you my convictions, and I will freely lay before you the reasons on which they are founded. The consciousness of good intentions disdains ambiguity. I shall not however multiply professions on this head. My motives must remain in the depository of my own breast: My arguments will be open to all, and may be judged of by all. They shall at least be offered in a spirit which will not disgrace the cause of truth.


  I propose, in a series of papers, to discuss the following interesting particulars.—The utility of the UNION to your political prosperity—The insufficiency of the present Confederation to preserve that Union—The necessity of a Government at least equally energetic with the one proposed, to the attainment of this object—The conformity of the proposed Constitution to the true principles of republican Government—Its analogy to your own State Constitution—and lastly, The additional security which its adoption will afford to the preservation of that species of Government, to liberty, and to property.


  In the progress of this discussion, I shall endeavor to give a satisfactory answer to all the objections which shall have made their appearance, that may seem to have any claim to your attention.


  It may perhaps be thought superfluous to offer arguments to prove the utility of the UNION, a point, no doubt, deeply engraved on the hearts of the great body of the people in every State, and one, which it may be imagined, has no adversaries. But the fact is, that we already hear it whispered in the private circles of those who oppose the new Constitution, that the Thirteen States are of too great extent for any general system, and that we must of necessity, resort to separate confederacies of distinct portions of the whole. [1] This doctrine will, in all probability, be gradually propagated, till it has votaries enough to countenance an open avowal of it. For nothing can be more evident, to those who are able to take an enlarged view of the subject, than the alternative of an adoption of the new Constitution or a dismemberment of the Union. It will, therefore, be of use to begin by examining the advantages of that Union, the certain evils, and the probable dangers, to which every State will be exposed from its dissolution. This shall accordingly constitute the subject of my next address.—Publius.


  [1. The same idea, tracing the arguments to their consequences, is held out in several of the late publications the new Constitution.—Publius.]


  For the Independent Journal


  The Federalist, No. II


  By John Jay


  To the People of the State of New York:


  When the people of America reflect that they are now called upon to decide a question, which, in its consequences, must prove one of the most important, that ever engaged their attention, the propriety of their taking a very comprehensive, as well as a very serious, view of it, will be evident.


  Nothing is more certain than the indispensable necessity of Government, and it is equally undeniable, that whenever and however it is instituted, the people must cede to it some of their natural rights, in order to vest it with requisite powers. It is well worthy of consideration, therefore, whether it would conduce more to the interest of the people of America, that they should, to all general purposes, be one nation, under one Federal Government, or that they should divide themselves into separate confederacies, and give to the head of each, the same kind of powers which they are advised to place in one national Government.


  It has until lately been a received and uncontradicted opinion that the prosperity of the people of America depended on their continuing firmly united, and the wishes, prayers, and efforts of our best and wisest Citizens have been constantly directed to that object. But Politicians now appear, who insist that this opinion is erroneous, and that instead of looking for safety and happiness in union, we ought to seek it in a division of the States into distinct confederacies or sovereignties. However extraordinary this new doctrine may appear, it nevertheless has its advocates; and certain characters who were much opposed to it formerly, are at present of the number. Whatever may be the arguments or inducements which have wrought this change in the sentiments and declarations of these Gentlemen, it certainly would not be wise in the people at large to adopt these new political tenets without being fully convinced that they are founded in truth and sound Policy.


  It has often given me pleasure to observe, that Independent America was not composed of detached and distant territories, but that one connected, fertile, wide—spreading country was the portion of our western sons of liberty. Providence has in a particular manner blessed it with a variety of soils and productions and watered it with innumerable streams, for the delight and accommodation of its inhabitants. A succession of navigable waters forms a kind of chain round its borders, as if to bind it together; while the most noble rivers in the world, running at convenient distances, present them with highways for the easy communication of friendly aids, and the mutual transportation and exchange of their various commodities.


  With equal pleasure I have as often taken notice, that Providence has been pleased to give this one connected country, to one united people; a people descended from the same ancestors, speaking the same language, professing the same religion, attached to the same principles of government, very similar in their manners and customs, and who, by their joint counsels, arms and efforts, fighting side by side throughout a long and bloody war, have nobly established their general Liberty and Independence.


  This country and this people seem to have been made for each other, and it appears as if it was the design of Providence, that an inheritance so proper and convenient for a band of brethren, united to each other by the strongest ties, should never be split into a number of unsocial, jealous, and alien sovereignties.


  Similar sentiments have hitherto prevailed among all orders and denominations of men among us. To all general purposes we have uniformly been one people; each individual citizen everywhere enjoying the same national rights, privileges, and protection. As a nation we have made peace and war: as a nation we have vanquished our common enemies: as a nation we have formed alliances and made treaties, and entered into various compacts and conventions with foreign States.


  A strong sense of the value and blessings of Union induced the people, at a very early period, to institute a Foederal Government to preserve and perpetuate it. They formed it almost as soon as they had a political existence; nay, at a time, when their habitations were in flames, when many of their Citizens were bleeding, and when the progress of hostility and desolation left little room for those calm and mature inquiries and reflections, which must ever precede the formation of a wise and well—balanced government for a free people. It is not to be wondered at, that a Government instituted in times so inauspicious, should on experiment be found greatly deficient and inadequate to the purpose it was intended to answer.


  This intelligent people perceived and regretted these defects. Still continuing no less attached to Union, than enamored of Liberty, they observed the danger, which immediately threatened the former and more remotely the latter; and being persuaded that ample security for both, could only be found in a national Government more wisely framed, they, as with one voice, convened the late Convention at Philadelphia, to take that important subject under consideration.


  This Convention, composed of men who possessed the confidence of the people, and many of whom had become highly distinguished by their patriotism, virtue, and wisdom, in times which tried the minds and hearts of men, undertook the arduous task. In the mild season of peace, with minds unoccupied by other subjects, they passed many months in cool, uninterrupted, and daily consultations, and finally, without having been awed by power, or influenced by any passions except love for their Country, they presented and recommended to the people the plan produced by their joint and very unanimous councils.


  Admit, for so is the fact, that this plan is only recommended, not imposed, yet let it be remembered, that it is neither recommended to blind approbation, nor to blind reprobation; but to that sedate and candid consideration, which the magnitude and importance of the subject demand, and which it certainly ought to receive. But this, (as was remarked in the foregoing number of this Paper,) is more to be wished than expected, that it may be so considered and examined. Experience on a former occasion teaches us not to be too sanguine in such hopes. It is not yet forgotten, that well grounded apprehensions of imminent danger induced the people of America to form the Memorable Congress of 1774. That Body recommended certain measures to their Constituents, and the event proved their wisdom; yet it is fresh in our memories how soon the Press began to teem with Pamphlets and weekly Papers against those very measures. Not only many of the Officers of Government, who obeyed the dictates of personal interest, but others, from a mistaken estimate of consequences, or the undue influence of former attachments, or whose ambition aimed at objects which did not correspond with the public good, were indefatigable in their endeavors to persuade the people to reject the advice of that Patriotic Congress. Many indeed were deceived and deluded, but the great majority of the people reasoned and decided judiciously; and happy they are in reflecting that they did so.


  They considered that the Congress was composed of many wise and experienced men. That being convened from different parts of the country they brought with them and communicated to each other a variety of useful information. That in the course of the time they passed together in inquiring into and discussing the true interests of their country, they must have acquired very accurate knowledge on that head. That they were individually interested in the public liberty and prosperity, and therefore that it was not less their inclination that their duty, to recommend only such measures as after the most mature deliberation they really thought prudent and advisable.


  These and similar considerations then induced the people to rely greatly on the judgment and integrity of the Congress; and they took their advice, notwithstanding the various arts and endeavors used to deter and dissuade them from it. But if the people at large had reason to confide in the men of that Congress, few of whom had then been fully tried or generally known, still greater reason have they now to respect the judgment and advice of the Convention, for it is well known that some of the most distinguished members of that Congress, who have been since tried and justly approved for patriotism and abilities, and who have grown old in acquiring political information, were also members of this Convention, and carried into it their accumulated knowledge and experience.


  It is worthy of remark, that not only the first, but every succeeding Congress, as well as the late Convention, have invariably joined with the people in thinking that the prosperity of America depended on its Union. To preserve and perpetuate it, was the great object of the people in forming that Convention, and it is also the great object of the plan which the Convention has advised them to adopt. With what propriety, therefore, or for what good purposes, are attempts at this particular period, made by some men, to depreciate the importance of the Union? Or why is it suggested that three or four confederacies would be better than one? I am persuaded in my own mind, that the people have always thought right on this subject, and that their universal and uniform attachment to the cause of the Union rests on great and weighty reasons, which I shall endeavor to develop and explain in some ensuing papers. They who promote the idea of substituting a number of distinct confederacies in the room of the plan of the Convention, seem clearly to foresee that the rejection of it would put the continuance of the Union in the utmost jeopardy: that certainly would be the case, and I sincerely wish that it may be as clearly foreseen by every good Citizen, that whenever the dissolution of the Union arrives, America will have reason to exclaim in the words of the Poet, “Farewell! A long Farewell, to all my Greatness.”—Publius.


  


  January 12. What Is Good Taste?


  Volume 24, pp. 11-26


  Edmund Burke—On Taste


  A Turkish sultan, relates Burke, when shown a picture of the beheaded John the Baptist, praised many things, but pointed out one gruesome defect. Did this observation show the sultan to be an inferior judge of art? (Edmund Burke born Jan. 12, 1729.)


  On Taste


  Introductory Discourse


  On a superficial view, we may seem to differ very widely from each other in our reasonings, and no less in our pleasures: but notwithstanding this difference, which I think to be rather apparent than real, it is probable that the standard both of reason and taste is the same in all human creatures. For if there were not some principles of judgment as well as of sentiment common to all mankind, no hold could possibly be taken either on their reason or their passions, sufficient to maintain the ordinary correspondence of life. It appears indeed to be generally acknowledged, that with regard to truth and falsehood there is something fixed. We find people in their disputes continually appealing to certain tests and standards, which are allowed on all sides, and are supposed to be established in our common nature. But there is not the same obvious concurrence in any uniform or settled principles which relate to taste. It is even commonly supposed that this delicate and aerial faculty, which seems too volatile to endure even the chains of a definition, cannot be properly tried by any test, nor regulated by any standard. There is so continual a call for the exercise of the reasoning faculty, and it is so much strengthened by perpetual contention, that certain maxims of right reason seem to be tacitly settled amongst the most ignorant. The learned have improved on this rude science, and reduced those maxims into a system. If taste has not been so happily cultivated, it was not that the subject was barren, but that the labourers were few or negligent; for, to say the truth, there are not the same interesting motives to impel us to fix the one, which urge us to ascertain the other. And, after all, if men differ in their opinion concerning such matters, their difference is not attended with the same important consequences; else I make no doubt but that the logic of taste, if I may be allowed the expression, might very possibly be as well digested, and we might come to discuss matters of this nature with as much certainty, as those which seem more immediately within the province of mere reason. And indeed, it is very necessary, at the entrance into such an inquiry as our present, to make this point as clear as possible; for if taste has no fixed principles, if the imagination is not affected according to some invariable and certain laws, our labour is likely to be employed to very little purpose; as it must be judged a useless, if not an absurd undertaking, to lay down rules for caprice, and to set up for a legislator of whims and fancies.


  The term taste, like all other figurative terms, is not extremely accurate; the thing which we understand by it is far from a simple and determinate idea in the minds of most men, and it is therefore liable to uncertainty and confusion. I have no great opinion of a definition, the celebrated remedy for the cure of this disorder. For, when we define, we seem in danger of circumscribing nature within the bounds of our own notions, which we often take up by hazard, or embrace on trust, or form out of a limited and partial consideration of the object before us; instead of extending our ideas to take in all that nature comprehends, according to her manner of combining. We are limited in our inquiry by the strict laws to which we have submitted at our setting out.


  —Circa vilem patulumque morabimur orbem,


  Unde pudor proferre pedem vetat aut operis lex.


  A definition may be very exact, and yet go but a very little way towards informing us of the nature of the thing defined; but let the virtue of a definition be what it will, in the order of things, it seems rather to follow than to precede our inquiry, of which it ought to be considered as the result. It must be acknowledged, that the methods of disquisition and teaching may be sometimes different, and on very good reason undoubtedly; but, for my part, I am convinced that the method of teaching which approaches most nearly to the method of investigation is incomparably the best; since, not content with serving up a few barren and lifeless truths, it leads to the stock on which they grew; it tends to set the reader himself in the track of invention, and to direct him into those paths in which the author has made his own discoveries, if he should be so happy as to have made any that are valuable.


  But to cut off all pretence for cavilling, I mean by the word Taste no more than that faculty or those faculties of the mind, which are affected with, or which form a judgment of, the works of imagination and the elegant arts. This is, I think the most general idea of that word, and what is the least connected with any particular theory. And my point in this inquiry is, to find whether there are any principles, on which the imagination is affected, so common to all, so grounded and certain, as to supply the means of reasoning satisfactorily about them. And such principles of taste I fancy there are; however paradoxical it may seem to those, who on a superficial view imagine, that there is so great a diversity of tastes, both in kind and degree, that nothing can be more indeterminate.


  All the natural powers in man, which I know, that are conversant about external objects, are the senses; the imagination; and the judgment. And first with regard to the senses. We do and we must suppose, that as the conformation of their organs is nearly or altogether the same in all men, so the manner of perceiving external objects is in all men the same, or with little difference. We are satisfied that what appears to be light to one eye, appears light to another; that what seems sweet to one palate, is sweet to another; that what is dark and bitter to this man, is likewise dark and bitter to that; and we conclude in the same manner of great and little, hard and soft, hot and cold, rough and smooth, and indeed of all the natural qualities and affections of bodies. If we suffer ourselves to imagine, that their senses present to different men different images of things, this sceptical proceeding will make every sort of reasoning on every subject vain and frivolous, even that sceptical reasoning itself which had persuaded us to entertain a doubt concerning the agreement of our perceptions. But as there will be little doubt that bodies present similar images to the whole species, it must necessarily be allowed, that the pleasures and the pains which every object excites in one man, it must raise in all mankind, whilst it operates naturally, simply, and by its proper powers only; for if we deny this, we must imagine that the same cause, operating in the same manner, and on subjects of the same kind, will produce different effects; which would be highly absurd. Let us first consider this point in the sense of taste, and the rather, as the faculty in question has taken its name from that sense. All men are agreed to call vinegar sour, honey sweet, and aloes bitter; and as they are all agreed in finding these qualities in those objects, they do not in the least differ concerning their effects with regard to pleasure and pain. They all concur in calling sweetness pleasant, and sourness and bitterness unpleasant. Here there is no diversity in their sentiments; and that there is not, appears fully from the consent of all men in the metaphors which are taken from the sense of taste. A sour temper, bitter expressions, bitter curses, a bitter fate, are terms well and strongly understood by all. And we are altogether as well understood when we say, a sweet disposition, a sweet person, a sweet condition, and the like. It is confessed, that custom and some other causes have made many deviations from the natural pleasures or pains which belong to these several tastes: but then the power of distinguishing between the natural and the acquired relish remains to the very last. A man frequently comes to prefer the taste of tobacco to that of sugar, and the flavour of vinegar to that of milk; but this makes no confusion in tastes, whilst he is sensible that the tobacco and vinegar are not sweet, and whilst he knows that habit alone has reconciled his palate to these alien pleasures. Even with such a person we may speak, and with sufficient precision, concerning tastes. But should any man be found who declares, that to him tobacco has a taste like sugar, and that he cannot distinguish between milk and vinegar; or that tobacco and vinegar are sweet, milk bitter, and sugar sour; we immediately conclude that the organs of this man are out of order, and that his palate is utterly vitiated. We are as far from conferring with such a person upon tastes, as from reasoning concerning the relations of quantity with one who should deny that all the parts together were equal to the whole. We do not call a man of this kind wrong in his notions, but absolutely mad. Exceptions of this sort, in either way, do not at all impeach our general rule, nor make us conclude that men have various principles concerning the relations of quantity or the taste of things. So that when it is said, taste cannot be disputed, it can only mean, that no one can strictly answer what pleasure or pain some particular man may find from the taste of some particular thing. This indeed cannot be disputed; but we may dispute, and with sufficient clearness too, concerning the things which are naturally pleasing or disagreeable to the sense. But when we talk of any peculiar or acquired relish, then we must know the habits, the prejudices, or the distempers of this particular man, and we must draw our conclusion from those.


  This agreement of mankind is not confined to the taste solely. The principle of pleasure derived from sight is the same in all. Light is more pleasing than darkness. Summer, when the earth is clad in green, when the heavens are serene and bright, is more agreeable than winter, when everything makes a different appearance. I never remember that anything beautiful, whether a man, a beast, a bird, or a plant, was ever shown, though it were to a hundred people, that they did not all immediately agree that it was beautiful, though some might have thought that it fell short of their expectation, or that other things were still finer. I believe no man thinks a goose to be more beautiful than a swan, or imagines that what they call a Friesland hen excels a peacock. It must be observed, too, that the pleasures of the sight are not near so complicated, and confused, and altered by unnatural habits and associations, as the pleasures of the taste are; because the pleasures of the sight more commonly acquiesce in themselves; and are not so often altered by considerations which are independent of the sight itself. But things do not spontaneously present themselves to the palate as they do to the sight; they are generally applied to it, either as food or as medicine; and, from the qualities which they possess for nutritive or medicinal purposes, they often form the palate by degrees, and by force of these associations. Thus opium is pleasing to Turks, on account of the agreeable delirium it produces. Tobacco is the delight of Dutchmen, as it diffuses a torpor and pleasing stupefaction. Fermented spirits please our common people, because they banish care, and all consideration of future or present evils. All of these would lie absolutely neglected if their properties had originally gone no further than the taste; but all these together, with tea and coffee, and some other things, have passed from the apothecary’s shop to our tables, and were taken for health long before they were thought of for pleasure. The effect of the drug has made us use it frequently; and frequent use, combined with the agreeable effect, has made the taste itself at last agreeable. But this does not in the least perplex our reasoning; because we distinguish to the last the acquired from the natural relish. In describing the taste of an unknown fruit, you would scarcely say that it had a sweet and pleasant flavour like tobacco, opium, or garlic, although you spoke to those who were in the constant use of these drugs, and had great pleasure in them. There is in all men sufficient remembrance of the original natural causes of pleasure, to enable them to bring all things offered to their senses to that standard, and to regulate their feelings and opinions by it. Suppose one who had so vitiated his palate as to take more pleasure in the taste of opium than in that of butter or honey, to be presented with a bolus of squills; there is hardly any doubt but that he would prefer the butter or honey to this nauseous morsel, or to any bitter drug to which he had not been accustomed; which proves that his palate was naturally like that of other men in all things, that it is still like the palate of other men in many things, and only vitiated in some particular points. For in judging of any new thing, even of a taste similar to that which he has been formed by habit to like, he finds his palate affected in a natural manner, and on the common principles. Thus the pleasure of all the senses, of the sight, and even of the taste, that most ambiguous of the senses, is the same in all, high and low, learned and unlearned.


  Besides the ideas, with their annexed pains and pleasures, which are presented by the sense; the mind of man possesses a sort of creative power of its own; either in representing at pleasure the images of things in the order and manner in which they were received by the senses, or in combining those images in a new manner, and according to a different order. This power is called imagination; and to this belongs whatever is called wit, fancy, invention, and the like. But it must be observed, that this power of the imagination is incapable of producing anything absolutely new; it can only vary the disposition of those ideas which it has received from the senses. Now the imagination is the most extensive province of pleasure and pain, as it is the region of our fears and our hopes, and of all our passions that are connected with them; and whatever is calculated to affect the imagination with these commanding ideas, by force of any original natural impression, must have the same power pretty equally over all men. For since the imagination is only the representation of the senses, it can only be pleased or displeased with the images, from the same principle on which the sense is pleased or displeased with the realities; and consequently there must be just as close an agreement in the imaginations as in the senses of men. A little attention will convince us that this must of necessity be the case.


  But in the imagination, besides the pain or pleasure arising from the properties of the natural object, a pleasure is perceived from the resemblance which the imitation has to the original: the imagination, I conceive, can have no pleasure but what results from one or other of these causes. And these causes operate pretty uniformly upon all men, because they operate by principles in nature, and which are not derived from any particular habits or advantages. Mr. Locke very justly and finely observes of wit, that it is chiefly conversant in tracing resemblances: he remarks, at the same time, that the business of judgment is rather in finding differences. It may perhaps appear, on this supposition, that there is no material distinction between the wit and the judgment, as they both seem to result from different operations of the same faculty of comparing. But in reality, whether they are or are not dependent on the same power of the mind, they differ so very materially in many respects, that a perfect union of wit and judgment is one of the rarest things in the world. When two distinct objects are unlike to each other, it is only what we expect; things are in their common way; and therefore they make no impression on the imagination: but when two distinct objects have a resemblance, we are struck, we attend to them, and we are pleased. The mind of man has naturally a far greater alacrity and satisfaction in tracing resemblances than in searching for differences: because by making resemblances we produce new images; we unite, we create, we enlarge our stock; but in making distinctions we offer no food at all to the imagination; the task itself is more severe and irksome, and what pleasure we derive from it is something of a negative and indirect nature. A piece of news is told me in the morning; this, merely as a piece of news, as a fact added to my stock, gives me some pleasure. In the evening I find there was nothing in it. What do I gain by this, but the dissatisfaction to find that I have been imposed upon? Hence it is that men are much more naturally inclined to belief than to incredulity. And it is upon this principle, that the most ignorant and barbarous nations have frequently excelled in similitudes, comparisons, metaphors, and allegories, who have been weak and backward in distinguishing and sorting their ideas. And it is for a reason of this kind, that Homer and the Oriental writers, though very fond of similitudes, and though they often strike out such as are truly admirable, seldom take care to have them exact; that is, they are taken with the general resemblance, they paint it strongly, and they take no notice of the difference which may be found between the things compared.


  Now, as the pleasure of resemblance is that which principally flatters the imagination, all men are nearly equal in this point, as far as their knowledge of the things represented or compared extends. The principle of this knowledge is very much accidental, as it depends upon experience and observation, and not on the strength or weakness of any natural faculty; and it is from this difference in knowledge, that what we commonly, though with no great exactness, call a difference in taste proceeds. A man to whom sculp ture is new, sees a barber’s block, or some ordinary piece of statuary, he is immediately struck and pleased, because he sees something like a human figure; and, entirely taken up with this likeness, he does not at all attend to its defects. No person, I believe, at the first time of seeing a piece of imitation ever did. Some time after, we suppose that this novice lights upon a more artificial work of the same nature; he now begins to look with contempt on what he admired at first; not that he admired it even then for its unlikeness to a man, but for that general, though inaccurate, resemblance which it bore to the human figure. What he admired at different times in these so different figures, is strictly the same; and though his knowledge is improved, his taste is not altered. Hitherto his mistake was from a want of knowledge in art; and this arose from his inexperience; but he may be still deficient from a want of knowledge in nature. For it is possible that the man in question may stop here, and that the masterpiece of a great hand may please him no more than the middling performance of a vulgar artist: and this not for want of better or higher relish, but because all men do not observe with sufficient accuracy on the human figure to enable them to judge properly of an imitation of it. And that the critical taste does not depend upon a superior principle in men, but upon superior knowledge, may appear from several instances. The story of the ancient painter and the shoemaker is very well known. The shoemaker set the painter right with regard to some mistakes he had made in the shoe of one of his figures, and which the painter, who had not made such accurate observations on shoes, and was content with a general resemblance, had never observed. But this was no impeachment to the taste of the painter; it only showed some want of knowledge in the art of making shoes. Let us imagine, that an anatomist had come into the painter’s working-room. His piece is in general well done, the figure in question in a good attitude, and the parts well adjusted to their various movements; yet the anatomist, critical in his art, may observe the swell of some muscle not quite just in the peculiar action of the figure. Here the anatomist observes what the painter had not observed; and he passes by what the shoemaker had remarked. But a want of the last critical knowledge in anatomy no more reflected on the natural good taste of the painter or of any common observer of his piece, than the want of an exact knowledge in the formation of a shoe. A fine piece of a decollated head of St. John the Baptist was shown to a Turkish emperor; he praised many things, but he observed one defect; he observed that the skin did not shrink from the wounded part of the neck. The sultan on this occasion, though his observation was very just, discovered no more natural taste than the painter who executed this piece, or than a thousand European connoisseurs, who probably never would have made the same observation. His Turkish Majesty had indeed been well acquainted with that terrible spectacle, which the others could only have represented in their imagination. On the subject of their dislike there is a difference between all these people, arising from the different kinds and degrees of their knowledge; but there is something in common to the painter, the shoemaker, the anatomist, and the Turkish emperor, the pleasure arising from a natural object, so far as each perceives it justly imitated; the satisfaction in seeing an agreeable figure; the sympathy proceeding from a striking and affecting incident. So far as taste is natural, it is nearly common to all.


  In poetry, and other pieces of imagination, the same parity may be observed. It is true, that one man is charmed with Don Bellianis, and reads Virgil coldly; whilst another is transported with the Eneid, and leaves Don Bellianis to children. These two men seem to have a taste very different from each other; but in fact they differ very little. In both these pieces, which inspire such opposite sentiments, a tale exciting admiration is told; both are full of action, both are passionate; in both are voyages, battles, triumphs, and continual changes of fortune. The admirer of Don Bellianis perhaps does not understand the refined language of the Eneid, who, if it was degraded into the style of the Pilgrim’s Progress, might feel it in all its energy, on the same principle which made him an admirer of Don Bellianis.


  In his favourite author he is not shocked with the continual breaches of probability, the confusion of times, the offences against manners, the trampling upon geography; for he knows nothing of geography and chronology, and he has never examined the grounds of probability. He perhaps reads of a shipwreck on the coast of Bohemia; wholly taken up with so interesting an event, and only solicitous for the fate of his hero, he is not in the least troubled at this extravagant blunder. For why should he be shocked at a shipwreck on the coast of Bohemia, who does not know but that Bohemia may be an island in the Atlantic ocean? and after all, what reflection is this on the natural good taste of the person here supposed?


  So far then as taste belongs to the imagination, its principle is the same in all men; there is no difference in the manner of their being affected, nor in the causes of the affection; but in the degree there is a difference, which arises from two causes principally; either from a greater degree of natural sensibility, or from a closer and longer attention to the object. To illustrate this by the procedure of the senses, in which the same difference is found, let us suppose a very smooth marble table to be set before two men; they both perceive it to be smooth; and they are both pleased with it because of this quality. So far they agree. But suppose another, and after that another table, the latter still smoother than the former, to be set before them. It is now very probable that these men, who are so agreed upon what is smooth, and in the pleasure from thence, will disagree when they come to settle which table has the advantage in point of polish. Here is indeed the great difference between tastes, when men come to compare the excess or diminution of things which are judged by degree and not by measure. Nor is it easy, when such a difference arises, to settle the point, if the excess or diminution be not glaring. If we differ in opinion about two quantities, we can have recourse to a common measure, which may decide the question with the utmost exactness; and this, I take it, is what gives mathematical knowledge a greater certainty than any other. But in things whose excess is not judged by greater or smaller, as smoothness and roughness, hardness and softness, darkness and light, the shades of colours, all these are very easily distinguished when the difference is any way considerable, but not when it is minute, for want of some common measures, which perhaps may never come to be discovered. In these nice cases, supposing the acuteness of the sense equal, the greater attention and habit in such things will have the advantage. In the question about the tables, the marble-polisher will unquestionably determine the most accurately. But notwithstanding this want of a common measure for settling many disputes relative to the senses, and their representative the imagination, we find that the principles are the same in all, and that there is no disagreement until we come to examine into the pre-eminence or difference of things, which brings us within the province of the judgment.


  So long as we are conversant with the sensible qualities of things, hardly any more than the imagination seems concerned; little more also than the imagination seems concerned when the passions are represented, because by the force of natural sympathy they are felt in all men without any recourse to reasoning, and their justness recognized in every breast. Love, grief, fear, anger, joy, all these passions have, in their turns, affected every mind; and they do not affect it in an arbitrary or casual manner, but upon certain, natural, and uniform principles. But as many of the works of imagination are not confined to the representation of sensible objects, nor to efforts upon the passions, but extend themselves to the manners, the characters, the actions, and designs of men, their relations, their virtues, and vices, they come within the province of the judgment, which is improved by attention, and by the habit of reasoning. All these make a very considerable part of what are considered as the objects of taste; and Horace sends us to the schools of philosophy and the world for our instruction in them. Whatever certainty is to be acquired in morality and the science of life; just the same degree of certainty have we in what relates to them in the works of imitation. Indeed it is for the most part in our skill in manners, and in the observances of time and place, and of decency in general, which is only to be learned in those schools to which Horace recommends us, that what is called taste, by way of distinction, consists; and which is in reality no other than a more refined judgment. On the whole it appears to me, that what is called taste, in its most general acceptation, is not a simple idea, but is partly made up of a perception of the primary pleasures of sense, of the secondary pleasures of the imagination, and of the conclusions of the reasoning faculty, concerning the various relations to these, and concerning the human passions, manners, and actions. All this is requisite to form taste, and the ground-work of all these is the same in the human mind; for as the senses are the great originals of all our ideas, and consequently of all our pleasures, if they are not uncertain and arbitrary, the whole ground-work of taste is common to all, and therefore there is a sufficient foundation for a conclusive reasoning on these matters.


  Whilst we consider taste merely according to its nature and species, we shall find its principles entirely uniform; but the degree in which these principles prevail in the several individuals of mankind, is altogether as different as the principles themselves are similar. For sensibility and judgment, which are the qualities that compose what we commonly call a taste, vary exceedingly in various people. From a defect in the former of these qualities arises a want of taste; a weakness in the latter constitutes a wrong or a bad one. There are some men formed with feelings so blunt, with tempers so cold and phlegmatic, that they can hardly be said to be awake during the whole course of their lives. Upon such persons the most striking objects make but a faint and obscure impression. There are others so continually in the agitation of gross and merely sensual pleasures, or so occupied in the low drudgery of avarice, or so heated in the chase of honours and distinction, that their minds, which had been used continually to the storms of these violent and tempestuous passions, can hardly be put in motion by the delicate and refined play of the imagination. These men, though from a different cause, become as stupid and insensible as the former; but whenever either of these happen to be struck with any natural elegance or greatness, or with these qualities in any work of art, they are moved upon the same principle.


  The cause of a wrong taste is a defect of judgment. And this may arise from a natural weakness of understanding, (in whatever the strength of that faculty may consist,) or, which is much more commonly the case, it may arise from a want of proper and well-directed exercise, which alone can make it strong and ready. Besides that ignorance, inattention, prejudice, rashness, levity, obstinacy, in short, all those passions, and all those vices, which pervert the judgment in other matters, prejudice it no less in this its more refined and elegant province. These causes produce different opinions upon everything which is an object of the understanding, without inducing us to suppose that there are no settled principles of reason. And indeed, on the whole, one may observe that there is rather less difference upon matters of taste among mankind, than upon most of those which depend upon the naked reason; and that men are far better agreed on the excellency of a description in Virgil, than on the truth or falsehood of a theory of Aristotle.


  A rectitude of judgment in the arts, which may be called a good taste, does in a great measure depend upon sensibility; because, if the mind has no bent to the pleasures of the imagination, it will never apply itself sufficiently to works of that species to acquire a competent knowledge in them. But, though a degree of sensibility is requisite to form a good judgment, yet a good judgment does not necessarily arise from a quick sensibility of pleasure; it frequently happens that a very poor judge, merely by force of a greater complexional sensibility, is more affected by a very poor piece, than the best judge by the most perfect; for as everything new, extraordinary, grand, or passionate, is well calculated to affect such a person, and that the faults do not affect him, his pleasure is more pure and unmixed; and as it is merely a pleasure of the imagination, it is much higher than any which is derived from a rectitude of the judgment; the judgment is for the greater part employed in throwing stumbling-blocks in the way of the imagination, in dissipating the scenes of its enchantment, and in tying us down to the disagreeable yoke of our reason: for almost the only pleasure that men have in judging better than others, consists in a sort of conscious pride and superiority, which arises from thinking rightly; but then, this is an indirect pleasure, a pleasure which does not immediately result from the object which is under contemplation. In the morning of our days, when the senses are unworn and tender, when the whole man is awake in every part, and the gloss of novelty fresh upon all the objects that surround us, how lively at that time are our sensations, but how false and inaccurate the judgments we form of things? I despair of ever receiving the same degree of pleasure from the most excellent performances of genius, which I felt at that age from pieces which my present judgment regards as trifling and contemptible. Every trivial cause of pleasure is apt to affect the man of too sanguine a complexion: his appetite is too keen to suffer his taste to be delicate; and he is in all respects what Ovid says of himself in love,


  Molle meum levibus cor est violabile telis,


  Et semper causa est, cur ego semper amem.


  One of this character can never be a refined judge; never what the comic poet calls elegans formarum spectator. The excellence and force of a composition must always be imperfectly estimated from its effect on the minds of any, except we know the temper and character of those minds. The most powerful effects of poetry and music have been displayed, and perhaps are still displayed, where these arts are but in a very low and imperfect state. The rude hearer is affected by the principles which operate in these arts even in their rudest condition; and he is not skillful enough to perceive the defects. But as the arts advance towards their perfection, the science of criticism advances with equal pace, and the pleasure of judges is frequently interrupted by the faults which are discovered in the most finished compositions.


  Before I leave this subject I cannot help taking notice of an opinion which many persons entertain, as if the taste were a separate faculty of the mind, and distinct from the judgment and imagination; a species of instinct, by which we are struck naturally, and at the first glance, without any previous reasoning, with the excellencies, or the defects, of a composition. So far as the imagination and the passions are concerned, I believe it true, that the reason is little consulted; but where disposition, where decorum, where congruity are concerned, in short, wherever the best taste differs from the worst, I am convinced that the understanding operates, and nothing else; and its operation is in reality far from being always sudden, or, when it is sudden, it is often far from being right. Men of the best taste, by consideration, come frequently to change these early and precipitate judgments, which the mind, from its aversion to neutrality and doubt, loves to form on the spot. It is known that the taste (whatever it is) is improved exactly as we improve our judgment, by extending our knowledge, by a steady attention to our object, and by frequent exercise. They who have not taken these methods, if their taste decides quickly, it is always uncertainly; and their quickness is owing to their presumption and rashness, and not to any sudden irradiation, that in a moment dispels all darkness from their minds. But they who have cultivated that species of knowledge which makes the object of taste, by degrees, and habitually, attain not only a soundness, but a readiness of judgment, as men do by the same methods on all other occasions. At first they are obliged to spell, but at least they read with ease and with celerity; but this celerity of its operation is no proof that the taste is a distinct faculty. Nobody, I believe, has attended the course of a discussion, which turned upon matters within the sphere of mere naked reason, but must have observed the extreme readiness with which the whole process of the argument is carried on, the grounds discovered, the objections raised and answered, and the conclusions drawn from premises, with a quickness altogether as great as the taste can be supposed to work with; and yet where nothing but plain reason either is or can be suspected to operate. To multiply principles for every different appearance, is useless, and unphilosophical too in a high degree.


  This matter might be pursued much further; but it is not the extent of the subject which must prescribe our bounds, for what subject does not branch out to infinity? It is the nature of our particular scheme, and the single point of view in which we consider it, which ought to put a stop to our researches.
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  It is thus that the most powerful or the most wretched, respectively considering their power and wretchedness as a kind of title to the substance of others, even equivalent to that of property, the equality once broken was followed by the most shocking disorders. It is thus that the usurpations of the rich, the pillagings of the poor, and the unbridled passions of all, by stifling the cries of natural compassion, and the as yet feeble voice of justice, rendered man avaricious, wicked and ambitious. There arose between the title of the strongest, and that of the first occupier a perpetual conflict, which always ended in battery and bloodshed. Infant society became a scene of the most horrible warfare: Mankind thus debased and harassed, and no longer able to retreat, or renounce the unhappy acquisitions it had made; labouring, in short merely to its confusion by the abuse of those faculties, which in themselves do it so much honour, brought itself to the very brink of ruin and destruction.


  Attonitus novitate mali, divesque miserque,


  Effugere optat opes; et quæ modò voverat, odit.


  But it is impossible that men should not sooner or later have made reflections on so wretched a situation, and upon the calamities with which they were overwhelmed. The rich in particular must have soon perceived how much they suffered by a perpetual war, of which they alone supported all the expense, and in which, though all risked life, they alone risked any substance. Besides, whatever colour they might pretend to give their usurpations, they sufficiently saw that these usurpations were in the main founded upon false and precarious titles, and that what they had acquired by mere force, others could again by mere force wrest out of their hands, without leaving them the least room to complain of such a proceeding. Even those, who owed all their riches to their own industry, could scarce ground their acquisitions upon a better title. It availed them nothing to say, ’Twas I built this wall; I acquired this spot by my labour. Who traced it out for you, another might object, and what right have you to expect payment at our expense for doing that we did not oblige you to do? Don’t you know that numbers of your brethren perish, or suffer grievously for want of what you possess more than suffices nature, and that you should have had the express and unanimous consent of mankind to appropriate to yourself of their common, more than was requisite for your private subsistence? Destitute of solid reasons to justify, and sufficient force to defend himself; crushing individuals with ease, but with equal ease crushed by numbers; one against all, and unable, on account of mutual jealousies, to unite with his equals against banditti united by the common hopes of pillage; the rich man, thus pressed by necessity, at last conceived the deepest project that ever entered the human mind: this was to employ in his favour the very forces that attacked him, to make allies of his enemies, to inspire them with other maxims, and make them adopt other institutions as favourable to his pretensions, as the law of nature was unfavourable to them.


  With this view, after laying before his neighbours all the horrors of a situation, which armed them all one against another, which rendered their possessions as burdensome as their wants were intolerable, and in which no one could expect any safety either in poverty or riches, he easily invented specious arguments to bring them over to his purpose. “Let us unite,” said he, “to secure the weak from oppression, restrain the ambitious, and secure to every man the possession of what belongs to him: Let us form rules of justice and peace, to which all may be obliged to conform, which shall not except persons, but may in some sort make amends for the caprice of fortune, by submitting alike the powerful and the weak to the observance of mutual duties. In a word, instead of turning our forces against ourselves, let us collect them into a sovereign power, which may govern us by wise laws, may protect and defend all the members of the association, repel common enemies, and maintain a perpetual concord and harmony among us.”


  Much fewer words of this kind were sufficient to draw in a parcel of rustics, whom it was an easy matter to impose upon, who had besides too many quarrels among themselves to live without arbiters, and too much avarice and ambition to live long without masters. All offered their necks to the yoke in hopes of securing their liberty; for though they had sense enough to perceive the advantages of a political constitution, they had not experience enough to see beforehand the dangers of it; those among them, who were best qualified to foresee abuses, were precisely those who expected to benefit by them; even the soberest judged it requisite to sacrifice one part of their liberty to ensure the other, as a man, dangerously wounded in any of his limbs, readily parts with it to save the rest of his body.


  Such was, or must have been, had man been left to himself, the origin of society and of the laws, which increased the fetters of the weak, and the strength of the rich; irretrievably destroyed natural liberty, fixed for ever the laws of property and inequality; changed an artful usurpation into an irrevocable title; and for the benefit of a few ambitious individuals subjected the rest of mankind to perpetual labour, servitude, and misery. We may easily conceive how the establishment of a single society rendered that of all the rest absolutely necessary, and how, to make head against united forces, it became necessary for the rest of mankind to unite in their turn. Societies once formed in this manner, soon multiplied or spread to such a degree, as to cover the face of the earth; and not to leave a corner in the whole universe, where a man could throw off the yoke, and withdraw his head from under the often ill-conducted sword which he saw perpetually hanging over it. The civil law being thus become the common rule of citizens, the law of nature no longer obtained but among the different societies, in which, under the name of the law of nations, it was qualified by some tacit conventions to render commerce possible, and supply the place of natural compassion, which, losing by degrees all that influence over societies which it originally had over individuals, no longer exists but in some great souls, who consider themselves as citizens of the world, and forcing the imaginary barriers that separate people from people, after the example of the Sovereign Being from whom we all derive our existence, make the whole human race the object of their benevolence.


  Political bodies, thus remaining in a state of nature among themselves, soon experienced the inconveniences which had obliged individuals to quit it; and this state became much more fatal to these great bodies, than it had been before to the individuals which now composed them. Hence those national wars, those battles, those murders, those reprisals, which make nature shudder and shock reason; hence all those horrible prejudices, which make it a virtue and an honour to shed human blood. The worthiest men learned to consider the cutting the throats of their fellows as a duty; at length men began to butcher each other by thousands without knowing for what; and more murders were committed in a single action, and more horrible disorders at the taking of a single town, than had been committed in the state of nature during ages together upon the whole face of the earth. Such are the first effects we may conceive to have arisen from the division of mankind into different societies. Let us return to their institution.


  I know that several writers have assigned other origins of political society; as for instance, the conquests of the powerful, or the union of the weak; and it is no matter which of these causes we adopt in regard to what I am going to establish; that, however, which I have just laid down, seems to me the most natural, for the following reasons: First, because, in the first case, the right of conquest being in fact no right at all, it could not serve as a foundation for any other right, the conqueror and the conquered ever remaining with respect to each other in a state of war, unless the conquered, restored to the full possession of their liberty, should freely choose their conqueror for their chief. Till then, whatever capitulations might have been made between them, as these capitulations were founded upon violence, and of course de facto null and void, there could not have existed in this hypothesis either a true society, or a political body, or any other law but that of the strongest. Second, because these words strong and weak, are ambiguous in the second case; for during the interval between the establishment of the right of property or prior occupation and that of political government, the meaning of these terms is better expressed by the words poor and rich, as before the establishment of laws men in reality had no other means of reducing their equals, but by invading the property of these equals, or by parting with some of their own property to them. Third, because the poor having nothing but their liberty to lose, it would have been the height of madness in them to give up willingly the only blessing they had left without obtaining some consideration for it: whereas the rich being sensible, if I may say so, in every part of their possessions, it was much easier to do them mischief, and therefore more incumbent upon them to guard against it; and because, in fine, it is but reasonable to suppose, that a thing has been invented by him to whom it could be of service rather than by him to whom it must prove detrimental.


  Government in its infancy had no regular and permanent form. For want of a sufficient fund of philosophy and experience, men could see no further than the present inconveniences, and never thought of providing remedies for future ones, but in proportion as they arose. In spite of all the labours of the wisest legislators, the political state still continued imperfect, because it was in a manner the work of chance; and, as the foundations of it were ill laid, time, though sufficient to discover its defects and suggest the remedies for them, could never mend its original vices. Men were continually repairing; whereas, to erect a good edifice, they should have begun as Lycurgus did at Sparta, by clearing the area, and removing the old materials. Society at first consisted merely of some general conventions which all the members bound themselves to observe, and for the performance of which the whole body became security to every individual. Experience was necessary to show the great weakness of such a constitution, and how easy it was for those, who infringed it, to escape the conviction or chastisement of faults, of which the public alone was to be both the witness and the judge; the laws could not fail of being eluded a thousand ways; inconveniences and disorders could not but multiply continually, till it was at last found necessary to think of committing to private persons the dangerous trust of public authority, and to magistrates the care of enforcing obedience to the people: for to say that chiefs were elected before confederacies were formed, and that the ministers of the laws existed before the laws themselves, is a supposition too ridiculous to deserve I should seriously refute it.


  It would be equally unreasonable to imagine that men at first threw themselves into the arms of an absolute master, without any conditions or consideration on his side; and that the first means contrived by jealous and unconquered men for their common safety was to run hand over head into slavery. In fact, why did they give themselves superiors, if it was not to be defended by them against oppression, and protected in their lives, liberties, and properties, which are in a manner the constitutional elements of their being? Now in the relations between man and man, the worst that can happen to one man being to see himself at the discretion of another, would it not have been contrary to the dictates of good sense to begin by making over to a chief the only things for the preservation of which they stood in need of his assistance? What equivalent could he have offered them for so fine a privilege? And had he presumed to exact it on pretense of defending them, would he not have immediately received the answer in the apologue? What worse treatment can we expect from an enemy? It is therefore past dispute, and indeed a fundamental maxim of political law, that people gave themselves chiefs to defend their liberty and not be enslaved by them. If we have a prince, said Pliny to Trajan, it is in order that he may keep us from having a master.


  Political writers argue in regard to the love of liberty with the same philosophy that philosophers do in regard to the state of nature; by the things they see they judge of things very different which they have never seen, and they attribute to men a natural inclination to slavery, on account of the patience with which the slaves within their notice carry the yoke; not reflecting that it is with liberty as with innocence and virtue, the value of which is not known but by those who possess them, though the relish for them is lost with the things themselves. I know the charms of your country, said Brasidas to a satrap who was comparing the life of the Spartans with that of the Persepolites; but you can not know the pleasures of mine.


  As an unbroken courser erects his mane, paws the ground, and rages at the bare sight of the bit, while a trained horse patiently suffers both whip and spur, just so the barbarian will never reach his neck to the yoke which civilized man carries without murmuring but prefers the most stormy liberty to a calm subjection. It is not therefore by the servile disposition of enslaved nations that we must judge of the natural dispositions of man for or against slavery, but by the prodigies done by every free people to secure themselves from oppression. I know that the first are constantly crying up that peace and tranquillity they enjoy in their irons, and that miserrimam servitutem pacem appellant: but when I see the others sacrifice pleasures, peace, riches, power, and even life itself to the preservation of that single jewel so much slighted by those who have lost it; when I see free-born animals through a natural abhorrence of captivity dash their brains out against the bars of their prison; when I see multitudes of naked savages despise European pleasures and brave hunger, fire and sword, and death itself to preserve their independency; I feel that it belongs not to slaves to argue concerning liberty.


  As to paternal authority, from which several have derived absolute government and every other mode of society, it is sufficient, without having recourse to Locke and Sidney, to observe that nothing in the world differs more from the cruel spirit of despotism, than the gentleness of that authority, which looks more to the advantage of him who obeys than to the utility of him who commands; that by the law of nature the father continues master of his child no longer than the child stands in need of his assistance; that after that term they become equal, and that then the son, entirely independent of the father, owes him no obedience, but only respect. Gratitude is indeed a duty which we are bound to pay, but which benefactors can not exact. Instead of saying that civil society is derived from paternal authority, we should rather say that it is to the former that the latter owes its principal force: No one individual was acknowledged as the father of several other individuals, till they settled about him. The father’s goods, which he can indeed dispose of as he pleases, are the ties which hold his children to their dependence upon him, and he may divide his substance among them in proportion as they shall have deserved his attention by a continual deference to his commands. Now the subjects of a despotic chief, far from having any such favour to expect from him, as both themselves and all they have are his property, or at least are considered by him as such, are obliged to receive as a favour what he relinquishes to them of their own property. He does them justice when he strips them; he treats them with mercy when he suffers them to live. By continuing in this manner to compare facts with right, we should discover as little solidity as truth in the voluntary establishment of tyranny; and it would be a hard matter to prove the validity of a contract which was binding only on one side, in which one of the parties should stake everything and the other nothing, and which could turn out to the prejudice of him alone who had bound himself.


  This odious system is even, at this day, far from being that of wise and good monarchs, and especially of the kings of France, as may be seen by divers passages in their edicts, and particularly by that of a celebrated piece published in 1667 in the name and by the orders of Louis XIV. “Let it therefore not be said that the sovereign is not subject to the laws of his realm, since, that he is, is a maxim of the law of nations which flattery has sometimes attacked, but which good princes have always defended as the tutelary divinity of their realms. How much more reasonable is it to say with the sage Plato, that the perfect happiness of a state consists in the subjects obeying their prince, the prince obeying the laws, and the laws being equitable and always directed to the good of the public? I shall not stop to consider, if, liberty being the most noble faculty of man, it is not degrading one’s nature, reducing one’s self to the level of brutes, who are the slaves of instinct, and even offending the author of one’s being, to renounce without reserve the most precious of his gifts, and submit to the commission of all the crimes he has forbid us, merely to gratify a mad or a cruel master; and if this sublime artist ought to be more irritated at seeing his work destroyed than at seeing it dishonoured. I shall only ask what right those, who were not afraid thus to degrade themselves, could have to subject their dependants to the same ignominy, and renounce, in the name of their posterity, blessings for which it is not indebted to their liberality, and without which life itself must appear a burthen to all those who are worthy to live.


  Puffendorf says that, as we can transfer our property from one to another by contracts and conventions, we may likewise divest ourselves of our liberty in favour of other men. This, in my opinion, is a very poor way of arguing; for, in the first place, the property I cede to another becomes by such cession a thing quite foreign to me, and the abuse of which can no way affect me; but it concerns me greatly that my liberty is not abused, and I can not, without incurring the guilt of the crimes I may be forced to commit, expose myself to become the instrument of any. Besides, the right of property being of mere human convention and institution, every man may dispose as he pleases of what he possesses: But the case is otherwise with regard to the essential gifts of nature, such as life and liberty, which every man is permitted to enjoy, and of which it is doubtful at least whether any man has a right to divest himself: By giving up the one, we degrade our being; by giving up the other we annihilate it as much as it is our power to do so; and as no temporal enjoyments can indemnify us for the loss of either, it would be at once of fending both nature and reason to renounce them for any consideration. But though we could transfer our liberty as we do our substance, the difference would be very great with regard to our children, who enjoy our substance but by a cession of our right; whereas liberty being a blessing, which as men they hold from nature, their parents have no right to strip them of it; so that as to establish slavery it was necessary to do violence to nature, so it was necessary to alter nature to perpetuate such a right; and the jurisconsults, who have gravely pronounced that the child of a slave comes a slave into the world, have in other words decided, that a man does not come a man into the world.


  It therefore appears to me incontestably true, that not only governments did not begin by arbitrary power, which is but the corruption and extreme term of government, and at length brings it back to the law of the strongest, against which governments were at first the remedy, but even that, allowing they had commenced in this manner, such power being illegal in itself could never have served as a foundation to the rights of society, nor of course to the inequality of institution.


  I shall not now enter upon the inquiries which still remain to be made into the nature of the fundamental pacts of every kind of government, but, following the common opinion, confine myself in this place to the establishment of the political body as a real contract between the multitude and the chiefs elected by it. A contract by which both parties oblige themselves to the observance of the laws that are therein stipulated, and form the bands of their union. The multitude having, on occasion of the social relations between them, concentered all their wills in one person, all the articles, in regard to which this will explains itself, become so many fundamental laws, which oblige without exception all the members of the state, and one of which laws regulates the choice and the power of the magistrates appointed to look to the execution of the rest. This power extends to everything that can maintain the constitution, but extends to nothing that can alter it. To this power are added honours, that may render the laws and the ministers of them respectable; and the persons of the ministers are distinguished by certain prerogatives, which may make them amends for the great fatigues inseparable from a good administration. The magistrate, on his side, obliges himself not to use the power with which he is intrusted but conformably to the intention of his constituents, to maintain every one of them in the peaceable possession of his property, and upon all occasions prefer the good of the public to his own private interest.


  Before experience had demonstrated, or a thorough knowledge of the human heart had pointed out, the abuses inseparable from such a constitution, it must have appeared so much the more perfect, as those appointed to look to its preservation were themselves most concerned therein; for magistracy and its rights being built solely on the fundamental laws, as soon as these ceased to exist, the magistrates would cease to be lawful, the people would no longer be bound to obey them, and, as the essence of the state did not consist in the magistrates but in the laws, the members of it would immediately become entitled to their primitive and natural liberty.


  A little reflection would afford us new arguments in confirmation of this truth, and the nature of the contract might alone convince us that it can not be irrevocable: for if there was no superior power capable of guaranteeing the fidelity of the contracting parties and of obliging them to fulfil their mutual engagements, they would remain sole judges in their own cause, and each of them would always have a right to renounce the contract, as soon as he discovered that the other had broke the conditions of it, or that these conditions ceased to suit his private convenience. Upon this principle, the right of abdication may probably be founded. Now, to consider as we do nothing but what is human in this institution, if the magistrate, who has all the power in his own hands, and who appropriates to himself all the advantages of the contract, has notwithstanding a right to divest himself of his authority; how much a better right must the people, who pay for all the faults of its chief, have to renounce their dependence upon him. But the shocking dissensions and disorders without number, which would be the necessary consequence of so dangerous a privilege, show more than anything else how much human governments stood in need of a more solid basis than that of mere reason, and how necessary it was for the public tranquillity, that the will of the Almighty should interpose to give to sovereign authority, a sacred and inviolable character, which should deprive subjects of the mischievous right to dispose of it to whom they pleased. If mankind had received no other advantages from religion, this alone would be sufficient to make them adopt and cherish it, since it is the means of saving more blood than fanaticism has been the cause of spilling. But to resume the thread of our hypothesis.


  The various forms of government owe their origin to the various degrees of inequality between the members, at the time they first coalesced into a political body. Where a man happened to be eminent for power, for virtue, for riches, or for credit, he became sole magistrate, and the state assumed a monarchical form; if many of pretty equal eminence out-topped all the rest, they were jointly elected, and this election produced an aristocracy; those, between whose fortune or talents there happened to be no such disproportion, and who had deviated less from the state of nature, retained in common the supreme administration, and formed a democracy. Time demonstrated which of these forms suited mankind best. Some remained altogether subject to the laws; others soon bowed their necks to masters. The former laboured to preserve their liberty; the latter thought of nothing but invading that of their neighbours, jealous at seeing others enjoy a blessing which themselves had lost. In a word, riches and conquest fell to the share of the one, and virtue and happiness to that of the other.


  In these various modes of government the offices at first were all elective; and when riches did not preponderate, the preference was given to merit, which gives a natural ascendant, and to age, which is the parent of deliberateness in council, and experience in execution. The ancients among the Hebrews, the Geronts of Sparta, the Senate of Rome, nay, the very etymology of our word seigneur, show how much gray hairs were formerly respected. The oftener the choice fell upon old men, the oftener it became necessary to repeat it, and the more the trouble of such repetitions became sensible; electioneering took place; factions arose; the parties contracted ill-blood; civil wars blazed forth; the lives of the citizens were sacrificed to the pretended happiness of the state; and things at last came to such a pass, as to be ready to relapse into their primitive confusion. The ambition of the principal men induced them to take advantage of these circumstances to perpetuate the hitherto temporary charges in their families; the people already inured to dependence, accustomed to ease and the conveniences of life, and too much enervated to break their fetters, consented to the increase of their slavery for the sake of securing their tranquillity; and it is thus that chiefs, become hereditary, contracted the habit of considering magistracies as a family estate, and themselves as proprietors of those communities, of which at first they were but mere officers; to call their fellow-citizens their slaves; to look upon them, like so many cows or sheep, as a part of their substance; and to style themselves the peers of Gods, and Kings of Kings.


  By pursuing the progress of inequality in these different revolutions, we shall discover that the establishment of laws and of the right of property was the first term of it; the institution of magistrates the second; and the third and last the changing of legal into arbitrary power; so that the different states of rich and poor were authorized by the first epoch; those of powerful and weak by the second; and by the third those of master and slave, which formed the last degree of inequality, and the term in which all the rest at last end, till new revolutions entirely dissolve the government, or bring it back nearer to its legal constitution.


  To conceive the necessity of this progress, we are not so much to consider the motives for the establishment of political bodies, as the forms these bodies assume in their administration; and the inconveniences with which they are essentially attended; for those vices, which render social institutions necessary, are the same which render the abuse of such institutions unavoidable; and as (Sparta alone expected, whose laws chiefly regarded the education of children, and where Lycurgus established such manners and customs, as in a great measure made laws needless,) the laws, in general less strong than the passions, restrain men without changing them; it would be no hard matter to prove that every government, which carefully guarding against all alteration and corruption should scrupulously comply with the ends of its institution, was unnecessarily instituted; and that a country, where no one either eluded the laws, or made an ill use of magistracy, required neither laws nor magistrates.


  Political distinctions are necessarily attended with civil distinctions. The inequality between the people and the chiefs increase so fast as to be soon felt by the private members, and appears among them in a thousand shapes according to their passions, their talents, and the circumstances of affairs. The magistrate can not usurp any illegal power without making himself creatures, with whom he must divide it. Besides, the citizens of a free state suffer themselves to be oppressed merely in proportion as, hurried on by a blind ambition, and looking rather below than above them, they come to love authority more than independence. When they submit to fetters, ’tis only to be the better able to fetter others in their turn. It is no easy matter to make him obey, who does not wish to command; and the most refined policy would find it impossible to subdue those men, who only desire to be independent; but inequality easily gains ground among base and ambitious souls, ever ready to run the risks of fortune, and almost indifferent whether they command or obey, as she proves either favourable or adverse to them. Thus then there must have been a time, when the eyes of the people were bewitched to such a degree, that their rulers needed only to have said to the most pitiful wretch, “Be great you and all your posterity,” to make him immediately appear great in the eyes of every one as well as in his own; and his descendants took still more upon them, in proportion to their removes from him: the more distant and uncertain the cause, the greater the effect; the longer the line of drones a family produced, the more illustrious it was reckoned.
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  American Historical Documents


  The Fundamental Orders of Connecticut is “the first written constitution as a permanent limitation on governmental power, known in history.” It is the work of the Connecticut Yankee. (Fundamental Orders of Connecticut adopted Jan. 14, 1639.)


  The Fundamental Orders of Connecticut


  (1639)


  [These “Orders” were adopted by a popular convention of the three towns of Windsor, Hartford, and Wethersfield, on January 14, 1639. They form, according to historians, “the first written constitution, in the modern sense of the term, as a permanent limitation on governmental power, known in history, and certainly the first American constitution of government to embody the democratic idea.”]


  Forasmuch as it hath pleased the Almighty God by the wise disposition of his divine providence so to Order and dispose of things that we the Inhabitants and Residents of Windsor, Harteford and Wethersfield are now cohabiting and dwelling in and upon the River of Connecticut and the Lands thereunto adjoining; And well knowing where a people are gathered together the word of God requires that to maintain the peace and union of such a people there should be an orderly and decent Government established according to God, to order and dispose of the affrays of the people at all seasons as occasion shall require; do therefore associate and connive ourselves to be as one Public State or Commonwealth; and do, for ourselves and our Successors and such as shall be adjoined to us at any time hereafter, enter into Combination and Confederation to gather, to maintain and pressure the liberty and purity of the gospel of our Lord Jesus which we now profess, as also the discipline of the Churches, which according to the truth of the said gospel is now practised amongst vs; As also in our Civil Affairs to be guided and governed according to such Laws, Rules, Orders and decrees as shall be made, ordered & decreed, as followeth:—


  1. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that there shall be yearly two general Assemblies or Courts, the on the second thursday in April, the other the second thursday in September, following; the first shall be called the Court of Election, wherein shall be yearly Chosen from time to time so many Magistrates and other public Officers as shall be found requisite: Whereof one to be chosen Governor for the year ensuing and until another be chosen, and no other Magistrate to be chosen for more than one year; provided always there be six chosen besides the Governor; which being chosen and sworn according to an Oath recorded for that purpose shall have power to administer justice according to the Laws here established, and for want thereof according to the rule of the word of God; which chose shall be made by all that are admitted freemen and have taken the Oath of Fidelity, and doe cohabit within this Jurisdiction, (having been admitted Inhabitants by the major part of the Town wherein they lieu,) or the mayor party of such as shall be then present.


  2. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that the Election of the aforesaid Magistrate shall be on this manner: every person present and qualified for choose shall bring in (to the persons deputed to receive them) one single paper with the name of him written in at whom he desires to have Governor, and he that hath the greatest number of papers shall be Governor for that year. And the rest of the Magistrates or public Officers to be chosen in this manner: The Secretary for the time being shall first read the names of all that are to be put to choose and then shall severally nominate them distinctly, and every one that would have the person nominated to be chosen shall bring in one single paper written upon, and he that would not have him chosen shall bring in a blank: and every one that hath more written papers then blanks shall be a Magistrate for that year; which papers shall be received and told by one or more that shall be then chosen by the court and sworn to be faithful therein; but in case there should not be six chosen as aforesaid, besides the Governor, out of those which are nominated, then he or they which have the most written papers shall be a Magistrate or Magistrates for the ensuing year, to make up the foresaid number.


  3. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that the Secretary shall not nominate any person, nor shall any person be chosen newly into the Magistracy which was not propounded in some General Court before, to be nominated the next Election; and to that end at shall be lawful for each of the Towns aforesaid by their deputies to nominate any two whom they conceive fitte to be put to election; and the Court may ad so many more as they judge requisite.


  4. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed that no person be chosen Governor above once in two years, and that the Governor be always a member of some approved congregation, and formerly of the Magistracy within this Jurisdiction; and all the Magistrates Freemen of this Commonwealth: and that no Magistrate or other public officer shall execute any party of his or their Office before they are severally sworn, which shall be done in the face of the Court if they be present, and in case of absence by some deputed for that purpose.


  5. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that to the aforesaid Court of Election the several Towns shall send their deputies, and when the Elections are ended they may proceed in any public service as at other Courts. Also the other General Court in September shall be for making of laws, and any other public occasion, which concerns the good of the Commonwealth.


  6. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that the Governor shall, ether by himself or by the secretary, send out summons to the Constables of every Town for the calling of these two standing Courts, on month at lest before their several times: And also if the Governor and the greatest party of the Magistrates see cause upon any special occasion to call a general Court, they may give order to the secretary so to do within fourteen days warning; and if urgent necessity so require, upon a shorter notice, giving sufficient grounds for at to the deputies when they meet, or else be questioned for the same; And if the Governor and Mayor party of Magistrates shall ether neglect or refuse to call the two General standing Courts or ether of them, as also at other times when the occasions of the Commonwealth require, the Freemen thereof, or the Mayor party of them, shall petition to them so to do: if then at be ether denied or neglected the said Freemen or the Mayor party of them shall have power to give order to the Constables of the several Towns to doe the same, and so may meet to gather, and chose to themselves a Moderator, and may proceed to do any Act of power, which any other General Court may.


  7. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed that after there are warrants given out for any of the said General Courts, the Constable or Constables of each Town shall forthwith give notice distinctly to the inhabitants of the same, in some Public Assembly or by going or sending from house to house, that at a place and time by him or them limited and set, they meet and assemble themselves to gather to elect and chose certain deputies to be at the General Court then following to agitate the affrays of the commonwealth; which said Deputies shall be chosen by all that are admitted Inhabitants in the several Towns and have taken the oath of fidelity; provided that non be chosen a Deputy for any General Court which is not a Freeman of this Commonwealth.


  The foresaid deputies shall be chosen in manner following: every person that is present and qualified as before expressed, shall bring the names of such, written in several papers, as they desire to have chosen for that Employment, and these 3 or 4, more or less, being the number agreed on to be chosen for that time, that have greatest number of papers written for them shall be deputies for that Court; whose names shall be endorsed on the back side of the warrant and returned into the Court, with the Constable or Constables hand unto the same.


  8. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that Wyndsor, Hartford and Wethersfield shall have power each Town, to send power of their freemen as deputies to every General Court; and whatsoever other Towns shall be hereafter added to this Jurisdiction, they shall send so many deputies as the Court shall judge meet, a reasonable proportion to the number of Freemen that are in the said Towns being to be attended therein; which deputies shall have the power of the whole Town to give their boats and allowance to all such laws and orders as may be for the public good, and unto which the said Towns are to be bound.


  9. It is ordered and decreed, that the deputies thus chosen shall have power and liberty to appoint a time and a place of meeting to gather before any General Court to advise and consult of all such things as may concern the good of the public, as also to examine their own Elections, whether according to the order, and if they or the greatest party of them find any election to be illegal they may seclude such for present from their meeting, and return the same and their reasons to the Court; and if at prove true, the Court may fine the party or parties so intruding and the Town, if they see cause, and give out a warrant to go to a new election in a legal way, either in party or in whole. Also the said deputies shall have power to fine any that shall be disorderly at their meetings, or for not coming in due time or place according to appointment; and they may return the said fines into the Court if at be refused to be paid, and the treasurer to take notice of at, and to estreet or levy the same as he doth other fines.


  10. It is Ordered, sentenced and decreed, that every General Court, except such as through neglect of the Governor and the greatest party of Magistrates the Freemen themselves doe call, shall consist of the Governor, or some one chosen to moderate the Court, and 4 other Magistrates at least, with the mayor part of the deputies of the several Towns legally chosen; and in case the Freemen or mayor party of them, through neglect or refusal of the Governor and major party of the magistrates, shall call a Court, at shall consist of the mayor party of Freemen that are present or their deputies, with a Moderator chosen by them: In which said General Courts shall consist the supreme power of the Commonwealth, and they only shall have power to make laws or repeal them, to grant levys, to admit of Freemen, dispose of lands undisposed of, to several Towns or persons, and also shall have power to call ether Court or Magistrate or any other person whatsoever into question for any misdemeanor, and may for just causes displace or deal otherwise according to the nature of the offence; and also may deal in any other matter that concerns the good of this commonwealth, except election of Magistrates, which shall be done by the whole body of Freemen.


  In which Court the Governor or Moderator shall have power to order the Court to give liberty of speech, and silence unreasonable and disorderly speakings, to put all things to vote, and in case the vote be equal to have the casting voice. But non of these Courts shall be adorned or dissolved without the consent of the mayor party of the Court.


  11. It is ordered, sentenced and decreed, that when any General Court upon the occasions of the Commonwealth have agreed upon any some or somes of money to be levied upon the several Towns within this Jurisdiction, that a Committee be chosen to set out and appoint what shall be the proportion of every Town to pay of the said levy, provided the Committees be made up of an equal number out of each Town.


  14th January, 1638, [1] the 11 Orders abovesaid are voted.


  The Oath of the Governor, for the [present.]


  I, N.W. being now chosen to be Governor within this Jurisdiction, for the year ensuing, and until a new be chosen, do swear by the great and dreadful name of the everliving God, to promote the public good and peace of the same, according to the best of my skill; as also will maintain all lawful privileges of this Commonwealth; as also that all wholesome laws that are or shall be made by lawful authority here established, be duly executed; and will further the execution of Justice according to the rule of Gods word; so help me God, in the name of the Lo: Jesus Christ.


  The Oath of a Magistrate, for the present.


  I, N.W. being chosen a Magistrate within this Jurisdiction for the year ensuing, do swear by the great and dreadful name of the everliving God, to promote the public good and peace of the same, according to the best of my skill, and that I will maintain all the lawful privileges thereof, according to my understanding, as also assist in the execution of all such wholesome laws as are made or shall be made by lawful authority hear established, and will further the execution of Justice for the time aforesaid according to the righteous rule of Gods word; so help me God, etc.


  [1. 1638, old style; 1639, new style.]


  


  January 15. “The Moving Finger Writes”
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  English Poetry, 2


  Omar Khayyam laughed and enjoyed the good things of life. His “Rubaiyat,” the most popular philosophic poem, is the best of all books to dip into for an alluring thought. (“Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam” first published Jan. 15, 1859.)


  Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam of Naishapur


  Edward Fitzgerald


  (1809–1883)


  Second Edition


  I


  Wake! For the Sun behind yon Eastern height


  Has chased the Session of the Stars from Night;


  And to the field of Heav’n ascending, strikes


  The Sultán’s Turret with a Shaft of Light.


  II


  Before the phantom of False morning died,


  Methought a Voice within the Tavern cried,


  “When all the Temple is prepared within,


  Why lags the drowsy Worshipper outside?”


  III


  And, as the Cock crew, those who stood before


  The Tavern shouted—“Open then the Door!


  You know how little while we have to stay,


  And, once departed, may return no more.”


  IV


  Now the New Year reviving old Desires,


  The thoughtful Soul to Solitude retires,


  Where the White Hand Of Moses on the Bough


  Puts out, and Jesus from the Ground suspires.


  V


  Iram indeed is gone with all his Rose,


  And Jamshýd’s Sev’n-ring’d Cup where no one knows;


  But still a Ruby gushes from the Vine,


  And many a Garden by the Water blows.


  VI


  And David’s lips are lockt; but in divine


  High-piping Péhlevi, with “Wine! Wine! Wine!


  Red Wine!”—the Nightingale cries to the Rose


  That sallow cheek of hers to incarnadine.


  VII


  Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring


  Your Winter-garment of Repentance fling:


  The Bird of Time has but a little way


  To flutter—and the Bird is on the Wing.


  VIII


  Whether at Naishápúr or Babylon,


  Whether the Cup with sweet or bitter run,


  The Wine of Life keeps oozing drop by drop,


  The Leaves of Life keep falling one by one.


  IX


  Morning a thousand Roses brings, you say;


  Yes, but where leaves the Rose of Yesterday?


  And this first Summer month that brings the Rose


  Shall take Jamshýd and Kaikobád away.


  X


  Well, let it take them! What have we to do


  With Kaikobád the Great, or Kaikhosru´?


  Let Rustum cry “To Battle!” as he likes,


  Or Hátim Tai “To supper!”—heed not you.


  XI


  With me along the strip of Herbage strown


  That just divides the desert from the sown,


  Where name of Slave and Sultán is forgot—


  And Peace to Máhmúd on his golden Throne!


  XII


  Here with a little Bread beneath the Bough,


  A Flask of Wine, a Book of Verse—and Thou


  Beside me singing in the Wilderness—


  Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow!


  XIII


  Some for the Glories of This World; and some


  Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come;


  Ah, take the Cash, and let the Promise go,


  Nor heed the music of a distant Drum!


  XIV


  Were it not Folly, Spider-like to spin


  The Thread of present Life away to win—


  What? for ourselves, who know not if we shall


  Breathe out the very Breath we now breathe in!


  XV


  Look to the blowing Rose about us—“Lo,


  Laughing,” she says, “into the world I blow,


  At once the silken tassel of my Purse


  Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.”


  XVI


  For those who husbanded the Golden grain,


  And those who flung it to the winds like Rain,


  Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d


  As, buried once, Men want dug up again.


  XVII


  The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon


  Turns Ashes—or it prospers; and anon,


  Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Face,


  Lighting a little hour or two—was gone.


  XVIII


  Think, in this batter’d Caravanserai


  Whose Portals are alternate Night and Day,


  How Sultán after Sultán with his Pomp


  Abode his destined Hour, and went his way.


  XIX


  They say the Lion and the Lizard keep


  The Courts where Jamshýd gloried and drank deep:


  And Bahrám, that great Hunter—the Wild Ass


  Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep.


  XX


  The Palace that to Heav’n his pillars threw,


  And Kings the forehead on his threshold drew—


  I saw the solitary Ringdove there,


  And “Coo, coo, coo,” she cried; and “Coo, coo, coo.”


  XXI


  Ah, my Belovéd, fill the Cup that clears


  To-day of past Regret and Future Fears:


  To-morrow!—Why, To-morrow I may be


  Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n thousand Years.


  XXII


  For some we loved, the loveliest and the best


  That from his Vintage rolling Time has prest,


  Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before,


  And one by one crept silently to rest.


  XXIII


  And we, that now make merry in the Room


  They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom,


  Ourselves must we beneath the Couch of Earth


  Descend—ourselves to make a Couch—for whom?


  XXIV


  I sometimes think that never blows so red


  The Rose as where some buried Cæsar bled;


  That every Hyacinth the Garden wears


  Dropt in her Lap from some once lovely Head.


  XXV


  And this delightful Herb whose living Green


  Fledges the River’s Lip on which we lean—


  Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows


  From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen!


  XXVI


  Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend,


  Before we too into the Dust descend;


  Dust into Dust, and under Dust to lie


  Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and—sans End!


  XXVII


  Alike for those who for To-day prepare,


  And those that after some To-morrow stare,


  A Muezzín from the Tower of Darkness cries,


  “Fools! your Reward is neither Here nor There!”


  XXVIII


  Another Voice, when I am sleeping, cries,


  “The Flower should open with the Morning skies.”


  And a retreating Whisper, as I wake—


  “The Flower that once has blown for ever dies.”


  XXIX


  Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss’d


  Of the Two Worlds so learnedly are thrust


  Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn


  Are scatter’d, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust.


  XXX


  Myself when young did eagerly frequent


  Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument


  About it and about: but evermore


  Came out by the same door as in I went.


  XXXI


  With them the seed of Wisdom did I sow,


  And with my own hand wrought to make it grow;


  And this was all the Harvest that I reap’d—


  “I came like Water, and like Wind I go.”


  XXXII


  Into this Universe, and Why not knowing


  Nor Whence, like Water willy-nilly flowing;


  And out of it, as Wind along the Waste,


  I know not Whither, willy-nilly blowing.


  XXXIII


  What, without asking, hither hurried Whence?


  And, without asking, Whither hurried hence!


  Ah, contrite Heav’n endowed us with the Vine


  To drug the memory of that insolence!


  XXXIV


  Up from Earth’s Centre through the Seventh Gate


  I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate;


  And many Knots unravel’d by the Road;


  But not the Master-knot of Human Fate.


  XXXV


  There was the Door to which I found no Key:


  There was the Veil through which I could not see:


  Some little talk awhile of Me and Thee


  There was—and then no more of Thee and Me.


  XXXVI


  Earth could not answer; nor the Seas that mourn


  In flowing Purple, of their Lord forlorn;


  Nor Heaven, with those eternal Signs reveal’d


  And hidden by the sleeve of Night and Morn.


  XXXVII


  Then of the Thee in Me who works behind


  The Veil of Universe I cried to find


  A Lamp to guide me through the Darkness; and


  Something then said—“An Understanding blind.”


  XXXVIII


  Then to the Lip of this poor earthen Urn


  I lean’d, the secret Well of Life to learn:


  And Lip to Lip it murmur’d—“While you live,


  Drink!—for, once dead, you never shall return.”


  XXXIX


  I think the Vessel, that with fugitive


  Articulation answer’d, once did live,


  And drink; and that impassive Lip I kiss’d,


  How many Kisses might it take—and give!


  XL


  For I remember stopping by the way


  To watch a Potter thumping his wet Clay:


  And with its all-obliterated Tongue


  It murmur’d—“Gently, Brother, gently, pray!”


  XLI


  For has not such a Story from of Old


  Down Man’s successive generations roll’d


  Of such a clod of saturated Earth


  Cast by the Maker into Human mould?


  XLII


  And not a drop that from our Cups we throw


  On the parcht herbage, but may steal below


  To quench the fire of Anguish in some Eye


  There hidden—far beneath, and long ago.


  XLIII


  As then the Tulip for her wonted sup


  Of Heavenly Vintage lifts her chalice up,


  Do you, twin offspring of the soil, till Heav’n


  To Earth invert you like an empty Cup.


  XLIV


  Do you, within your little hour of Grace,


  The waving Cypress in your Arms enlace,


  Before the Mother back into her arms


  Fold, and dissolve you in a last embrace.


  XLV


  And if the Cup you drink, the Lip you press,


  End in what All begins and ends in—Yes;


  Imagine then you are what heretofore


  You were—hereafter you shall not be less.


  XLVI


  So when at last the Angel of the Drink


  Of Darkness finds you by the river-brink,


  And, proffering his Cup, invites your Soul


  Forth to your Lips to quaff it—do not shrink.


  XLVII


  And fear not lest Existence closing your


  Account, should lose, or know the type no more;


  The Eternal Sákì from that Bowl has pour’d


  Millions of Bubbles like us, and will pour.


  XLVIII


  When You and I behind the Veil are past,


  Oh, but the long long while the World shall last,


  Which of our Coming and Departure heeds


  As much as Ocean of a pebble-cast.


  XLIX


  One Moment in Annihilation’s Waste,


  One Moment, of the Well of Life to taste—


  The Stars are setting, and the Caravan


  Draws to the Dawn of Nothing—Oh make haste.


  L


  Would you that spangle of Existence spend


  About The Secret—quick about it, Friend!


  A Hair, they say, divides the False and True—


  And upon what, prithee, does Life depend?


  LI


  A Hair, they say, divides the False and True;


  Yes; and a single Alif were the clue—


  Could you but find it—to the Treasure-house,


  And peradventure to The Master too;


  LII


  Whose secret Presence, through Creation’s veins


  Running, Quicksilver-like eludes your pains;


  Taking all shapes from Máh to Máhi; and


  They change and perish all-but He remains;


  LIII


  A moment guess’d—then back behind the Fold


  Immerst of Darkness round the Drama roll’d


  Which, for the Pastime of Eternity,


  He does Himself contrive, enact, behold.


  LIV


  But it in vain, down on the stubborn floor


  Of Earth, and up to Heav’n’s unopening Door,


  You gaze To-day, while You are You—how then


  To-morrow, You when shall be You no more?


  LV


  Oh, plagued no more with Human or Divine,


  To-morrow’s tangle to itself resign,


  And lose your fingers in the tresses of


  The Cypress-slender Minister of Wine.


  LVI


  Waste not your Hour, nor in the vain pursuit


  Of This and That endeavour and dispute;


  Better be merry with the fruitful Grape


  Than sadden after none, or bitter, Fruit.


  LVII


  You know, my Friends, how bravely in my House


  For a new Marriage I did make Carouse;


  Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,


  And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.


  LVIII


  For “Is” and “Is-not” though with Rule and Line


  And “Up-and-down” by Logic I define,


  Of all that one should care to fathom, I


  Was never deep in anything but—Wine.


  LIX


  Ah, but my Computations, People say,


  Have squared the Year to human compass, eh?


  If so, by striking from the Calendar


  Unborn To-morrow, and dead Yesterday.


  LX


  And lately, by the Tavern Door agape,


  Came shining through the Dusk an Angel Shape


  Bearing a Vessel on his Shoulder; and


  He bid me taste of it; and ’twas—the Grape!


  LXI


  The Grape that can with Logic absolute


  The Two-and-Seventy jarring Sects confute:


  The sovereign Alchemist that in a trice


  Life’s leaden metal into Gold transmute:


  LXII


  The mighty Mahmúd, Allah-breathing Lord,


  That all the misbelieving and black Horde


  Of Fears and Sorrows that infest the Soul


  Scatters before him with his whirlwind Sword.


  LXIII


  Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare


  Blaspheme the twisted tendril as a Snare?


  A Blessing, we should use it, should we not?


  And if a Curse—why, then, Who set it there?


  LXIV


  I must abjure the Balm of Life, I must,


  Scared by some After-reckoning ta’en on trust,


  Or lured with Hope of some Diviner Drink,


  When the frail Cup is crumbled into Dust!


  LXV


  If but the Vine and Love-abjuring Band


  Are in the Prophet’s Paradise to stand,


  Alack, I doubt the Prophet’s Paradise


  Were empty as the hollow of one’s Hand.


  LXVI


  Oh threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise!


  One thing at least is certain—This Life flies;


  One thing is certain and the rest is Lies;


  The Flower that once is blown for ever dies.


  LXVII


  Strange, is it not? that of the myriads who


  Before us pass’d the door of Darkness through,


  Not one returns to tell us of the Road,


  Which to discover we must travel too.


  LXVIII


  The Revelations of Devout and Learn’d


  Who rose before us, and as Prophets burn’d,


  Are all but Stories, which, awoke from Sleep


  They told their fellows, and to Sleep return’d.


  LXIX


  Why, if the Soul can fling the Dust aside,


  And naked on the Air of Heaven ride,


  Is’t not a Shame—is’t not a Shame for him


  So long in this Clay Suburb to abide?


  LXX


  But that is but a Tent wherein may rest


  A Sultan to the realm of Death addrest;


  The Sultán rises, and the dark Ferrásh


  Strikes, and prepares it for another Guest.


  LXXI


  I sent my Soul through the Invisible,


  Some letter of that After-life to spell:


  And after many days my Soul return’d,


  And said, “Behold, Myself am Heav’n and Hell:”


  LXXII


  Heav’n but the Vision of fulfill’d Desire,


  And Hell the Shadow of a Soul on fire,


  Cast on the Darkness into which Ourselves,


  So late emerged from, shall so soon expire.


  LXXIII


  We are no other than a moving row


  Of visionary Shapes that come and go


  Round with this Sun-illumin’d Lantern held


  In Midnight by the Master of the Show;


  LXXIV


  Impotent Pieces of the Game He plays


  Upon this Chequer-board of Nights and Days;


  Hither and thither moves, and checks, and slays,


  And one by one back in the Closet lays.


  LXXV


  The Ball no question makes of Ayes and Noes,


  But Right or Left as strikes the Player goes;


  And He that toss’d you down into the Field,


  He knows about it all—he knows—HE knows!


  LXXVI


  The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,


  Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit


  Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,


  Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.


  LXXVII


  For let Philosopher and Doctor preach


  Of what they will, and what they will not—each


  Is but one Link in an eternal Chain


  That none can slip, nor break, nor over-reach.


  LXXVIII


  And that inverted Bowl we call The Sky,


  Whereunder crawling coop’d we live and die,


  Lift not your hands to It for help—for It


  As impotently rolls as you or I.


  LXXIX


  With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead,


  And there of the Last Harvest sow’d the Seed:


  And the first Morning of Creation wrote


  What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read.


  LXXX


  Yesterday This Day’s Madness did prepare;


  To-morrow’s Silence, Triumph, or Despair:


  Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor why:


  Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where.


  LXXXI


  I tell you this—When, started from the Goal,


  Over the flaming shoulders of the Foal


  Of Heav’n Parwín and Mushtari they flung,


  In my predestined Plot of Dust and Soul.


  LXXXII


  The Vine had struck a fibre: which about


  If clings my being—let the Dervish flout;


  Of my Base metal may be filed a Key,


  That shall unlock the Door he howls without.


  LXXXIII


  And this I know: whether the one True Light


  Kindle to Love, or Wrath-consume me quite,


  One Flash of It within the Tavern caught


  Better than in the Temple lost outright.


  LXXXIV


  What! out of senseless Nothing to provoke


  A conscious Something to resent the yoke


  Of unpermitted Pleasure, under pain


  Of Everlasting Penalties, if broke!


  LXXXV


  What! from his helpless Creature be repaid


  Pure Gold for what he lent us dross-allay’d


  Sue for a Debt we never did contract,


  And cannot answer—Oh the sorry trade!


  LXXXVI


  Nay, but, for terror of his wrathful Face,


  I swear I will not call Injustice Grace;


  Not one Good Fellow of the Tavern but


  Would kick so poor a Coward from the place.


  LXXXVII


  Oh Thou, who didst with pitfall and with gin


  Beset the Road I was to wander in,


  Thou wilt not with Predestined Evil round


  Enmesh, and then impute my Fall to Sin!


  LXXXVIII


  Oh, Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make,


  And ev’n with Paradise devise the Snake:


  For all the Sin the Face of wretched Man


  Is black with—Man’s Forgiveness give—and take!


  LXXXIX


  As under cover of departing Day


  Slunk hunger-stricken Ramazán away,


  Once more within the Potter’s house alone


  I stood, surrounded by the Shapes of Clay.


  XC


  And once again there gather’d a scarce heard


  Whisper among them; as it were, the stirr’d


  Ashes of some all but extinguisht Tongue,


  Which mine ear kindled into living Word.


  XCI


  Said one among them—“Surely not in vain


  My substance from the common Earth was ta’en


  That he who subtly wrought me into Shape


  Should stamp me back to shapeless Earth again?”


  XCII


  Another said—“Why, ne’er a peevish Boy


  Would break the Cup from which he drank in Joy;


  Shall He that of His own free Fancy made


  The Vessel, in an after-rage destroy!”


  XCIII


  None answer’d this; but after silence spake


  Some Vessel of a more ungainly Make;


  “They sneer at me for leaning all awry:


  What! did the Hand then of the Potter shake?”


  XCIV


  Thus with the Dead as with the Living, What?


  And Why? so ready, but the Wherefor not,


  One on a sudden peevishly exclaim’d,


  “Which is the Potter, pray, and which the Pot?”


  XCV


  Said one—“Folks of a surly Master tell,


  And daub his Visage with the Smoke of Hell;


  They talk of some sharp Trial of us—Pish!


  He’s a Good Fellow, and ’twill all be well.”


  XCVI


  “Well,” said another, “Whoso will, let try,


  My Clay with long Oblivion is gone dry:


  But fill me with the old familiar Juice,


  Methinks I might recover by and by.”


  XCVII


  So while the Vessels one by one were speaking,


  One spied the little Crescent all were seeking:


  And then they jogg’d each other, “Brother! Brother!


  Now for the Porter’s shoulder-knot a-creaking!”


  XCVIII


  Ah, with the Grape my fading Life provide,


  And wash my Body whence the Life has died,


  And lay me, shrouded in the living Leaf,


  By some not unfrequented Garden-side.


  XCIX


  Whither resorting from the vernal Heat


  Shall Old Acquaintance Old Acquaintance greet,


  Under the Branch that leans above the Wall


  To shed his Blossom over head and feet.


  C


  Then ev’n my buried Ashes such a snare


  Of Vintage shall fling up into the Air


  As not a True-believer passing by


  But shall be overtaken unaware.


  CI


  Indeed the Idols I have loved so long


  Have done my credit in Men’s eyes much wrong:


  Have drown’d my Glory in a shallow Cup


  And sold my Reputation for a Song.


  CII


  Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft before


  I swore—but was I sober when I swore?


  And then and then came Spring, and Rose-in-hand


  My thread-bare Penitence apieces tore.


  CIII


  And much as Wine has play’d the Infidel,


  And robb’d me of my Robe of Honour—Well,


  I often wonder what the Vintners buy


  One half so precious as the ware they sell.


  CIV


  Yet Ah, that Spring should vanish with the Rose!


  That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close!


  The Nightingale that in the branches sang,


  Ah whence, and whither flown again, who knows!


  CV


  Would but the Desert of the Fountain yield


  One glimpse—if dimly, yet indeed, reveal’d,


  Toward which the fainting Traveller might spring,


  As springs the trampled herbage of the field!


  CVI


  Oh if the World were but to re-create,


  That we might catch ere closed the Book of Fate,


  And make The Writer on a fairer leaf


  Inscribe our names, or quite obliterate!


  CVII


  Better, oh better, cancel from the Scroll


  Of Universe one luckless Human Soul,


  Than drop by drop enlarge the Flood that rolls


  Hoarser with Anguish as the Ages roll.


  CVIII


  Ah Love! could you and I with Fate conspire


  To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,


  Would not we shatter it to bits—and then


  Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desire!


  CIX


  But see! The rising Moon of Heav’n again


  Looks for us, Sweet-heart, through the quivering Plane:


  How oft hereafter rising will she look


  Among those leaves—for one of us in vain!


  CX


  And when Yourself with silver Foot shall pass


  Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass,


  And in your joyous errand reach the spot


  Where I made One—turn down an empty Glass!


  


  January 16. The Old Woman and the Wine Jar


  Volume. 17, pp. 43-44; also pp. 31-43


  Æsop's Fables


  An old woman once found a wine jar, but it was empty. She sniffed at the mouth of the jar and said: "What memories cling 'round the instruments of our pleasure."


  The Old Woman and the Wine-Jar


  You must know that sometimes old women like a glass of wine. One of this sort once found a Wine-jar lying in the road, and eagerly went up to it hoping to find it full. But when she took it up she found that all the wine had been drunk out of it. Still she took a long sniff at the mouth of the Jar. “Ah,” she cried,


  “What memories cling ‘round the instruments of our pleasure.”


  ————


  The Fox and the Goat


  By an unlucky chance a Fox fell into a deep well from which he could not get out. A Goat passed by shortly afterwards, and asked the Fox what he was doing down there. “Oh, have you not heard?” said the Fox; “there is going to be a great drought, so I jumped down here in order to be sure to have water by me. Why don’t you come down too?” The Goat thought well of this advice, and jumped down into the well. But the Fox immediately jumped on her back, and by putting his foot on her long horns managed to jump up to the edge of the well. “Good-bye, friend,” said the Fox, “remember next time,


  “Never trust the advice of a man in difficulties.”


  ————


  The Two Pots


  Two Pots had been left on the bank of a river, one of brass, and one of earthenware. When the tide rose they both floated off down the stream. Now the earthenware pot tried its best to keep aloof from the brass one, which cried out: “Fear nothing, friend, I will not strike you.”


  “But I may come in contact with you,” said the other, “if I come too close; and whether I hit you, or you hit me, I shall suffer for it.”


  “The strong and the weak cannot keep company.”


  ————


  The Four Oxen and the Lion


  A Lion used to prowl about a field in which Four Oxen used to dwell. Many a time he tried to attack them; but whenever he came near they turned their tails to one another, so that whichever way he approached them he was met by the horns of one of them. At last, however, they fell a-quarrelling among themselves, and each went off to pasture alone in a separate corner of the field. Then the Lion attacked them one by one and soon made an end of all four.


  “United we stand, divided we fall.”


  ————


  The Fisher and the Little Fish


  It happened that a Fisher, after fishing all day, caught only a little fish. “Pray, let me go, master,” said the Fish. “I am much too small for your eating just now. If you put me back into the river I shall soon grow, then you can make a fine meal off me.”


  “Nay, nay, my little Fish,” said the Fisher, “I have you now. I may not catch you hereafter.”


  “A little thing in hand is worth more than a great thing in prospect.”


  ————


  Avaricious and Envious


  Two neighbours came before Jupiter and prayed him to grant their hearts’ desire. Now the one was full of avarice, and the other eaten up with envy. So to punish them both, Jupiter granted that each might have whatever he wished for himself, but only on condition that his neighbour had twice as much. The Avaricious man prayed to have a room full of gold. No sooner said than done; but all his joy was turned to grief when he found that his neighbour had two rooms full of the precious metal. Then came the turn of the Envious man, who could not bear to think that his neighbour had any joy at all. So he prayed that he might have one of his own eyes put out, by which means his companion would become totally blind.


  “Vices are their own punishment.”


  ————


  The Crow and the Pitcher


  A Crow, half-dead with thirst, came upon a Pitcher which had once been full of water; but when the Crow put its beak into the mouth of the Pitcher he found that only very little water was left in it, and that he could not reach far enough down to get at it. He tried, and he tried, but at last had to give up in despair. Then a thought came to him, and he took a pebble and dropped it into the Pitcher. Then he took another pebble and dropped it into the Pitcher. Then he took another pebble and dropped that into the Pitcher. Then he took another pebble and dropped that into the Pitcher. Then he took another pebble and dropped that into the Pitcher. Then he took another pebble and dropped that into the Pitcher. At last, at last, he saw the water mount up near him, and after casting in a few more pebbles he was able to quench his thirst and save his life.


  “Little by little does the trick.”


  ————


  The Man and the Satyr


  A Man had lost his way in a wood one bitter winter’s night. As he was roaming about, a Satyr came up to him, and finding that he had lost his way, promised to give him a lodging for the night, and guide him out of the forest in the morning. As he went along to the Satyr’s cell, the Man raised both his hands to his mouth and kept on blowing at them. “What do you do that for?” said the Satyr.


  “My hands are numb with the cold,” said the Man, “and my breath warms them.”


  After this they arrived at the Satyr’s home, and soon the Satyr put a smoking dish of porridge before him. But when the Man raised his spoon to his mouth he began blowing upon it. “And what do you do that for?” said the Satyr.


  “The porridge is too hot, and my breath will cool it.”


  “Out you go,” said the Satyr. “I will have nought to do with a man who can blow hot and cold with the same breath.”


  ————


  The Goose With the Golden Eggs


  One day a countryman going to the nest of his Goose found there an egg all yellow and glittering. When he took it up it was as heavy as lead and he was going to throw it away, because he thought a trick had been played upon him. But he took it home on second thoughts, and soon found to his delight that it was an egg of pure gold. Every morning the same thing occurred, and he soon became rich by selling his eggs. As he grew rich he grew greedy; and thinking to get at once all the gold the Goose could give, he killed it and opened it only to find nothing.


  “Greed oft o’er reaches itself.”


  ————


  The Labourer and the Nightingale


  A Labourer lay listening to a Nightingale’s song throughout the summer night. So pleased was he with it that the next night he set a trap for it and captured it. “Now that I have caught thee,” he cried, “thou shalt always sing to me.”


  “We Nightingales never sing in a cage.” said the bird.


  “Then I’ll eat thee.” said the Labourer. “I have always heard say that a nightingale on toast is dainty morsel.”


  “Nay, kill me not,” said the Nightingale; “but let me free, and I’ll tell thee three things far better worth than my poor body.” The Labourer let him loose, and he flew up to a branch of a tree and said: “Never believe a captive’s promise; that’s one thing. Then again: Keep what you have. And third piece of advice is: Sorrow not over what is lost forever.” Then the song-bird flew away.


  ————


  The Fox, the Cock, and the Dog


  One moonlight night a Fox was prowling about a farmer’s hen-coop, and saw a Cock roosting high up beyond his reach. “Good news, good news!” he cried.


  “Why, what is that?” said the Cock.


  “King Lion has declared a universal truce. No beast may hurt a bird henceforth, but all shall dwell together in brotherly friendship.”


  “Why, that is good news,” said the Cock; “and there I see some one coming, with whom we can share the good tidings.” And so saying he craned his neck forward and looked afar off.


  “What is it you see?” said the Fox.


  “It is only my master’s Dog that is coming towards us. What, going so soon?” he continued, as the Fox began to turn away as soon as he had heard the news. “Will you not stop and congratulate the Dog on the reign of universal peace?”


  “I would gladly do so,” said the Fox, “but I fear he may not have heard of King Lion’s decree.”


  “Cunning often outwits itself.”


  ————


  The Wind and the Sun


  The Wind and the Sun were disputing which was the stronger. Suddenly they saw a traveller coming down the road, and the Sun said: “I see a way to decide our dispute. Whichever of us can cause that traveller to take off his cloak shall be regarded as the stronger. You begin.” So the Sun retired behind a cloud, and the Wind began to blow as hard as it could upon the traveller. But the harder he blew the more closely did the traveller wrap his cloak round him, till at last the Wind had to give up in despair. Then the Sun came out and shone in all his glory upon the traveller, who soon found it too hot to walk with his cloak on.


  “Kindness effects more than severity.”


  ————


  Hercules and the Waggoner


  A Waggoner was once driving a heavy load along a very muddy way. At last he came to a part of the road where the wheels sank half-way into the mire, and the more the horses pulled, the deeper sank the wheels. So the Waggoner threw down his whip, and knelt down and prayed to Hercules the Strong. “O Hercules, help me in this my hour of distress,” quoth he. But Hercules appeared to him, and said:


  “Tut, man, don’t sprawl there. Get up and put your shoulder to the wheel.”


  “The gods help them that help themselves.”


  ————


  The Man, the Boy, and the Donkey


  A Man and his son were once going with their Donkey to market. As they were walking along by its side a countryman passed them and said: “You fools, what is a Donkey for but to ride upon?”


  So the Man put the Boy on the Donkey and they went on their way. But soon they passed a group of men, one of whom said: “See that lazy youngster, he lets his father walk while he rides.”


  So the Man ordered his Boy to get off, and got on himself. But they hadn’t gone far when they passed two women, one of whom said to the other: “Shame on that lazy lout to let his poor little son trudge along.”


  Well, the Man didn’t know what to do, but at last he took his Boy up before him on the Donkey. By this time they had come to the town, and the passers-by began to jeer and point at them. The Man stopped and asked what they were scoffing at. The men said: “Aren’t you ashamed of yourself for overloading that poor donkey of yours and your hulking son?”


  The Man and Boy got off and tried to think what to do. They thought and they thought, till at last they cut down a pole, tied the donkey’s feet to it, and raised the pole and the donkey to their shoulders. They went along amid the laughter of all who met them till they came to Market Bridge, when the Donkey, getting one of his feet loose, kicked out and caused the Boy to drop his end of the pole. In the struggle the Donkey fell over the bridge, and his fore-feet being tied together he was drowned.


  “That will teach you,” said an old man who had followed them:


  “Please all, and you will please none.”


  ————


  The Miser and His Gold


  Once upon a time there was a Miser who used to hide his gold at the foot of a tree in his garden; but every week he used to go and dig it up and gloat over his gains. A robber, who had noticed this, went and dug up the gold and decamped with it. When the Miser next came to gloat over his treasures, he found nothing but the empty hole. He tore his hair, and raised such an outcry that all the neighbours came around him, and he told them how he used to come and visit his gold. “Did you ever take any of it out?” asked one of them.


  “Nay,” said he, “I only came to look at it.”


  “Then come again and look at the hole,” said a neighbour; “it will do you just as much good.”


  “Wealth unused might as well not exist.”


  ————


  The Fox and the Mosquitoes


  A Fox after crossing a river got its tail entangled in a bush, and could not move. A number of Mosquitoes seeing its plight settled upon it and enjoyed a good meal undisturbed by its tail. A hedgehog strolling by took pity upon the Fox and went up to him: “You are in a bad way, neighbour,” said the hedgehog; “shall I relieve you by driving off those Mosquitoes who are sucking your blood?”


  “Thank you, Master Hedgehog,” said the Fox, “but I would rather not.”


  “Why, how is that?” asked the hedgehog.


  “Well, you see,” was the answer, “these Mosquitoes have had their fill; if you drive these away, others will come with fresh appetite and bleed me to death.”


  ————


  The Fox Without a Tail


  It happened that a Fox caught its tail in a trap, and in struggling to release himself lost all of it but the stump. At first he was ashamed to show himself among his fellow foxes. But at last he determined to put a bolder face upon his misfortune, and summoned all the foxes to a general meeting to consider a proposal which he had to place before them. When they had assembled together the Fox proposed that they should all do away with their tails. He pointed out how inconvenient a tail was when they were pursued by their enemies, the dogs; how much it was in the way when they desired to sit down and hold a friendly conversation with one another. He failed to see any advantage in carrying about such a useless encumbrance. “That is all very well,” said one of the older foxes; “but I do not think you would have recommended us to dispense with our chief ornament if you had not happened to lose it yourself.”


  “Distrust interested advice.”


  ————


  The One-Eyed Doe


  A Doe had had the misfortune to lose one of her eyes, and could not see any one approaching her on that side. So to avoid any danger she always used to feed on a high cliff near the sea, with her sound eye looking towards the land. By this means she could see whenever the hunters approached her on land, and often escaped by this means. But the hunters found out that she was blind of one eye, and hiring a boat rowed under the cliff where she used to feed and shot her from the sea. “Ah,” cried she with her dying voice,


  “You cannot escape your fate.”


  ————


  Belling the Cat


  Long ago, the mice had a general council to consider what measures they could take to outwit their common enemy, the Cat. Some said this, and some said that; but at last a young mouse got up and said he had a proposal to make, which he thought would meet the case. “You will all agree,” said he, “that our chief danger consists in the sly and treacherous manner in which the enemy approaches us. Now, if we could receive some signal of her approach, we could easily escape from her. I venture, therefore, to propose that a small bell be procured, and attached by a ribbon round the neck of the Cat. By this means we should always know when she was about, and could easily retire while she was in the neighbourhood.”


  This proposal met with general applause, until an old mouse got up and said: “That is all very well, but who is to bell the Cat?” The mice looked at one another and nobody spoke. Then the old mouse said:


  “It is easy to propose impossible remedies.”


  ————


  The Hare and the Tortoise


  The Hare was once boasting of his speed before the other animals. “I have never yet been beaten,” said he, “when I put forth my full speed. I challenge any one here to race with me.”


  The Tortoise said quietly, “I accept your challenge.”


  “That is a good joke,” said the Hare; “I could dance round you all the way.”


  “Keep your boasting till you’ve beaten,” answered the Tortoise. “Shall we race?”


  So a course was fixed and a start was made. The Hare darted almost out of sight at once, but soon stopped and, to show his contempt for the Tortoise, lay down to have a nap. The Tortoise plodded on and plodded on, and when the Hare awoke from his nap, he saw the Tortoise just near the winning-post and could not run up in time to save the race. Then said the Tortoise:


  “Plodding wins the race.”


  ————


  The Old Man and Death


  An old labourer, bent double with age and toil, was gathering sticks in a forest. At last he grew so tired and hopeless that he threw down the bundle of sticks, and cried out: “I cannot bear this life any longer. Ah, I wish Death would only come and take me!”


  As he spoke, Death, a grisly skeleton, appeared and said to him: “What wouldst thou, Mortal? I heard thee call me.”


  “Please, sir,” replied the woodcutter, “would you kindly help me to lift this faggot of sticks on to my shoulder?”


  “We would often be sorry if our wishes were gratified.”


  ————


  The Hare With Many Friends


  A Hare was very popular with the other beasts who all claimed to be her friends. But one day she heard the hounds approaching and hoped to escape them by the aid of her many Friends. So, she went to the horse, and asked him to carry her away from the hounds on his back. But he declined, stating that he had important work to do for his master. “He felt sure,” he said, “that all her other friends would come to her assistance.” She then applied to the bull, and hoped that he would repel the hounds with his horns. The bull replied: “I am very sorry, but I have an appointment with a lady; but I feel sure that our friend the goat will do what you want.” The goat, however, feared that his back might do her some harm if he took her upon it. The ram, he felt sure, was the proper friend to apply to. So she went to the ram and told him the case. The ram replied: “Another time, my dear friend. I do not like to interfere on the present occasion, as hounds have been known to eat sheep as well as hares.” The Hare then applied, as a last hope, to the calf, who regretted that he was unable to help her, as he did not like to take the responsibility upon himself, as so many older persons than himself had declined the task. By this time the hounds were quite near, and the Hare took to her heels and luckily escaped.


  “He that has many friends, has no friends.”


  ————


  The Lion in Love


  A Lion once fell in love with a beautiful maiden and proposed marriage to her parents. The old people did not know what to say. They did not like to give their daughter to the Lion, yet they did not wish to enrage the King of Beasts. At last the father said: “We feel highly honoured by your Majesty’s proposal, but you see our daughter is a tender young thing, and we fear that in the vehemence of your affection you might possibly do her some injury. Might I venture to suggest that your Majesty should have your claws removed, and your teeth extracted, then we would gladly consider your proposal again.” The Lion was so much in love that he had his claws trimmed and his big teeth taken out. But when he came again to the parents of the young girl they simply laughed in his face, and bade him do his worst.


  “Love can tame the wildest.”


  ————


  The Bundle of Sticks


  An old man on the point of death summoned his sons around him to give them some parting advice. He ordered his servants to bring in a faggot of sticks, and said to his eldest son: “Break it.” The son strained and strained, but with all his efforts was unable to break the Bundle. The other sons also tried, but none of them was successful. “Untie the faggots,” said the father, “and each of you take a stick.” When they had done so, he called out to them: “Now, break,” and each stick was easily broken. “You see my meaning,” said their father.


  “Union gives strength.”


  ————


  The Lion, the Fox, and the Beasts


  The Lion once gave out that he was sick unto death and summoned the animals to come and hear his last Will and Testament. So the Goat came to the Lion’s cave, and stopped there listening for a long time. Then a Sheep went in, and before she came out a Calf came up to receive the last wishes of the Lord of the Beasts. But soon the Lion seemed to recover, and came to the mouth of his cave, and saw the Fox, who had been waiting outside for some time. “Why do you not come to pay your respects to me?” said the Lion to the Fox.


  “I beg your Majesty’s pardon,” said the Fox, “but I noticed the track of the animals that have already come to you; and while I see many hoof-marks going in, I see none coming out. Till the animals that have entered your cave come out again I prefer to remain in the open air.”


  “It is easier to get into the enemy’s toils than out again.”


  ————


  The Ass’s Brains


  The Lion and the Fox went hunting together. The Lion, on the advice of the Fox, sent a message to the Ass, proposing to make an alliance between their two families. The Ass came to the place of meeting, overjoyed at the prospect of a royal alliance. But when he came there the Lion simply pounced on the Ass, and said to the Fox: “Here is our dinner for to-day. Watch you here while I go and have a nap. Woe betide you if you touch my prey.” The Lion went away and the Fox waited; but finding that his master did not return, ventured to take out the brains of the Ass and ate them up. When the Lion came back he soon noticed the absence of the brains, and asked the Fox in a terrible voice: “What have you done with the brains?”


  “Brains, your Majesty! it had none, or it would never have fallen into your trap.”


  “Wit has always an answer ready.”


  ————


  The Eagle and the Arrow


  An Eagle was soaring through the air when suddenly it heard the whizz of an Arrow, and felt itself wounded to death. Slowly it fluttered down to the earth, with its life-blood pouring out of it. Looking down upon the Arrow with which it had been pierced, it found that the shaft of the Arrow had been feathered with one of its own plumes. “Alas!” it cried, as it died,


  “We often give our enemies the means for our own destruction.”


  ————


  The Milkmaid and Her Pail


  Patty the Milkmaid was going to market carrying her milk in a Pail on her head. As she went along she began calculating what she would do with the money she would get for the milk. “I’ll buy some fowls from Farmer Brown,” said she, “and they will lay eggs each morning, which I will sell to the parson’s wife. With the money that I get from the sale of these eggs I’ll buy myself a new dimity frock and a chip hat; and when I go to market, won’t all the young men come up and speak to me! Polly Shaw will be that jealous; but I don’t care. I shall just look at her and toss my head like this. As she spoke she tossed her head back, the Pail fell off it, and all the milk was spilt. So she had to go home and tell her mother what had occurred.


  “Ah, my child,” said the mother,


  “Do not count your chickens before they are hatched.”


  ————


  The Cat-Maiden


  The gods were once disputing whether it was possible for a living being to change its nature. Jupiter said “Yes,” but Venus said “No.” So, to try the question, Jupiter turned a Cat into a Maiden, and gave her to a young man for a wife. The wedding was duly performed and the young couple sat down to the wedding-feast. “See,” said Jupiter, to Venus, “how becomingly she behaves. Who could tell that yesterday she was but a Cat? Surely her nature is changed?”


  “Wait a minute,” replied Venus, and let loose a mouse into the room. No sooner did the bride see this than she jumped up from her seat and tried to pounce upon the mouse. “Ah, you see,” said Venus,


  “Nature will out.”


  ————


  The Horse and the Ass


  A Horse and an Ass were travelling together, the Horse prancing along in its fine trappings, the Ass carrying with difficulty the heavy weight in its panniers. “I wish I were you,” sighed the Ass; “nothing to do and well fed, and all that fine harness upon you.” Next day, however, there was a great battle, and the Horse was wounded to death in the final charge of the day. His friend, the Ass, happened to pass by shortly afterwards and found him on the point of death. “I was wrong,” said the Ass:


  “Better humble security than gilded danger.”


  ————


  The Trumpeter Taken Prisoner


  A Trumpeter during a battle ventured too near the enemy and was captured by them. They were about to proceed to put him to death when he begged them to hear his plea for mercy. “I do not fight,” said he, “and indeed carry no weapon; I only blow this trumpet, and surely that cannot harm you; then why should you kill me?”


  “You may not fight yourself,” said the others, “but you encourage and guide your men to the fight.”


  “Words may be deeds.”


  ————


  The Buffoon and the Countryman


  At a country fair there was a Buffoon who made all the people laugh by imitating the cries of various animals. He finished off by squeaking so like a pig that the spectators thought that he had a porker concealed about him. But a Countryman who stood by said: “Call that a pig’s squeak! Nothing like it. You give me till tomorrow and I will show you what it’s like.” The audience laughed, but next day, sure enough, the Countryman appeared on the stage, and putting his head down squealed so hideously that the spectators hissed and threw stones at him to make him stop. “You fools!” he cried, “see what you have been hissing,” and held up a little pig whose ear he had been pinching to make him utter the squeals.


  “Men often applaud an imitation and hiss the real thing.”
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  The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin


  Good middle-class people, Franklin boasts, were his ancestors. Some have attributed his genius to his being the youngest son of the youngest son for five generations. In his famous autobiography, he reveals quaint family history. (Benjamin Franklin born Jan. 17, 1706.)


  Benjamin Franklin, His Autobiography


  1706-1757


  Twyford, at the Bishop of St. Asaph's, [1] 1771.


  [1: The country-seat of Bishop Shipley, the good bishop, as Dr. Franklin used to style him.— B.]


  Dear Son: I have ever had pleasure in obtaining any little anecdotes of my ancestors. You may remember the inquiries I made among the remains of my relations when you were with me in England, and the journey I undertook for that purpose. Imagining it may be equally agreeable to [2] you to know the circumstances of my life, many of which you are yet unacquainted with, and expecting the enjoyment of a week's uninterrupted leisure in my present country retirement, I sit down to write them for you. To which I have besides some other inducements. Having emerged from the poverty and obscurity in which I was born and bred, to a state of affluence and some degree of reputation in the world, and having gone so far through life with a considerable share of felicity, the conducing means I made use of, which with the blessing of God so well succeeded, my posterity may like to know, as they may find some of them suitable to their own situations, and therefore fit to be imitated.


  [2: After the words “agreeable to” the words “some of” were interlined and afterward effaced.— B.]


  That felicity, when I reflected on it, has induced me sometimes to say, that were it offered to my choice, I should have no objection to a repetition of the same life from its beginning, only asking the advantages authors have in a second edition to correct some faults of the first. So I might, besides correcting the faults, change some sinister accidents and events of it for others more favorable. But though this were denied, I should still accept the offer. Since such a repetition is not to be expected, the next thing most like living one's life over again seems to be a recollection of that life, and to make that recollection as durable as possible by putting it down in writing.


  Hereby, too, I shall indulge the inclination so natural in old men, to be talking of themselves and their own past actions; and I shall indulge it without being tiresome to others, who, through respect to age, might conceive themselves obliged to give me a hearing, since this may be read or not as any one pleases. And, lastly (I may as well confess it, since my denial of it will be believed by nobody), perhaps I shall a good deal gratify my own vanity. Indeed, I scarce ever heard or saw the introductory words, “Without vanity I may say,” &c., but some vain thing immediately followed. Most people dislike vanity in others, whatever share they have of it themselves; but I give it fair quarter wherever I meet with it, being persuaded that it is often productive of good to the possessor, and to others that are within his sphere of action; and therefore, in many cases, it would not be altogether absurd if a man were to thank God for his vanity among the other comforts of life.


  And now I speak of thanking God, I desire with all humility to acknowledge that I owe the mentioned happiness of my past life to His kind providence, which lead me to the means I used and gave them success. My belief of this induces me to hope, though I must not presume, that the same goodness will still be exercised toward me, in continuing that happiness, or enabling me to bear a fatal reverse, which I may experience as others have done: the complexion of my future fortune being known to Him only in whose power it is to bless to us even our afflictions.


  The notes one of my uncles (who had the same kind of curiosity in collecting family anecdotes) once put into my hands, furnished me with several particulars relating to our ancestors. From these notes I learned that the family had lived in the same village, Ecton, in Northamptonshire, for three hundred years, and how much longer he knew not (perhaps from the time when the name of Franklin, that before was the name of an order of people, was assumed by them as a surname when others took surnames all over the kingdom), on a freehold of about thirty acres, aided by the smith's business, which had continued in the family till his time, the eldest son being always bred to that business; a custom which he and my father followed as to their eldest sons. When I searched the registers at Ecton, I found an account of their births, marriages and burials from the year 1555 only, there being no registers kept in that parish at any time preceding. By that register I perceived that I was the youngest son of the youngest son for five generations back. My grandfather Thomas, who was born in 1598, lived at Ecton till he grew too old to follow business longer, when he went to live with his son John, a dyer at Banbury, in Oxfordshire, with whom my father served an apprenticeship. There my grandfather died and lies buried. We saw his gravestone in 1758. His eldest son Thomas lived in the house at Ecton, and left it with the land to his only child, a daughter, who, with her husband, one Fisher, of Wellingborough, sold it to Mr. Isted, now lord of the manor there. My grandfather had four sons that grew up, viz.: Thomas, John, Benjamin and Josiah. I will give you what account I can of them, at this distance from my papers, and if these are not lost in my absence, you will among them find many more particulars.


  Thomas was bred a smith under his father; but, being ingenious, and encouraged in learning (as all my brothers were) by an Esquire Palmer, then the principal gentleman in that parish, he qualified himself for the business of scrivener; became a considerable man in the county; was a chief mover of all public-spirited undertakings for the county or town of Northampton, and his own village, of which many instances were related of him; and much taken notice of and patronized by the then Lord Halifax. He died in 1702, January 6, old style, just four years to a day before I was born. The account we received of his life and character from some old people at Ecton, I remember, struck you as something extraordinary, from its similarity to what you knew of mine.


  “Had he died on the same day,” you said, “one might have supposed a transmigration.”


  John was bred a dyer, I believe of woolens. Benjamin was bred a silk dyer, serving an apprenticeship at London. He was an ingenious man. I remember him well, for when I was a boy he came over to my father in Boston, and lived in the house with us some years. He lived to a great age. His grandson, Samuel Franklin, now lives in Boston. He left behind him two quarto volumes, MS., of his own poetry, consisting of little occasional pieces addressed to his friends and relations, of which the following, sent to me, is a specimen. [3] He had formed a short-hand of his own, which he taught me, but, never practising it, I have now forgot it. I was named after this uncle, there being a particular affection between him and my father. He was very pious, a great attender of sermons of the best preachers, which he took down in his short-hand, and had with him many volumes of them. He was also much of a politician; too much, perhaps, for his station. There fell lately into my hands, in London, a collection he had made of all the principal pamphlets, relating to public affairs, from 1641 to 1717; many of the volumes are wanting as appears by the numbering, but there still remain eight volumes in folio, and twenty-four in quarto and in octavo. A dealer in old books met with them, and knowing me by my sometimes buying of him, he brought them to me. It seems my uncle must have left them here, when he went to America, which was about fifty years since. There are many of his notes in the margins.


  [3: Here follow in the margin the words, in brackets, “here insert it,” but the poetry is not given. Mr. Sparks informs us (Life of Franklin, p. 6) that these volumes had been preserved, and were in possession of Mrs. Emmons, of Boston, great-granddaughter of their author.]


  This obscure family of ours was early in the Reformation, and continued Protestants through the reign of Queen Mary, when they were sometimes in danger of trouble on account of their zeal against popery. They had got an English Bible, and to conceal and secure it, it was fastened open with tapes under and within the cover of a joint-stool. When my great-great-grandfather read it to his family, he turned up the joint-stool upon his knees, turning over the leaves then under the tapes. One of the children stood at the door to give notice if he saw the apparitor coming, who was an officer of the spiritual court. In that case the stool was turned down again upon its feet, when the Bible remained concealed under it as before. This anecdote I had from my uncle Benjamin. The family continued all of the Church of England till about the end of Charles the Second's reign, when some of the ministers that had been outed for nonconformity holding conventicles in Northamptonshire, Benjamin and Josiah adhered to them, and so continued all their lives: the rest of the family remained with the Episcopal Church.


  Josiah, my father, married young, and carried his wife with three children into New England, about 1682. The conventicles having been forbidden by law, and frequently disturbed, induced some considerable men of his acquaintance to remove to that country, and he was prevailed with to accompany them thither, where they expected to enjoy their mode of religion with freedom. By the same wife he had four children more born there, and by a second wife ten more, in all seventeen; of which I remember thirteen sitting at one time at his table, who all grew up to be men and women, and married; I was the youngest son, and the youngest child but two, and was born in Boston, New England. My mother, the second wife, was Abiah Folger, daughter of Peter Folger, one of the first settlers of New England, of whom honorable mention is made by Cotton Mather in his church history of that country, entitled Magnalia Christi Americana, as “a godly, learned Englishman,” if I remember the words rightly. I have heard that he wrote sundry small occasional pieces, but only one of them was printed, which I saw now many years since. It was written in 1675, in the home-spun verse of that time and people, and addressed to those then concerned in the government there. It was in favor of liberty of conscience, and in behalf of the Baptists, Quakers, and other sectaries that had been under persecution, ascribing the Indian wars, and other distresses that had befallen the country, to that persecution, as so many judgments of God to punish so heinous an offense, and exhorting a repeal of those uncharitable laws. The whole appeared to me as written with a good deal of decent plainness and manly freedom. The six concluding lines I remember, though I have forgotten the two first of the stanza; but the purport of them was, that his censures proceeded from good-will, and, therefore, he would be known to be the author.


  “Because to be a libeller (says he)


  I hate it with my heart;


  From Sherburne town, where now I dwell


  My name I do put here;


  Without offense your real friend,


  It is Peter Folgier.”


  My elder brothers were all put apprentices to different trades. I was put to the grammar-school at eight years of age, my father intending to devote me, as the tithe of his sons, to the service of the Church. My early readiness in learning to read (which must have been very early, as I do not remember when I could not read), and the opinion of all his friends, that I should certainly make a good scholar, encouraged him in this purpose of his. My uncle Benjamin, too, approved of it, and proposed to give me all his short-hand volumes of sermons, I suppose as a stock to set up with, if I would learn his character. I continued, however, at the grammar-school not quite one year, though in that time I had risen gradually from the middle of the class of that year to be the head of it, and farther was removed into the next class above it, in order to go with that into the third at the end of the year. But my father, in the meantime, from a view of the expense of a college education, which having so large a family he could not well afford, and the mean living many so educated were afterwards able to obtain— reasons that he gave to his friends in my hearing— altered his first intention, took me from the grammar-school, and sent me to a school for writing and arithmetic, kept by a then famous man, Mr. George Brownell, very successful in his profession generally, and that by mild, encouraging methods. Under him I acquired fair writing pretty soon, but I failed in the arithmetic, and made no progress in it. At ten years old I was taken home to assist my father in his business, which was that of a tallow-chandler and sope-boiler; a business he was not bred to, but had assumed on his arrival in New England, and on finding his dying trade would not maintain his family, being in little request. Accordingly, I was employed in cutting wick for the candles, filling the dipping mold and the molds for cast candles, attending the shop, going of errands, etc.


  I disliked the trade, and had a strong inclination for the sea, but my father declared against it; however, living near the water, I was much in and about it, learnt early to swim well, and to manage boats; and when in a boat or canoe with other boys, I was commonly allowed to govern, especially in any case of difficulty; and upon other occasions I was generally a leader among the boys, and sometimes led them into scrapes, of which I will mention one instance, as it shows an early projecting public spirit, tho' not then justly conducted.


  There was a salt-marsh that bounded part of the mill-pond, on the edge of which, at high water, we used to stand to fish for minnows. By much trampling, we had made it a mere quagmire. My proposal was to build a wharff there fit for us to stand upon, and I showed my comrades a large heap of stones, which were intended for a new house near the marsh, and which would very well suit our purpose. Accordingly, in the evening, when the workmen were gone, I assembled a number of my play-fellows, and working with them diligently like so many emmets, sometimes two or three to a stone, we brought them all away and built our little wharff. The next morning the workmen were surprised at missing the stones, which were found in our wharff. Inquiry was made after the removers; we were discovered and complained of; several of us were corrected by our fathers; and though I pleaded the usefulness of the work, mine convinced me that nothing was useful which was not honest.


  I think you may like to know something of his person and character. He had an excellent constitution of body, was of middle stature, but well set, and very strong; he was ingenious, could draw prettily, was skilled a little in music, and had a clear pleasing voice, so that when he played psalm tunes on his violin and sung withal, as he sometimes did in an evening after the business of the day was over, it was extremely agreeable to hear. He had a mechanical genius too, and, on occasion, was very handy in the use of other tradesmen's tools; but his great excellence lay in a sound understanding and solid judgment in prudential matters, both in private and publick affairs. In the latter, indeed, he was never employed, the numerous family he had to educate and the straitness of his circumstances keeping him close to his trade; but I remember well his being frequently visited by leading people, who consulted him for his opinion in affairs of the town or of the church he belonged to, and showed a good deal of respect for his judgment and advice: he was also much consulted by private persons about their affairs when any difficulty occurred, and frequently chosen an arbitrator between contending parties.


  At his table he liked to have, as often as he could, some sensible friend or neighbor to converse with, and always took care to start some ingenious or useful topic for discourse, which might tend to improve the minds of his children. By this means he turned our attention to what was good, just, and prudent in the conduct of life; and little or no notice was ever taken of what related to the victuals on the table, whether it was well or ill dressed, in or out of season, of good or bad flavor, preferable or inferior to this or that other thing of the kind, so that I was bro't up in such a perfect inattention to those matters as to be quite indifferent what kind of food was set before me, and so unobservant of it, that to this day if I am asked I can scarce tell a few hours after dinner what I dined upon. This has been a convenience to me in travelling, where my companions have been sometimes very unhappy for want of a suitable gratification of their more delicate, because better instructed, tastes and appetites.


  My mother had likewise an excellent constitution: she suckled all her ten children. I never knew either my father or mother to have any sickness but that of which they dy'd, he at 89, and she at 85 years of age. They lie buried together at Boston, where I some years since placed a marble over their grave, with this inscription:


  Josiah Franklin,


  And


  Abiah his Wife,


  lie here interred.


  They lived lovingly together in wedlock


  fifty-five years.


  Without an estate,


  or any gainful employment,


  By constant labor and industry,


  with God's blessing,


  They maintained a large family


  comfortably,


  and brought up thirteen children


  and seven grandchildren


  reputably.


  From this instance, reader,


  Be encouraged to diligence in thy calling,


  And distrust not Providence.


  He was a pious and prudent man;


  She, a discreet and virtuous woman.


  Their youngest son,


  In filial regard to their memory,


  Places this stone.


  J.F. born 1655, died 1744, AEtat 89.


  A.F. born 1667, died 1752, —— 85.


  By my rambling digressions I perceive myself to be grown old. I us'd to write more methodically. But one does not dress for private company as for a publick ball. 'Tis perhaps only negligence.


  To return: I continued thus employed in my father's business for two years, that is, till I was twelve years old; and my brother John, who was bred to that business, having left my father, married, and set up for himself at Rhode Island, there was all appearance that I was destined to supply his place, and become a tallow-chandler. But my dislike to the trade continuing, my father was under apprehensions that if he did not find one for me more agreeable, I should break away and get to sea, as his son Josiah had done, to his great vexation. He therefore sometimes took me to walk with him, and see joiners, bricklayers, turners, braziers, etc., at their work, that he might observe my inclination, and endeavor to fix it on some trade or other on land. It has ever since been a pleasure to me to see good workmen handle their tools; and it has been useful to me, having learnt so much by it as to be able to do little jobs myself in my house when a workman could not readily be got, and to construct little machines for my experiments, while the intention of making the experiment was fresh and warm in my mind. My father at last fixed upon the cutler's trade, and my uncle Benjamin's son Samuel, who was bred to that business in London, being about that time established in Boston, I was sent to be with him some time on liking. But his expectations of a fee with me displeasing my father, I was taken home again.


  From a child I was fond of reading, and all the little money that came into my hands was ever laid out in books. Pleased with the Pilgrim's Progress, my first collection was of John Bunyan's works in separate little volumes. I afterward sold them to enable me to buy R. Burton's Historical Collections; they were small chapmen's books, and cheap, 40 or 50 in all. My father's little library consisted chiefly of books in polemic divinity, most of which I read, and have since often regretted that, at a time when I had such a thirst for knowledge, more proper books had not fallen in my way since it was now resolved I should not be a clergyman. Plutarch's Lives there was in which I read abundantly, and I still think that time spent to great advantage. There was also a book of De Foe's, called an Essay on Projects, and another of Dr. Mather's, called Essays to do Good, which perhaps gave me a turn of thinking that had an influence on some of the principal future events of my life.


  This bookish inclination at length determined my father to make me a printer, though he had already one son (James) of that profession. In 1717 my brother James returned from England with a press and letters to set up his business in Boston. I liked it much better than that of my father, but still had a hankering for the sea. To prevent the apprehended effect of such an inclination, my father was impatient to have me bound to my brother. I stood out some time, but at last was persuaded, and signed the indentures when I was yet but twelve years old. I was to serve as an apprentice till I was twenty-one years of age, only I was to be allowed journeyman's wages during the last year. In a little time I made great proficiency in the business, and became a useful hand to my brother. I now had access to better books. An acquaintance with the apprentices of booksellers enabled me sometimes to borrow a small one, which I was careful to return soon and clean. Often I sat up in my room reading the greatest part of the night, when the book was borrowed in the evening and to be returned early in the morning, lest it should be missed or wanted.
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  Nine Greek Dramas


  “Shall I crack any of those old jokes, master, at which the audience never fails to laugh?” Like an up-to-date vaudeville team, Xanthias and Dionysus start off a dialogue that mingles wit and poetry with humor and keen satire.


  The Frogs


  by Aristophanes


  Translated by B.B. Rogers


  Introductory Note


  Aristophanes, the greatest of comic writers in Greek and, in the opinion of many, in any language, is the only one of the Attic comedians any of whose works has survived in complete form. He was born in Athens about the middle of the fifth century b.c., and had his first comedy produced when he was so young that his name was withheld on account of his youth. He is credited with over forty plays, eleven of which survive, along with the names and fragments of some twenty-six others. His satire deals with political, religious, and literary topics, and with all its humor and fancy is evidently the outcome of profound conviction and a genuine patriotism. The Attic comedy was produced at the festivals of Dionysus, which were marked by great license, and to this, rather than to the individual taste of the poet, must be ascribed the undoubted coarseness of many of the jests. Aristophanes seems, indeed, to have been regarded by his contemporaries as a man of noble character. He died shortly after the production of his "Plutus," in 388 b.c.


  "The Frogs" was produced the year after the death of Euripides, and laments the decay of Greek tragedy which Aristophanes attributed to that writer. It is an admirable example of the brilliance of his style, and of that mingling of wit and poetry with rollicking humor and keen satirical point which is his chief characteristic. Here, as elsewhere, he stands for tradition against innovation of all kinds, whether in politics, religion, or art. The hostility to Euripides displayed here and in several other plays, like his attacks on Socrates, is a result of this attitude of conservatism. The present play is notable also as a piece of elaborate if not overserious literary criticism from the pen of a great poet.


  Dramatis Personæ


  The God Dionysus


  Euripides


  Xanthias, his slave


  Heracles


  Æschylus


  Pluto


  Charon


  Æacus, house porter to Pluto


  A Corpse


  A Maidservant of Persephone


  Plathane, her partner


  A Landlady in Hades


  A Chorus of Frogs


  A Chorus of Initiated Persons


  Attendants at a Funeral; Women worshipping Iacchus; Servants of Pluto, &c.


  Xanthias


  Shall I crack any of those old jokes, master,


  At which the audience never fail to laugh?


  Dionysus


  Aye, what you will, except I’m getting crushed:


  Fight shy of that: I’m sick of that already.


  Xanthias


  Nothing else smart?


  Dionysus


  Aye, save my shoulder’s aching.


  Xanthias


  Come now, that comical joke?


  Dionysus


  With all my heart.


  Only be careful not to shift your pole.


  And—


  Xanthias


  What?


  Dionysus


  And vow that you’ve a belly-ache.


  Xanthias


  May I not say I’m overburdened so


  That if none ease me, I must ease myself?


  Dionysus


  For mercy’s sake, not till I’m going to vomit.


  Xanthias


  What! must I bear these burdens, and not make


  One of the jokes Ameipsias and Lycis


  And Phrynichus, in every play they write,


  Put in the mouths of all their burden-bearers?


  Dionysus


  Don’t make them; no! I tell you when I see


  Their plays, and hear those jokes, I come away


  More than a twelvemonth older than I went.


  Xanthias


  O, thrice unlucky neck of mine, which now


  Is getting crushed, yet must not crack its joke!


  Dionysus


  Now is not this fine pampered insolence


  When I myself, Dionysus, son of—Pipkin,


  Toil on afoot, and let this fellow ride,


  Taking no trouble, and no burden bearing?


  Xanthias


  What, don’t I bear?


  Dionysus


  How can you when you’re riding?


  Xanthias


  Why, I bear these.


  Dionysus


  How?


  Xanthias


  Most unwillingly.


  Dionysus


  Does not the donkey bear the load you’re bearing?


  Xanthias


  Not what I bear myself: by Zeus, not he.


  Dionysus


  How can you bear, when you are borne yourself?


  Xanthias


  Don’t know: but anyhow my shoulder’s aching.


  Dionysus


  Then since you say the donkey helps you not,


  You lift him up and carry him in turn.


  Xanthias


  O, hang it all! why didn’t I fight at sea?


  You should have smarted bitterly for this.


  Dionysus


  Get down, you rascal; I’ve been trudging on


  Till now I’ve reached the portal, where I’m going


  First to turn in. Boy! Boy! I say there, Boy!


  Heracles


  Who banged the door? How like a prancing Centaur


  He drove against it! Mercy o’ me, what’s this?


  Dionysus


  Boy.


  Xanthias


  Yes.


  Dionysus


  Did you observe?


  Xanthias


  What?


  Dionysus


  How alarmed


  He is.


  Xanthias


  Aye, truly, lest you’ve lost your wits.


  Heracles


  O, by Demeter, I can’t choose but laugh.


  Biting my lips won’t stop me. Ha! ha! ha!


  Dionysus


  Pray you, come hither, I have need of you.


  Heracles


  I vow I can’t help laughing, I can’t help it.


  A lion’s hide upon a yellow silk,


  A club and buskin! What’s it all about?


  Where were you going?


  Dionysus


  I was serving lately


  Aboard the—Cleisthenes.


  Heracles


  And fought?


  Dionysus


  And sank


  More than a dozen of the enemy’s ships.


  Heracles


  You two?


  Dionysus


  We two.


  Heracles


  And then I awoke, and lo!


  Dionysus


  There as, on deck, I’m reading to myself


  The “Andromeda,” a sudden pang of longing


  Shoots through my heart, you can’t conceive how keenly.


  Heracles


  How big a pang?


  Dionysus


  A small one, Molon’s size.


  Heracles


  Caused by a woman?


  Dionysus


  No.


  Heracles


  A boy?


  Dionysus


  No, no.


  Heracles


  A man?


  Dionysus


  Ah! ah!


  Heracles


  Was it for Cleisthenes?


  Dionysus


  Don’t mock me, brother; on my life I am


  In a bad way: such fierce desire consumes me.


  Heracles


  Aye, little brother? how?


  Dionysus


  I can’t describe it.


  But yet I’ll tell you in a riddling way.


  Have you e’er felt a sudden lust for soup?


  Heracles


  Soup! Zeus-a-mercy, yes, ten thousand times.


  Dionysus


  Is the thing clear, or must I speak again?


  Heracles


  Not of the soup: I’m clear about the soup.


  Dionysus


  Well, just that sort of pang devours my heart


  For lost Euripides.


  Heracles


  A dead man too.


  Dionysus


  And no one shall persuade me not to go


  After the man.


  Heracles


  Do you mean below, to Hades?


  Dionysus


  And lower still, if there’s a lower still.


  Heracles


  What on earth for?


  Dionysus


  I want a genuine poet,


  “For some are not, and those that are, are bad.”


  Heracles


  What! does not Iophon live?


  Dionysus


  Well, he’s the sole


  Good thing remaining, if even he is good.


  For even of that I’m not exactly certain.


  Heracles


  If go you must, there’s Sophocles—he comes


  Before Euripides—why not take him?


  Dionysus


  Not till I’ve tried if Iophon’s coin rings true


  When he’s alone, apart from Sophocles.


  Besides, Euripides, the crafty rogue,


  Will find a thousand shifts to get away,


  But he was easy here, is easy there.


  Heracles


  But Agathon, where is he?


  Dionysus


  He has gone and left us.


  A genial poet, by his friends much missed.


  Heracles


  Gone where?


  Dionysus


  To join the blessed in their banquets.


  Heracles


  But what of Xenocles?


  Dionysus


  O, he be hanged!


  Heracles


  Pythangelus?


  Xanthias


  But never a word of me,


  Not though my shoulder’s chafed so terribly.


  Heracles


  But have you not a shoal of little songsters,


  Tragedians by the myriad, who can chatter


  A furlong faster than Euripides?


  Dionysus


  Those be mere vintage-leavings, jabberers, choirs


  Of swallow-broods, degraders of their art,


  Who get one chorus, and are seen no more,


  The Muses’ love once gained. But, O my friend,


  Search where you will, you’ll never find a true


  Creative genius, uttering startling things.


  Heracles


  Creative? how do you mean?


  Dionysus


  I mean a man


  Who’ll dare some novel venturesome conceit,


  Air, Zeus’ chamber, or Time’s foot, or this:


  ’Twas not my mind that swore: my tongue committed


  A little perjury on its own account.


  Heracles


  You like that style?


  Dionysus


  Like it? I dote upon it.


  Heracles


  I vow it’s ribald nonsense, and you know it.


  Dionysus


  “Rule not my mind”: you’ve got a house to mind.


  Heracles


  Really and truly, though, ’tis paltry stuff.


  Dionysus


  Teach me to dine!


  Xanthias


  But never a word of me.


  Dionysus


  But tell me truly—’twas for this I came


  Dressed up to mimic you—what friends received


  And entertained you when you went below


  To bring back Cerberus, in case I need them.


  And tell me too the havens, fountains, shops,


  Roads, resting-places, stews, refreshment rooms,


  Towns, lodgings, hostesses, with whom were found


  The fewest bugs.


  Xanthias


  But never a word of me.


  Heracles


  You are really game to go?


  Dionysus


  O, drop that, can’t you?


  And tell me this: of all the roads you know,


  Which is the quickest way to get to Hades?


  I want one not too warm, nor yet too cold.


  Heracles


  Which shall I tell you first? which shall it be?


  There’s one by rope and bench: you launch away


  And—hang yourself.


  Dionysus


  No, thank you: that’s too stifling.


  Heracles


  Then there’s a track, a short and beaten cut,


  By pestle and mortar.


  Dionysus


  Hemlock, do you mean?


  Heracles


  Just so.


  Dionysus


  No, that’s too deathly cold a way;


  You have hardly started ere your shins get numbed.


  Heracles


  Well, would you like a steep and swift descent?


  Dionysus


  Aye, that’s the style: my walking powers are small.


  Heracles


  Go down to the Cerameicus.


  Dionysus


  And do what?


  Heracles


  Climb to the tower’s top pinnacle—


  Dionysus


  And then?


  Heracles


  Observe the torch-race started, and when all


  The multitude is shouting Let them go,


  Let yourself go.


  Dionysus


  Go whither?


  Heracles


  To the ground.


  Dionysus


  O, that would break my brain’s two envelopes.


  I’ll not try that.


  Heracles


  Which will you try?


  Dionysus


  The way


  You went yourself.


  Heracles


  A parlous voyage that,


  For first you’ll come to an enormous lake


  Of fathomless depth.


  Dionysus


  And how and I to cross?


  Heracles


  An ancient mariner will row you over


  In a wee boat, so big. The fare’s two obols.


  Dionysus


  Fie! The power two obols have, the whole world through!


  How came they thither?


  Heracles


  Theseus took them down.


  And next you’ll see great snakes and savage monsters


  In tens of thousands.


  Dionysus


  You needn’t try to scare me,


  I’m going to go.


  Heracles


  Then weltering seas of filth


  And ever-rippling dung: and plunged therein,


  Whoso has wronged the stranger here on earth,


  Or robbed his boylove of the promised pay,


  Or swinged his mother, or profanely smitten


  His father’s cheek, or sworn an oath forsworn,


  Or copied out a speech of Morsimus.


  Dionysus


  There too, perdie, should he be plunged, whoe’er


  Has danced the sword-dance of Cinesias.


  Heracles


  And next the breath of flutes will float around you,


  And glorious sunshine, such as ours, you’ll see,


  And myrtle groves, and happy bands who clap


  Their hands in triumph, men and women too.


  Dionysus


  And who are they?


  Heracles


  The happy mystic bands,


  Xanthias


  And I’m the donkey in the mystery show.


  But I’ll not stand it, not one instant longer.


  Heracles


  Who’ll tell you everything you want to know.


  You’ll find them dwelling close beside the road


  You are going to travel, just at Pluto’s gate.


  And fare thee well, my brother.


  Dionysus


  And to you


  Good cheer.


  (To Xanthias) Now, sirrah, pick you up the traps.


  Xanthias


  Before I’ve put them down?


  Dionysus


  And quickly too.


  Xanthias


  No, prithee, no; but hire a body, one


  They’re carrying out, on purpose for the trip.


  Dionysus


  If I can’t find one?


  Xanthias


  Then I’ll take them.


  Dionysus


  Good.


  And see! they are carrying out a body now.


  Hallo! you there, you deadman, are you willing


  To carry down our little traps to Hades?


  Corpse


  What are they?


  Dionysus


  These.


  Corpse


  Two drachmas for the job?


  Dionysus


  Nay, that’s too much.


  Corpse


  Out of the pathway, you!


  Dionysus


  Beshrew thee, stop: maybe we’ll strike a bargain.


  Corpse


  Pay me two drachmas, or it’s no use talking.


  Dionysus


  One and a half.


  Corpse


  I’d liefer live again!


  Xanthias


  How absolute the knave is! He be hanged!


  I’ll go myself.


  Dionysus


  You’re the right sort, my man.


  Now to the ferry.


  Charon


  Yoh, up! lay her to.


  Xanthias


  Whatever’s that?


  Dionysus


  Why, that’s the lake, by Zeus,


  Whereof he spake, and yon’s the ferry-boat.


  Xanthias


  Poseidon, yes, and that old fellow’s Charon.


  Dionysus


  Charon! O welcome, Charon! welcome, Charon!


  Charon


  Who’s for the Rest from every pain and ill?


  Who’s for the Lethe’s plain? the Donkey-shearings?


  Who’s for Cerberia? Tænarum? or the Ravens?


  Dionysus


  I.


  Charon


  Hurry in.


  Dionysus


  But where are you going really?


  In truth to the Ravens?


  Charon


  Aye, for your behoof.


  Step in.


  Dionysus


  (To Xanthias) Now, lad.


  Charon


  A slave? I take no slave,


  Unless he has fought for his bodyrights at sea.


  Xanthias


  I couldn’t go. I’d got the eye-disease.


  Charon


  Then fetch a circuit round about the lake.


  Xanthias


  Where must I wait?


  Charon


  Beside the Withering stone,


  Hard by the Rest.


  Dionysus


  You understand?


  Xanthias


  Too well.


  O, what ill omen crossed me as I started!


  Charon


  (To Dionysus) Sit to the oar.


  (Calling) Who else for the boat? Be quick.


  (To Dionysus) Hi! What are you doing?


  Dionysus


  What am I doing? Sitting


  On to the oar. You told me to, yourself.


  Charon


  Now sit you there, you little Potgut.


  Dionysus


  So?


  Charon


  Now stretch your arms full length before you.


  Dionysus


  So?


  Charon


  Come, don’t keep fooling; plant your feet, and now


  Pull with a will.


  Dionysus


  Why, how am I to pull?


  I’m not an oarsman, seaman, Salaminian.


  I can’t!


  Charon


  You can. Just dip your oar in once,


  You’ll hear the loveliest timing songs.


  Dionysus


  What from?


  Charon


  Frog-swans, most wonderful.


  Dionysus


  Then give the word.


  Charon


  Heave ahoy! heave ahoy!


  Frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax!


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax!


  We children of the fountain and the lake,


  Let us wake


  Our full choir-shout, as the flutes are ringing out,


  Our symphony of clear-voiced song.


  The song we used to love, in the Marshland up above,


  In praise of Dionysus to produce,


  Of Nysæan Dionysus, son of Zeus,


  When the revel-tipsy throng, all crapulous and gay,


  To our precinct reeled along on the holy


  Pitcher day.


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  O, dear! O, dear! now I declare


  I’ve got a bump upon my rump.


  Frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  But you, perchance, don’t care.


  


  Frogs


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  Hang you, and your ko-axing too!


  There’s nothing but ko-ax with you.


  Frogs


  That is right, Mr. Busybody, right!


  For the Muses of the lyre love us well;


  And hornfoot Pan who plays on the pipe his jocund lays;


  And Apollo, Harper bright, in our Chorus takes delight;


  For the strong reed’s sake which I grow within my lake


  To be girdled in his lyre’s deep shell.


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  My hands are blistered very sore;


  My stern below is sweltering so,


  ’Twill soon, I know, upturn and roar


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  O tuneful race, O, pray give o’er,


  O, sing no more.


  Frogs


  Ah, no! ah, no!


  Loud and louder our chant must flow.


  Sing if ever ye sang of yore,


  When in sunny and glorious days


  Through the rushes and marsh-flags springing


  On we swept, in the joy of singing


  Myriad-diving roundelays.


  Or when fleeing the storm, we went


  Down to the depths, and our choral song


  Wildly raised to a loud and long


  Bubble-bursting accompaniment.


  Frogs and Dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  This timing song I take from you.


  Frogs


  That’s a dreadful thing to do.


  Dionysus


  Much more dreadful, if I row


  Till I burst myself, I trow.


  Frogs and Dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  Go, hang yourselves; for what care I?


  Frogs


  All the same we’ll shout and cry,


  Stretching all our throats with song,


  Shouting, crying, all day long,


  Frogs and Dionysus


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  Dionysus


  In this you’ll never, never win.


  Frogs


  This you shall not beat us in.


  Dionysus


  No, nor ye prevail o’er me.


  Never! never! I’ll my song


  Shout, if need be, all day long,


  Until I’ve learned to master your ko-ax.


  Brekekekex, ko-ax, ko-ax.


  I thought I’d put a stop to your ko-ax.


  Charon


  Stop! Easy! Take the oar and push her to.


  Now pay your fare and go.


  Dionysus


  Here ’tis: two obols.


  Xanthias! where’s Xanthias? Is it Xanthias there?


  Xanthias


  Hoi, hoi!


  Dionysus


  Come hither.


  Xanthias


  Glad to meet you, master.


  Dionysus


  What have you there?


  Xanthias


  Nothing but filth and darkness.


  Dionysus


  But tell me, did you see the parricides


  And perjured folk he mentioned?


  Xanthias


  Didn’t you?


  Dionysus


  Poseidon, yes. Why, look!


  (Pointing to the audience.) I see them now.


  What’s the next step?


  Xanthias


  We’d best be moving on.


  This is the spot where Heracles declared


  Those savage monsters dwell.


  Dionysus


  O, hang the fellow!


  That’s all his bluff: he thought to scare me off,


  The jealous dog, knowing my plucky ways.


  There’s no such swaggerer lives as Heracles.


  Why, I’d like nothing better than to achieve


  Some bold adventure, worthy of our trip.


  Xanthias


  I know you would. Hallo! I hear a noise.


  Dionysus


  Where? what?


  Xanthias


  Behind us, there.


  Dionysus


  Get you behind.


  Xanthias


  No, it’s in front.


  Dionysus


  Get you in front directly.


  Xanthias


  And now I see the most ferocious monster.


  Dionysus


  O, what’s it like?


  Xanthias


  Like everything by turns.


  Now it’s a bull: now it’s a mule: and now


  The loveliest girl.


  Dionysus


  O, where? I’ll go and meet her.


  Xanthias


  It’s ceased to be a girl: it’s a dog now.


  Dionysus


  It is Empusa!


  Xanthias


  Well, its face is all


  Ablaze with fire.


  Dionysus


  Has it a copper leg?


  Xanthias


  A copper leg? yes, one; and one of cow dung.


  Dionysus


  O, whither shall I flee?


  Xanthias


  O, whither I?


  Dionysus


  My priest, protect me, and we’ll sup together.


  Xanthias


  King Heracles, we’re done for.


  Dionysus


  O, forbear,


  Good fellow, call me anything but that.


  Xanthias


  Well, then, Dionysus.


  Dionysus


  O, that’s worse again.


  Xanthias


  (To the Spectre) Aye, go thy way. O master, here, come here.


  Dionysus


  O, what’s up now?


  Xanthias


  Take courage; all’s serene.


  And, like Hegelochus, we now may say,


  “Out of the storm there comes a new fine wether.”


  Empusa’s gone.


  Dionysus


  Swear it.


  Xanthias


  By Zeus she is.


  Dionysus


  Swear it again.


  Xanthias


  By Zeus.


  Dionysus


  Again.


  Xanthias


  By Zeus.


  O, dear, O, dear, how pale I grew to see her,


  But he from fright has yellowed me all over.


  Dionysus


  Ah me, whence fall these evils on my head?


  Who is the god to blame for my destruction?


  Air, Zeus’ chamber, or the Foot of Time?


  (A flute is played behind the scenes)


  Dionysus


  Hist!


  Xanthias


  What’s the matter?


  Dionysus


  Didn’t you hear it?


  Xanthias


  What?


  Dionysus


  The breath of flutes.


  Xanthias


  Aye, and a whiff of torches


  Breathed o’er me too; a very mystic whiff.


  Dionysus


  Then crouch we down, and mark what’s going on.


  Chorus (In the distance)


  O Iacchus!


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus!


  Xanthias


  O have it, master: ’tis those blessed Mystics,


  Of whom he told us, sporting hereabouts.


  They sing the Iacchus which Diagoras made.


  Dionysus


  I think so too: we had better both keep quiet


  And so find out exactly what it is.


  (The calling forth of Iacchus)


  Chorus


  O Iacchus! power excelling, here in stately temples dwelling,


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus!


  Come to tread this verdant level,


  Come to dance in mystic revel,


  Come whilst round thy forehead hurtles


  Many a wreath of fruitful myrtles,


  Come with wild and saucy paces


  Mingling in our joyous dance,


  Pure and holy, which embraces all the charms of all the Graces,


  When the mystic choirs advance.


  Xanthias


  Holy and sacred queen, Demeter’s daughter,


  O, what a jolly whiff of pork breathed o’er me!


  Dionysus


  Hist! and perchance you’ll get some tripe yourself.


  (The welcome to Iacchus)


  Chorus


  Come, arise, from sleep awaking, come the fiery torches shaking,


  O Iacchus! O Iacchus!


  Morning Star that shinest nightly.


  Lo, the mead is blazing brightly,


  Age forgets its years and sadness,


  Agèd knees curvet for gladness,


  Lift thy flashing torches o’er us,


  Marshal all thy blameless train,


  Lead, O, lead the way before us; lead the lovely youthful Chorus


  To the marshy flowery plain.
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  The Poetic Principle


  Edgar Allan Poe


  In speaking of the Poetic Principle, I have no design to be either thorough or profound. While discussing, very much at random, the essentiality of what we call Poetry, my principal purpose will be to cite for consideration some few of those minor English or American poems which best suit my own taste, or which upon my own fancy have left the most definite impression. By “minor poems” I mean, of course, poems of little length. And here in the beginning permit me to say a few words in regard to a somewhat peculiar principle, which, whether rightfully or wrongfully, has always had its influence in my own critical estimate of the poem. I hold that a long poem does not exist. I maintain that the phrase, “a long poem,” is simply a flat contradiction in terms.


  I need scarcely observe that a poem deserves its title only inasmuch as it excites, by elevating the soul. The value of the poem is in the ratio of this elevating excitement. But all excitements are, through a psychal necessity, transient. That degree of excitement which would entitle a poem to be so called at all, cannot be sustained throughout a composition of any great length. After the lapse of half an hour, at the very utmost, it flags—fails—a revulsion ensues—and then the poem is, in effect, and in fact, no longer such.


  There are, no doubt, many who have found difficulty in reconciling the critical dictum that the “Paradise Lost” is to be devoutly admired throughout, with the absolute impossibility of maintaining for it, during perusal, the amount of enthusiasm which that critical dictum would demand. The great work, in fact, is to be regarded as poetical, only when, losing sight of that vital requisite in all works of Art, Unity, we view it merely as a series of minor poems. If, to preserve its Unity—its totality of effect or impression—we read it (as would be necessary) at a single sitting, the result is but a constant alternation of excitement and depression. After a passage of what we feel to be true poetry, there follows, inevitably, a passage of platitude which no critical prejudgment can force us to admire; but if, upon completing the work, we read it again, omitting the first book (that is to say, commencing with the second), we shall be surprised at now finding that admirable which we before condemned—that damnable which we had previously so much admired. It follows from all this that the ultimate, aggregate, or absolute effect of even the best epic under the sun is a nullity;—and this is precisely the fact.


  In regard to the “Iliad,” we have, if not positive proof, at least very good reason for believing it intended as a series of lyrics; but, granting the epic intention, I can say only that the work is based in an imperfect sense of art. The modern epic is, of the supposititious ancient model, but an inconsiderate and blindfold imitation. But the day of these artistic anomalies is over. If, at any time, any very long poems were popular in reality—which I doubt—it is at least clear that no very long poem will ever be popular again.


  That the extent of a poetical work is, ceteris paribus, the measure of its merit, seems undoubtedly, when we thus state it, a proposition sufficiently absurd—yet we are indebted for it to the Quarterly Reviews. Surely there can be nothing in mere size, abstractly considered—there can be nothing in mere bulk, so far as a volume is concerned which has so continuously elicited admiration from these saturnine pamphlets! A mountain, to be sure, by the mere sentiment of physical magnitude which it conveys, does impress us with a sense of the sublime—but no man is impressed after this fashion by the material grandeur of even “The Columbiad.” Even the Quarterlies have not instructed us to be so impressed by it. As yet, they have not insisted on our estimating Lamartine by the cubic foot, or Pollok by the pound—but what else are we to infer from their continual prating about “sustained effort”? If, by “sustained effort,” any little gentleman has accomplished an epic, let us frankly commend him for the effort,—if this indeed be a thing commendable,—but let us forbear praising the epic on the effort’s account. It is to be hoped that common sense, in the time to come, will prefer deciding upon a work of Art, rather by the impression it makes—by the effect it produces—than by the time it took to impress the effect, or by the amount of “sustained effort” which had been found necessary in effecting the impression. The fact is, that perseverance is one thing and genius quite another; nor can all the Quarterlies in Christendom confound them. By and by, this proposition, with many which I have been just urging, will be received as self-evident. In the mean time, by being generally condemned as falsities, they will not be essentially damaged as truths.


  On the other hand, it is clear that a poem may be improperly brief. Undue brevity degenerates into mere epigrammatism. A very short poem, while now and then producing a brilliant or vivid, never produces a profound or enduring, effect. There must be the steady pressing down of the stamp upon the wax. Beranger has wrought innumerable things, pungent and spirit-stirring; but, in general, they have been too imponderous to stamp themselves deeply into the public opinion, and thus, as so many feathers of fancy, have been blown aloft only to be whistled down the wind.


  A remarkable instance of the effect of undue brevity in depressing a poem—in keeping it out of the popular view—is afforded by the following exquisite little serenade:—


  “I arise from dreams of thee


  In the first sweet sleep of night,


  When the winds are breathing low,


  And the stars are shining bright;


  I arise from dreams of thee,


  And a spirit in my feet


  Hath led me—who knows how?—


  To thy chamber-window, sweet!


  “The wandering airs they faint


  On the dark, the silent stream;


  And the champak odors fail


  Like sweet thoughts in a dream;


  The nightingale’s complaint,


  It dies upon her heart,


  As I must on thine,


  Oh, beloved as thou art!


  “Oh, lift me from the grass!


  I die! I faint! I fail!


  Let thy love in kisses rain


  On my lips and eyelids pale.


  My cheek is cold and white, alas!


  My heart beats loud and fast;


  Oh! press it to thine own again,


  Where it will break at last!”


  Very few, perhaps, are familiar with these lines—yet no less a poet than Shelley is their author. There warm, yet delicate and ethereal imagination will be appreciated by all; but by none so thoroughly as by him who has himself arisen from sweet dreams of one beloved to bathe in the aromatic air of a southern midsummer night.


  One of the finest poems by Willis—the very best, in my opinion, which he has ever written—has, no doubt, through this same defect of undue brevity, been kept back from its proper position, not less in the critical than in the popular view.


  “The shadows lay along Broadway,


  ’Twas near the twilight-tide—


  And slowly there a lady fair


  Was walking in her pride.


  Alone walked she; but, viewlessly,


  Walked spirits at her side.


  “Peace charmed the street beneath her feet,


  And Honor charmed the air;


  And all astir looked kind on her,


  And called her good as fair;


  For all God ever gave to her


  She kept with chary care.


  “She kept with care her beauties rare


  From lovers warm and true,—


  For her heart was cold to all but gold,


  And the rich came not to woo,—


  But honored well are charms to sell


  If priests the selling do.


  “Now walking there was one more fair—


  A slight girl, lily-pale;


  And she had unseen company


  To make the spirit quail:


  ’Twixt Want and Scorn she walked forlorn,


  And nothing could avail.


  “No mercy now can clear her brow


  For this world’s peace to pray;


  For, as love’s wild prayer dissolved in air,


  Her woman’s heart gave way!—


  But the sin forgiven by Christ in Heaven


  By man is cursed always!”


  In this composition we find it difficult to recognize the Willis who has written so many mere “verses of society.” The lines are not only richly ideal, but full of energy, while they breathe an earnestness—an evident sincerity of sentiment—for which we look in vain throughout all the other works of this author.


  While the epic mania—while the idea that, to merit in poetry, prolixity is indispensable—has, for some years past, been gradually dying out of the public mind by mere dint of its own absurdity—we find it succeeded by a heresy too palpably false to be long tolerated, but one which, in the brief period it has already endured, may be said to have accomplished more in the corruption of our Poetical Literature than all its other enemies combined. I allude to the heresy of The Didactic. It has been assumed, tacitly and avowedly, directly and indirectly, that the ultimate object of all Poetry is Truth. Every poem, it is said, should inculcate a moral; and by this moral is the poetical merit of the work to be adjudged. We Americans, especially, have patronized this happy idea; and we Bostonians, very especially have developed it in full. We have taken it into our heads that to write a poem simply for the poem’s sake, and to acknowledge such to have been our design, would be to confess ourselves radically wanting in the true Poetic dignity and force; but the simple fact is, that, would we but permit ourselves to look into our own souls, we should immediately there discover that under the sun there neither exists nor can exist any work more thoroughly dignified, more supremely noble, than this very poem—this poem per se—this poem which is a poem and nothing more—this poem written solely for the poem’s sake.


  With as deep a reverence for the True as ever inspired the bosom of man, I would, nevertheless, limit in some measure its modes of inculcation. I would limit to enforce them. I would not enfeeble them by dissipation. The demands of Truth are severe; she has no sympathy with the myrtles. All that which is so indispensable in Song is precisely all that with which she has nothing whatever to do. It is but making her a flaunting paradox to wreathe her in gems and flowers. In enforcing a truth we need severity rather than efflorescence of language. We must be simple, precise, terse. We must be cool, calm, unimpassioned. In a word, we must be in that mood, which, as nearly as possible, is the exact converse of the poetical. He must be blind, indeed, who does not perceive the radical and chasmal differences between the truthful and the poetical modes of inculcation. He must be theory-mad beyond redemption who, in spite of these differences, shall still persist in attempting to reconcile the obstinate oils and waters of Poetry and Truth.


  Dividing the world of mind into its three most immediately obvious distinctions, we have the Pure Intellect, Taste, and the Moral Sense. I place Taste in the middle, because it is just this position which in mind it occupies. It holds intimate relations with either extreme, but from the Moral Sense is separated by so faint a difference that Aristotle has not hesitated to place some of its operations among the virtues themselves. Nevertheless, we find the offices of the trio marked with a sufficient distinction. Just as the intellect concerns itself with Truth, so Taste informs us of the Beautiful, while the Moral Sense is regardful of Duty. Of this latter, while Conscience teaches the obligation, and Reason the expediency, Taste contents herself with displaying the charms:—waging war upon Vice solely on the ground of her deformity—her disproportion—her animosity to the fitting, to the appropriate, to the harmonious—in a word, to Beauty.


  An immortal instinct, deep within the spirit of man, is thus, plainly, a sense of the Beautiful. This it is which administers to his delight in the manifold forms, and sounds, and odors, and sentiments, amid which he exists. And just as the lily is repeated in the lake, or the eyes of Amaryllis in the mirror, so is the mere oral or written repetition of these forms, and sounds, and colors, and odors, and sentiments, a duplicate source of delight. But this mere repetition is not poetry. He who shall simply sing, with however glowing enthusiasm, or with however vivid a truth of description, of the sights, and sounds, and odors, and colors, and sentiments, which greet him in common with all mankind—he, I say, has yet failed to prove his divine title. There is still a something in the distance which he has been unable to attain. We have still a thirst unquenchable, to allay which he has not shown us the crystal springs. This thirst belongs to the immortality of Man. It is at once a consequence and an indication of his perennial existence. It is the desire of the moth for the star. It is no mere appreciation of the Beauty before us, but a wild effort to reach the Beauty above. Inspired by an ecstatic prescience of the glories beyond the grave, we struggle, by multiform combinations among the things and thoughts of Time, to attain a portion of that Loveliness whose very elements, perhaps, appertain to eternity alone. And thus when by Poetry—or when by Music, the most entrancing of the Poetic moods—we find ourselves melted into tears not as the Abbate Gravia supposes through excess of pleasure, but through a certain petulant, impatient sorrow at our inability to grasp now, wholly, here on earth, at once and forever, those divine and rapturous joys, of which through the poem, or through the music, we attain to but brief and indeterminate glimpses.


  The struggle to apprehend the supernal Loveliness—this struggle, on the part of souls fittingly constituted—has given to the world all that which it (the world) has ever been enabled at once to understand and to feel as poetic.


  The Poetic Sentiment, of course, may develop itself in various modes—in Painting, in Sculpture, in Architecture, in the Dance—very especially in Music,—and very peculiarly and with a wide field, in the composition of the Landscape Garden. Our present theme, however, has regard only to its manifestation in words. And here let me speak briefly on the topic of rhythm. Contenting myself with the certainty that Music, in its various modes of metre, rhythm, and rhyme, is of so vast a moment in Poetry as never to be wisely rejected—is so vitally important an adjunct, that he is simply silly who declines its assistance—I will not now pause to maintain its absolute essentiality. It is in Music, perhaps, that the soul most nearly attains the great end for which, when inspired by the Poetic Sentiment, it struggles—the creation of supernal Beauty. It may be, indeed, that here this sublime end is, now and then, attained in fact. We are often made to feel, with a shivering delight, that from an earthly harp are stricken notes which cannot have been unfamiliar to the angels. And thus there can be little doubt that in the union of Poetry with Music in its popular sense we shall find the widest field for the Poetic development. The old Bards and Minnesingers had advantages which we do not possess—and Thomas Moore, singing his own songs, was, in the most legitimate manner, perfecting them as poems.


  To recapitulate, then:—I would define, in brief, the Poetry of words as The Rhythmical Creation of Beauty. Its sole arbiter is Taste. With the Intellect or with the Conscience, it has only collateral relations. Unless incidentally, it has no concern whatever either with Duty or with Truth.


  A few words, however, in explanation. That pleasure which is at once the most pure, the most elevating, and the most intense, is derived, I maintain, from the contemplation of the Beautiful. In the contemplation of Beauty we alone find it possible to attain that pleasurable elevation, or excitement, of the soul, which we recognize as the Poetic Sentiment, and which is so easily distinguished from Truth, which is the satisfaction of the Reason, or from Passion, which is the excitement of the Heart. I make Beauty, therefore—using the word as inclusive of the sublime,—I make Beauty the province of the poem, simply because it is an obvious rule of Art that effects should be made to spring as directly as possible from their causes—no one as yet having been weak enough to deny that the peculiar elevation in question is at least most readily attainable in the poem. It by no means follows, however, that the incitements of Passion, or the precepts of Duty, or even the lessons of Truth, may not be introduced into a poem and with advantage; for they may subserve, incidentally, in various ways, the general purposes of the work; but the true artist will always contrive to tone them down in proper subjection to that Beauty which is the atmosphere and the real essence of the poem.


  I cannot better introduce the few poems which I shall present for your consideration, than by the citation of the “Proem” to Mr. Longfellow’s “Waif”:


  “The day is done, and the darkness


  Falls from the wings of Night,


  As a feather is wafted downward


  From an eagle in his flight.


  “I see the lights of the village


  Gleam through the rain and the mist,


  And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me,


  That my soul cannot resist:


  “A feeling of sadness and longing,


  That is not akin to pain,


  And resembles sorrow only


  As the mist resembles the rain.


  “Come, read to me some poem,


  Some simple and heartfelt lay,


  That shall soothe this restless feeling,


  And banish the thoughts of day.


  “Not from the grand old masters,


  Not from the bards sublime,


  Whose distant footsteps echo


  Through the corridors of Time.


  “For, like strains of martial music,


  Their mighty thoughts suggest


  Life’s endless toil and endeavor;


  And to-night I long for rest.


  “Read from some humbler poet,


  Whose songs gushed from his heart,


  As showers from the clouds of summer,


  Or tears from the eyelids start;


  “Who, through long days of labor,


  And nights devoid of ease,


  Still heard in his soul the music


  Of wonderful melodies.


  “Such songs have power to quiet


  The restless pulse of care,


  And come like the benediction


  That follows after prayer.


  “Then read from the treasured volume


  The poem of thy choice,


  And lend to the rhyme of the poet


  The beauty of thy voice.


  “And the night shall be filled with music,


  And the cares, that infest the day,


  Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs,


  And as silently steal away.”


  With no great range of imagination, these lines have been justly admired for their delicacy of expression. Some of the images are very effective. Nothing can be better than—


  “the bards sublime,


  Whose distant footsteps echo


  Through the corridors of Time.”


  The idea of the last quatrain is also very effective. The poem, on the whole, however, is chiefly to be admired for the graceful insouciance of its metre, so well in accordance with the character of the sentiments, and especially for the ease of the general manner. This “ease,” or naturalness, in a literary style, it has long been the fashion to regard as ease in appearance alone—as a point of really difficult attainment. But not so; a natural manner is difficult only to him who should never meddle with it—to the unnatural. It is but the result of writing with the understanding, or with the instinct, that the tone, in composition, should always be that which the mass of mankind would adopt—and must perpetually vary, of course, with the occasion. The author who, after the fashion of the “North American Review,” should be, upon all occasions, merely, “quiet,” must necessarily, upon many occasions, be simply silly, or stupid; and has no more right to be considered “easy,” or “natural,” than a Cockney exquisite, or than the sleeping Beauty in the wax-works.


  


  January 20. “Ah! It Is St. Agnes’ Eve—”


  Volume 41, pp. 883-893


  English Poetry


  At midnight on the eve of St. Agnes there were certain solemn ceremonies which all virgins must perform to have “visions of delight and soft adorings from their loves.” Porphyro took advantage of this custom to win his bride. (St. Agne’s Eve, Jan. 20.)


  The Eve of St. Agnes


  John Keats


  (1795–1821)


  St. Agnes’ eve!—Ah, bitter chill it was!


  The owl, for all his feathers, was a-cold;


  The hare limp’d trembling through the frozen grass,


  And silent was the flock in woolly fold:


  Numb were the Beadsman’s fingers, while he told


  His rosary, and while his frosted breath,


  Like pious incense from a censer old,


  Seem’d taking flight for heaven, without a death,


  Past the sweet Virgin’s picture, while his prayer he saith.


  His prayer he saith, this patient, holy man;


  Then takes his lamp, and riseth from his knees,


  And back returneth, meagre, barefoot, wan,


  Along the chapel aisle by slow degrees:


  The sculptur’d dead, on each side, seem to freeze,


  Emprison’d in black, purgatorial rails:


  Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat’ries,


  He passeth by; and his weak spirit fails


  To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails.


  Northward he turneth through a little door,


  And scarce three steps, ere Music’s golden tongue


  Flatter’d to tears this aged man and poor;


  But no—already had his deathbell rung;


  The joys of all his life were said and sung:


  His was harsh penance on St. Agnes’ Eve:


  Another way he went, and soon among


  Rough ashes sat he for his soul’s reprieve,


  And all night kept awake, for sinners’ sake to grieve.


  That ancient Beadsman heard the prelude soft;


  And so it chanc’d, for many a door was wide,


  From hurry to and fro. Soon, up aloft,


  The silver, snarling trumpets ’gan to chide:


  The level chambers, ready with their pride,


  Were glowing to receive a thousand guests:


  The carved angels, ever eager-eyed,


  Star’d where upon their heads the cornice rests,


  With hair blown back, and wings put cross-wise on their breasts.


  At length burst in the argent revelry,


  With plume, tiara, and all rich array,


  Numerous as shadows haunting fairily


  The brain, new stuff’d, in youth, with triumphs gay


  Of old romance. These let us wish away,


  And turn, sole-thoughted, to one Lady there,


  Whose heart had brooded, all that wintry day,


  On love, and wing’d St. Agnes’ saintly care,


  As she had heard old dames full many times declare.


  They told her how, upon St. Agnes’ Eve,


  Young virgins might have visions of delight,


  And soft adorings from their loves receive


  Upon the honey’d middle of the night


  If ceremonies due they did aright;


  As, supperless to bed they must retire,


  And couch supine their beauties, lily white;


  Nor look behind, nor sideways, but require


  Of Heaven with upward eyes for all that they desire.


  Full of this whim was thoughtful Madeline;


  The music, yearning like a God in pain,


  She scarcely heard: her maiden eyes divine,


  Fix’d on the floor, saw many a sweeping train


  Pass by—she heeded not at all: in vain


  Came many a tiptoe, amorous cavalier,


  And back retir’d; not cool’d by high disdain,


  But she saw not: her heart was otherwhere:


  She sigh’d for Agnes’ dreams, the sweetest of the year.


  She danc’d along with vague, regardless eyes,


  Anxious her lips, her breathing quick and short:


  The hallow’d hour was near at hand: she sighs


  Amid the timbrels, and the throng’d resort


  Of whisperers in anger, or in sport;


  ’Mid looks of love, defiance, hate and scorn,


  Hoodwink’d with faery fancy; all amort,


  Save to St. Agnes and her lambs unshorn,


  And all the bliss to be before to-morrow morn.


  So, purposing each moment to retire,


  She linger’d still. Meantime, across the moors,


  Had come young Porphyro, with heart on fire


  For Madeline. Beside the portal doors,


  Buttress’d from moonlight, stands he, and implores


  All saints to give him sight of Madeline,


  But for one moment in the tedious hours,


  That he might gaze and worship all unseen;


  Perchance speak, kneel, touch, kiss—in sooth such things have been.


  He ventures in: let no buzz’d whisper tell:


  All eyes be muffled, or a hundred swords


  Will storm his heart, Love’s fev’rous citadel;


  For him, those chambers held barbarian hordes,


  Hyena foemen, and hot-blooded lords,


  Whose very dogs would execrations howl


  Against his lineage: not one breast affords


  Him any mercy, in that mansion foul,


  Save one old beldame, weak in body and in soul.


  Ah, happy chance! the aged creature came,


  Shuffling along with ivory-headed wand,


  To where he stood, hid from the torch’s flame,


  Behind a broad hall-pillar, far beyond


  The sound of merriment and chorus bland:


  He startled her; but soon she knew his face,


  And grasp’d his fingers in her palsied hand,


  Saying, ‘Mercy, Porphyro! hie thee from this place;


  They are all here to-night, the whole blood-thirsty race!


  ‘Get hence! get hence! there’s dwarfish Hildebrand;


  He had a fever late and in the fit


  He cursed thee and thine, both house and land:


  Then there’s that old Lord Maurice, not a whit


  More tame for his grey hairs—Alas me! flit!


  Flit like a ghost away.’—’Ah, Gossip dear,


  We’re safe enough; here in this armchair sit,


  And tell me how’—‘Good Saints! not here, not here;


  Follow me, child, or else these stones will be thy bier.’


  He follow’d through a lowly arched way,


  Brushing the cobwebs with his lofty plume;


  And as she mutter’d ‘Well-a—well-a-day!


  He found him in a little moonlight room,


  Pale, lattic’d, chill, and silent as a tomb.


  ‘Now tell me where is Madeline,’ said he,


  ‘O tell me, Angela, by the holy loom


  Which none but secret sisterhood may see,


  When they St. Agnes’ wool are weaving piously.’


  ‘St. Agnes! Ah! it is St. Agnes’ Eve—


  Yet men will murder upon holy days:


  Thou must hold water in a witch’s sieve,


  And be liege-lord of all the Elves and Fays,


  To venture so: it fills me with amaze


  To see thee, Porphyro!—St. Agnes’ Eve!


  God’s help! my lady fair the conjurer plays


  This very night: good angels her deceive!


  But let me laugh awhile, I’ve mickle time to grieve.’


  Feebly she laugheth in the languid moon,


  While Porphyro upon her face doth look,


  Like puzzled urchin on an aged crone


  Who keepeth clos’d a wond’rous riddle-book,


  As spectacled she sits in chimney nook.


  But soon his eyes grew brilliant, when she told


  His lady’s purpose; and he scarce could brook


  Tears, at the thought of those enchantments cold,


  And Madeline asleep in lap of legends old.


  Sudden a thought came like a full-blown rose,


  Flushing his brow, and in his pained heart


  Made purple riot: then doth he propose


  A stratagem, that makes the beldame start:


  ‘A cruel man, and impious thou art:


  Sweet lady, let her pray, and sleep, and dream


  Alone with her good angels, far apart


  From wicked men like thee. Go, go!—I deem


  Thou canst not surely be the same that thou didst seem.’


  ‘I will not harm her, by all saints I swear,’


  Quoth Porphyro: ‘O may I ne’er find grace


  When my weak voice shall whisper its last prayer,


  If one of her soft ringlets I displace,


  Or look with ruffian passion in her face:


  Good Angela, believe me by these tears;


  Or I will, even in a moment’s space,


  Awake, with horrid shout, my foemen’s ears,


  And beard them, though they be more fang’d than wolves and bears.’


  ‘Ah! why wilt thou affright a feeble soul?


  A poor, weak, palsy-stricken, churchyard thing,


  Whose passing-bell may ere the midnight toll;


  Whose prayers for thee, each morn and evening,


  Were never miss’d.’ Thus plaining, doth she bring


  A gentler speech from burning Porphyro;


  So woful, and of such deep sorrowing,


  That Angela gives promise she will do


  Whatever he shall wish, betide her weal or woe.


  Which was, to lead him, in close secrecy.


  Even to Madeline’s chamber, and there hide


  Him in a closet, of such privacy


  That he might see her beauty unespied,


  And win perhaps that night a peerless bride,


  While legion’d faeries pac’d the coverlet,


  And pale enchantment held her sleepy-eyed.


  Never on such a night have lovers met,


  Since Merlin paid his Demon all the monstrous debt.


  ‘It shall be as thou wishest,’ said the Dame:


  ‘All cates and dainties shall be stored there


  Quickly on this feast-night: by the tambour frame


  Her own lute thou wilt see: no time to spare,


  For I am slow and feeble, and scarce dare


  On such a catering trust my dizzy head.


  Wait here, my child, with patience; kneel in prayer


  The while: Ah! thou must needs the lady wed,


  Or may I never leave my grave among the dead.’


  So saying, she hobbled off with busy fear.


  The lover’s endless minutes slowly pass’d;


  The Dame return’d, and whisper’d in his ear


  To follow her; with agèd eyes aghast


  From fright of dim espial. Safe at last,


  Through many a dusky gallery, they gain


  The maiden’s chamber, silken, hush’d, and chaste;


  Where Porphyro took covert, pleas’d amain.


  His poor guide hurried back with agues in her brain.


  Her falt’ring hand upon the balustrade,


  Old Angela was feeling for the stair,


  When Madeline, St. Agnes’ charmèd maid,


  Rose, like a mission’d spirit, unaware:


  With silver taper’s light, and pious care,


  She turn’d, and down the agèd gossip led


  To a safe level matting. Now prepare,


  Young Porphyro, for gazing on that bed;


  She comes, she comes again, like ring-dove fray’d and fled.


  Out went the taper as she hurried in;


  Its little smoke, in pallid moonshine, died;


  She clos’d the door, she panted, all akin


  To spirits of the air, and visions wide:


  No uttered syllable, or, woe betide!


  But to her heart, her heart was voluble,


  Paining with eloquence her balmy side;


  As though a tongueless nightingale should swell


  Her throat in vain, and die, heart-stifled, in her dell.


  A casement high and triple-arch’d there was,


  All garlanded with carven imag’ries


  Of fruits, and flowers, and bunches of knot-grass,


  And diamonded with panes of quaint device,


  Unnumerable of stains and splendid dyes.


  As are the tiger-moth’s deep-damask’d wings;


  And in the midst, ’mong thousand heraldries,


  And twilight saints, and dim emblazonings,


  A shielded scutcheon blush’d with blood of queens and kings.


  Full on this casement shone the wintry moon,


  And threw warm gules on Madeline’s fair breast,


  As down she knelt for heaven’s grace and boon;


  Rose-bloom fell on her hands, together prest,


  And on her silver cross soft amethyst,


  And on her hair a glory, like a saint:


  She seem’d a splendid angel, newly drest,


  Save wings, for heaven: Porphyro grew faint:


  She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortal taint.


  Anon his heart revives: her vespers done,


  Of all its wreathèd pearls her hair she frees;


  Unclasps her warmed jewels one by one;


  Loosens her fragrant bodice; by degrees


  Her rich attire creeps rustling to her knees;


  Half-hidden, like a mermaid in seaweed,


  Pensive awhile she dreams awake, and sees


  In fancy, fair St. Agnes in her bed,


  But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled.


  Soon, trembling in her soft and chilly nest,


  In sort of wakeful swoon, perplex’d she lay,


  Until the poppied warmth of sleep oppress’d


  Her soothèd limbs, and soul fatigued away;


  Flown, like a thought, until the morrow-day;


  Blissfully haven’d both from joy and pain;


  Clasp’d like a missal where swart Paynims pray;


  Blinded alike from sunshine and from rain,


  As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again.


  Stol’n to this paradise, and so entranced,


  Porphyro gazed upon her empty dress,


  And listen’d to her breathing, if it chanced


  To wake into a slumberous tenderness;


  Which when he heard, that minute did he bless,


  And breath’d himself: then from the closet crept,


  Noiseless as fear in a wide wilderness,


  And over the hush’d carpet, silent, stepped,


  And ’tween the curtains peep’d, where, lo!—how fast she slept.


  Then by the bed-side, where the faded moon


  Made a dim, silver twilight, soft he set


  A table, and, half-anguish’d, threw thereon


  A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet:—


  O for some drowsy Morphean amulet!


  The boisterous, midnight, festive clarion,


  The kettle-drum, and far-heard clarionet,


  Affray his ears, though but in dying tone:—


  The hall door shuts again, and all the noise is gone.


  And still she slept an azure-lidded sleep,


  In blanched linen, smooth, and lavender’d,


  While he from forth the closet brought a heap


  Of candied apple, quince, and plum, and gourd:


  With jellies soother than the creamy curd,


  And lucent syrops, tinct with cinnamon:


  Manna and dates, in argosy transferr’d


  From Fez; and spiced dainties, every one,


  From silken Samarcand to cedar’d Lebanon.


  These delicates he heap’d with glowing hand


  On golden dishes and in baskets bright


  Of wreathèd silver: sumptuous they stand


  In the retired quiet of the night,


  Filling the chilly room with perfume light.—


  ‘And now, my love, my seraph fair, awake!


  Thou art my heaven, and I thine eremite:


  Open thine eyes, for meek St. Agnes’ sake,


  Or I shall drowse beside thee, so my soul doth ache.’


  Thus whispering, his warm, unnerved arm


  Sank in her pillow. Shaded was her dream


  By the dusk curtains:—’twas a midnight charm


  Impossible to melt as icèd stream:


  The lustrous salvers in the moonlight gleam:


  Broad golden fringe upon the carpet lies:


  It seem’d he never, never could redeem


  From such a steadfast spell his lady’s eyes;


  She mus’d awhile, entoil’d in woofed phantasies.


  Awakening up, he took her hollow lute,—


  Tumultuous,—and, in chords that tenderest be,


  He play’d an ancient ditty, long since mute,


  In Provence call’d, ‘La belle dame sans merci:’


  Close to her ear touching the melody;—


  Wherewith disturb’d, she utter’d a soft moan:


  He ceased—she panted quick—and suddenly


  Her blue affrighted eyes wide open shone:


  Upon his knees he sank, as smooth-sculptured stone.


  Her eyes were open, but she still beheld,


  Now wide awake, the vision of her sleep:


  There was a painful change, that nigh expell’d


  The blisses of her dream so pure and deep


  At which fair Madeline began to weep,


  And moan forth witless words with many a sigh;


  While still her gaze on Porphyro would keep;


  Who knelt, with joined hands and piteous eye,


  Fearing to move or speak, she look’d so dreamingly.


  ‘Ah, Porphyro!’ said she, ‘but even now


  Thy voice was at sweet tremble in mine ear,


  Made tuneable with every sweetest vow;


  And those sad eyes were spiritual and clear:


  How chang’d thou art! how pallid, chill, and drear!


  Give me that voice again, my Porphyro,


  Those looks immortal, those complainings dear!


  Oh leave me not in this eternal woe,


  For if thou diest, my Love, I know not where to go.’


  Beyond a mortal man impassion’d far


  At these voluptuous accents, he arose,


  Ethereal, flush’d, and like a throbbing star


  Seen mid the sapphire heaven’s deep repose;


  Into her dream he melted, as the rose


  Blendeth its odour with the violet,—


  Solution sweet: meantime the frost-wind blows


  Like Love’s alarum pattering the sharp sleet


  Against the window-panes; St. Agnes’ moon hath set.


  ’Tis dark: quick pattereth the flaw-blown sleet:


  ‘This is no dream, my bride, my Madeline!’


  ’Tis dark: the icèd gusts still rave and beat:


  ‘No dream, alas! alas! and woe is mine!


  Porphyro will leave me here to fade and pine.—


  Cruel! what traitor could thee hither bring?


  I curse not, for my heart is lost in thine,


  Though thou forsakest a deceived thing:—


  A dove forlorn and lost with sick unprunèd wing!’


  ‘My Madeline! sweet dreamer! lovely bride!


  Say, may I be for aye thy vassal blest?


  Thy beauty’s shield, heart-shap’d and vermeil dyed?


  Ah, silver shrine, here will I take my rest


  After so many hours of toil and quest,


  A famish’d pilgrim,—saved by miracle.


  Though I have found, I will not rob thy nest


  Saving of thy sweet self; if thou think’st well


  To trust, fair Madeline, to no rude infidel.


  ‘Hark! ’tis an elfin-storm from faery land,


  Of haggard seeming, but a boon indeed:


  Arise—arise! the morning is at hand;—


  The bloated wassailers will never heed:—


  Let us away, my love, with happy speed;


  There are no ears to hear, or eyes to see,—


  Drown’d all in Rhenish and the sleepy mead:


  Awake! arise! my love, and fearless be,


  For o’er the southern moors I have a home for thee.’


  She hurried at his words, beset with fears,


  For there were sleeping dragons all around,


  At glaring watch, perhaps, with ready spears—


  Down the wide stairs a darkling way they found.—


  In all the house was heard no human sound.


  A chain-droop’d lamp was flickering by each door;


  The arras, rich with horseman, hawk, and hound,


  Flutter’d in the besieging wind’s uproar


  And the long carpets rose along the gusty floor.


  They glide, like phantoms, into the wide hall;


  Like phantoms, to the iron porch, they glide;


  Where lay the Porter, in uneasy sprawl,


  With a huge empty flagon by his side:


  The wakeful bloodhound rose, and shook his hide,


  But his sagacious eye an inmate owns:


  By one, and one, the bolts full easy slide:—


  The chains lie silent on the footworn stones;—


  The key turns, and the door upon its hinges groans.


  And they are gone: aye, ages long ago


  These lovers fled away into the storm.


  That night the Baron dreamt of many a woe,


  And all his warrior-guests, with shade and form


  Of witch, and demon, and large coffin-worm,


  Were long be-nightmar’d. Angela the old


  Died palsy-twitch’d, with meagre face deform;


  The Beadsman, after thousand aves told,


  For aye unsought-for slept among his ashes cold.


  


  January 21. The Nightingale’s Healing Melody


  Volume 17, pp. 301-310


  Hans Christian Andersen’s Tales


  The Emperor of China lies on his deathbed grieving for the song of his favorite bird. Hark, the song! It charms, coaxes, and bribes Death to depart. It brings new life to the master.


  The Nightingale


  by Hans Christian Andersen


  In China, you must know, the Emperor is a Chinaman, and all whom he has about him are Chinamen too. It happened a good many years ago, but that’s just why it’s worth while to hear the story, before it is forgotten. The Emperor’s palace was the most splendid in the world; it was made entirely of porcelain, very costly, but so delicate and brittle that one had to take care how one touched it. In the garden were to be seen the most wonderful flowers, and to the costliest of them silver bells were tied, which sounded, so that nobody should pass by without noticing the flowers. Yes, everything in the Emperor’s garden was admirably arranged. And it extended so far, that the gardener himself did not know where the end was. If a man went on and on, he came into a glorious forest with high trees and deep lakes. The wood extended straight down to the sea, which was blue and deep; great ships could sail to and fro beneath the branches of the trees; and in the trees lived a nightingale, which sang so splendidly that even the poor Fisherman, who had many other things to do, stopped still and listened, when he had gone out at night to throw out his nets, and heard the Nightingale.


  “How beautiful that is!” he said; but he was obliged to attend to his property, and thus forgot the bird. But when in the next night the bird sang again, and the Fisherman heard it, he exclaimed again, “How beautiful that is!”


  From all the countries of the world travellers came to the city of the Emperor and admired it, and the palace, and the garden, but when they heard the Nightingale, they said, “That is the best of all!”


  And the travellers told of it when they came home; and the learned men wrote many books about the town, the palace, and the garden. But they did not forget the Nightingale; that was placed highest of all; and those who were poets wrote most magnificent poems about the Nightingale in the wood by the deep lake.


  The books went through all the world, and a few of them once came to the Emperor. He sat in his golden chair, and read, and read: every moment he nodded his head, for it pleased him to peruse the masterly descriptions of the city, the palace, and the garden. “But the Nightingale is the best of all!”—it stood written there.


  “What’s that?” exclaimed the Emperor. “I don’t know the Nightingale at all! Is there such a bird in my empire, and even in my garden? I’ve never heard of that. To think that I should have to learn such a thing for the first time from books!”


  And hereupon he called his Cavalier. This Cavalier was so grand that if any one lower in rank than himself dared to speak to him, or to ask him any question, he answered nothing but “P!”—and that meant nothing.


  “There is said to be a wonderful bird here called a Nightingale!” said the Emperor. “They say it is the best thing in all my great empire. Why have I never heard anything about it?”


  “I have never heard him named,” replied the Cavalier. “He has never been introduced at court.”


  “I command that he shall appear this evening, and sing before me,” said the Emperor. “All the world knows what I possess, and I do not know it myself!”


  “I have never heard him mentioned,” said the Cavalier, “I will seek for him. I will find him.”


  But where was he to be found? The Cavalier ran up and down all the staircases, through halls and passages, but no one among all those whom he met had heard talk of the Nightingale. And the Cavalier ran back to the Emperor, and said that it must be a fable invented by the writers of books.


  “Your Imperial Majesty cannot believe how much is written that is fiction, besides something that they call the black art.”


  “But the book in which I read this,” said the Emperor, “was sent to me by the high and mighty Emperor of Japan, and therefore it cannot be a falsehood. I will hear the Nightingale! It must be here this evening! It has my imperial favor; and if it does not come, all the court shall be trampled upon after the court has supped!”


  “Tsing-pe” said the Cavalier; and again he ran up and down all the staircases, and through all the halls and corridors; and half the court ran with him, for the courtiers did not like being trampled upon.


  Then there was a great inquiry after the wonderful Nightingale, which all the world knew excepting the people at court.


  At last they met with a poor little girl in the kitchen, who said,—


  “The Nightingale? I know it well; yes, it can sing gloriously. Every evening I get leave to carry my poor sick mother the scraps from the table. She lives down by the strand, and when I get back and am tired, and rest in the wood, then I hear the Nightingale sing. And then the water comes into my eyes, and it just as if my mother kissed me!”


  “Little Kitchen Girl,” said the Cavalier, “I will get you a place in the kitchen, with permission to see the Emperor dine, if you will lead us to the Nightingale, for it is announced for this evening.”


  So they all went out into the wood where the Nightingale was accustomed to sing; half the court went forth. When they were in the midst of their journey a cow began to low.


  “O!” cried the court page, “now we have it! That shows a wonderful power in so small a creature! I have certainly heard it before.”


  “No, those are cows lowing!” said the little Kitchen Girl. “We are a long way from the place yet!”


  Now the frogs began to croak in the marsh.


  “Glorious!” said the Chinese Court Preacher. “Now I hear it—it sounds just like little church bells.”


  “No, those are frogs!” said the little Kitchen-maid. “But now I think we shall soon hear it.”


  And then the Nightingale began to sing.


  “That is it!” exclaimed the little Girl. “Listen, listen! and yonder it sits.”


  And she pointed to a little gray bird up in the boughs.


  “Is it possible?” cried the Cavalier. “I should never have thought it looked like that! How simple it looks! It must certainly have lost its color at seeing such grand people around.”


  “Little Nightingale” called the Kitchen-maid, quite loudly “our gracious Emperor wishes you to sing before him.”


  “With the greatest pleasure!” replied the Nightingale, and began to sing most delightfully.


  “It sounds just like glass bells!” said the Cavalier. “And look at its little throat, how it’s working! It’s wonderful that we should never have heard it before. That bird will be a great success at court.”


  “Shall I sing once more before the Emperor?” asked the Nightingale, for it thought the Emperor was present.


  “My excellent little Nightingale,” said the Cavalier, “I have great pleasure in inviting you to a court festival this evening, when you shall charm his Imperial Majesty with your beautiful singing.”


  “My song sounds best in the greenwood!” replied the Nightingale; still it came willingly when it heard what the Emperor wished.


  The palace was festively adorned. The walls and the flooring, which were of porcelain, gleamed in the rays of thousands of golden lamps. The most glorious flowers, which could ring clearly, had been placed in the passages. There was a running to and fro, and a thorough draught, and all the bells rang so loudly that one could not hear one’s self speak.


  In the midst of the great hall, where the Emperor sat, a golden perch had been placed, on which the Nightingale was to sit. The whole court was there, and the little Cook-maid had got leave to stand behind the door, as she had now received the title of a real court cook. All were in full dress, and all looked at the little gray bird, to which the Emperor nodded.


  And the Nightingale sang so gloriously that the tears came into the Emperor’s eyes, and the tears ran down over his cheeks; and then the Nightingale sang still more sweetly, that went straight to the heart. The Emperor was so much pleased that he said the Nightingale should have his golden slipper to wear round its neck. But the Nightingale declined this with thanks, saying it had already received a sufficient reward.


  “I have seen tears in the Emperor’s eyes—that is the real treasure to me. An emperor’s tears have a peculiar power. I am rewarded enough!” And then it sang again with a sweet, glorious voice.


  “That’s the most amiable coquetry I ever saw!” said the ladies who stood round about, and then they took water in their mouths to gurgle when any one spoke to them. They thought they should be nightingales too. And the lackeys and chambermaids reported that they were satisfied too; and that was saying a good deal, for they are the most difficult to please. In short, the Nightingale achieved a real success.


  It was now to remain at court, to have its own cage, with liberty to go out twice every day and once at night. Twelve servants were appointed when the Nightingale went out, each of whom had a silken string fastened to the bird’s leg, which they held very tight. There was really no pleasure in an excursion of that kind.


  The whole city spoke of the wonderful bird, and when two people met, one said nothing but “Nightin,” and the other said “gale;” and then they sighed, and understood one another. Eleven peddler’s children were named after the bird, but not one of them could sing a note.


  One day the Emperor received a large parcel, on which was written “The Nightingale.”


  “There we have a new book about this celebrated bird,” said the Emperor.


  But it was not a book, but a little work of art, contained in a box, an artificial nightingale, which was to sing like a natural one and was brilliantly ornamented with diamonds, rubies, and sapphires. So soon as the artificial bird was wound up, he could sing one of the pieces that he really sang, and then his tail moved up and down, and shone with silver and gold. Round his neck hung a little ribbon, and on that was written, “The Emperor of China’s Nightingale is poor compared to that of the Emperor of Japan.”


  “That is capital!” said they all, and he who had brought the artificial bird immediately received the title, Imperial Head-Nightingale-Bringer.


  “Now they must sing together; what a duet that will be!”


  And so they had to sing together; but it did not sound very well, for the real Nightingale sang in its own way, and the artificial bird sang waltzes.


  “That’s not his fault,” said the Play-master; “he’s quite perfect, and very much in my style.”


  Now the artificial bird was to sing alone. He had just as much success as the real one, and then it was much handsomer to look at—it shone like bracelets and breastpins.


  Three-and-thirty times over did it sing the same piece, and yet was not tired. The people would gladly have heard it again, but the Emperor said that the living Nightingale ought to sing something now. But where was it? No one had noticed that it had flown away out of the open window, back to the greenwood.


  “But what is become of that?” said the Emperor.


  And all the courtiers abused the Nightingale, and declared that it was a very ungrateful creature.


  “We have the best bird, after all,” said they.


  And so the artificial bird had to sing again, and that was the thirty-fourth time that they listened to the same piece. For all that they did not know it quite by heart, for it was so very difficult. And the Play-master praised the bird particularly; yes, he declared that it was better than a nightingale, not only with regard to its plumage and the many beautiful diamonds, but inside as well.


  “For you see, ladies and gentlemen, and above all, your Imperial Majesty, with a real nightingale one can never calculate what is coming, but in this artificial bird everything is settled. One can explain it; one can open it, and make people understand where the waltzes come from, how they go, and how one follows up another.”


  “Those are quite our own ideas,” they all said.


  And the speaker received permission to show the bird to the people on the next Sunday. The people were to hear it sing too, the Emperor commanded; and they did hear it, and were as much pleased as if they had all got tipsy upon tea, for that’s quite the Chinese fashion; and they all said, “O!” and held up their forefingers and nodded. But the poor Fisherman, who had heard the real Nightingale, said,—


  “It sounds pretty enough, and the melodies resemble each other, but there’s something wanting, though I know not what!”


  The real Nightingale was banished from the country and empire. The artificial bird had its place on a silken cushion close to the Emperor’s bed; all the presents it had received, gold and precious stones, were ranged about it; in title it had advanced to be the High Imperial After-Dinner-Singer, and in rank, to number one on the left hand; for the Emperor considered that side the most important in which the heart is placed, and even in an emperor the heart is on the left side; and the Play-master wrote a work of five-and-twenty volumes about the artificial bird; it was very learned and very long, full of most difficult Chinese words; but yet all the people declared that they had read it, and understood it, for fear of being considered stupid, and having their bodies trampled on.


  So a whole year went by. The Emperor, the court, and all the other Chinese knew every little twitter in the artificial bird’s song by heart. But just for that reason it pleased them best—they could sing with it themselves, and they did so. The street boys sang, “Tsi-tsi-tsi-glug-glug!” and the Emperor himself sang it too. Yes, that was certainly famous.


  But one evening, when the artificial bird was singing its best, and the Emperor lay in bed listening to it, something inside the bird said, “Whizz!” Something cracked. “Whir-r-r!” All the wheels ran round, and then the music stopped.


  The Emperor immediately sprang out of bed, and caused his body physician to be called; but what could he do? Then they sent for a watchmaker, and after a good deal of talking and investigation, the bird was put into something like order; but the Watchmaker said that the bird must be carefully treated, for the barrels were worn, and it would be impossible to put new ones in such a manner that the music would go. There was great lamentation; only once in a year was it permitted to let the bird sing, and that was almost too much. But then the Play-master made a little speech, full of heavy words, and said this was just as good as before—and so of course it was as good as before.


  Now five years had gone by, and a real grief came upon the whole nation. The Chinese were really fond of their Emperor, and now he was ill, and could not, it was said, live much longer. Already a new Emperor had been chosen, and the people stood out in the street and asked the Cavalier how their old Emperor did.


  “P!” said he, and shook his head.


  Cold and pale lay the Emperor in his great gorgeous bed; the whole court thought him dead, and each one ran to pay homage to the new ruler. The chamberlains ran out to talk it over, and the ladies’-maids had a great coffee party. All about, in all the halls and passages, cloth had been laid down so that no footstep could be heard, and therefore it was quiet there, quiet quiet. But the Emperor was not dead yet: stiff and pale he lay on the gorgeous bed with the long velvet curtains and the heavy gold tassels; high up, a window stood open, and the moon shone in upon the Emperor and the artificial bird.


  The poor Emperor could scarcely breathe; it was just as if something lay upon his chest: he opened his eyes, and then he saw that it was Death who sat upon his chest, and had put on his golden crown, and held in one hand the Emperor’s sword and in the other his beautiful banner. And all around, from among the folds of the splendid velvet curtains, strange heads peered forth; a few very ugly, the rest quiet lovely and mild. These were all the Emperor’s bad and good deeds, that stood before him now that Death sat upon his heart.


  “Do you remember this?” whispered one to the other. “Do you remember that?” and then they told him so much that the perspiration ran from his forehead.


  “I did not know that!” said the Emperor. “Music! music! the great Chinese drum!” he cried, “so that I need not hear all they say!” And they continued speaking, and Death nodded like a Chinaman to all they said.


  “Music! music!” cried the Emperor. “You little precious golden bird, sing, sing! I have given you gold and costly presents; I have even hung my golden slipper around your neck—sing now, sing!”


  But the bird stood still; no one was there to wind him up, and he could not sing without that; but Death continued to stare at the Emperor with his great hollow eyes, and it was quiet, fearfully quiet.


  Then there sounded from the window, suddenly, the most lovely song. It was the little live Nightingale, that sat outside on a spray. It has heard of the Emperor’s sad plight, and had come to sing to him of comfort and hope. And as it sang the spectres grew paler and paler; the blood ran quickly and more quickly through the Emperor’s weak limbs; and even Death listened, and said,—


  “Go on, little Nightingale, go on!”


  “But will you give me that splendid golden sword? Will you give me that rich banner? Will you give me the Emperor’s crown?”


  And Death gave up each of these treasures for a song. And the Nightingale sang on and on; and it sang of the quiet church-yard, where the white roses grow, where the elder-blossom smells sweet, and where the fresh grass is moistened by the tears of survivors. The Death felt a longing to see his garden, and floated out at the window in the form of a cold, white mist.


  “Thanks! thanks!” said the Emperor. “You heavenly little bird! I know you well. I banished you from my country and empire, and yet you have charmed away the evil faces from my couch, and banished Death from my heart! How can I reward you?”


  “You have rewarded me!” replied the Nightingale. “I have drawn tears from your eyes, when I sang the first time— I shall never forget that. Those are the jewels that rejoice a singer’s heart. But now sleep and grow fresh and strong again. I will sing you something.”


  And it sang, and the Emperor fell into a sweet slumber. Ah! how mild and refreshing that sleep was! The sun shone upon him through the windows, when he awoke refreshed and restored; not one of his servants had yet returned, for they all thought he was dead; only the Nightingale still sat beside him and sang.


  “You must always stay with me,” said the Emperor. “You shall sing as you please; and I’ll break the artificial bird into a thousand pieces.”


  “Not so,” replied the Nightingale. “It did well as long as it could; keep it as you have done till now. I cannot build my nest in the palace to dwell in; but let me come when I feel the wish; then I will sit in the evening on the spray yonder by the window, and sing you something, so that you may be glad and thoughtful at once. I will sing of those who are happy and of those who suffer. I will sing of good and of evil that remain hidden round about you. The little singing bird flies far around, to the poor fisherman, to the peasant’s roof, to every one who dwells far away from you and from your court. I love your heart more than your crown, and yet the crown has an air of sanctity about it. I will come and sing to you—but one thing you must promise me.”


  “Everything!” said the Emperor; and he stood there in his imperial robes, which he had put on himself, and pressed the sword which was heavy with gold to his heart.


  “One thing I beg of you: tell no one that you have a little bird who tells you everything. Then it will go all the better.”


  And the Nightingale flew away.


  The servants came in to look to their dead Emperor, and—yes, there he stood, and the Emperor said “Good morning!”
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  Felix, Roman senator, Governor of Armenia.


  Polyeucte, an Armenian noble, son-in-law to Felix.


  Severus, a Roman Knight, favourite of the Emperor Decius.


  Nearchus, an Armenian noble, friend to Polyeucte.


  Pauline, daughter to Felix, wife to Polyeucte.


  Stratonice, companion to Pauline.


  Albin, friend to Felix.


  Fabian, servant to Severus.


  Cleon, friend to Felix.


  Three Guards.


  The Scene is at Melitena, capital of Armenia.


  The action takes place in the Palace of Felix.


  Act I


  Polyeucte. Nearchus


  Nearchus.


  Shall woman’s dream of terror hurl the dart?


  Oh, feeble weapon ’gainst so great a heart!


  Must courage proved a thousand times in arms


  Bow to a peril forged by vain alarms?


  Polyeucte.


  I know that dreams are born to fade away,


  And melt in air before the light of day;


  I know that misty vapours of the night


  Dissolve and fly before the morning bright.


  The dream is naught—but the dear dreamer—all!


  She has my soul, Nearchus, fast in thrall;


  Who holds the marriage torch—august, divine,


  Bids me to her sweet voice my will resign.


  She fears my death—tho’ baseless this her fright,


  Pauline is wrung with fear—by day—by night;


  My road to duty hampered by her fears,


  How can I go when all undried her tears?


  Her terror I disown—and all alarms,


  Yet pity holds me in her loving arms:


  No bolts or bars imprison,—yet her sighs


  My fetters are—my conquerors, her eyes!


  Say, kind Nearchus, is the cause you press


  Such as to make me deaf to her distress?


  The bonds I slacken I would not unloose—


  Nothing I yield—yet grant a timely truce.


  Nearchus.


  How grant you know not what? Are you assured


  Of constancy?—as one who has endured?


  God claims your soul for Him!—Now! Now! To-day!


  The fruit to-morrow yields—oh, who shall say?


  Our God is just, but do His grace and power


  Descend on recreants with equal shower?


  On darkened souls His flame of light He turns,


  Yet flame neglected soon but faintly burns,


  And dying embers fade to ashes cold


  If we the heart His spirit wooes withhold.


  Great Heaven retains the fire no longer sought,


  While ashes turn to dust, and dust to naught.


  His holy baptism He bids thee seek,—


  Neglect the call, and the desire grows weak.


  Ah! whilst from woman’s breast thou heedst the sighs,


  The flame first flickers, then, untended—dies!


  Polyeucte.


  You know me ill,—’tis mine, that holy fire,


  Fed, not extinguished, by unslaked desire


  Her tears—I view them with a lover’s eye;


  And yet your Christ is mine—a Christian I!


  The healing, cleansing flood o’er me shall flow,


  I would efface the stain from birth I owe;


  I would be pure—my sealed eyes would see!


  The birthright Adam lost restored to me—


  This, this, the unfading crown! For this I yearn,


  For that exhaustless fount I thirst, I burn.


  Then, since my heart is true, Nearchus, say—


  Shall I not grant to pity this delay?


  Nearchus.


  So doth the ghostly foe our souls abuse,


  And all beyond his force he gains by ruse;


  He hates the purpose fast he cannot foil,—


  Then he retreats—retreats but to recoil!


  In endless barricade obstruction piles,—


  To-day ’tis tears impede, to-morrow—smiles!


  And this poor dream—his coinage of the night—


  Gives place to other lures, all falsely bright:


  All tricks he knows and uses—threats and prayers—


  Attacks in parley—as the Parthian dares.


  In chain unheeded weakest link must fail,


  So fortress yet unwon he’ll mount and scale.


  O break his bonds! Let feeble woman weep!


  The heart that God has touched ’tis God must keep!


  Who looks behind to dally with his choice


  When Heaven demands—obeys another voice!


  Polyeucte.


  Who loves thy Christ—say, must he love no other?


  Nearchus.


  He may—he must! ’Tis Christ says, “Love thy brother,’


  Yet on the altar of the Heavenly King


  No rival place, no alien incense fling!


  Through Him—by Him—for him—all goodness know!


  ’Tis from the source alone each stream must flow.


  To please Him, wife, and wealth, and rank, and state


  Must be forsaken—strait the heavenly gate.


  Poor silly sheep! afar you err and stray


  From Him who is The Life, The Truth, The Way!


  My grief chokes utterance! I see your fate,


  As round the fold the hungry wolves of hate


  Closer and fiercer rage: from sword and flame


  One shelter for His flock—one only Name!


  The Cross alone our victor over fears,


  Not this thy strength,—thy plea—a woman’s tears!


  Polyeucte.


  I know thy heart! It is mine own—the tear


  My pity drops hath ne’er a taint of fear!


  Who dreads not torture, yet—to give relief


  To her he loves, perforce must ease her grief!


  If Heaven should claim my life, my death, my all,—


  Then Heaven will give the strength to heed the call.


  The shepherd guides me surely to the fold,


  There, safe with Him, ’tis He will make me bold!


  Nearchus.


  Be bold! O come!


  Polyeucte.


  Yes, let thy faith be mine!


  There—at his feet—do I my life resign


  If but Pauline—my love—would give consent!


  Else heaven were hell, and home but banishment!


  Nearchus.


  Come!—to return. Thrice welcome to her sight,


  To see thee safe will double her delight:


  As the pierced cloud unveils a brighter sun,—


  So is her joy enhanced—thy glory won!


  O come, they wait!


  Polyeucte.


  Appease her fear! Ah, this


  Alone will give her rest—her lover bliss.


  She comes!


  Nearchus.


  Then fly!


  Polyeucte.


  I cannot!


  Nearchus.


  To deny


  Would yield thine enemy the victory!


  He loves to kill, and knows his deadliest dart


  Finds friend within the fort—thy traitor heart!


  Enter Pauline and Stratonice


  Polyeucte.


  I needs must go, Pauline! My love, good-bye!


  I go but to return—for thine am I!


  Pauline.


  Oh, why this haste to leave a loving wife?


  Doth honour call?—or fear’st thou for thy life?


  Polyeucte.


  For more, a thousandfold!


  Pauline.


  Great Gods above!


  Polyeucte.


  Thou hast my heart! Let this content thy love!


  Pauline.


  You love and yet you leave me. What am I?


  Not mine to solve the dreary mystery!


  Polyeucte.


  I love thee more than self—than life—than fame—


  But—


  Pauline.


  There is something that thou dar’st not name.


  Oh, on my knees I supplicate, I pray,


  Remove my darkness!—turn my night to day!


  Polyeucte.


  Oh, dreams are naught!


  Pauline.


  Yet, when they tell of thee,


  I needs must listen, for I love! Ah, me!


  Polyeucte.


  Take courage, dear one, ’tis but for an hour,


  Thy love must draw me back, for love hath power


  O’er all in earth and heaven. My soul’s delight,


  I can no more! My only safety-flight!


  [Exeunt Polyeucte and Nearchus.


  Pauline.


  Yes, go, despise my prayer—my agony;


  Go, ruthless—meet thy fate—forewarned by me;


  Chase thy pursuer, herald thine own doom;


  Go, kiss the murderer’s hand, and hail the tomb!


  Ah, Stratonice! for our boasted power


  As sovereigns o’er man’s heart! Poor regents of an hour!


  Faint, helpless, moonbeam-light was all I gave,


  The sun breaks forth—his queen becomes his slave!


  Wooed? Yes; as other queens I held my court—


  Won—but to lose my crown, and be the sport


  Of proud, absorbing and imperious man!


  Stratonice.


  Ah, man does what he wills—we, what we can;


  He loves thee, lady!


  Pauline.


  Love should mate with trusts;


  He leaves me!


  Stratonice.


  Lady, ’tis because he must!


  He loves thee with a love will never die,


  Then, if he leave thee, reason not the why:


  Give him thy trust! Oh, thou shalt have reward,


  For thee he hides the secret! Let him guard


  Thy life beloved—in fullest liberty.


  The wife who wholly trusts alone in free!


  One heart for thee and him—one purpose sure,


  Yet this heart beats to dare—and to endure.


  The wife’s true heart must o’er the peril sigh


  Which meets his heart moved but to purpose high;


  Thy pain his pain, but not his terror thine:


  He is Armenian, thou of Roman line.


  We, of Armenia, mock thy dreams to scorn,


  For they are born of night, as truth of morn;


  While Romans hold that dreams are heaven-sent,


  And spring from Jove for man’s admonishment.


  Pauline.


  Though this thy faith—if thou my dream shouldst hear—


  My grief must needs be thine, thy fear my fear,


  And, that the horror thou may’st fully prove,


  Know that I—his dear wife—did once another love!


  Nay, start not, shrink not, ’tis no tale of shame,


  For though in other years the heavenly flame


  Descended, kindled, scorched—it left me pure—


  With courage to resign—with strength to endure.


  He touched my heart, but never stained the soul


  That gained this hardest conquest—self-control.


  At Rome—where I was born—a soldier’s eye


  Marked this poor face, from which must Polyeucte fly;


  Severus was his name:—Ah! memory


  May spare love linked with death a tear, a sigh!


  Stratonice.


  Say, is it he who, at the risk of life,


  Saved Decius from his foes and endless strife?


  Who, dying, dealt to Persia stroke of death,


  And shouted ‘Victory!’ with his latest breath?


  His whitening bones, amid the nameless brave,


  Lie still unfound, unknown, without a grave;


  Unburied lies his dust amid the slain,


  While Decius rears an empty urn in vain!


  Pauline.


  Alas! ’tis he; all Rome attests his worth,—


  Hide not his memory, kindly Mother Earth!


  ’Tis but his memory that I adore—


  The past is past—and I can say no more.


  All gifts save one had he—yes, Fortune held her hand,


  And I, as Fortune’s slave, obeyed my sire’s command.


  Stratonice.


  Ah! I must wish that love the day had won!


  Pauline.


  Which duty lost—then had I been undone;


  Though duty gave, yet duty healed, my pain;


  Yet say not that my love was weak or vain!


  Our tears fell fast, yet ne’er bore our distress


  The fatal fruit of strife and bitterness.


  Then, then, I left my hero, hope and Rome,


  And, far from him, I found another home;


  While he, in his despair, sought sure relief


  In death, the only end to life’s long grief!


  You know the rest:—you know that Polyeucte’s eye


  Was caught,—his fancy pleased; his wife am I.


  Once more by counsel of my father led,


  To Armenia’s greatest noble am I wed;


  Ambition, prudence, policy his guide


  Yet only duty made Pauline his bride;


  Love might have bound me to Severus’ heart,


  Had duty not enforced a sterner part.


  Yes, let these fears attest, all trembling for his life,


  That I am his for aye—his faithful, loving wife.


  Stratonice.


  Thy new love true and tender as the old:—


  But this thy dream? No more thy tale withhold!


  Pauline.


  Last night I saw Severus: but his eye


  With anger blazed; his port was proud and high,


  No suppliant he—no feeble, formless shade,


  With dim, averted eye; no sword had made


  My hero lifeless ghost. Nor wound, nor scar


  Marked death his only conqueror in war.


  Nor spoil of death, nor memory’s child was he,


  His mien triumphant, full of majesty!


  So might victorious Caesar near his home


  To claim the key to every heart in Rome!


  He spoke: in nameless awe I heard his voice,—


  ‘Give love, that is my due, to him—thy choice,—


  But know, oh faithless one, ere day expires,


  All vain these tears for him thy heart desires!’


  Anon a Christian band (an impious horde),


  With shameful cross in hand, attest his word;


  They vouch Severus’ truth—and, to complete


  My doom, hurl Polyeucte beneath his feet!


  I cried, ‘O father, timely succour bear!’


  He heard, he came, my grief was now despair!


  He drew his dagger—plunged it in the breast


  Of him, my husband, late his honoured guest!


  Relief came but from agony supreme—


  I shrieked—I writhed—I woke—it was a dream!


  And yet my dream is true!


  Stratonice.


  ’Tis true your dream is sad,


  But now you are awake, ’tis but a dream you had!


  For horror’s prey in darkness of the night


  Is but our reason’s sport in morning light.


  How can you dread a shade? How a fond father fear,


  Who as a son regards the man you hold so dear?


  To phantom of the night no credence yield;


  For him and you he chose thy strength and shield.


  Pauline.


  You say his words: at all my fears he smiles,


  But I must dread these Christians and their wiles!


  I dread their vengeance, wreaked upon my lord,


  For Christian blood my father has outpoured!


  Stratonice.


  Their sect is impious, mad, absurd and vain,


  Their rites repulsive, as their cult profane.


  Deride their altar, their weak frenzy ban,


  Yet do they war with gods and not with man!


  Relentless wills our law that they must die:


  Their joy—endurance; death—their ecstasy;


  Judged—by decree, the foes of human race,


  Meekly their heads they bow—to court disgrace!


  Pauline.


  My father comes—oh, peace!


  Enter Felix and Albin


  Felix.


  Nay, peace is flown!


  Thy dream begets dull fears, till now unknown;


  In part this dream is true, and for the rest—


  Pauline.


  By what new fear, say, is thy heart opprest?


  Felix.


  Severus lives!


  Pauline.


  Ah! this no cause for fear!


  Felix.


  At Decius’ court, he, held in honour dear,


  Risked life to save his Emperor from his foes,


  ’Tis to his saviour Decius honour shows!


  Pauline.


  Thus fickle Fortune bows her head to fate,


  And pays the honour due, though all too late!


  Felix.


  He comes! Is near—


  Pauline.


  The gods—


  Felix.


  Do all things well.


  Pauline.


  My dream fulfilled! But how? O father, tell!


  Felix.


  Let Albin speak, who saw him face to face


  With tribe of courtiers; all to him give place;


  Unscathed in battle, all extol his fame,


  Unstained, undimmed, his glory, life and name!


  Albin.


  You know the issue of that glorious fight:


  The crowning glory his—who, in despite


  Of danger sore to life and liberty,


  Became a slave to set his Emperor free:


  Rome gave her honours to Severus’ shade,


  Whilst he, her ransomer, in a dungeon stayed.


  His death they mourned above ten thousand slain,


  While Persia held him—yes, their tears were vain,


  But not in vain his noble sacrifice!


  The king released him: Rome grudged not the price;


  No Persian bribe could tempt him from his home.


  When Decius cried—‘Fight once again for Rome!’


  Again he fights—he leads—all others hope resign;


  But from despair’s deep breast he plucks a star benign,


  This—hope’s fair fruit, contentment, plenty, ease,


  Brings joy from grief, to crown a lasting peace.


  The Emperor holds him as his dearest friend,


  And doth Severus to Armenia send—


  To offer up to Mars, and mighty Jove,


  ’Mid feast and sacrifice, his thanks and love.


  Felix.


  Ah, Fortune, turn thy wheel, else I misfortune meet!


  Albin.


  This news I learn’d from one of great Severus’ suite:


  Thence, swiftly here, the tale to tell I sped.


  Felix.


  He who once vainly wooed, hopes now to wed.


  The sacrifice, the offering, all are feigned,


  All but the suit, which lightly I disdained.


  Pauline.


  Yes, this may be, for ah! he loved me well!


  Felix.


  What room for hope? Such wrath is child of hell.


  Before his righteous ire I shrink, I cower;


  Revenge I dread—and vengeance linked with power


  Unnerves me quite.


  Pauline.


  Fear not, his soul is great.


  Felix.


  Thy comfort, oh my daughter, comes too late.


  The thought to crush me down, to turn my heart to stone,


  This, that I prized not worth for worth’s dear sake alone!


  Too well, Pauline, thou hast thy sire obeyed;


  Thy heart was fond, but duty love betrayed.


  How surely thy revolt had safety won!


  ’Tis thine obedience leaves us all undone.


  In thee, in thee alone, one hope remains,


  Love held him fast, relax not thou love’s chains.


  O Love, my sometime foe, forgive, be mine ally,


  And let the dart that slew now bring the remedy!


  Pauline.


  Forbid it, Heaven! One good yet mine,—my will,


  The dart that wounded has the power to kill.


  One lesson woman learns—her feebleness;


  Shame is the only grief without redress.


  The traitor heart shall still a prisoner be;


  For freedom were disgrace to thee and me!


  I will not see him!


  Felix.


  But one word! Be kind!


  Pauline.


  I will not, for I love!—and love is blind.


  Before his kingly eye my soul to unveil


  Were shame and failure: and I will not fail:


  I will not see him!


  Felix.


  One word more—‘Obey!’


  Wouldst thou thy father and his weal betray?


  Pauline.


  I yield! Come woe!—come shame!—come every ill!


  My father thou!—and I thy daughter still!


  Felix.


  I know thee pure.


  Pauline.


  And pure I will remain,


  But, crushed and bruised, the flower no guilt shall stain.


  I fear the combat that I may not fly,—


  Hard-won the fight, and dear the victory.


  Here, love, my curse! Here, dearest friend, my foe!


  Yet will I arm me! Father, I would go


  To steel my heart—all weapons to embrace!


  Felix.


  I too will go, the conqueror’s march to grace!


  Restore thy strength, ere yet it be too late,


  And know that in thy hands thou hold’st our fate!


  Pauline.


  Go, broken heart, to probe thy wound; cut deep and do not spare!


  Herself—the crowning sacrifice—the victim shall prepare!


  


  January 23. Pascal Knew Men and Triangles


  Volume 48, pp. 400-411


  Thoughts and Minor Works, Pascal


  Pascal, the keen-minded philosopher and mathematician, fathomed the human traits of man’s nature with the same accurate measurements which made him famous in the realm of geometry. Read his searching analysis of man’s conceit. (Pascal publishes “Provincial Letters,” Jan. 23, 1656.)


  The Art of Persuasion


  Blaise Pascal


  The art of persuasion has a necessary relation to the manner in which men are led to consent to that which is proposed to them, and to the conditions of things which it is sought to make them believe.


  No one is ignorant that there are two avenues by which opinions are received into the soul, which are its two principal powers: the understanding and the will. The more natural is that of the understanding, for we should never consent to any but demonstrated truths; but the more common, though the one contrary to nature, is that of the will; for all men are almost led to believe not of proof, but by attraction. This way is base, ignoble, and irrelevant: every one therefore disavows it. Each one professes to believe and even to love nothing but what he knows to be worthy of belief and love.


  I do not speak here of divine truths, which I shall take care not to comprise under the art of persuasion, because they are infinitely superior to nature: God alone can place them in the soul and in such a way as it pleases him. I know that he has desired that they should enter from the heart into the mind, and not from the mind into the heart, to humiliate that proud power of reasoning that pretends to the right to be the judge of the things that the will chooses; and to cure this infirm will which is wholly corrupted by its filthy attachments. And thence it comes that whilst in speaking of human things, we say that it is necessary to know them before we can love them, which has passed into a proverb, [1] the saints on the contrary say in speaking of divine things that it is necessary to love them in order to know them, and that we only enter truth through charity, from which they have made one of their most useful maxims.


  [1. Ignoti nulla cupido—”We do not desire what we do not know.”]


  From which it appears that God has established this super-natural order, which is directly contrary to the order that should be natural to men in natural things. They have nevertheless corrupted this order by making of profane things what they should make of holy things, because in fact we believe scarcely any thing except that which pleases us. And thence comes the aversion which we have to consenting to the truths of the Christian religion that are opposed to our pleasures. “Tell us of pleasant things and we will hearken to you,” said the Jews to Moses; as if the agreeableness of a thing should regulate belief! And it is to punish this disorder by an order which is conformed to him, that God only pours out his light into the mind after having subdued the rebellion of the will by an altogether heavenly gentleness which charms and wins it.


  I speak therefore only to the truths within our reach; and it is of them that I say that the mind and the heart are as doors by which they are received into the soul, but that very few enter by the mind, whilst they are brought in in crowds by the rash caprices of the will, without the counsel of the reason.


  These powers have each their principles and their main-springs of action.


  Those of the mind are truths which are natural and known to all the world, as that the whole is greater than its part, besides several particular maxims that are received by some and not by others, but which as soon as they are admitted are as powerful, although false, in carrying away belief, as those the most true.


  Those of the will are certain desires natural and common to all mankind, as the desire of being happy, which no one can avoid having, besides several particular objects which each one follows in order to attain, and which having the power to please us are as powerful, although pernicious in fact, in causing the will to act, as though they made its veritable happiness.


  So much for that which regards the powers that lead us to consent.


  But as for the qualities of things which should persuade us, they are very different.


  Some are drawn, by a necessary consequence, from com-mon principles and admitted truths. These may be infallibly persuasive; for in showing the harmony which they have with acknowledged principles there is an inevitable necessity of conviction, and it is impossible that they shall not be received into the soul as soon as it has been enabled to class them among the principles which it has already admitted.


  There are some which have a close connection with the objects of our satisfaction; and these again are received with certainty, for as soon as the soul has been made to perceive that a thing can conduct it to that which it loves supremely, it must inevitably embrace it with joy.


  But those which have this double union both with admitted truths and with the desires of the heart, are so sure of their effect that there is nothing that can be more so in nature.


  As, on the contrary, that which does not accord either with our belief or with our pleasures is importunate, false, and absolutely alien to us.


  In all these positions, there is no room for doubt. But there are some wherein the things which it is sought to make us believe are well established upon truths which are known, but which are at the same time contrary to the pleasures that interest us most. And these are in great danger of showing, by an experience which is only too common, what I said at the beginning—that this imperious soul, which boasted of acting only by reason, follows by a rash and shameful choice the desires of a corrupt will, whatever resistance may be opposed to it by the too enlightened mind.


  Then it is that a doubtful balance is made between truth and pleasure, and that the knowledge of the one and the feeling of the other stir up a combat the success of which is very uncertain, since, in order to judge of it, it would be necessary to know all that passes in the innermost spirit of the man, of which the man himself is scarcely ever conscious.


  It appears from this, that whatever it may be of which we wish to persuade men, it is necessary to have regard to the person whom we wish to persuade, of whom we must know the mind and the heart, what principles he acknowledges, what things he loves; and then observe in the thing in question what affinity it has with the acknowledged principles, or with the objects so delightful by the pleasure which they give him.


  So that the art of persuasion consists as much in that of pleasing as in that of convincing, so much more are men governed by caprice than by reason!


  Now, of these two methods, the one of convincing, the other of pleasing, I shall only give here the rules of the first; and this in case we have granted the principles, and remain firm in avowing them: otherwise I do not know whether there could be an art for adapting proofs to the inconstancy of our caprices.


  But the manner of pleasing is incomparably more difficult, more subtle, more useful, and more admirable; therefore, if I do not treat of it, it is because I am not capable of it; and I feel myself so far disproportionate to the task, that I believe the thing absolutely impossible.


  Not that I do not believe that there may be as sure rules for pleasing as for demonstrating, and that he who knows perfectly how to comprehend and to practice them will as surely succeed in making himself beloved by princes and by people of all conditions, as in demonstrating the elements of geometry to those who have enough imagination to comprehend its hypotheses. But I consider, and it is, perhaps, my weakness that makes me believe it, that it is impossible to reach this. At least I know that if any are capable of it, they are certain persons whom I know, and that no others have such clear and such abundant light on this matter.


  The reason of this extreme difficulty comes from the fact that the principles of pleasure are not firm and stable. They are different in all mankind, and variable in every particular with such a diversity that there is no man more different from another than from himself at different times. A man has other pleasures than a woman; a rich man and a poor man have different enjoyments; a prince, a warrior, a merchant, a citizen, a peasant, the old, the young, the well, the sick, all vary; the least accidents change them.


  Now there is an art, and it is that which I give, for showing the connection of truths with their principles, whether of truth or of pleasure, provided that the prin-ciples which have once been avowed remain firm, and without being ever contradicted.


  But as there are few principles of this kind, and as, a part from geometry, which deals only with very simple figures, there are hardly any truths upon which we always remain agreed, and still fewer objects of pleasure which we do not change every hour, I do not know whether there is a means of giving fixed rules for adapting discourse to the inconstancy of our caprices.


  This art, which I call the art of persuading, and which, properly speaking, is simply the process of perfect methodical proofs, consists of three essential parts: of defining the terms of which we should avail ourselves by clear definitions; of proposing principles or evident axioms to prove the thing in question; and of always mentally substituting in the demonstrations the definition in the place of the thing defined.


  The reason of this method is evident, since it would be useless to propose what it is sought to prove, and to undertake the demonstration of it, if all the terms which are not intelligible had not first been clearly defined; and since it is necessary in the same manner that the demonstration should be preceded by the demand for the evident principles that are necessary to it, for if we do not secure the foundation we cannot secure the edifice; and since, in fine, it is necessary in demonstrating mentally, to substitute the definitions in the place of the things defined, as otherwise there might be an abuse of the different meanings that are encountered in the terms. It is easy to see that, by observing this method, we are sure of convincing, since the terms all being understood, and perfectly exempt from ambiguity by the definitions, and the principles being granted, if in the demonstration we always mentally substitute the definitions for the things defined, the invincible force of the conclusions cannot fail of having its whole effect.


  Thus, never can a demonstration in which these conditions have been observed be subject to the slightest doubt; and never can those have force in which they are wanting.


  It is, therefore, of great importance to comprehend and to possess them; and hence, to render the thing easier and more practicable, I shall give them all in a few rules which include all that is necessary for the perfection of the definitions, the axioms, and the demonstrations, and consequently of the entire method of the geometrical proofs of the art of persuading.


  Rules for Definitions


  I. Not to undertake to define any of the things so well known of themselves that clearer terms cannot be had to explain them.


  II. Not to leave any terms that are at all obscure or ambiguous without definition.


  III. Not to employ in the definition of terms any words but such as are perfectly known or already explained.


  Rules for Axioms


  I. Not to omit any necessary principle without asking whether it is admitted, however clear and evident it may be.


  II. Not to demand, in axioms, any but things that are perfectly evident of themselves.


  Rules for Demonstrations


  I. Not to undertake to demonstrate any thing that is so evident of itself that nothing can be given that is clearer to prove it.


  II. To prove all propositions at all obscure, and to employ in their proof only very evident maxims or propositions already admitted or demonstrated.


  III. To always mentally substitute definitions in the place of things defined, in order not to be misled by the ambiguity of terms which have been restricted by definitions.


  These eight rules contain all the precepts for solid and immutable proofs, three of which are not absolutely necessary and may be neglected without error; while it is difficult and almost impossible to observe them always exactly, although it is more accurate to do so as far as possible; these are the three first of each of the divisions.


  For definitions. Not to define any terms that are perfectly known.


  For axioms. Not to omit to require any axioms perfectly evident and simple.


  For demonstrations. Not to demonstrate any things well-known of themselves.


  For it is unquestionable that it is no great error to define and clearly explain things, although very clear of themselves, nor to omit to require in advance axioms which cannot be refused in the place where they are necessary; nor lastly to prove propositions that would be admitted without proof.


  But the five other rules are of absolute necessity, and cannot be dispensed with without essential defect and often without error; and for this reason I shall recapitulate them here in detail.


  Rules necessary for definitions. Not to leave any terms at all obscure or ambiguous without definition;


  Not to employ in definitions any but terms perfectly known or already explained.


  Rule necessary for axioms. Not to demand in axioms any but things perfectly evident.


  Rules necessary for demonstrations. To prove all propositions, and to employ nothing for their proof but axioms fully evident of themselves, or propositions already demonstrated or admitted;


  Never to take advantage of the ambiguity of terms by failing mentally to substitute definitions that restrict and explain them.


  These five rules form all that is necessary to render proofs convincing, immutable, and to say all, geometrical; and the eight rules together render them still more perfect.


  I pass now to that of the order in which the propositions should be arranged, to be in a complete geometrical series.


  After having established [2] …


  [2. The rest of the phrase is wanting; and all this second part of the composition, either because it was not redacted by Pascal, or because it has been lost, is found neither in our MS. nor in Father Desmolets.—Faugère.]


  This is in what consists the art of persuading, which is comprised in these two principles: to define all the terms of which we make use; to prove them all by mentally substituting definitions in the place of things defined.


  And here it seems to me proper to anticipate three principal objections which may be made:


  1st, that this method has nothing new; 2d, that it is very easy to learn, it being unnecessary for this to study the elements of geometry, since it consists in these two words that are known at the first reading; and, 3d, that it is of little utility, since its use is almost confined to geometrical subjects alone.


  It is necessary therefore to show that there is nothing so little known, nothing more difficult to practise, and nothing more useful or more universal.


  As to the first objection, that these rules are common in the world, that it is necessary to define every thing and to prove every thing, and that logicians themselves have placed them among the principles of their art, I would that the thing were true and that it were so well known that I should not have the trouble of tracing with so much care the source of all the defects of reasonings which are truly so common. But so little is this the case, that, geometricians alone excepted, who are so few in number that they are single in a whole nation and long periods of time, we see no others who know it. It will be easy to make this understood by those who have perfectly comprehended the little that I have said; but if they have not fully comprehended this, I confess that they will learn nothing from it.


  But if they have entered into the spirit of these rules, and if the rules have made sufficient impression on them to become rooted and established in their minds, they will feel how much difference there is between what is said here and what a few logicians may perhaps have written by chance approximating to it in a few passages of their works.


  Those who have the spirit of discernment know how much difference there is between two similar words, according to their position, and the circumstances that accompany them. Will it be maintained, indeed, that two persons who have read the same book, and learned it by heart, have a like acquaintance with it, if the one comprehends it in such a manner that he knows all its principles, the force of its conclusions, the answers to the objections that may be made to it, and the whole economy of the work; while to the other these are but dead letters and seeds, which, although like those which have produced such fruitful trees, remain dry and unproductive in the sterile mind that has received them in vain.


  All who say the same things do not possess them in the same manner; and hence the incomparable author of the Art of Conversation [3] pauses with so much care to make it understood that we must not judge of the capacity of a man by the excellence of a happy remark that we have heard him make; but instead of extending our admiration of a good speech to the speaker, let us penetrate, says he, the mind from which it proceeds; let us try whether he owes it to his memory, or to a happy chance; let us receive it with coldness and contempt, in order to see whether he will feel that we do not give to what he says the esteem which its value deserves: it will oftenest be seen that he will be made to disavow it on the spot, and will be drawn very far from this better thought in which he does not believe, to plunge himself into another quite base and ridiculous. We must, therefore, sound in what manner this thought is lodged in its author; [4] how, whence, to what extent he possesses it; otherwise, the hasty judgment will be a rash judge.


  [3. Montaigne, Essais, liv. III, chap. viii.—Faugère.]


  [4. Montaigne’s expression is: “Feel on all sides how it is lodged in its author.” Essais, same chapter.—Ibid.]


  I would inquire of reasonable persons whether this principle: Matter is naturally wholly incapable of thought, and this other: I think, therefore I am, are in fact the same in the mind of Descartes, and in that of St. Augustine,, who said the same thing twelve hundred years before. [5]


  [5. Civ. Dei, l. XI, c. xxvi.]


  In truth, I am far from affirming that Descartes is not the real author of it, even though he may have learned it only in reading this distinguished saint; for I know how much difference there is between writing a word by chance without making a longer and more extended reflection on it, and perceiving in this word an admirable series of conclusions, which prove the distinction between material and spiritual natures, and making of it a firm and sustained principle of a complete metaphysical system, as Descartes has pretended to do. For without examining whether he has effectively succeeded in his pretension, I assume that he has done so, and it is on this supposition that I say that this expression is as different in his writings from the same saying in others who have said it by chance, as is a man full of life and strength from a corpse.


  One man will say a thing of himself without comprehending its excellence, in which another will discern a marvellous series of conclusions, which make us affirm boldly that it is no longer the same expression, and that he is no more indebted for it to the one from whom he has learned it, than a beautiful tree belongs to the one who cast the seed, without thinking of it, or knowing it, into the fruitful soil which caused its growth by its own fertility.


  The same thoughts sometimes put forth quite differently in the mind of another than in that of their author: unfruitful in their natural soil, abundant when transplanted. But it much oftener happens that a good mind itself makes its own thoughts produce all the fruit of which they are capable, and that afterwards others, having heard them admired, borrow them, and adorn themselves with them, but without knowing their excellence; and it is then that the difference of the same word in different mouths is the most apparent.


  It is in this manner that logic has borrowed, perhaps, the rules of geometry, without comprehending their force; and thus, in placing them by chance among those that belong to it, it does not thence follow that they [6] have entered into the spirit of geometry, and I should be greatly averse if they gave no other evidence of it than that of having mentioned it by chance, to placing them on a level with that science that teaches the true method of directing the reason.


  [6. Doubtless the logicians.—Faugère.]


  But I should be, on the contrary, strongly disposed to exclude them from it, and almost irrevocably. For to have said it by chance, without having taken care that every thing was included within it, and instead of following this light to wander blindly in useless researches, pursuing what they promise but never can give, is truly showing that they are not very clear-sighted, and much more than if they had failed to follow the light, because they had not perceived it.


  The method of not erring is sought by all the world. The logicians profess to guide to it, the geometricians alone attain it, and apart from their science, and the imitations of it, there are no true demonstrations. The whole art is included in the simple precepts that we have given; they alone are sufficient, they alone afford proofs; all other rules are useless or injurious. This I know by long experience of all kinds of books and persons.


  And on this point I pass the same judgment as those who say that geometricians give them nothing new by these rules, because they possessed them in reality, but confounded with a multitude of others, either useless or false, from which they could not discriminate them, as those who, seeking a diamond of great price amidst a number of false ones, but from which they know not how to distinguish it, should boast, in holding them all together, of possessing the true one equally with him who without pausing at this mass of rubbish lays his hand upon the costly stone which they are seeking and for which they do not throw away the rest.


  The defect of false reasoning is a malady which is cured by these two remedies. Another has been compounded of an infinity of useless herbs in which the good are enveloped and in which they remain without effect through the ill qualities of the compound.


  To discover all the sophistries and equivocations of captious reasonings, they have invented barbarous names that astonish those who hear them; and whilst we can only unravel all the tangles of this perplexing knot by drawing out one of the ends in the way proposed by geometricians, they have indicated a strange number of others in which the former are found included without knowing which is the best.


  And thus, in showing us a number of paths which they say conduct us whither we tend, although there are but two that lead to it, it is necessary to know how to mark them in particular. It will be pretended that geometry which indicates them with certainty gives only what had already been given by others, because they gave in fact the same thing and more, without heeding that this boon lost its value by abundance, and was diminished by adding to it.


  Nothing is more common than good things: the point in question is only to discriminate them; and it is certain that they are all natural and within our reach and even known to all mankind. But they know not how to distinguish them. This is universal. It is not among extraordinary and fantastic things that excellence is to be found, of whatever kind it may be. We rise to attain it and become removed from it: it is oftenest necessary to stoop for it. The best books are those, which those who read them believe they themselves could have written. Nature, which alone is good, is wholly familiar and common.


  I make no doubt therefore that these rules, being the true ones, are simple, artless, and natural, as in fact they are. It is not Barbara and Baralipton that constitute reasoning. The mind must not be forced; artificial and constrained manners fill it with foolish presumption, through unnatural elevation and vain and ridiculous inflation, instead of solid and vigorous nutriment. And one of the principal reasons that diverts those who are entering upon this knowledge so much from the true path which they should follow, is the fancy that they take at the outset that good things are inaccessible, giving them the name of great, lofty, elevated, sublime. This destroys every thing. I would call them low, common, familiar: these names suit them better; I hate such inflated expressions.


  


  January 24. Odysseus Silenced the Sirens


  Volume 22, pp. 165-173


  The Odyssey of Homer


  When his ship approached the siren's rock, Odysseus stuffed the ears of his crew with wax and had himself bound to the mast that he might hear the alluring voice of the siren and yet not wreck his ship on the enchanted rock.


  The Odyssey


  Book XII


  Odysseus, his passage by the Sirens, and by Scylla and Charybdis. The sacrilege committed by his men in the isle Thrinacia. The destruction of his ships and men. How he swam on a plank nine days together, and came to Ogygia, where he stayed seven years with Calypso.


  ‘Now after the ship had left the stream of the river Oceanus, and was come to the wave of the wide sea, and the isle Aeaean, where is the dwelling place of early Dawn and her dancing grounds, and the land of sunrising, upon our coming thither we beached the ship in the sand, and ourselves too stept ashore on the sea beach. There we fell on sound sleep and awaited the bright Dawn.


  ‘So soon as early Dawn shone forth, the rosy-fingered, I sent forth my fellows to the house of Circe to fetch the body of the dead Elpenor. And speedily we cut billets of wood and sadly we buried him, where the furthest headland runs out into the sea, shedding big tears. But when the dead man was burned and the arms of the dead, we piled a barrow and dragged up thereon a pillar, and on the topmost mound we set the shapen oar.


  ‘Now all that task we finished, and our coming from out of Hades was not unknown to Circe, but she arrayed herself and speedily drew nigh, and her handmaids with her bare flesh and bread in plenty and dark red wine. And the fair goddess stood in the midst and spake in our ears, saying:


  ‘“Men overbold, who have gone alive into the house of Hades, to know death twice, while all men else die once for all. Nay come, eat ye meat and drink wine here all day long; and with the breaking of the day ye shall set sail, and myself I will show you the path and declare each thing, that ye may not suffer pain or hurt through any grievous ill-contrivance by sea or on the land.”


  ‘So spake she, and our lordly souls consented thereto. Thus for that time we sat the livelong day, until the going down of the sun, feasting on abundant flesh and on sweet wine. Now when the sun sank and darkness came on, my company laid them to rest by the hawsers of the ship. Then she took me by the hand and led me apart from my dear company, and made me to sit down and laid herself at my feet, and asked all my tale. And I told her all in order duly. Then at the last the Lady Circe spake unto me, saying:


  ‘“Even so, now all these things have an end; do thou then hearken even as I tell thee, and the god himself shall bring it back to thy mind. To the Sirens first shalt thou come, who bewitch all men, whosoever shall come to them. Whoso draws nigh them unwittingly and hears the sound of the Sirens’ voice, never doth he see wife or babes stand by him on his return, nor have they joy at his coming; but the Sirens enchant him with their clear song, sitting in the meadow, and all about is a great heap of bones of men, corrupt in death, and round the bones the skin is wasting. But do thou drive thy ship past, and knead honey-sweet wax, and anoint therewith the ears of thy company, lest any of the rest hear the song; but if thou myself art minded to hear, let them bind thee in the swift ship hand and foot, upright in the mast-stead, and from the mast let rope-ends be tied, that with delight thou mayest hear the voice of the Sirens. And if thou shalt beseech thy company and bid them to loose thee, then let bind thee with yet more bonds. But when thy friends have driven they ship past these, I will not tell thee fully which path shall thenceforth be thine, but do thou thyself consider it, and I will speak to thee of either way. On the one side there are beetling rocks, and against them the great wave roars of dark-eyed Amphitrite. These, ye must know, are they the blessed gods call the Rocks Wandering. By this way even winged things may never pass, nay, not even the cowering doves that bear ambrosia to Father Zeus, but the sheer rock evermore takes away one even of these, and the Father sends in another to make up the tale. Thereby no ship of men ever escapes that comes thither, but the planks of ships and the bodies of men confusedly are tossed by the waves of the sea and the storms of ruinous fire. One ship only of all that fare by sea hath passed that way, even Argo, that is in all men’s minds, on her voyage from Aeetes. And even her the wave would lightly have cast there upon the mighty rocks, but Here sent her by for love of Jason.


  ‘“On the other part are two rocks, whereof the one reaches with sharp peak to the wide heaven, and a dark cloud encompasses it; this never streams away, and there is no clear air about the peak neither in summer nor in harvest tide. No mortal man may scale it or set foot thereon, not though he had twenty hands and feet. For the rock is smooth, and sheer, as it were polished. And in the midst of the cliff is a dim cave turned to Erebus, towards the place of darkness, whereby ye shall even steer your hollow ship, noble Odysseus. Not with an arrow from a bow might a man in his strength reach from his hollow ship into that deep cave. And therein dwelleth Scylla, yelping terribly. Her voice indeed is no greater than the voice of a new-born whelp, but a dreadful monster is she, nor would any look on her gladly, not if it were a god that met her. Verily she hath twelve feet all dangling down; and six necks exceeding long, and on each a hideous head, and therein three rows of teeth set thick and close, full of black death. Up to her middle is she sunk far down in the hollow cave, but forth she holds her heads from the dreadful gulf, and there she fishes, swooping round the rock, for dolphins or sea-dogs, or whatso greater beast she may anywhere take, whereof the deep-voiced Amphitrite feeds countless flocks. Thereby no sailors boast that they have fled scatheless ever with their ship, for with each head she carries off a man, whom she hath snatched from out the dark-prowed ship.


  ‘“But that other cliff, Odysseus, thou shalt note, lying lower, hard by the first: thou couldest send an arrow across. And thereon is a great fig-tree growing, in fullest leaf, and beneath it mighty Charybdis sucks down black water, for thrice a day she spouts it forth, and thrice a day she sucks it down in terrible wise. Never mayest thou be there when she sucks the water, for none might save thee then from thy bane, not even the Earth-Shaker! But take heed and swiftly drawing nigh to Scylla’s rock drive the ship past, since of a truth it is far better to mourn six of thy company in the ship, than all in the selfsame hour.”


  ‘So spake she, but I answered, and said unto her: “Come I pray thee herein, goddess, tell me true, if there be any means whereby I might escape from the deadly Charybdis and avenge me on that other, when she would prey upon my company.”


  ‘So spake I, and that fair goddess answered me: “Man overbold, lo, now again the deeds of war are in thy mind and the travail thereof. Wilt thou not yield thee even to the deathless gods? As for her, she is no mortal, but an immortal plague, dread, grievous, and fierce, and not to be fought with; and against her there is no defence; flight is the bravest way. For if thou tarry to do on thine armour by the cliff, I fear lest once again she sally forth and catch at thee with so many heads, and seize as many men as before. So drive past with all thy force, and call on Cratais, mother of Scylla, which bore her for a bane to mortals. And she will then let her from darting forth thereafter.


  ‘“Then thou shalt come unto the isle Thrinacia; there are the many kine of Helios and his brave flocks feeding, seven herds of kine and as many goodly flocks of sheep, and fifty in each flock. They have no part in birth or in corruption, and there are goddesses to shepherd them, nymphs with fair tresses, Phaethusa and Lampetie whom bright Neaera bare to Helios Hyperion. Now when the lady their mother had borne and nursed them, she carried them to the isle Thrinacia to dwell afar, that they should guard their father’s flocks and his kine with shambling gait. If thou doest these no hurt, being heedful of thy return, truly ye may even yet reach Ithaca, albeit in evil case. But if thou hurtest them, I foreshow ruin for thy ship and for thy men, and even though thou shouldest thyself escape, late shalt thou return in evil plight with the loss of all thy company.”


  ‘So spake she, and anon came the golden-throned Dawn. Then the fair goddess took her way up the island. But I departed to my ship and roused my men themselves to mount the vessel and loose the hawsers. And speedily they went aboard and sat upon the benches, and sitting orderly smote the grey sea water with their oars. And in the wake of our dark-prowed ship she sent a favouring wind that filled the sails, a kindly escort,—even Circe of the braided tresses, a dread goddess of human speech. And straightway we set in order the gear throughout the ship and sat us down, and the wind and the helmsman guided our barque.


  ‘Then I spake among my company with a heavy heart: “Friends, forasmuch as it is not well that one or two alone should know of the oracles that Circe, the fair goddess, spake unto me, therefore will I declare them, that with foreknowledge we may die, or haply shunning death and destiny escape. First she bade us avoid the sound of the voice of the wondrous Sirens, and their field of flowers, and me only she bade listen to their voices. So bind ye me in a hard bond, that I may abide unmoved in my place, upright in the mast-stead, and from the mast let rope-ends be tied, and if I beseech and bid you to set me free, then do ye straiten me with yet more bonds.”


  ‘Thus I rehearsed these things one and all, and declared them to my company. Meanwhile our good ship quickly came to the island of the Sirens twain, for a gentle breeze sped her on her way. Then straightway the wind ceased, and lo, there was a windless calm, and some god lulled the waves. Then my company rose up and drew in the ship’s sails, and stowed them in the hold of the ship, while they sat at the oars and whitened the water with their polished pine blades. But I with my sharp sword cleft in pieces a great circle of wax, and with my strong hands kneaded it. And soon the wax grew warm, for that my great might constrained it, and the beam of the lord Helios, son of Hyperion. And I anointed therewith the ears of all my men in their order, and in the ship they bound me hand and foot upright in the mast-stead, and from the mast they fastened rope-ends and themselves sat down, and smote the grey sea water with their oars. But when the ship was within the sound of a man’s shout from the land, we fleeing swiftly on our way, the Sirens espied the swift ship speeding toward them, and they raised their clear-toned song:


  ‘“Hither, come hither, renowned Odysseus, great glory of the Achaeans, here stay thy barque, that thou mayest listen to the voice of us twain. For none hath ever driven by this way in his black ship, till he hath heard from our lips the voice sweet as the honeycomb, and hath had joy thereof and gone on his way the wiser. For lo, we know all things, all the travail that in wide Troy-land the Argives and Trojans bare by the gods’ designs, yea, and we know all that shall hereafter be upon the fruitful earth.”


  ‘So spake they uttering a sweet voice, and my heart was fain to listen, and I bade my company unbind me, nodding at them with a frown, but they bent to their oars and rowed on. Then straight uprose Perimedes and Eurylochus and bound me with more cords and straitened me yet the more. Now when we had driven past them, nor heard we any longer the sound of the Sirens or their song, forthwith my dear company took away the wax wherewith I had anointed their ears and loosed me from my bonds.


  ‘But so soon as we left that isle, thereafter presently I saw smoke and a great wave, and heard the sea roaring. Then for very fear the oars flew from their hands, and down the stream they all splashed, and the ship was holden there, for my company no longer plied with their hands the tapering oars. But I paced the ship and cheered on my men, as I stood by each one and spake smooth words:


  ‘“Friends, forasmuch as in sorrow we are not all unlearned, truly this is no greater woe that is upon us, [1] than when the Cyclops penned us by main might in his hollow cave; yet even thence we made escape by my manfulness, even by my counsel and my wit, and some day I think that this adventure too we shall remember. Come now, therefore, let us all give ear to do according to my word. Do ye smite the deep surf of the sea with your oars, as ye sit on the benches, if peradventure Zeus may grant us to escape from and shun this death. And as for thee, helmsman, thus I charge thee, and ponder it in thine heart seeing that thou wieldest the helm of the hollow ship. Keep the ship well away from this smoke and from the wave and hug the rocks, lest the ship, ere thou art aware, start from her course to the other side, and so thou hurl us into ruin.”


  [1. Reading [Greek], not [Greek] with La Roche.]


  ‘So I spake, and quickly they hearkened to my words. But of Scylla I told them nothing more, a bane none might deal with, lest haply my company should cease from rowing for fear, and hide them in the hold. In that same hour I suffered myself to forget the hard behest of Circe, in that she bade me in nowise be armed; but I did on my glorious harness and caught up two long lances in my hands, and went on the decking of the prow, for thence methought that Scylla of the rock would first be seen, who was to bring woe on my company. Yet could I not spy her anywhere, and my eyes waxed weary for gazing all about toward the darkness of the rock.


  “Next we began to sail up the narrow strait lamenting. For on the one hand lay Scylla, and on the other mighty Charybdis in terrible wise sucked down the salt sea water. As often as she belched it forth, like a cauldron on a great fire she would seethe up through all her troubled deeps, and overhead the spray fell on the tops of either cliff. But oft as she gulped down the salt sea water, within she was all plain to see through her troubled deeps, and the rock around roared horribly and beneath the earth was manifest swart with sand, and pale fear gat hold on my men. Toward her, then, we looked fearing destruction; but Scylla meanwhile caught from out my hollow ship six of my company, the hardiest of their hands and the chief in might. And looking into the swift ship to find my men, even then I marked their feet and hands as they were lifted on high, and they cried aloud in their agony, and called me by my name for that last time of all. Even as when as fisher on some head-land lets down with a long rod his baits for a snare to the little fishes below, casting into the deep the horn of an ox of the homestead, and as he catches each flings it writhing ashore, so writhing were they borne upward to the cliff. And there she devoured them shrieking in her gates, they stretching forth their hands to me in the dread death-struggle. And the most pitiful thing was this that mine eyes have seen of all my travail in searching out the paths of the sea.


  ‘Now when we had escaped the Rocks and dread Charybdis and Scylla, thereafter we soon came to the fair island of the god; where were the goodly kine, broad of brow, and the many brave flocks of Helios Hyperion. Then while as yet I was in my black ship upon the deep, I heard the lowing of the cattle being stalled and the bleating of the sheep, and on my mind there fell the saying of the blind seer, Theban Teiresias, and of Circe of Aia, who charged me very straitly to shun the isle of Helios, the gladdener of the world. Then I spake out among my company in sorrow of heart:


  ‘“Hear my words, my men, albeit in evil plight, that I may declare unto you the oracles of Teiresias and of Circe of Aia, who very straitly charged me to shun the isle of Helios, the gladdener of the world. For there she said the most dreadful mischief would befall us. Nay, drive ye then the black ship beyond and past that isle.”


  ‘So spake I, and their heart was broken within them. And Eurylochus straightway answered me sadly, saying:


  ‘“Hardy art thou, Odysseus, of might beyond measure, and thy limbs are never weary; verily thou art fashioned all of iron, that sufferest not thy fellows, foredone with toil and drowsiness, to set foot on shore, where we might presently prepare us a good supper in this sea-girt island. But even as we are thou biddest us fare blindly through the sudden night, and from the isle go wandering on the misty deep. And strong winds, the bane of ships, are born of the night. How could a man escape from utter doom, if there chanced to come a sudden blast of the South Wind, or of the boisterous West, which mainly wreck ships, beyond the will of the gods, the lords of all? Howbeit for this present let us yield to the black night, and we will make ready our supper abiding by the swift ship, and in the morning we will climb on board, and put out into the broad deep.”


  ‘So spake Eurylochus, and the rest of my company consented thereto. Then at the last I knew that some god was indeed imagining evil, and I uttered my voice and spake unto him winged words:


  ‘“Eurylochus, verily ye put force upon me, being but one among you all. But come, swear me now a mighty oath, one and all, to the intent that if we light on a herd of kine or a great flock of sheep, none in the evil folly of his heart may slay any sheep or ox; but in quiet eat ye the meat which the deathless Circe gave.”


  ‘So I spake, and straightway they swore to refrain as I commanded them. Now after they had sworn and done that oath, we stayed our well-builded ship in the hollow harbour near to a well of sweet water, and my company went forth from out the ship and deftly got ready supper. But when they had put from them the desire of meat and drink, thereafter they fell a weeping as they thought upon their dear companions whom Scylla had snatched from out the hollow ship and so devoured. And deep sleep came upon them amid their weeping. And when it was the third watch of the night, and the stars had crossed the zenith, Zeus the cloud-gatherer roused against them an angry wind with wondrous tempest, and shrouded in clouds land and sea alike, and from heaven sped down the night. Now when early Dawn shone forth, the rosy-fingered, we beached the ship, and dragged it up within a hollow cave, where were the fair dancing grounds of the nymphs and the places of their session. Thereupon I ordered a gathering of my men and spake in their midst, saying:


  ‘“Friends, forasmuch as there is yet meat and drink in the swift ship, let us keep our hands off those kine, lest some evil thing befall us. For these are the kine and the brave flocks of a dread god, even of Helios, who overseeth all and overheareth all things.”


  ‘So I spake, and their lordly spirit hearkened thereto. Then for a whole month the South Wind blew without ceasing, and no other wind arose, save only the East and the South.


  ‘Now so long as my company still had corn and red wine, they refrained them from the kine, for they were fain of life. But when the corn was now all spent from out the ship, and they went wandering with barbed hooks in quest of game, as needs they must, fishes and fowls, whatsoever might come to their hand, for hunger gnawed at their belly, then at last I departed up the isle, that I might pray to the gods, if perchance some one of them might show me a way of returning. And now when I had avoided my company on my way through the island, I laved my hands where was a shelter from the wind, and prayed to all the gods that hold Olympus. But they shed sweet sleep upon my eyelids. And Eurylochus the while set forth an evil counsel to my company:


  ‘“Hear my words, my friends, though ye be in evil case. Truly every shape of death is hateful to wretched mortals, but to die of hunger and so meet doom is most pitiful of all. Nay come, we will drive off the best of the kine of Helios and will do sacrifice to the deathless gods who keep wide heaven. And if we may yet reach Ithaca, our own country, forthwith will we rear a rich shrine to Helios Hyperion, and therein would we set many a choice offering. But if he be somewhat wroth for his cattle with straight horns, and is fain to wreck our ship, and the other gods follow his desire, rather with one gulp at the wave would I cast my life away, than be slowly straitened to death in a desert isle.”


  ‘So spake Eurylochus, and the rest of the company consented thereto Forthwith they drave off the best of the kine of Helios that were nigh at hand, for the fair kine of shambling gait and broad of brow were feeding no great way from the dark-prowed ship. Then they stood around the cattle and prayed to the gods, plucking the fresh leaves from an oak of lofty boughs, for they had no white barley on board the decked ship. Now after they had prayed and cut the throats of the kine and flayed them, they cut out slices of the thighs and wrapped them in the fat, making a double fold, and thereon they laid raw flesh. Yet had they no pure wine to pour over the flaming sacrifices, but they made libation with water and roasted the entrails over the fire. Now after the thighs were quite consumed and they had tasted the inner parts, they cut the rest up small and spitted it on spits. In the same hour deep sleep sped from my eyelids and I sallied forth to the swift ship and the sea-banks. But on my way as I drew near to the curved ship, the sweet savour of the fat came all about me; and I groaned and spake out before the deathless gods:


  ‘“Father Zeus, and all ye other blessed gods that live for ever, verily to my undoing ye have lulled me with a ruthless sleep, and my company abiding behind have imagined a monstrous deed.”


  ‘Then swiftly to Helios Hyperion came Lampetie of the long robes, with the tidings that we had slain his kine. And straight he spake with angry heart amid the Immortals:


  ‘“Father Zeus, and all ye other blessed gods that live for ever, take vengeance I pray you on the company of Odysseus, son of Laertes, that have insolently slain my cattle, wherein I was wont to be glad as I went toward the starry heaven, and when I again turned earthward from the firmament. And if they pay me not full atonement for the cattle, I will go down to Hades and shine among the dead.”


  ‘And Zeus the cloud-gatherer answered him, saying: “Helios, do thou, I say, shine on amidst the deathless gods, and amid mortal men upon the earth, the grain-giver. But as for me, I will soon smite their swift ship with my white bolt, and cleave it in pieces in the midst of the wine-dark deep.”


  ‘This I heard from Calypso of the fair hair; and she said that she herself had heard it from Hermes the Messenger.


  ‘But when I had come down to the ship and to the sea, I went up to my companions and rebuked them one by one; but we could find no remedy, the cattle were dead and gone. And soon thereafter the gods showed forth signs and wonders to my company. The skins were creeping, and the flesh bellowing upon the spits, both the roast and raw, and there was a sound as the voice of kine.


  ‘Then for six days my dear company feasted on the best of the kine of Helios, which they had driven off. But when Zeus, son of Cronos, had added the seventh day thereto, thereafter the wind ceased to blow with a rushing storm, and at once we climbed the ship and launched into the broad deep, when we had set up the mast and hoisted the white sails.


  ‘But now when we left that isle nor any other land appeared, but sky and sea only, even then the son of Cronos stayed a dark cloud above the hollow ship, and beneath it the deep darkened. And the ship ran on her way for no long while, for of a sudden came the shrilling West, with the rushing of a great tempest, and the blast of wind snapped the two forestays of the mast, and the mast fell backward and all the gear dropped into the bilge. And behold, on the hind part of the ship the mast struck the head of the pilot and brake all the bones of his skull together, and like a diver he dropped down from the deck, and his brave spirit left his bones. In that same hour Zeus thundered and cast his bolt upon the ship, and she reeled all over being stricken by the bolt of Zeus, and was filled with sulphur, and lo, my company fell from out the vessel. Like sea-gulls they were borne round the black ship upon the billows, and the god reft them of returning.


  ‘But I kept pacing through my ship, till the surge loosened the sides from the keel, and the wave swept her along stript of her tackling, and brake her mast clean off at the keel. Now the backstay fashioned of an oxhide had been flung thereon; therewith I lashed together both keel and mast, and sitting thereon I was borne by the ruinous winds.


  ‘Then verily the West Wind ceased to blow with a rushing storm, and swiftly withal the South Wind came, bringing sorrow to my soul, that so I might again measure back that space of sea, the way to deadly Charybdis. All the night was I borned, but with the rising of the sun I came to the rock of Scylla, and to dread Charybdis. Now she had sucked down her salt sea water, when I was swung up on high to the tall fig-tree whereto I clung like a bat, and could find no sure rest for my feet nor place to stand, for the roots spread far below and the branches hung aloft out of reach, long and large, and overshadowed Charybdis. Steadfast I clung till she should spew forth mast and keel again; and late they came to my desire. At the hour when a man rises up from the assembly and goes to supper, one who judges the many quarrels of the young men that seek to him for law, at that same hour those timbers came forth to view from out Charybdis. And I let myself drop down hands and feet, and plunged heavily in the midst of the waters beyond the long timbers, and sitting on these I rowed hard with my hands. But the father of gods and of men suffered me no more to behold Scylla, else I should never have escaped from utter doom.


  ‘Thence for nine days was I borne, and on the tenth night the gods brought me nigh to the isle of Ogygia, where dwells Calypso of the braided tresses, an awful goddess of mortal speech, who took me in and entreated me kindly. But why rehearse all this tale? For even yesterday I told it to thee and to thy noble wife in thy house; and it liketh me not twice to tell a plain-told tale.’


  


  January 25. A Field Mouse Made Famous


  Volume 6, pp. 119-120, 388-394


  Poems and Songs, Burns


  A humble Scotchman, plowing his fields, turns over the nest of a frightened mouse. He apologizes with the deepest sincerity and explains how “the best-laid schemes o’ mice an’ men gang aft agley.” (Robert Burns born Jan. 25, 1759.)


  To A Mouse, On Turning Her Up In Her Nest With The Plough, November, 1785


  Wee, sleekit, cow'rin, tim'rous beastie,


  O, what a panic's in thy breastie!


  Thou need na start awa sae hasty,


  Wi' bickering brattle!


  I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee,


  Wi' murd'ring pattle!


  I'm truly sorry man's dominion,


  Has broken nature's social union,


  An' justifies that ill opinion,


  Which makes thee startle


  At me, thy poor, earth-born companion,


  An' fellow-mortal!


  I doubt na, whiles, but thou may thieve;


  What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!


  A daimen icker in a thrave


  'S a sma' request;


  I'll get a blessin wi' the lave,


  An' never miss't!


  Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!


  It's silly wa's the win's are strewin!


  An' naething, now, to big a new ane,


  O' foggage green!


  An' bleak December's winds ensuin,


  Baith snell an' keen!


  Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waste,


  An' weary winter comin fast,


  An' cozie here, beneath the blast,


  Thou thought to dwell—


  Till crash! the cruel coulter past


  Out thro' thy cell.


  That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble,


  Has cost thee mony a weary nibble!


  Now thou's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble,


  But house or hald,


  To thole the winter's sleety dribble,


  An' cranreuch cauld!


  But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,


  In proving foresight may be vain;


  The best-laid schemes o' mice an 'men


  Gang aft agley,


  An'lea'e us nought but grief an' pain,


  For promis'd joy!


  Still thou art blest, compar'd wi' me


  The present only toucheth thee:


  But, Och! I backward cast my e'e.


  On prospects drear!


  An' forward, tho' I canna see,


  I guess an' fear!


  ————


  Tam O' Shanter


  A Tale.


  “Of Brownyis and of Bogillis full is this Buke.”


  Gawin Douglas.


  When chapman billies leave the street,


  And drouthy neibors, neibors, meet;


  As market days are wearing late,


  And folk begin to tak the gate,


  While we sit bousing at the nappy,


  An' getting fou and unco happy,


  We think na on the lang Scots miles,


  The mosses, waters, slaps and stiles,


  That lie between us and our hame,


  Where sits our sulky, sullen dame,


  Gathering her brows like gathering storm,


  Nursing her wrath to keep it warm.


  This truth fand honest Tam o' Shanter,


  As he frae Ayr ae night did canter:


  (Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses,


  For honest men and bonie lasses).


  O Tam! had'st thou but been sae wise,


  As taen thy ain wife Kate's advice!


  She tauld thee weel thou was a skellum,


  A blethering, blustering, drunken blellum;


  That frae November till October,


  Ae market-day thou was na sober;


  That ilka melder wi' the Miller,


  Thou sat as lang as thou had siller;


  That ev'ry naig was ca'd a shoe on


  The Smith and thee gat roarin' fou on;


  That at the Lord's house, ev'n on Sunday,


  Thou drank wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday,


  She prophesied that late or soon,


  Thou wad be found, deep drown'd in Doon,


  Or catch'd wi' warlocks in the mirk,


  By Alloway's auld, haunted kirk.


  Ah, gentle dames! it gars me greet,


  To think how mony counsels sweet,


  How mony lengthen'd, sage advices,


  The husband frae the wife despises!


  But to our tale: Ae market night,


  Tam had got planted unco right,


  Fast by an ingle, bleezing finely,


  Wi reaming swats, that drank divinely;


  And at his elbow, Souter Johnie,


  His ancient, trusty, drougthy crony:


  Tam lo'ed him like a very brither;


  They had been fou for weeks thegither.


  The night drave on wi' sangs an' clatter;


  And aye the ale was growing better:


  The Landlady and Tam grew gracious,


  Wi' favours secret, sweet, and precious:


  The Souter tauld his queerest stories;


  The Landlord's laugh was ready chorus:


  The storm without might rair and rustle,


  Tam did na mind the storm a whistle.


  Care, mad to see a man sae happy,


  E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy.


  As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure,


  The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure:


  Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious,


  O'er a' the ills o' life victorious!


  But pleasures are like poppies spread,


  You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed;


  Or like the snow falls in the river,


  A moment white—then melts for ever;


  Or like the Borealis race,


  That flit ere you can point their place;


  Or like the Rainbow's lovely form


  Evanishing amid the storm.—


  Nae man can tether Time nor Tide,


  The hour approaches Tam maun ride;


  That hour, o' night's black arch the key-stane,


  That dreary hour he mounts his beast in;


  And sic a night he taks the road in,


  As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in.


  The wind blew as 'twad blawn its last;


  The rattling showers rose on the blast;


  The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd;


  Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd:


  That night, a child might understand,


  The deil had business on his hand.


  Weel-mounted on his grey mare, Meg,


  A better never lifted leg,


  Tam skelpit on thro' dub and mire,


  Despising wind, and rain, and fire;


  Whiles holding fast his gude blue bonnet,


  Whiles crooning o'er some auld Scots sonnet,


  Whiles glow'rin round wi' prudent cares,


  Lest bogles catch him unawares;


  Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh,


  Where ghaists and houlets nightly cry.


  By this time he was cross the ford,


  Where in the snaw the chapman smoor'd;


  And past the birks and meikle stane,


  Where drunken Charlie brak's neck-bane;


  And thro' the whins, and by the cairn,


  Where hunters fand the murder'd bairn;


  And near the thorn, aboon the well,


  Where Mungo's mither hang'd hersel'.


  Before him Doon pours all his floods,


  The doubling storm roars thro' the woods,


  The lightnings flash from pole to pole,


  Near and more near the thunders roll,


  When, glimmering thro' the groaning trees,


  Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeze,


  Thro' ilka bore the beams were glancing,


  And loud resounded mirth and dancing.


  Inspiring bold John Barleycorn!


  What dangers thou canst make us scorn!


  Wi' tippenny, we fear nae evil;


  Wi' usquabae, we'll face the devil!


  The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle,


  Fair play, he car'd na deils a boddle,


  But Maggie stood, right sair astonish'd,


  Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd,


  She ventur'd forward on the light;


  And, wow! Tam saw an unco sight!


  Warlocks and witches in a dance:


  Nae cotillon, brent new frae France,


  But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels,


  Put life and mettle in their heels.


  A winnock-bunker in the east,


  There sat auld Nick, in shape o' beast;


  A towzie tyke, black, grim, and large,


  To gie them music was his charge:


  He screw'd the pipes and gart them skirl,


  Till roof and rafters a' did dirl.—


  Coffins stood round, like open presses,


  That shaw'd the Dead in their last dresses;


  And (by some devilish cantraip sleight)


  Each in its cauld hand held a light.


  By which heroic Tam was able


  To note upon the haly table,


  A murderer's banes, in gibbet-airns;


  Twa span-lang, wee, unchristened bairns;


  A thief, new-cutted frae a rape,


  Wi' his last gasp his gabudid gape;


  Five tomahawks, wi' blude red-rusted:


  Five scimitars, wi' murder crusted;


  A garter which a babe had strangled:


  A knife, a father's throat had mangled.


  Whom his ain son of life bereft,


  The grey-hairs yet stack to the heft;


  Wi' mair of horrible and awfu',


  Which even to name wad be unlawfu'.


  As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious,


  The mirth and fun grew fast and furious;


  The Piper loud and louder blew,


  The dancers quick and quicker flew,


  The reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit,


  Till ilka carlin swat and reekit,


  And coost her duddies to the wark,


  And linkit at it in her sark!


  Now Tam, O Tam! had they been queans,


  A' plump and strapping in their teens!


  Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flainen,


  Been snaw-white seventeen hunder linen!—


  Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair,


  That ance were plush o' guid blue hair,


  I wad hae gien them off my hurdies,


  For ae blink o' the bonie burdies!


  But wither'd beldams, auld and droll,


  Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal,


  Louping an' flinging on a crummock.


  I wonder did na turn thy stomach.


  But Tam kent what was what fu' brawlie:


  There was ae winsome wench and waulie


  That night enlisted in the core,


  Lang after ken'd on Carrick shore;


  (For mony a beast to dead she shot,


  And perish'd mony a bonie boat,


  And shook baith meikle corn and bear,


  And kept the country-side in fear);


  Her cutty sark, o' Paisley harn,


  That while a lassie she had worn,


  In longitude tho' sorely scanty,


  It was her best, and she was vauntie.


  Ah! little ken'd thy reverend grannie,


  That sark she coft for her wee Nannie,


  Wi twa pund Scots ('twas a' her riches),


  Wad ever grac'd a dance of witches!


  But here my Muse her wing maun cour,


  Sic flights are far beyond her power;


  To sing how Nannie lap and flang,


  (A souple jade she was and strang),


  And how Tam stood, like ane bewithc'd,


  And thought his very een enrich'd:


  Even Satan glowr'd, and fidg'd fu' fain,


  And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main:


  Till first ae caper, syne anither,


  Tam tint his reason a thegither,


  And roars out, “Weel done, Cutty-sark!”


  And in an instant all was dark:


  And scarcely had he Maggie rallied.


  When out the hellish legion sallied.


  As bees bizz out wi' angry fyke,


  When plundering herds assail their byke;


  As open pussie's mortal foes,


  When, pop! she starts before their nose;


  As eager runs the market-crowd,


  When “Catch the thief!” resounds aloud;


  So Maggie runs, the witches follow,


  Wi' mony an eldritch skreich and hollow.


  Ah, Tam! Ah, Tam! thou'll get thy fairin!


  In hell, they'll roast thee like a herrin!


  In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin!


  Kate soon will be a woefu' woman!


  Now, do thy speedy-utmost, Meg,


  And win the key-stone o' the brig;1


  There, at them thou thy tail may toss,


  A running stream they dare na cross.


  But ere the keystane she could make,


  The fient a tail she had to shake!


  For Nannie, far before the rest,


  Hard upon noble Maggie prest,


  And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle;


  But little wist she Maggie's mettle!


  Ae spring brought off her master hale,


  But left behind her ain grey tail:


  The carlin claught her by the rump,


  And left poor Maggie scarce a stump.


  Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read,


  Ilk man and mother's son, take heed:


  Whene'er to Drink you are inclin'd,


  Or Cutty-sarks rin in your mind,


  Think ye may buy the joys o'er dear;


  Remember Tam o' Shanter's mare.


  [1: It is a well-known fact that witches, or any evil spirits, have no power to follow a poor wight any further than the middle of the next running stream. It may be proper likewise to mention to the benighted traveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever danger may be in his going forward, there is much more hazard in turning back.—R.B.]


  


  January 26. In the Cradle of Civilization


  Volume 33. pp. 65-75


  Voyages and Travels


  A king who entombed his daughter in a golden cow—the worship of the bull and the cat—scandal of the court and the gossip of the temples is given by Herodotus in his delightful story of old Egypt.


  An Account of Egypt


  by Herodotus


  Translated by G.C. Macaulay


  This Cheops, the Egyptians said, reigned fifty years; and after he was dead his brother Chephren succeeded to the kingdom. This king followed the same manner of dealing as the other, both in all the rest and also in that he made a pyramid, not indeed attaining to the measurements of that which was built by the former (this I know, having myself also measured it), and moreover there are no underground chambers beneath nor does a channel come from the Nile flowing to this one as to the other, in which the water coming through a conduit built for it flows round an island within, where they say that Cheops himself is laid: but for a basement he built the first course of Ethiopian stone of divers colours; and this pyramid he made forty feet lower than the other as regards size, building it close to the great pyramid. These stand both upon the same hill, which is about a hundred feet high. And Chephren, they said, reigned fifty and six years. Here then they reckon one hundred and six years, during which they say that there was nothing but evil for the Egyptians, and the temples were kept closed and not opened during all that time. These kings the Egyptians by reason of their hatred of them are not very willing to name; nay, they even call the pyramids after the name of Philitis the shepherd, who at that time pastured flocks in those regions. After him, they said, Mykerinos became king over Egypt, who was the son of Cheops; and to him his father’s deeds were displeasing, and he both opened the temples and gave liberty to the people, who were ground down to the last extremity of evil, to return to their own business and to their sacrifices: also he gave decisions of their causes juster than those of all the other kings besides. In regard to this then they commend this king more than all the other kings who had arisen in Egypt before him; for he not only gave good decisions, but also when a man complained of the decision, he gave him recompense from his own goods and thus satisfied his desire. But while Mykerinos was acting mercifully to his subjects and practising this conduct which has been said, calamities befell him, of which the first was this, namely that his daughter died, the only child whom he had in his house: and being above measure grieved by that which had befallen him, and desiring to bury his daughter in a manner more remarkable than others, he made a cow of wood, which he covered over with gold, and then within it he buried this daughter who, as I said, had died. This cow was not covered up in the ground, but it might be seen even down to my own time in the city of Saïs, placed within the royal palace in a chamber which was greatly adorned; and they offer incense of all kinds before it every day, and each night a lamp burns beside it all through the night. Near this cow in another chamber stand images of the concubines of Mykerinos, as the priests at Saïs told me; for there are in fact colossal wooden statues, in number about twenty, made with naked bodies; but who they are I am not able to say, except only that which is reported. Some however tell about this cow and the colossal statues the following tale, namely that Mykerinos was enamoured of his own daughter and afterwards ravished her; and upon this they say that the girl strangled herself for grief, and he buried her in this cow; and her mother cut off the hands of the maids who had betrayed the daughter to her father; wherefore now the images of them have suffered that which the maids suffered in their life. In thus saying they speak idly, as it seems to me, especially in what they say about the hands of the statues; for as to this, even we ourselves saw that their hands had dropped off from lapse of time, and they were to be seen still lying at their feet even down to my time. The cow is covered up with a crimson robe, except only the head and the neck, which are seen, overlaid with gold very thickly; and between the horns there is the disc of the sun figured in gold. The cow is not standing up but kneeling, and in size it is equal to a large living cow. Every year it is carried forth from the chamber, at those times, I say, the Egyptians beat themselves for that god whom I will not name upon occasion of such a matter; at these times, I say, they also carry forth the cow to the light of day, for they say that she asked of her father Mykerinos, when she was dying, that she might look upon the sun once in the year.


  After the misfortune of his daughter it happened, they said, secondly to the king as follows:—An oracle came to him from the city of Buto, saying that he was destined to live but six years more, in the seventh year to end his life: and he being indignant at it sent to the Oracle a reproach against the god, making complaint in reply that whereas his father and uncle, who had shut up the temples, and had not only not remembered the gods, but also had been destroyers of men, had lived for a long time, he himself, who practised piety, was destined to end his life so soon: and from the Oracle there came a second message, which said that it was for this very cause that he was bringing his life to a swift close; for he had not done that which it was appointed for him to do, since it was destined that Egypt should suffer evils for a hundred and fifty years, and the two kings who had arisen before him had perceived this, but he had not. Mykerinos having heard this, and considering that this sentence had passed upon him beyond recall, procured many lamps, and whenever night came on he lighted these and began to drink and take his pleasure, ceasing neither by day nor by night; and he went about to the fen-country and to the woods and wherever he heard there were the most suitable places of enjoyment. This he devised (having a mind to prove that the Oracle spoke falsely) in order that he might have twelve years of life instead of six, the nights being turned into days.


  This king also left behind him a pyramid, much smaller than that of his father, of a square shape and measuring on each side three hundred feet lacking twenty, built moreover of Ethiopian stone up to half the height. This pyramid some of the Hellenes say was built by the courtesan Rhodopis, not therein speaking rightly: and besides this it is evident to me that they who speak thus do not even know who Rhodopis was, for otherwise they would not have attributed to her the building of a pyramid like this, on which have been spent (so to speak) innumerable thousands of talents: moreover they do not know that Rhodopis flourished in the reign of Amasis, and not in this king’s reign; for Rhodopis lived very many years later than the kings who left behind them these pyramids. By descent she was of Thrace, and she was a slave of Iadmon the son of Hephaistopolis a Samian, and a fellow-slave of Esop the maker of fables; for he too was once the slave of Iadmon, as was proved especially by this fact, namely that when the people of Delphi repeatedly made proclamation in accordance with an oracle, to find some one who would take up the blood-money for the death of Esop, no one else appeared, but at length the grandson of Iadmon, called Iadmon also, took it up; and thus it is shown that Esop too was the slave of Iadmon. As for Rhodopis, she came to Egypt brought by Xanthes the Samian, and having come thither to exercise her calling she was redeemed from slavery for a great sum by a man of Mytilene, Charaxos son of Scamandronymos and brother of Sappho the lyric poet. Thus was Rhodopis set free, and she remained in Egypt and by her beauty won so much liking that she made great gain of money for one like Rhodopis, though not enough to suffice for the cost of such a pyramid as this. In truth there is no need to ascribe to her very great riches, considering that the tithe of her wealth may still be seen even to this time by any one who desires it: for Rhodopis wished to leave behind her a memorial of herself in Hellas, namely to cause a thing to be made such as happens not to have been thought of or dedicated in a temple by any besides, and to dedicate this at Delphi as a memorial of herself. Accordingly with the tithe of her wealth she caused to be made spits of iron of size large enough to pierce a whole ox, and many in number, going as far therein as her tithe allowed her, and she sent them to Delphi: these are even at the present time lying there, heaped all together behind the altar which the Chians dedicated, and just opposite to the cell of the temple. Now at Naucratis, as it happens, the courtesans are rather apt to win credit; for this woman first, about whom the story to which I refer is told, became so famous that all the Hellenes without exception came to know the name of Rhodopis, and then after her one whose name was Archidiche became a subject of song all over Hellas, though she was less talked of than the other. As for Charaxos, when after redeeming Rhodopis he returned back to Mytilene, Sappho in an ode violently abused him. Of Rhodopis then I shall say no more.


  After Mykerinos the priests said Asychis became king of Egypt, and he made for Hephaistos the temple gateway which is towards the sunrising, by far the most beautiful and the largest of the gateways; for while they all have figures carved upon them and innumerable ornaments of building besides, this has them very much more than the rest. In this king’s reign they told me that, as the circulation of money was very slow, a law was made for the Egyptians that a man might have that money lent to him which he needed, by offering as security the dead body of his father; and there was added moreover to this law another, namely that he who lent the money should have a claim also to the whole of the sepulchral chamber belonging to him who received it, and that the man who offered that security should be subject to this penalty, if he refused to pay back the debt, namely that neither the man himself should be allowed to have burial, when he died, either in that family burial-place or in any other, nor should he be allowed to bury any of his kinsmen whom he lost by death. This king desiring to surpass the kings of Egypt who had arisen before him left as a memorial of himself a pyramid which he made of bricks, and on it there is an inscription carved in stone and saying thus: “Despise not me in comparison with the pyramids of stone, seeing that I excel them as much as Zeus excels the other gods; for with a pole they struck into the lake, and whatever of the mud attached itself to the pole, this they gathered up and made bricks, and in such manner they finished me.”


  Such were the deeds which this king performed: and after him reigned a blind man of the city of Anysis, whose name was Anysis. In his reign the Ethiopians and Sabacos the king of the Ethiopians marched upon Egypt with a great host of men; so this blind man departed, flying to the fen-country, and the Ethiopian was king over Egypt for fifty years, during which he performed deeds as follows:—whenever any man of the Egyptians committed any transgression, he would never put him to death, but he gave sentence upon each man according to the greatness of the wrong-doing, appointing them to work at throwing up an embankment before that city from whence each man came of those who committed wrong. Thus the cities were made higher still than before; for they were embanked first by those who dug the channels in the reign of Sesostris, and then secondly in the reign of the Ethiopian, and thus they were made very high: and while other cities in Egypt also stood high, I think in the town at Bubastis especially the earth was piled up. In this city there is a temple very well worthy of mention, for though there are other temples which are larger and built with more cost, none more than this is a pleasure to the eyes. Now Bubastis in the Hellenic tongue is Artemis, and her temple is ordered thus:—Except the entrance it is completely surrounded by water; for channels come in from the Nile, not joining one another, but each extending as far as the entrance of the temple, one flowing round on the one side and the other on the other side, each a hundred feet broad and shaded over with trees; and the gateway has a height of ten fathoms, and it is adorned with figures six cubits high, very note-worthy. This temple is in the middle of the city and is looked down upon from all sides as one goes round, for since the city has been banked up to a height, while the temple had not been moved from the palace where it was at the first built, it is possible to look down into it: and round it runs a stone wall with figures carved upon it, while within it there is a grove of very large trees planted round a large temple-house, within which is the image of the goddess: and the breadth and length of the temple is a furlong every way. Opposite the entrance there is a road paved with stone for about three furlongs, which leads through the market-place towards the East, with a breadth of about four hundred feet; and on this side and on that grow trees of height reaching to heaven: and the road leads to the temple of Hermes. This temple then is thus ordered.


  The final deliverance from the Ethiopian came about (they said) as follows:—he fled away because he had seen in his sleep a vision, in which it seemed to him that a man came and stood by him and counselled him to gather together all the priests in Egypt and cut them asunder in the midst. Having seen this dream, he said that it seemed to him that the gods were foreshowing him this to furnish an occasion against him, in order that he might do an impious deed with respect to religion, and so receive some evil either from the gods or from men: he would not however do so, but in truth (he said) the time had expired, during which it had been prophesied to him that he should rule Egypt before he departed thence. For when he was in Ethiopia the Oracles which the Ethiopians consult had told him that it was fated for him to rule Egypt fifty years: since then this time was now expiring, and the vision of the dream also disturbed him, Sabacos departed out of Egypt of his own free will.


  Then when the Ethiopian had gone away out of Egypt, the blind man came back from the fen-country and began to rule again, having lived there during fifty years upon an island which he had made by heaping up ashes and earth: for whenever any of the Egyptians visited him bringing food, according as it had been appointed to them severally to do without the knowledge of the Ethiopian, he bade them bring also some ashes for their gift. This island none was able to find before Amyrtaios; that is, for more than seven hundred years the kings who arose before Amyrtaios were not able to find it. Now the name of this island is Elbo, and its size is ten furlongs each way.


  After him there came to the throne the priest of Hephaistos, whose name was Sethos. This man, they said, neglected and held in no regard the warrior class of the Egyptians, considering that he would have no need of them; and besides other slights which he put upon them, he also took from them the yokes of corn-land which had been given to them as a special gift in the reigns of the former kings, twelve yokes to each man. After this, Sanacharib king of the Arabians and of the Assyrians marched a great host against Egypt. Then the warriors of the Egyptians refused to come to the rescue, and the priest, being driven into a strait, entered into the sanctuary of the temple and bewailed to the image of the god the danger which was impending over him; and as he was thus lamenting, sleep came upon him, and it seemed to him in his vision that the god came and stood by him and encouraged him, saying that he should suffer no evil if he went forth to meet the army of the Arabians; for he would himself send him helpers. Trusting in these things seen in sleep, he took with him, they said, those of the Egyptians who were willing to follow him, and encamped in Pelusion, for by this way the invasion came: and not one of the warrior class followed him, but shop-keepers and artisans and men of the market. Then after they came, there swarmed by the night upon their enemies mice of the fields, and ate up their quivers and their bows, and moreover the handles of their shields, so that on the next day they fled, and being without defense of arms great numbers fell. And at the present time this king stands in the temple of Hephaistos in stone, holding upon his hand a mouse, and by letters inscribed he says these words: “Let him who looks upon me learn to fear the gods.”


  So far in the story the Egyptians and the priests were they who made the report, declaring that from the first king down to this priest of Hephaistos who reigned last, there had been three hundred and forty-one generations of men, and that in them there had been the same number of chief-priests and of kings: but three hundred generations of men are equal to ten thousand years, for a hundred years is three generations of men; and in the one-and-forty generations which remain, those I mean which were added to the three hundred, there are one thousand three hundred and forty years. Thus in the period of eleven thousand three hundred and forty years they said that there had arisen no god in human form; nor even before that time or afterwards among the remaining kings who arose in Egypt, did they report that anything of that kind had come to pass. In this time they said that the sun had moved four times from his accustomed place of rising, and where he now sets he had thence twice had his rising, and in the place from whence he now rises he had twice had his setting; and in the meantime nothing in Egypt had been changed from its usual state, neither that which comes from the earth nor that which comes to them from the river nor that which concerns diseases or deaths. And formerly when Hecataios the historian was in Thebes, and had traced his descent and connected his family with a god in the sixteenth generation before, the priests of Zeus did for him much the same as they did for me (though I had not traced my descent). They led me into the sanctuary of the temple, which is of great size, and they counted up the number, showing colossal wooden statues in number the same as they said; for each chief-priest there sets up in his lifetime an image of himself: accordingly the priests, counting and showing me these, declared to me that each one of them was a son succeeding his own father, and they went up through the series of images from the image of the one who had died last, until they had declared this of the whole number. And when Hecataios had traced his descent and connected his family with a god in the sixteenth generation, they traced a descent in opposition to his, besides their numbering, not accepting it from him that a man had been born from a god; and they traced their counter-descent thus, saying that each one of the statues had been piromis son of piromis, until they had declared this of the whole three hundred and forty-five statues, each one being surnamed piromis; and neither with a god nor a hero did they connect their descent. Now piromis means in the tongue of Hellas “honourable and good man.” From their declaration then it followed, that they of whom the images were had been of form like this, and far removed from being gods: but in the time before these men they said that gods were the rulers in Egypt, not mingling with men, and that of these always one had power at a time; and the last of them who was king over Egypt was Oros the son of Osiris, whom the Hellenes call Apollo: he was king over Egypt last, having deposed Typhon. Now Osiris in the tongue of Hellas is Dionysos.


  Among the Hellenes Heracles, and Dionysos and Pan are accounted the latest-born of the gods; but with the Egyptians Pan is a very ancient god, and he is one of those which are called the eight gods, while Heracles is of the second rank, who are called the twelve gods, and Dionysos is of the third rank, namely of those who were born of the twelve gods. Now as to Heracles I have shown already how many years old he is according to the Egyptians themselves, reckoning down to the reign of Amasis, and Pan is said to have existed for yet more years than these, and Dionysos for the smallest number of years as compared with the others; and even for this last they reckon down to the reign of Amasis fifteen thousand years. This the Egyptians say that they know for a certainty, since they always kept a reckoning and wrote down the years as they came. Now the Dionysos who is said to have been born of Semele the daughter of Cadmos, was born about sixteen hundred years before my time, and Heracles who was the son of Alcmene, about nine hundred years, and that Pan who was born of Penelope, for of her and of Hermes Pan is said by the Hellenes to have been born, came into being later than the wars of Troy, about eight hundred years before my time. Of these two accounts every man may adopt that one which he shall find the more credible when he hears it. I however, for my part, have already declared my opinion about them. For if these also, like Heracles the son of Amphitryon, had appeared before all men’s eyes and had lived their lives to old age in Hellas, I mean Dionysos the son of Semele and Pan the son of Penelope, then one would have said that these also had been born mere men, having the names of those gods who had come into being long before: but as it is, with regard to Dionysos, the Hellenes say that as soon as he was born Zeus sewed him up in his thigh and carried him to Nysa, which is above Egypt in the land of Ethiopia; and as to Pan, they cannot say whither he went after he was born. Hence it has become clear to me that the Hellenes learnt the names of these gods later than those of the other gods, and trace their descent as if their birth occurred at the time when they first learnt their names.


  


  January 27. Dante and Beatrice in Paradise


  Volume 20, pp. 267-279


  The Divine Comedy, Dante


  Dante fell madly in love with Beatrice at first sight; but it is doubted if he ever spoke to her in this world. He tells of his happy meeting with Beatrice in Paradise. (Dante victim of political persecution in Florence, Jan. 27, 1302.)


  Canto XXX


  Argument.—Beatrice descends from Heaven, and rebukes the Poet.


  Soon as that polar light,(105) fair ornament


  Of the first Heaven, which hath never known


  Setting nor rising, nor the shadowy veil


  Of other cloud than sin, to duty there


  Each one convoying, as that lower doth


  The steersman to his port, stood firmly fix’d;


  Forthwith the saintly tribe, who in the van


  Between the Gryphon and its radiance came,


  Did turn them to the car, as to their rest:


  And one, as if commission’d from above,


  In holy chant thrice shouted forth aloud;


  “Come,(106) spouse! from Libanus:” and all the rest


  Took up the song.—At the last audit, so


  The blest shall rise, from forth his cavern each


  Uplifting lightly his new-vested flesh;


  As, on the sacred litter, at the voice


  Authoritative of that elder, sprang


  A hundred ministers and messengers


  Of life eternal. “Blessed(107) thou, who comest!”


  And, “Oh!” they cried, “from full hands scatter ye


  Unwithering lilies”: and, so saying, cast


  Flowers overhead and round them on all sides.


  I have beheld, ere now, at break of day,


  The eastern clime all roseate; and the sky


  Opposed, one deep and beautiful serene;


  And the sun’s face so shaded, and with mists


  Attemper’d, at his rising, that the eye


  Long while endured the sight: thus, in a cloud


  Of flowers, that from those hands angelic rose,


  And down within and outside of the car


  Fell showering, in white veil with olive wreathed,


  A virgin in my view appear’d, beneath


  Green mantle, robed in hue of living flame:


  And o’er my spirit, that so long a time


  Had from her presence felt no shuddering dread,


  Albeit mine eyes discern’d her not, there moved


  A hidden virtue from her, at whose touch


  The power of ancient love was strong within me.


  No sooner on my vision streaming, smote


  The heavenly influence, which, years past, and e’en


  In childhood, thrill’d me, than towards Virgil I


  Turn’d me to leftward; panting, like a babe,


  That flees for refuge to his mother’s breast,


  If aught have terrified or work’d him woe:


  And would have cried, “There is no dram of blood,


  That doth not quiver in me. The old flame


  Throws out clear tokens of reviving fire.”


  But Virgil had bereaved us of himself;


  Virgil, my best-loved father, Virgil, he


  To whom I gave me up for safety: nor


  All, our prime mother lost, avail’d to save


  My undew’d cheeks from blur of soiling tears.


  “Dante! weep not that Virgil leaves thee; nay,


  Weep thou not yet: behoves thee feel the edge


  Of other sword; and thou shalt weep for that.”


  As to the prow or stern, some admiral


  Paces the deck, inspiriting his crew,


  When ’mid the sail-yards all hands ply aloof;


  Thus, on the left side of the car, I saw


  (Turning me at the sound of mine own name,


  Which here I am compell’d to register)


  The virgin station’d, who before appear’d


  Veil’d in that festive shower angelical.


  Towards me, across the stream, she bent her eyes;


  Though from her brow the veil descending, bound


  With foliage of Minerva, suffer’d not


  That I beheld her clearly: then with act


  Full royal, still insulting o’er her thrall,


  Added, as one who, speaking, keepeth back


  The bitterest saying, to conclude the speech:


  “Observe me well. I am, in sooth, I am


  Beatrice. What! and hast thou deign’d at last


  Approach the mountain? Knewest not, O man!


  Thy happiness is here?” Down fell mine eyes


  On the clear fount; but there, myself espying,


  Recoil’d, and sought the greensward; such a weight


  Of shame was on my forehead. With a mien


  Of that stern majesty, which doth surround


  A mother’s presence to her awe-struck child,


  She look’d; a flavor of such bitterness


  Was mingled in her pity. There her words


  Brake off; and suddenly the angels sang,


  “In thee, O gracious Lord! my hope hath been”:


  But(108) went no further than, “Thou, Lord! hast set


  My feet in ample room” As snow, that lies,


  Amidst the living rafters on the back


  Of Italy, congeal’d, when drifted high


  And closely piled by rough Sclavonian blasts;


  Breathe but the land whereon no shadow falls,


  And straightway melting it distills away,


  Like a fire-wasted taper: thus was I,


  Without a sigh or tear, or ever these


  Did sing, that, with the chiming of Heaven’s sphere,


  Still in their warbling chime: but when the strain


  Of dulcet symphony express’d for me


  Their soft compassion, more than could the words,


  “Virgin! why so consumest him?” then, the ice


  Congeal’d about my bosom, turn’d itself


  To spirit and water; and with anguish forth


  Gush’d, through the lips and eyelids, from the heart.


  Upon the chariot’s same edge still she stood,


  Immovable; and thus address’d her words


  To those bright semblances with pity touch’d:


  “Ye in the eternal day your vigils keep;


  So that nor night nor slumber, with close stealth,


  Conveys from you a single step, in all


  The goings on of time: thence, with more heed


  I shape mine answer, for his ear intended,


  Who there stands weeping; that the sorrow now


  May equal the transgression. Not alone


  Through operation of the mighty orbs,


  That mark each seed to some predestined aim,


  As with aspect or fortunate or ill


  The constellations meet; but through benign


  Largess of heavenly graces, which rain down


  From such a height as mocks our vision, this man


  Was, in the freshness of his being, such,


  So gifted virtually, that in him


  All better habits wondrously had thrived


  The more of kindly strength is in the soil,


  So much doth evil seed and lack of culture


  Mar it the more, and make it run to wildness.


  These looks sometime upheld him; for I show’d


  My youthful eyes, and led him by their light


  In upright walking. Soon as I had reach’d


  Tee threshold of my second age, and changed


  My mortal for immortal; then he left me,


  And gave himself to others. When from flesh


  To spirit I had risen, and increase


  Of beauty and of virtue circled me,


  I was less dear to him, and valued less.


  His steps were turn’d into deceitful ways,


  Following false images of good, that make


  No promise perfect. Nor avail’d me aught


  To sue for inspirations, with the which,


  I, both in dreams of night, and otherwise,


  Did call him back; of them, so little reck’d him.


  Such depth he fell, that all device was short


  Of his preserving, save that he should view


  The children of perdition. To this end


  I visited the purlieus of the dead:


  And one, who hath conducted him thus high,


  Received my supplications urged with weeping.


  It were a breaking of God’s high decree,


  If Lethe should be pass’d, and such food(109) tasted,


  Without the cost of some repentant tear.”


  


  Canto XXXI


  Argument.—Beatrice continues her reprehension of Dante, who confesses his error, and falls to the ground; coming to himself again, he is by Matilda drawn through the waters of Lethe, and presented first to the four virgins who figure the cardinal virtues; these in their turn lead him to the Gryphon, a symbol of our Saviour; and the three virgins, representing the evangelical virtues, intercede for him with Beatrice, that she would display to him her second beauty.


  “O thou!” her words she thus without delay


  Resuming, turn’d their point on me, to whom


  They, with but lateral edge(110), seem’d harsh before:


  “Say thou, who stand’st beyond the holy stream,


  If this be true. A charge, so grievous, needs


  Thine own avowal.” On my faculty


  Such strange amazement hung, the voice expired


  Imperfect, ere its organs gave it birth.


  A little space refraining, then she spake:


  “What dost thou muse on? Answer me. The wave


  On thy remembrances of evil yet


  Hath done no injury.” A mingled sense


  Of fear and of confusion, from my lips


  Did such a “Yea” produce, as needed help


  Of vision to interpret. As when breaks,


  In act to be discharged, a cross-bow bent


  Beyond its pitch, both nerve and bow o’erstretch’d;


  The flagging weapon feebly hits the mark:


  Thus, tears and sighs forth gushing, did I burst,


  Beneath the heavy load: and thus my voice


  Was slacken’d on its way. She straight began:


  “When my desire invited thee to love


  The good, which sets a bound to our aspirings;


  What bar of thwarting foss or linked chain


  Did meet thee, that thou so shouldst quit the hope


  Of further progress? or what bait of ease,


  Or promise of allurement, led thee on


  Elsewhere, that thou elsewhere shouldst rather wait?”


  A bitter sigh I drew, then scarce found voice


  To answer; hardly to these sounds my lips


  Gave utterance, wailing: “Thy fair looks withdrawn,


  Things present, with deceitful pleasures, turn’d


  My steps aside.” She answering spake: “Hadst thou


  Been silent, or denied what thou avow’st,


  Thou hadst not hid thy sin the more; such eye


  Observes it. But whene’er the sinner’s cheek


  Breaks forth into the precious-streaming tears


  Of self-accusing, in our court the wheel


  Of justice doth run counter to the edge.(111)


  Howe’er, that thou mayst profit by thy shame


  For errors past, and that henceforth more strength


  May arm thee, when thou hear’st the Syren-voice;


  Lay thou aside the motive to this grief,


  And lend attentive ear, while I unfold


  How opposite a way my buried flesh


  Should have impell’d thee. Never didst thou spy,


  In art or nature, aught so passing sweet,


  As were the limbs that in their beauteous frame


  Enclosed me, and are scatter’d now in dust.


  If sweetest thing thus fail’d thee with my death,


  What, afterward, of moral, should thy wish


  Have tempted? When thou first hadst felt the dart


  Of perishable things, in my departing


  For better realms, thy wing thou shouldst have pruned


  To follow me; and never stoop’d again,


  To ’bide a second blow, for a slight girl,(112)


  Or other gaud as transient and as vain.


  The new and inexperienced bird(113) awaits,


  Twice it may be, or thrice, the fowler’s aim;


  But in the sight of one whose plumes are full,


  In vain the net is spread, the arrow wing’d.”


  I stood, as children silent and ashamed


  Stand, listening, with their eyes upon the earth,


  Acknowledging their fault, and self-condemn’d.


  And she resumed: “If, but to hear, thus pains thee,


  Raise thou thy beard, and lo! what sight shall do.”


  With less reluctance yields a sturdy holm,


  Rent from its fibres by a blast, that blows


  From off the pole, or from Iarbas’ land,(114)


  Than I at her behest my visage raised:


  And thus the face denoting by the beard,


  I mark’d the secret sting her words convey’d.


  No sooner lifted I mine aspect up,


  Than I perceived those primal creatures cease


  Their flowery sprinkling; and mine eyes beheld


  (Yet unassured and wavering in their view)


  Beatrice; she, who toward the mystic shape,


  That joins two natures in one form, had turn’d:


  And, even under shadow of her veil,


  And parted by the verdant rill that flow’d


  Between, in loveliness she seem’d as much


  Her former self surpassing, as on earth


  All others she surpass’d. Remorseful goads


  Shot sudden through me. Each thing else, the more


  Its love had late beguiled me, now the more


  Was loathsome. On my heart so keenly smote


  The bitter consciousness, that on the ground


  O’erpower’d I fell: and what my state was then,


  She knows, who was the cause. When now my strength


  Flow’d back, returning outward from the heart,


  The lady,(115) whom alone I first had seen,


  I found above me. “Loose me not,” she cried:


  “Loose not thy hold:” and lo! had dragg’d me high


  As to my neck into the stream; while she,


  Still as she drew me after, swept along,


  Swift as a shuttle, bounding o’er the wave.


  The blessed shore approaching, then was heard


  So sweetly, “Tu asperges me,” that I


  May not remember, much less tell the sound.


  The beauteous dame, her arms expanding, clasp’d


  My temples, and immerged me where ’twas fit


  The wave should drench me: and, thence raising up,


  Within the fourfold dance of lovely nymphs


  Presented me so laved; and with their arm


  They each did cover me. “Here are we nymphs,


  And in the heaven are stars. Or ever earth


  Was visited of Beatrice, we,


  Appointed for her handmaids, tended on her.


  We to her eyes will lead thee: but the light


  Of gladness, that is in them, well to scan,


  Those yonder three, of deeper ken than ours,


  Thy sight shall quicken.” Thus began their song:


  And then they led me to the Gryphon’s breast,


  Where, turn’d toward us, Beatrice stood.


  “Spare not thy vision. We have station’d thee


  Before the emeralds, whence love, erewhile,


  Hath drawn his weapons on thee.” As they spake,


  A thousand fervent wishes riveted


  Mine eyes upon her beaming eyes, that stood,


  Still fix’d toward the Gryphon, motionless.


  As the sun strikes a mirror, even thus


  Within those orbs the twofold being shone;


  Forever varying, in one figure now


  Reflected, now in other. Reader! muse


  How wondrous in my sight it seem’d, to mark


  A thing, albeit steadfast in itself,


  Yet in its imaged semblance mutable.


  Full of amaze, and joyous, while my soul


  Fed on the viand, whereof still desire


  Grows with satiety; the other three,


  With gesture that declared a loftier line,


  Advanced: to their own carol, on they came


  Dancing, in festive ring angelical.


  “Turn, Beatrice!” was their song: “Oh! turn


  Thy saintly sight on this thy faithful one,


  Who, to behold thee, many a wearisome pace


  Hath measured. Gracious at our prayer, vouchsafe


  Unveiled to him thy cheeks; that he may mark


  Thy second beauty, now conceal’d.” O splendour!


  O sacred light eternal! who is he,


  So pale with musing in Pierian shades,


  Or with that fount so lavishly imbued,


  Whose spirit should not fail him in the essay


  To represent thee such as thou didst seem,


  When under cope of the still-chiming Heaven


  Thou gavest to open air thy charms reveal’d?


  


  Canto XXXII


  Argument.—Dante is warned not to gaze too fixedly on Beatrice. The procession moves on, accompanied by Matilda, Statius, and Dante, till they reach an exceeding lofty tree, where divers strange chances befall.


  Mine eyes with such an eager coveting


  Were bent to rid them of their ten years’ thirst,(116)


  Not other sense was waking: and e’en they


  Were fenced on either side from heed of aught;


  So tangled, in its custom’d toils, that smile


  Of saintly brightness drew me to itself:


  When forcibly, toward the left, my sight


  The sacred virgins turn’d; for from their lips


  I heard the warning sounds: “Too fix’d a gaze!”


  A while my vision labour’d; as when late


  Upon the o’erstrained eyes the sun hath smote:


  But soon, to lesser object, as the view


  Was now recover’d, (lesser in respect


  To that excess of sensible, whence late


  I had perforce been sunder’d), on their right


  I mark’d that glorious army wheel, and turn,


  Against the sun and sevenfold lights, their front.


  As when, their bucklers for protection raised,


  A well-ranged troop, with portly banners curl’d,


  Wheel circling, ere the whole can change their ground;


  E’en thus the goodly regiment of Heaven


  Proceeding, all did pass us, ere the car


  Had sloped his beam. Attendant at the wheels


  The damsels turn’d; and on the Gryphon moved


  The sacred burden, with a pace so smooth,


  No feather on him trembled. The fair dame,


  Who through the wave had drawn me, companied


  By Statius and myself, pursued the wheel,


  Whose orbit, rolling, mark’d a lesser arch.


  Through the high wood, now void, (the more her blame,


  Who by the serpent was beguiled), I pass’d,


  With step in cadence to the harmony


  Angelic. Onward had we moved, as far,


  Perchance, as arrow at three several flights


  Full wing’d had sped, when from her station down


  Descended Beatrice. With one voice


  All murmur’d “Adam”; circling next a plant


  Despoil’d of flowers and leaf, on every bough,


  Its tresses, spreading more as more they rose,


  Were such, as ’midst their forest wilds, for height,


  The Indians might have gazed at. “Blessed thou,


  Gryphon!(117) whose beak hath never pluck’d that tree


  Pleasant to taste: for hence the appetite


  Was warp’d to evil.” Round the stately trunk


  Thus shouted forth the rest, to whom return’d


  The animal twice-gender’d: “Yea! for so


  The generation of the just are saved.”


  And turning to the chariot-pole, to foot


  He drew it of the widow’d branch, and bound


  There, left unto the stock whereon it grew.


  As when large floods of radiance from above


  Stream, with that radiance mingled, which ascends


  Next after setting of the scaly sign,


  Our plants then burgeon, and each wears anew


  His wonted colours, ere the sun have yoked


  Beneath another star his flamy steeds;


  Thus putting forth a hue more faint than rose,


  And deeper than the violet, was renew’d


  The plant, erewhile in all its branches bare.


  Unearthly was the hymn, which then arose.


  I understood it not, nor to the end


  Endured the harmony. Had I the skill


  To pencil forth how closed the unpitying eyes


  Slumbering, when Syrinx warbled, (eyes that paid


  So dearly for their watching), then, like painter,


  That with a model paints, I might design


  The manner of my falling into sleep.


  But feign who will the slumber cunningly,


  I pass it by to when I waked; and tell,


  How suddenly a flash of splendour rent


  The curtain of my sleep, and one cries out,


  “Arise; what dost thou?” As the chosen three,


  On Tabor’s mount, admitted to behold


  The blossoming of that fair tree,(118) whose fruit


  Is coveted of Angels, and doth make


  Perpetual feast in Heaven; to themselves


  Returning, at the word whence deeper sleeps(119)


  Were broken, they their tribe diminish’d saw;


  Both Moses and Elias gone, and changed


  The stole their Master wore; thus to myself


  Returning, over me beheld I stand


  The piteous one,(120) who, cross the stream, had brought


  My steps. “And where,” all doubting, I exclaim’d,


  “Is Beatrice?”—“See her,” she replied,


  “Beneath the fresh leaf, seated on its root.


  Behold the associate choir that circles her.


  The others, with a melody more sweet


  And more profound, journeying to higher realms,


  Upon the Gryphon tend.” If there her words


  Were closed, I know not; but mine eyes had now


  Ta’en view of her, by whom all other thoughts


  Were barr’d admittance. On the very ground


  Alone she sat, as she had there been left


  A guard upon the wain, which I beheld


  Bound to the twyform beast. The seven nymphs


  Did make themselves a cloister round about her;


  And, in their hands, upheld those lights(121) secure


  From blast septentrion and the gusty south.


  “A little while thou shalt be forester here;


  And citizen shalt be, forever with me,


  Of that true Rome,(122) wherein Christ dwells a Roman,


  To profit the misguided world, keep now


  Thine eyes upon the car; and what thou seest,


  Take heed thou write, returning to that place.”(123)


  Thus Beatrice: at whose feet inclined


  Devout, at her behest, my thought and eyes


  I, as she bade, directed. Never fire,


  With so swift motion, forth a stormy cloud


  Leap’d downward from the welkin’s farthest bound,


  As I beheld the bird of Jove,(124) descend


  Down through the tree; and, as he rush’d, the rind


  Disparting crush beneath him; buds much more,


  And leaflets. On the car, with all his might


  He struck; whence, staggering, like a ship it reel’d,


  At random driven, to starboard now, o’ercome,


  And now to larboard, by the vaulting waves.


  Next, springing up into the chariot’s womb,


  A fox(125) I saw, with hunger seeming pined


  Of all good food. But, for his ugly sins


  The saintly maid rebuking him, away


  Scampering he turn’d, fast as his hide-bound corpse


  Would bear him. Next, from whence before he came,


  I saw the eagle dart into the hull


  O’ the car, and leave it with his feathers lined:(126)


  And then a voice, like that which issues forth


  From heart with sorrow rived, did issue forth


  From Heaven, and “O poor bark of mine!” it cried,


  “How badly art thou freighted.” Then it seem’d


  That the earth open’d, between either wheel;


  And I beheld a dragon(127) issue thence,


  That through the chariot fix’d his forked train;


  And like a wasp, that draggeth back the sting,


  So drawing forth his baleful train, he dragg’d


  Part of the bottom forth; and went his way,


  Exulting. What remain’d, as lively turf


  With green herb, so did clothe itself with plumes,(128)


  Which haply had, with purpose chaste and kind,


  Been offer’d; and therewith were clothed the wheels,


  Both one and other, and the beam, so quickly,


  A sigh were not breathed sooner. Thus transform’d,


  The holy structure, through its several parts,


  Did put forth heads;(129) three on the beam, and one


  On every side: the first like oxen horn’d;


  But with a single horn upon their front,


  The four. Like monster, sight hath never seen.


  O’er it(130) methought there sat, secure as rock


  On mountain’s lofty top, a shameless whore,


  Whose ken roved loosely round her. At her side,


  As ’t were that none might bear her off, I saw


  A giant stand; and ever and anon


  They mingled kisses. But, her lustful eyes


  Chancing on me to wander, that fell minion


  Scourged her from head to foot all o’er; then full


  Of jealousy, and fierce with rage, unloosed


  The monster, and dragg’d on,(131) so far across


  The forest, that from me its shades alone


  Shielded the harlot and the new-form’d brute.


  


  January 28. Man’s Wings


  Volume 7, pp. 242-249


  Read from Thomas à Kempis


  A pure heart, says Thomas à Kempis, comprehends the very depths of Heaven and Hell. And it is by the wings of simplicity and purity that man is lifted above all earthly things.


  Chapter IV


  Of a Pure Mind and Simple Intention


  BY two wings is man lifted above earthly things, even by simplicity and purity. Simplicity ought to be in the intention, purity in the affection. Simplicity reacheth towards God, purity apprehendeth Him and tasteth Him. No good action will be distasteful to thee if thou be free within from inordinate affection. If thou reachest after and seekest, nothing but the will of God and the benefit of thy neighbour, thou wilt entirely enjoy inward liberty. If thine heart were right, then should every creature be a mirror of life and a book of holy doctrine. There is no creature so small and vile but that it showeth us the goodness of God.


  2. If thou wert good and pure within, then wouldst thou look upon all things without hurt and understand them aright. A pure heart seeth the very depths of heaven and hell. Such as each one is inwardly, so judgeth he outwardly. If there is any joy in the world surely the man of pure heart possesseth it, and if there is anywhere tribulation and anguish, the evil conscience knoweth it best. As iron cast into the fire loseth rust and is made altogether glowing, so the man who turneth himself altogether unto God is freed from slothfulness and changed into a new man.


  3. When a man beginneth to grow lukewarm, then he feareth a little labour, and willingly accepteth outward consolation; but when he beginneth perfectly to conquer himself and to walk manfully in the way of God, then he counteth as nothing those things which aforetime seemed to be so grievous unto him.


  Chapter V


  Of Self-Esteem


  WE cannot place too little confidence in ourselves, because grace and understanding are often lacking to us. Little light is there within us, and what we have we quickly lose by negligence. Oftentimes we perceive not how great is our inward blindness. We often do ill and excuse it worse. Sometimes we are moved by passion and count it zeal; we blame little faults in others and pass over great faults in ourselves. Quickly enough we feel and reckon up what we bear at the hands of others, but we reflect not how much others are bearing from us. He who would weigh well and rightly his own doings would not be the man to judge severely of another.


  2. The spiritually-minded man putteth care of himself before all cares; and he who diligently attendeth to himself easily keepeth silence concerning others. Thou wilt never be spiritually minded and godly unless thou art silent concerning other men’s matters and take full heed to thyself. If thou think wholly upon thyself and upon God, what thou seest out of doors shall move thee little. Where art thou when thou art not present to thyself? and when thou hast overrun all things, what hath it profited thee, thyself being neglected? If thou wouldst have peace and true unity, thou must put aside all other things, and gaze only upon thyself.


  3. Then thou shalt make great progress if thou keep thyself free from all temporal care. Thou shalt lamentably fall away if thou set a value upon any worldly thing. Let nothing be great, nothing high, nothing pleasing, nothing acceptable unto thee, save God Himself or the things of God. Reckon as altogether vain whatsoever consolation comes to thee from a creature. The soul that loveth God looketh not to anything that is beneath God. God alone is eternal and incomprehensible, filling all things, the solace of the soul, and the true joy of the heart.


  Chapter VI


  Of the Joy of a Good Conscience


  THE TESTIMONY of a good conscience is the glory of a good man. Have a good conscience and thou shalt ever have joy. A good conscience is able to bear exceeding much, and is exceeding joyful in the midst of adversities; an evil conscience is ever fearful and unquiet. Thou shalt rest sweetly if thy heart condemn thee not. Never rejoice unless when thou hast done well. The wicked have never true joy, nor feel internal peace, for there is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked. [1] And if they say “we are in peace, there shall no harm happen unto us, and who shall dare to do us hurt?” believe them not, for suddenly shall the wrath of God rise up against them, and their deeds shall be brought to nought, and their thoughts shall perish.


  [1. Isaiah lvii. 21.]


  2. To glory in tribulation is not grievous to him who loveth; for such glorying is glorying in the Cross of Christ. Brief is the glory which is given and received of men. Sadness always goeth hand in hand with the glory of the world. The glory of the good is in their conscience, and not in the report of men. The joy of the upright is from God and in God, and their joy is in the truth. He who desireth true and eternal glory careth not for that which is temporal; and he who seeketh temporal glory, or who despiseth it from his heart, is proved to bear little love for that which is heavenly. He who careth for neither praises nor reproaches hath great tranquillity of heart.


  3. He will easily be contented and filled with peace, whose conscience is pure. Thou art none the holier if thou art praised, nor the viler if thou art reproached. Thou art what thou art; and thou canst not be better than God pronounceth thee to be. If thou considerest well that thou art inwardly, thou wilt not care what men will say to thee. Man looketh on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh on the heart: [2] man looketh on the deed, but God considereth the intent. It is the token of a humble spirit always to do well, and to set little by oneself. Not to look for consolation from any created thing is a sign of great purity and inward faithfulness.


  [2. 1 Samuel xvi. 7.]


  4. He that seeketh no outward witness on his own behalf, showeth plainly that he hath committed himself wholly to God. For not he that commendeth himself is approved, as St. Paul saith, but whom the Lord commendeth. [3] To walk inwardly with God, and not to be held by any outer affections, is the state of a spiritual man.


  [3. 2 Corinthians x. 18.]


  Chapter VII


  Of loving Jesus above all Things


  BLESSED is he who understandeth what it is to love Jesus, and to despise himself for Jesus’ sake. He must give up all that he loveth for his Beloved, for Jesus will be loved alone above all things. The love of created things is deceiving and unstable, but the love of Jesus is faithful and lasting. He who cleaveth to created things will fall with their slipperiness; but he who embraceth Jesus will stand upright for ever. Love Him and hold Him for thy friend, for He will not forsake thee when all depart from thee, nor will he suffer thee to perish at the last. Thou must one day be separated from all, whether thou wilt or wilt not.


  2. Cleave thou to Jesus in life and death, and commit thyself unto His faithfulness, who, when all men fail thee, is alone able to help thee. Thy Beloved is such, by nature, that He will suffer no rival, but alone will possess thy heart, and as a king will sit upon His own throne. If thou wouldst learn to put away from thee every created thing, Jesus would freely take up His abode with thee. Thou wilt find all trust little better than lost which thou hast placed in men, and not in Jesus. Trust not nor lean upon a reed shaken with the wind, because all flesh is grass, and the goodliness thereof falleth as the flower of the field. [1]


  [1. Isaiah xl. 6.]


  3. Thou wilt be quickly deceived if thou lookest only upon the outward appearance of men, for if thou seekest thy comfort and profit in others, thou shalt too often experience loss. If thou seekest Jesus in all things thou shalt verily find Jesus, but if thou seekest thyself thou shalt also find thyself, but to thine own hurt. For if a man seeketh not Jesus he is more hurtful to himself than all the world and all his adversaries.


  Chapter VIII


  Of the Intimate Love of Jesus


  WHEN Jesus is present all is well and nothing seemeth hard, but when Jesus is not present everything is hard. When Jesus speaketh not within, our comfort is nothing worth, but if Jesus speaketh but a single word great is the comfort we experience. Did not Mary Magdalene rise up quickly from the place where she wept when Martha said to her, The Master is come and calleth for thee? [1] Happy hour when Jesus calleth thee from tears to the joy of the spirit! How dry and hard art thou without Jesus! How senseless and vain if thou desirest aught beyond Jesus! Is not this greater loss than if thou shouldst lose the whole world?


  [1. John xi. 28.]


  2. What can the world profit thee without Jesus? To be without Jesus is the nethermost hell, and to be with Jesus is sweet Paradise. If Jesus were with thee no enemy could hurt thee. He who findeth Jesus findeth a good treasure, yea, good above all good; and he who loseth Jesus loseth exceeding much, yea, more than the whole world. Most poor is he who liveth without Jesus, and most rich is he who is much with Jesus.


  3. It is great skill to know how to live with Jesus, and to know how to hold Jesus is great wisdom. Be thou humble and peaceable and Jesus shall be with thee. Be godly and quiet, and Jesus will remain with thee. Thou canst quickly drive away Jesus and lose His favour if thou wilt turn away to the outer things. And if thou hast put Him to flight and lost Him, to whom wilt thou flee, and whom then wilt thou seek for a friend? Without a friend thou canst not live long, and if Jesus be not thy friend above all thou shalt be very sad and desolate. Madly therefore doest thou if thou trusteth or findest joy in any other. It is preferable to have the whole world against thee, than Jesus offended with thee. Therefore of all that are dear to thee, let Jesus be specially loved.


  4. Let all be loved for Jesus’ sake, but Jesus for His own. Jesus Christ alone is to be specially loved, for He alone is found good and faithful above all friends. For His sake and in Him let both enemies and friends be dear to thee, and pray for them all that they may all know and love Him. Never desire to be specially praised or loved, because this belongeth to God alone, who hath none like unto Himself. Nor wish thou that any one set his heart on thee, nor do thou give thyself up to the love of any, but let Jesus be in thee and in every good man.


  5. Be pure and free within thyself, and be not entangled by any created thing. Thou oughtest to bring a bare and clean heart to God, if thou desirest to be ready to see how gracious the Lord is. And in truth, unless thou be prevented and drawn on by His grace, thou wilt not attain to this, that having cast out and dismissed all else, thou alone art united to God. For when the grace of God cometh to a man, then he becometh able to do all things, and when it departeth then he will be poor and weak and given up unto troubles. In these thou art not to be cast down nor to despair, but to rest with calm mind on the will of God, and to bear all things which come upon thee unto the praise of Jesus Christ; for after winter cometh summer, after night returneth day, after the tempest a great calm.


  Chapter IX


  Of the Lack of all Comfort


  IT is no hard thing to despise human comfort when divine is present. It is a great thing, yea very great, to be able to bear the loss both of human and divine comfort; and for the love of God willingly to bear exile of heart, and in nought to seek oneself, nor to look to one’s own merit. What great matter is it, if thou be cheerful of heart and devout when favour cometh to thee? That is an hour wherein all rejoice. Pleasantly enough doth he ride whom the grace of God carrieth. And what marvel, if he feeleth no burden who is carried by the Almighty, and is led onwards by the Guide from on high?


  2. We are willing to accept anything for comfort, and it is difficult for a man to be freed from himself. The holy martyr Laurence overcame the love of the world and even of his priestly master, because he despised everything in the world which seemed to be pleasant; and for the love of Christ he calmly suffered even God’s chief priest, Sixtus, whom he dearly loved, to be taken from him. Thus by the love of the Creator he overcame the love of man, and instead of human comfort he chose rather God’s good pleasure. So also learn thou to resign any near and beloved friend for the love of God. Nor take it amiss when thou hast been deserted by a friend, knowing that we must all be parted from one another at last.


  3. Mightily and long must a man strive within himself before he learn altogether to overcome himself, and to draw his whole affection towards God. When a man resteth upon himself, he easily slippeth away unto human comforts. But a true lover of Christ, and a diligent seeker after virtue, falleth not back upon those comforts, nor seeketh such sweetnesses as may be tasted and handled, but desireth rather hard exercises, and to undertake severe labours for Christ.


  4. When, therefore, spiritual comfort is given by God, receive it with giving of thanks, and know that it is the gift of God, not thy desert. Be not lifted up, rejoice not overmuch nor foolishly presume, but rather be more humble for the gift, more wary and more careful in all thy doings; for that hour will pass away, and temptation will follow. When comfort is taken from thee, do not straightway despair, but wait for the heavenly visitation with humility and patience, for God is able to give thee back greater favour and consolation. This is not new nor strange to those who have made trial of the way of God, for with the great saints and the ancient prophets there was often this manner of change.


  5. Wherefore one said when the favour of God was present with him, I said in my prosperity I shall never be moved, [1] but he goeth on to say what he felt within himself when the favour departed: Thou didst turn Thy face from me, and I was troubled. In spite whereof he in no wise despaireth, but the more instantly entreateth God, and saith, Unto Thee, O Lord, will I cry, and will pray unto my God; and then he receiveth the fruit of his prayer, and testifieth how he hath been heard, saying, The Lord heard me and had mercy upon me, the Lord was my helper. But wherein? Thou hast turned my heaviness into joy, Thou hast put off my sackcloth and girded me with gladness. If it was thus with the great saints, we who are poor and needy ought not to despair if we are sometimes in the warmth and sometimes in the cold, for the Spirit cometh and goeth according to the good pleasure of His will. Wherefore holy Job saith, Thou dost visit him in the morning, and suddenly Thou dost prove him. [2]


  [1. Psalm xxx. 6.]


  [2. Job vii. 18.]


  6. Whereupon then can I hope, or wherein may I trust, save only in the great mercy of God, and the hope of heavenly grace? For whether good men are with me, godly brethren or faithful friends, whether holy books or beautiful discourses, whether sweet hymns and songs, all these help but little, and have but little savour when I am deserted by God’s favour and left to mine own poverty. There is no better remedy, then, than patience and denial of self, and an abiding in the will of God.


  7. I have never found any man so religious and godly, but that he felt sometimes a withdrawal of the divine favour, and lack of fervour. No saint was ever so filled with rapture, so enlightened, but that sooner or later he was tempted. For he is not worthy of the great vision of God, who, for God’s sake, hath not been exercised by some temptation. For temptation is wont to go before as a sign of the comfort which shall follow, and heavenly comfort is promised to those who are proved by temptation. As it is written, To him that overcometh I will give to eat of the tree of life. [3]


  [3. Revelation ii. 7.]


  8. Divine comfort is given that a man may be stronger to bear adversities. And temptation followeth, lest he be lifted up because of the benefit. The devil sleepeth not; thy flesh is not yet dead; therefore, cease thou not to make thyself ready unto the battle, for enemies stand on thy right hand and on thy left, and they are never at rest.


  


  January 29. Visits the Land of Fire


  Volume 29, 209-221


  Voyage of the Beagle, Darwin


  South of Patagonia is Tierra del Fuego—“The Land of Fire.” The natives of that primitive country are today almost extinct. Darwin made a careful and vitally interesting study of that land and its ill-fated inhabitants. (Darwin married Emma Wedgewood, Jan. 29, 1839.)


  Chapter X


  Tierra del Fuego, first arrival—Good Success Bay—An Account of the Fuegians on board—Interview with the Savages—Scenery of the Forests—Cape Horn—Wigwam Cove—Miserable Condition of the Savages—Famines—Cannibals—Matricide—Religious Feelings—Great Gale—Beagle Channel—Ponsonby Sound—Build Wigwams and settle the Fuegians—Bifurcation of the Beagle Channel—Glaciers—Return to the Ship—Second Visit in the Ship to the Settlement—Equality of Condition amongst the Natives


  December 17th, 1832.—Having now finished with Patagonia and the Falkland Islands, I will describe our first arrival in Tierra del Fuego. A little after noon we doubled Cape St. Diego, and entered the famous strait of Le Maire. We kept close to the Fuegian shore, but the outline of the rugged, inhospitable Statenland was visible amidst the clouds. In the afternoon we anchored in the Bay of Good Success. While entering we were saluted in a manner becoming the inhabitants of this savage land. A group of Fuegians partly concealed by the entangled forest, were perched on a wild point overhanging the sea; and as we passed by, they sprang up and waving their tattered cloaks sent forth a loud and sonorous shout. The savages followed the ship, and just before dark we saw their fire, and again heard their wild cry. The harbour consists of a fine piece of water half surrounded by low rounded mountains of clay-slate, which are covered to the water’s edge by one dense gloomy forest. A single glance at the landscape was sufficient to show me how widely different it was from anything I had ever beheld. At night it blew a gale of wind, and heavy squalls from the mountains swept past us. It would have been a bad time out at sea, and we, as well as others, may call this Good Success Bay.


  In the morning the Captain sent a party to communicate with the Fuegians. When we came within hail, one of the four natives who were present advanced to receive us, and began to shout most vehemently, wishing to direct us where to land. When we were on shore the party looked rather alarmed, but continued talking and making gestures with great rapidity. It was without exception the most curious and interesting spectacle I ever beheld: I could not have believed how wide was the difference between savage and civilized man: it is greater than between a wild and domesticated animal, inasmuch as in man there is a greater power of improvement. The chief spokesman was old, and appeared to be the head of the family; the three others were powerful young men, about six feet high. The women and children had been sent away. These Fuegians are a very different race from the stunted, miserable wretches farther westward; and they seem closely allied to the famous Patagonians of the Strait of Magellan. Their only garment consists of a mantle made of guanaco skin, with the wool outside: this they wear just thrown over their shoulders, leaving their persons as often exposed as covered. Their skin is of a dirty coppery-red colour.


  The old man had a fillet of white feathers tied round his head, which partly confined his black, coarse, and entangled hair. His face was crossed by two broad transverse bars; one, painted bright red, reached from ear to ear and included the upper lip; the other, white like chalk, extended above and parallel to the first, so that even his eyelids were thus coloured. The other two men were ornamented by streaks of black powder, made of charcoal. The party altogether closely resembled the devils which come on the stage in plays like Der Freischutz.


  Their very attitudes were abject, and the expression of their countenances distrustful, surprised, and startled. After we had presented them with some scarlet cloth, which they immediately tied round their necks, they became good friends. This was shown by the old man patting our breasts, and making a chuckling kind of noise, as people do when feeding chickens. I walked with the old man, and this demonstration of friendship was repeated several times; it was concluded by three hard slaps, which were given me on the breast and back at the same time. He then bared his bosom for me to return the compliment, which being done, he seemed highly pleased. The language of these people, according to our notions, scarcely deserves to be called articulate. Captain Cook has compared it to a man clearing his throat, but certainly no European ever cleared his throat with so many hoarse, guttural, and clicking sounds.


  They are excellent mimics: as often as we coughed or yawned, or made any odd motion, they immediately imitated us. Some of our party began to squint and look awry; but one of the young Fuegians (whose whole face was painted black, excepting a white band across his eyes) succeeded in making far more hideous grimaces. They could repeat with perfect correctness each word in any sentence we addressed them, and they remembered such words for some time. Yet we Europeans all know how difficult it is to distinguish apart the sounds in a foreign language. Which of us, for instance, could follow an American Indian through a sentence of more than three words? All savages appear to possess, to an uncommon degree, this power of mimicry. I was told, almost in the same words, of the same ludicrous habit among the Caffres; the Australians, likewise, have long been notorious for being able to imitate and describe the gait of any man, so that he may be recognized. How can this faculty be explained? is it a consequence of the more practised habits of perception and keener senses, common to all men in a savage state, as compared with those long civilized?


  When a song was struck up by our party, I thought the Fuegians would have fallen down with astonishment. With equal surprise they viewed our dancing; but one of the young men, when asked, had no objection to a little waltzing. Little accustomed to Europeans as they appeared to be, yet they knew and dreaded our fire-arms; nothing would tempt them to take a gun in their hands. They begged for knives, calling them by the Spanish word “cuchilla.” They explained also what they wanted, by acting as if they had a piece of blubber in their mouth, and then pretending to cut instead of tear it.


  I have not as yet noticed the Fuegians whom we had on board. During the former voyage of the Adventure and Beagle in 1826 to 1830, Captain Fitz Roy seized on a party of natives, as hostages for the loss of a boat, which had been stolen, to the great jeopardy of a party employed on the survey; and some of these natives, as well as a child whom he bought for a pearl-button, he took with him to England, determining to educate them and instruct them in religion at his own expense. To settle these natives in their own country, was one chief inducement to Captain Fitz Roy to undertake our present voyage; and before the Admiralty had resolved to send out this expedition, Captain Fitz Roy had generously chartered a vessel, and would himself have taken them back. The natives were accompanied by a missionary, R. Matthews; of whom and of the natives, Captain Fitz Roy had published a full and excellent account. Two men, one of whom died in England of the small-pox, a boy and a little girl, were originally taken; and we had now on board, York Minster, Jemmy Button (whose name expresses his purchase-money), and Fuegia Basket. York Minster was a full-grown, short, thick, powerful man: his disposition was reserved, taciturn, morose, and when excited violently passionate; his affections were very strong towards a few friends on board; his intellect good. Jemmy Button was a universal favourite, but likewise passionate; the expression of his face at once showed his nice disposition. He was merry and often laughed, and was remarkably sympathetic with any one in pain: when the water was rough, I was often a little sea-sick, and he used to come to me and say in a plaintive voice, “Poor, poor fellow!” but the notion, after his aquatic life, of a man being sea-sick, was too ludicrous, and he was generally obliged to turn on one side to hide a smile or laugh, and then he would repeat his “Poor, poor fellow!” He was of a patriotic disposition; and he liked to praise his own tribe and country, in which he truly said there were “plenty of trees,” and he abused all the other tribes: he stoutly declared that there was no Devil in his land. Jemmy was short, thick, and fat, but vain of his personal appearance; he used always to wear gloves, his hair was neatly cut, and he was distressed if his well-polished shoes were dirtied. He was fond of admiring himself in a looking glass; and a merry-faced little Indian boy from the Rio Negro, whom we had for some months on board, soon perceived this, and used to mock him: Jemmy, who was always rather jealous of the attention paid to this little boy, did not at all like this, and used to say, with rather a contemptuous twist of his head, “Too much skylark.” It seems yet wonderful to me, when I think over all his many good qualities, that he should have been of the same race, and doubtless partaken of the same character, with the miserable, degraded savages whom we first met here. Lastly, Fuegia Basket was a nice, modest, reserved young girl, with a rather pleasing but sometimes sullen expression, and very quick in learning anything, especially languages. This she showed in picking up some Portuguese and Spanish, when left on shore for only a short time at Rio de Janeiro and Monte Video, and in her knowledge of English. York Minster was very jealous of any attention paid to her; for it was clear he determined to marry her as soon as they were settled on shore.


  Although all three could both speak and understand a good deal of English, it was singularly difficult to obtain much information from them, concerning the habits of their countrymen; this was partly owing to their apparent difficulty in understanding the simplest alternative. Every one accustomed to very young children, knows how seldom one can get an answer even to so simple a question as whether a thing is black or white; the idea of black or white seems alternately to fill their minds. So it was with these Fuegians, and hence it was generally impossible to find out, by cross-questioning, whether one had rightly understood anything which they had asserted. Their sight was remarkably acute; it is well known that sailors, from long practice, can make out a distant object much better than a landsman; but both York and Jemmy were much superior to any sailor on board: several times they have declared what some distant object has been, and though doubted by every one, they have proved right, when it has been examined through a telescope. They were quite conscious of this power; and Jemmy, when he had any little quarrel with the officer on watch, would say, “Me see ship, me no tell.”


  It was interesting to watch the conduct of the savages, when we landed, towards Jemmy Button: they immediately perceived the difference between him and ourselves, and held much conversation one with another on the subject. The old man addressed a long harangue to Jemmy, which it seems was to invite him to stay with them. But Jemmy understood very little of their language, and was, moreover, thoroughly ashamed of his countrymen. When York Minster afterwards came on shore, they noticed him in the same way, and told him he ought to shave; yet he had not twenty dwarf hairs on his face, whilst we all wore our untrimmed beards. They examined the colour of his skin, and compared it with ours. One of our arms being bared, they expressed the liveliest surprise and admiration at its whiteness, just in the same way in which I have seen the ourang-outang do at the Zoological Gardens. We thought that they mistook two or three of the officers, who were rather shorter and fairer, though adorned with large beards, for the ladies of our party. The tallest amongst the Fuegians was evidently much pleased at his height being noticed. When placed back to back with the tallest of the boat’s crew, he tried his best to edge on higher ground, and to stand on tiptoe. He opened his mouth to show his teeth, and turned his face for a side view; and all this was done with such alacrity, that I dare say he thought himself the handsomest man in Tierra del Fuego. After our first feeling of grave astonishment was over, nothing could be more ludicrous than the odd mixture of surprise and imitation which these savages every moment exhibited.


  The next day I attempted to penetrate some way into the country. Tierra del Fuego may be described as a mountainous land, partly submerged in the sea, so that deep inlets and bays occupy the place where valleys should exist. The mountain sides, except on the exposed western coast, are covered from the water’s edge upwards by one great forest. The trees reach to an elevation of between 1000 and 1500 feet, and are succeeded by a band of peat, with minute alpine plants; and this again is succeeded by the line of perpetual snow, which, according to Captain King, in the Strait of Magellan descends to between 3000 and 4000 feet. To find an acre of level land in any part of the country is most rare. I recollect only one little flat piece near Port Famine, and another of rather larger extent near Goeree Road. In both places, and everywhere else, the surface is covered by a thick bed of swampy peat. Even within the forest, the ground is concealed by a mass of slowly putrefying vegetable matter, which, from being soaked with water, yields to the foot.


  Finding it nearly hopeless to push my way through the wood, I followed the course of a mountain torrent. At first, from the waterfalls and number of dead trees, I could hardly crawl along; but the bed of the stream soon became a little more open, from the floods having swept the sides. I continued slowly to advance for an hour along the broken and rocky banks, and was amply repaid by the grandeur of the scene. The gloomy depth of the ravine well accorded with the universal signs of violence. On every side were lying irregular masses of rock and torn-up trees; other trees, though still erect, were decayed to the heart and ready to fall. The entangled mass of the thriving and the fallen reminded me of the forests within the tropics—yet there was a difference: for in these still solitudes, Death, instead of Life, seemed the predominant spirit. I followed the watercourse till I came to a spot where a great slip had cleared a straight space down the mountain side. By this road I ascended to a considerable elevation, and obtained a good view of the surrounding woods. The trees all belong to one kind, the Fagus betuloides; for the number of the other species of Fagus and of the Winter’s Bark, is quite inconsiderable. This beech keeps its leaves throughout the year; but its foliage is of a peculiar brownish-green colour, with a tinge of yellow. As the whole landscape is thus coloured, it has a sombre, dull appearance; nor is it often enlivened by the rays of the sun.


  December 20th.—One side of the harbour is formed by a hill about 1500 feet high, which Captain Fitz Roy has called after Sir J. Banks, in commemoration of his disastrous excursion, which proved fatal to two men of his party, and nearly so to Dr. Solander. The snowstorm, which was the cause of their misfortune, happened in the middle of January, corresponding to our July, and in the latitude of Durham! I was anxious to reach the summit of this mountain to collect alpine plants; for flowers of any kind in the lower parts are few in number. We followed the same watercourse as on the previous day, till it dwindled away, and we were then compelled to crawl blindly among the trees. These, from the effects of the elevation and of the impetuous winds, were low, thick and crooked. At length we reached that which from a distance appeared like a carpet of fine green turf, but which, to our vexation, turned out to be a compact mass of little beech-trees about four or five feet high. They were as thick together as box in the border of a garden, and we were obliged to struggle over the flat but treacherous surface. After a little more trouble we gained the peat, and then the bare slate rock.


  A ridge connected this hill with another, distant some miles, and more lofty, so that patches of snow were lying on it. As the day was not far advanced, I determined to walk there and collect plants along the road. It would have been very hard work, had it not been for a well-beaten and straight path made by the guanacos; for these animals, like sheep, always follow the same line. When we reached the hill we found it the highest in the immediate neighbourhood, and the waters flowed to the sea in opposite directions. We obtained a wide view over the surrounding country: to the north a swampy moorland extended, but to the south we had a scene of savage magnificence, well becoming Tierra del Fuego. There was a degree of mysterious grandeur in mountain behind mountain, with the deep intervening valleys, all covered by one thick, dusky mass of forest. The atmosphere, likewise, in this climate, where gale succeeds gale, with rain, hail, and sleet, seems blacker than anywhere else. In the Strait of Magellan looking due southward from Port Famine, the distant channels between the mountains appeared from their gloominess to lead beyond the confines of this world.


  December 21st.—The Beagle got under way: and on the succeeding day, favoured to an uncommon degree by a fine easterly breeze, we closed in with the Barnevelts, and running past Cape Deceit with its stony peaks, about three o’clock doubled the weather-beaten Cape Horn. The evening was calm and bright, and we enjoyed a fine view of the surrounding isles. Cape Horn, however, demanded his tribute, and before night sent us a gale of wind directly in our teeth. We stood out to sea, and on the second day again made the land, when we saw on our weather-bow this notorious promontory in its proper form—veiled in a mist, and its dim outline surrounded by a storm of wind and water. Great black clouds were rolling across the heavens, and squalls of rain, with hail, swept by us with such extreme violence, that the Captain determined to run into Wigwam Cove. This is a snug little harbour, not far from Cape Horn; and here, at Christmas-eve, we anchored in smooth water. The only thing which reminded us of the gale outside, was every now and then a puff from the mountains, which made the ship surge at her anchors.


  December 25th.—Close by the Cove, a pointed hill, called Kater’s Peak, rises to the height of 1700 feet. The surrounding islands all consist of conical masses of greenstone, associated sometimes with less regular hills of baked and altered clay-slate. This part of Tierra del Fuego may be considered as the extremity of the submerged chain of mountains already alluded to. The cove takes its name of “Wigwam” from some of the Fuegian habitations; but every bay in the neighbourhood might be so called with equal propriety. The inhabitants, living chiefly upon shell-fish, are obliged constantly to change their place of residence; but they return at intervals to the same spots, as is evident from the piles of old shells, which must often amount to many tons in weight. These heaps can be distinguished at a long distance by the bright green colour of certain plants, which invariably grow on them. Among these may be enumerated the wild celery and scurvy grass, two very serviceable plants, the use of which has not been discovered by the natives.


  The Fuegian wigwam resembles, in size and dimensions, a haycock. It merely consists of a few broken branches stuck in the ground, and very imperfectly thatched on one side with a few tufts of grass and rushes. The whole cannot be the work of an hour, and it is only used for a few days. At Goeree Roads I saw a place where one of these naked men had slept, which absolutely offered no more cover than the form of a hare. The man was evidently living by himself, and York Minster said he was “very bad man,” and that probably he had stolen something. On the west coast, however, the wigwams are rather better, for they are covered with seal-skins. We were detained here several days by the bad weather. The climate is certainly wretched: the summer solstice was now passed, yet every day snow fell on the hills, and in the valleys there was rain, accompanied by sleet. The thermometer generally stood about 45°, but in the night fell to 38° or 40°. From the damp and boisterous state of the atmosphere, not cheered by a gleam of sunshine, one fancied the climate even worse than it really was.


  While going one day on shore near Wollaston Island, we pulled alongside a canoe with six Fuegians. These were the most abject and miserable creatures I anywhere beheld. On the east coast the natives, as we have seen, have guanaco cloaks, and on the west they possess seal-skins. Amongst these central tribes the men generally have an otter-skin, or some small scrap about as large as a pocket-handkerchief, which is barely sufficient to cover their backs as low down as their loins. It is laced across the breast by strings, aid according as the wind blows, it is shifted from side to side. But these Fuegians in the canoe were quite naked, and even one full-grown woman was absolutely so. It was raining heavily, and the fresh water, together with the spray, trickled down her body. In another harbour not far distant, a woman, who was suckling a recently-born child, came one day alongside the vessel, and remained there out of mere curiosity, whilst the sleet fell and thawed on her naked bosom, and on the skin of her naked baby! These poor wretches were stunted in their growth, their hideous faces bedaubed with white paint, their skins filthy and greasy, their hair entangled, their voices discordant, and their gestures violent. Viewing such men, one can hardly make one’s self believe that they are fellow-creatures, and inhabitants of the same world. It is a common subject of conjecture what pleasure in life some of the lower animals can enjoy: how much more reasonably the same question may be asked with respect to these barbarians! At night, five or six human beings, naked and scarcely protected from the wind and rain of this tempestuous climate, sleep on the wet ground coiled up like animals. Whenever it is low water, winter or summer, night or day they must rise to pick shell-fish from the rocks; and the women either dive to collect sea-eggs, or sit patiently in their canoes, and with a baited hair-line without any hook, jerk out little fish. If a seal is killed, or the floating carcass of a putrid whale is discovered, it is a feast; and such miserable food is assisted by a few tasteless berries and fungi.


  They often suffer from famine: I heard Mr. Low, a sealing-master intimately acquainted with the natives of this country, give a curious account of the state of a party of one hundred and fifty natives on the west coast, who were very thin and in great distress. A succession of gales prevented the women from getting shell-fish on the rocks, and they could not go out in their canoes to catch seal. A small party of these men one morning set out, and the other Indians explained to him, that they were going a four days’ journey for food: on their return, Low went to meet them, and he found them excessively tired, each man carrying a great square piece of putrid whale’s-blubber with a hole in the middle, through which they put their heads, like the Gauchos do through their ponchos or cloaks. As soon as the blubber was brought into a wigwam, an old man cut off thin slices, and muttering over them, broiled them for a minute, and distributed them to the famished party, who during this time preserved a profound silence. Mr. Low believes that whenever a whale is cast on shore, the natives bury large pieces of it in the sand, as a resource in time of famine; and a native boy, whom he had on board, once found a stock thus buried. The different tribes when at war are cannibals. From the concurrent, but quite independent evidence of the boy taken by Mr. Low, and of Jemmy Button, it is certainly true, that when pressed in winter by hunger, they kill and devour their old women before they kill their dogs: the boy, being asked by Mr. Low why they did this, answered, “Doggies catch otters, old women no.” This boy described the manner in which they are killed by being held over smoke and thus choked; he imitated their screams as a joke, and described the parts of their bodies which are considered best to eat. Horrid as such a death by the hands of their friends and relatives must be, the fears of the old women, when hunger begins to press, are more painful to think of; we are told that they then often run away into the mountains, but that they are pursued by the men and brought back to the slaughter-house at their own firesides!


  Captain Fitz Roy could never ascertain that the Fuegians have any distinct belief in a future life. They sometimes bury their dead in caves, and sometimes in the mountain forests; we do not know what ceremonies they perform. Jemmy Button would not eat land-birds, because “eat dead men”: they are unwilling even to mention their dead friends. We have no reason to believe that they perform any sort of religious worship; though perhaps the muttering of the old man before he distributed the putrid blubber to his famished party, may be of this nature. Each family or tribe has a wizard or conjuring doctor, whose office we could never clearly ascertain. Jemmy believed in dreams, though not, as I have said, in the devil: I do not think that our Fuegians were much more superstitious than some of the sailors; for an old quartermaster firmly believed that the successive heavy gales, which we encountered off Cape Horn, were caused by our having the Fuegians on board. The nearest approach to a religious feeling which I heard of, was shown by York Minster, who, when Mr. Bynoe shot some very young ducklings as specimens, declared in the most solemn manner, “Oh, Mr. Bynoe, much rain, snow, blow much.” This was evidently a retributive punishment for wasting human food. In a wild and excited manner he also related, that his brother, one day whilst returning to pick up some dead birds which he had left on the coast, observed some feathers blown by the wind. His brother said (York imitating his manner), “What that?” and crawling onwards, he peeped over the cliff, and saw “wild man” picking his birds; he crawled a little nearer, and then hurled down a great stone and killed him. York declared for a long time afterwards storms raged, and much rain and snow fell. As far as we could make out, he seemed to consider the elements themselves as the avenging agents: it is evident in this case, how naturally, in a race a little more advanced in culture, the elements would become personified. What the “bad wild men” were, has always appeared to me most mysterious: from what York said, when we found the place like the form of a hare, where a single man had slept the night before, I should have thought that they were thieves who had been driven from their tribes; but other obscure speeches made me doubt this; I have sometimes imagined that the most probable explanation was that they were insane.


  The different tribes have no government or chief; yet each is surrounded by other hostile tribes, speaking different dialects, and separated from each other only by a deserted border or neutral; territory: the cause of their warfare appears to be the means of subsistence. Their country is a broken mass of wild rocks, lofty hills, and useless forests: and these are viewed through mists and endless storms. The habitable land is reduced to the stones on the beach; in search of food they are compelled unceasingly to wander from spot to spot, and so steep is the coast, that they can only move about in their wretched canoes. They cannot know the feeling of having a home, and still less that of domestic affection; for the husband is to the wife a brutal master to a laborious slave. Was a more horrid deed ever perpetrated, than that witnessed on the west coast by Byron, who saw a wretched mother pick up her bleeding dying infant-boy, whom her husband had mercilessly dashed on the stones for dropping a basket of sea-eggs. How little can the higher powers of the mind be brought into play: what is there for imagination to picture, for reason to compare, for judgment to decide upon? to knock a limpet from the rock does not require even cunning, that lowest power of the mind. Their skill in some respects may be compared to the instinct of animals; for it is not improved by experience: the canoe, their most ingenious work, poor as it is, has remained the same, as we know from Drake, for the last two hundred and fifty years.


  Whilst beholding these savages, one asks, whence have they come? What could have tempted, or what change compelled a tribe of men, to leave the fine regions of the north, to travel down the Cordillera or backbone of America, to invent and build canoes, which are not used by the tribes of Chile, Peru, and Brazil, and then to enter on one of the most inhospitable countries within the limits of the globe? Although such reflections must at first seize on the mind, yet we may feel sure that they are partly erroneous. There is no reason to believe that the Fuegians decrease in number; therefore we must suppose that they enjoy a sufficient share of happiness, of whatever kind it may be, to render life worth having. Nature by making habit omnipotent, and its effects hereditary, has fitted the Fuegian to the climate and the productions of his miserable country.


  


  January 30. First Problem Play Popular


  Volume 8, pp. 255-266


  Nine Greek Dramas


  Antigone, an orphan princess, defies a king’s mandate and risks her life to do her duty to her brother. What is this duty which her brother calls her to perform and the king forbids? (Sophocles died at Athens, Jan. 30. 405 B. C.)


  Antigone


  By Sophocles


  Translated by E.H. Plumtre


  Dramatis Personæ


  Creon, King of Thebes


  Hæmon, son of Creon


  Teiresias, a seer


  Guard


  First Messenger


  Second Messenger


  Eurydice, wife of Creon


  Antigone, Ismene, daughters of Œdipus


  Chorus of Theban Elders


  Enter Antigone and Ismene


  Antigone


  Ismene, mine own sister, dearest one;


  Is there, of all the ills of Œdipus,


  One left that Zeus will fail to bring on us,


  While still we live? for nothing is there sad


  Or full of woe, or base, or fraught with shame,


  But I have seen it in thy woes and mine.


  And now, what new decree is this they tell,


  Our ruler has enjoined on all the state?


  Know’st thou? hast heard? or is it hid from thee,


  The doom of foes that comes upon thy friends?


  Ismene


  No tidings of our friends, Antigone,


  Painful or pleasant since that hour have come


  When we, two sisters, lost our brothers twain,


  In one day dying by each other’s hand.


  And since in this last night the Argive host


  Has left the field, I nothing further know,


  Nor brightening fortune, nor increasing gloom.


  Antigone


  That knew I well, and therefore sent for thee


  Beyond the gates, that thou mayst hear alone.


  Ismene


  What meanest thou? It is but all too clear


  Thou broodest darkly o’er some tale of woe.


  Antigone


  And does not Creon treat our brothers twain


  One with the rites of burial, one with shame?


  Eteocles, so say they, he interred


  Fitly, with wonted rites, as one held meet


  To pass with honour to the gloom below.


  But for the corpse of Polynices, slain


  So piteously, they say, he has proclaimed


  To all the citizens, that none should give


  His body burial, or bewail his fate,


  But leave it still unsepulchred, unwept,


  A prize full rich for birds that scent afar


  Their sweet repast. So Creon bids, they say,


  Creon the good, commanding thee and me,


  Yes, me, I say, and now is coming here,


  To make it clear to those who knew it not,


  And counts the matter not a trivial thing;


  But whoso does the things that he forbids,


  For him, there waits within the city’s walls


  The death of stoning. Thus, then, stands thy case;


  And quickly thou wilt show, if thou art born


  Of noble nature, or degenerate liv’st,


  Base child of honoured parents.


  Ismene


  How could I,


  O daring in thy mood, in this our plight,


  Or doing or undoing, aught avail?


  Antigone


  Wilt thou with me share risk and toil? Look to it.


  Ismene


  What risk is this? What purpose fills thy mind?


  Antigone


  Wilt thou with me go forth to help the dead?


  Ismene


  And dost thou mean to give him sepulture,


  When all have been forbidden?


  Antigone


  He is still


  My brother; yes, and thine, though thou, it seems,


  Wouldst fain he were not. I desert him not.


  Ismene


  O daring one, when Creon bids thee not!


  Antigone


  What right has he to keep me from mine own?


  Ismene


  Ah me! remember, sister, how our sire


  Perished, with hate o’erwhelmed and infamy,


  From evils that he brought upon himself,


  And with his own hand robbed himself of sight,


  And how his wife and mother, both in one,


  With twist and cordage, cast away her life;


  And thirdly, how our brothers in one day


  In suicidal conflict wrought the doom,


  Each of the other. And we twain are left;


  And think, how much more wretchedly than all


  We twain shall perish, if, against the law,


  We brave our sovereign’s edict and his power.


  For this we need remember, we were born


  Women; as such, not made to strive with men.


  And next, that they who reign surpass in strength,


  And we must bow to this, and worse than this.


  I, then, entreating those that dwell below,


  To judge me leniently, as forced to yield,


  Will hearken to our rulers. Over-zeal


  In act or word but little wisdom shows.


  Antigone


  I would not ask thee. No! if thou shouldst wish


  To do it, and wouldst gladly join with me.


  Do what thou wilt, I go to bury him;


  And good it were, this having done, to die.


  Loved I shall be with him whom I have loved,


  Guilty of holiest crime. More time have I


  In which to win the favour of the dead,


  Than that of those who live; for I shall rest


  For ever there. But thou, if thus thou please,


  Count as dishonoured what the Gods approve.


  Ismene


  I do them no dishonour, but I find


  Myself too weak to war against the state.


  Antigone


  Make what excuse thou wilt, I go to rear


  A grave above the brother whom I love.


  Ismene


  Ah, wretched me! how much I fear for thee.


  Antigone


  Fear not for me. Thine own fate guide aright.


  Ismene


  At any rate, disclose this deed to none:


  Keep it close hidden. I will hide it too.


  Antigone


  Speak out! I bid thee. Silent, thou wilt be


  More hateful to me than if thou shouldst tell


  My deed to all men.


  Ismene


  Fiery is thy mood,


  Although thy deeds might chill the very blood.


  Antigone


  I know I please the souls I seek to please.


  Ismene


  If thou canst do it; but thy passion craves


  For things impossible.


  Antigone


  I’ll cease to strive


  When strength shall fail me.


  Ismene


  Even from the first,


  It is not meet to seek what may not be.


  Antigone


  If thou speak thus, my hatred wilt thou gain,


  And rightly wilt be hated of the dead.


  Leave me and my ill counsel to endure


  This dreadful doom. I shall not suffer aught


  So evil as a death dishonourable.


  Ismene


  Go, then, if so thou wilt. Of this be sure,


  Wild as thou art, thy friends must love thee still.


  [Exeunt.


  Enter Chorus


  Strophe I


  Chorus


  Ray of the glorious sun,


  Brightest of all that ever shone on Thebes,


  Thebes with her seven high gates,


  Thou didst appear that day,


  Eye of the golden dawn,


  O’er Dirkè’s streams advancing,


  Driving with quickened curb,


  In haste of headlong flight,


  The warrior who, in panoply of proof,


  From Argos came, with shield as white as snow;


  Who came to this our land,


  Roused by the strife of tongues


  That Polynices stirred;


  Shrieking his shrill sharp cry,


  The eagle hovered round,


  With snow-white wing bedecked,


  Begirt with myriad arms,


  And flowing horsehair crests.


  Antistrophe I


  He stood above our towers,


  Circling, with blood-stained spears,


  The portals of our gates;


  He went, before he filled


  His jaws with blood of men,


  Before Hephæstus with his pitchy flame


  Had seized our crown of towers.


  So loud the battle din that Ares loves,


  Was raised around his rear,


  A conflict hard and stiff,


  E’en for his dragon foe.


  For breath of haughty speech


  Zeus hateth evermore exceedingly;


  And seeing them advance,


  Exulting in the clang of golden arms,


  With brandished fire he hurls them headlong down,


  In act, upon the topmost battlement


  Rushing, with eager step,


  To shout out, ‘Victory!’


  Strophe II


  Crashing to earth he fell,


  Who came, with madman’s haste,


  Drunken, but not with wine,


  And swept o’er us with blasts,


  The whirlwind blasts of hate.


  Thus on one side they fare,


  And mighty Ares, bounding in his strength,


  Dashing now here, now there,


  Elsewhere brought other fate.


  For seven chief warriors at the seven gates met,


  Equals with equals matched,


  To Zeus, the Lord of War,


  Left tribute, arms of bronze;


  All but the hateful ones


  Who, from one father and one mother sprung,


  Stood wielding, hand to hand,


  Their doubly pointed spears;


  They had their doom of death,


  In common, shared by both.


  Antistrophe II


  But now, since Victory, of mightiest name,


  Hath come to Thebes, of many chariots proud,


  Joying and giving joy,


  After these wars just past,


  Learn ye forgetfulness,


  And all night long, with dance and voice of hymns


  Let us go round to all the shrines of Gods,


  While Bacchus, making Thebes resound with shouts,


  Begins the strain of joy;


  But, lo! the sovereign of this land of ours,


  Creon, Menœkeus’ son,


  He, whom strange change and chances from the God


  Have nobly raised to power,


  Comes to us, steering on some new device;


  For, lo! he hath convened,


  By herald’s loud command,


  This council of the elders of our land.


  Enter Creon


  Creon


  My Friends, for what concerns our commonwealth,


  The Gods who vexed it with the billowing storms


  Have righted it again; but I have sent,


  By special summons, calling you to come


  Apart from all the others, This, in part,


  As knowing ye did all along uphold


  The might of Laius’ throne, in part again,


  Because when Œdipus our country ruled,


  And, when he perished, then towards his sons


  Ye still were faithful in your steadfast mind.


  And since they fell, as by a double death,


  Both on the selfsame day with murderous blow,


  Smiting and being smitten, now I hold


  Their thrones and all their power of sov’reignty


  By nearness of my kindred to the dead.


  And hard it is to learn what each man is,


  In heart and mind and judgment, till one gains


  Experience in the exercise of power.


  For me, whoe’er is called to guide a state,


  And does not catch at counsels wise and good,


  But holds his peace through any fear of man,


  I deem him basest of all men that are,


  Of all that ever have been; and whoe’er


  As worthier than his country counts his friend,


  I utterly despise him. I myself,


  Zeus be my witness, who beholdeth all,


  Will not keep silence, seeing danger come,


  Instead of safety, to my subjects true.


  Nor could I take as friend my country’s foe;


  For this I know, that there our safety lies,


  And sailing in her while she holds her course,


  We gather friends around us. By these rules


  And such as these will I maintain the state.


  And now I come, with edicts close allied


  To these in spirit, for my subjects all,


  Concerning those two sons of Œdipus.


  Eteocles, who died in deeds of might


  Illustrious, fighting for our fatherland,


  To honour him with sepulture, all rites


  Duly performed that to the noblest dead


  Of right belong. Not so his brother; him


  I speak of, Polynices, who, returned


  From exile, sought with fire and sword to waste


  His father’s city and the shrines of Gods,


  Yea, sought to glut his rage with blood of men,


  And lead them captives to the bondslave’s doom;


  Him I decree that none should dare entomb,


  That none should utter wail or loud lament,


  But leave his corpse unburied, by the dogs


  And vultures mangled, foul to look upon.


  Such is my purpose. Ne’er, if I can help,


  Shall the vile share the honours of the just;


  But whoso shows himself my country’s friend,


  Living or dead, from me shall honour gain.


  Chorus


  This is thy pleasure, O Menœkeus’ son,


  For him who hated, him who loved our state;


  And thou hast power to make what laws thou wilt,


  Both for the dead and all of us who live.


  Creon


  Be ye, then, guardians of the things I speak.


  Chorus


  Commit this task to one of younger years.


  Creon


  The watchmen are appointed for the corpse.


  Chorus


  What duty, then, enjoin’st thou on another?


  Creon


  Not to consent with those that disobey.


  Chorus


  None are so foolish as to seek for death.


  Creon


  And that shall be his doom; but love of gain


  Hath oft with false hopes lured men to their death.


  Enter Guard


  Guard


  I will not say, O king, that I am come


  Panting with speed and plying nimble feet,


  For I had many halting-points of thought,


  Backwards and forwards turning, round and round;


  For now my mind would give me sage advice:


  “Poor wretch, and wilt thou go and bear the blame?”


  Or—“Dost thou tarry now? Shall Creon know


  These things from others? How wilt thou escape?”


  Resolving thus, I came in haste, yet slow,


  And thus a short way finds itself prolonged,


  But, last of all, to come to thee prevailed.


  And though I tell of naught, thou shalt hear all;


  For this one hope I cling to steadfastly,


  That I shall suffer nothing but my fate.


  Creon


  What is it, then, that causes such dismay?


  Guard


  First, for mine own share in it, this I say,


  I did not do it, do not know who did,


  Nor should I rightly come to ill for it.


  Creon


  Thou tak’st good aim and fencest up thy tale


  All round and round. ’Twould seem thou hast some news.


  Guard


  Yea, news of fear engenders long delay.


  Creon


  Tell thou thy tale, and then depart in peace.


  Guard


  And speak I will. The corpse … Some one has been


  But now and buried it, a little dust


  O’er the skin scattering, with the wonted rites.


  Creon


  What say’st thou? Who has dared this deed of guilt?


  Guard


  I know not. Neither was there stroke of spade,


  Nor earth cast up by mattock. All the soil


  Was dry and hard, no track of chariot wheel;


  But he who did it went and left no sign.


  But when the first day’s watchman showed it us,


  The sight caused wonder and sore grief to all,


  For he had disappeared. No tomb, indeed,


  Was over him, but dust all lightly strown,


  As by some hand that shunned defiling guilt;


  And no work was there of a beast of prey


  Or dog devouring. Evil words arose


  Among us, guard to guard imputing blame,


  Which might have come to blows, for none was there


  To check its course, and each to each appeared


  The man whose hand had done it. As for proof,


  That there was none, and so he ’scaped our ken.


  And we were ready in our hands to take


  Bars of hot iron, and to walk through fire,


  And call the Gods to witness none of us


  Had done the deed, nor knew who counselled it,


  Nor who had wrought it. Then at last, when naught


  Was gained by all our searching, some one says


  What made us bend our gaze upon the ground


  In fear and trembling; for we neither saw


  How to oppose it, nor, accepting it,


  How we might prosper in it. And his speech


  Was this, that all our tale should go to thee,


  Not hushed up anywise. This gained the day;


  And me, ill-starred, the lot condemns to win


  This precious prize. So here I come to thee


  Against my will; and surely do I trow


  Thou dost not wish to see me. Still ’tis true


  That no man loves the messenger of ill.


  Chorus


  For me, my prince, my mind some time has thought


  That this perchance has some divine intent.


  Creon


  Cease thou, before thou fillest me with wrath,


  Lest thou be found a dastard and a fool.


  For what thou say’st is most intolerable,


  That for this corpse the providence of Gods


  Has any care. What! have they buried him,


  As to their patron paying honours high,


  Who came to waste their columned shrines with fire,


  To desecrate their offerings and their lands,


  And all their wonted customs? Dost thou see


  The Gods approving men of evil deeds?


  It is not so; but men of rebel mood,


  Lifting their head in secret long ago,


  Have stirred this thing against me. Never yet


  Had they their neck beneath the yoke, content


  To own me as their ruler. They, I know,


  Have bribed these men to let the deed be done.


  No thing in use by man, for power of ill,


  Can equal money. This lays cities low,


  This drives men forth from quiet dwelling-place,


  This warps and changes minds of worthiest stamp,


  To turn to deeds of baseness, teaching men


  All shifts of cunning, and to know the guilt


  Of every impious deed. But they who, hired,


  Have wrought this crime, have laboured to their cost,


  Or soon or late to pay the penalty.


  But if Zeus still claims any awe from me,


  Know this, and with an oath I tell it thee,


  Unless ye find the very man whose hand


  Has wrought this burial, and before mine eyes


  Present him captive, death shall not suffice,


  Till first, impaled still living, ye shall show


  The story of this outrage, that henceforth,


  Knowing what gain is lawful, ye may grasp


  At that, and learn it is not meet to love


  Gain from all quarters. By base profit won,


  You will see more destroyed than prospering.


  Guard


  May I, then speak? Or shall I turn and go?


  Creon


  Dost thou not see how vexing are thy words?


  Guard


  Is it thine ears they trouble, or thy soul?


  Creon


  Why dost thou gauge my trouble where it is?


  Guard


  The doer grieves thy heart, but I thine ears.


  Creon


  Pshaw! what a babbler, born to prate, art thou.


  Guard


  And therefore not the man to do this deed.


  Creon


  Yes, that too; selling e’en thy soul for pay.


  Guard


  Ah me!


  How fearful ’tis, in thinking, false to think.


  Creon


  Prate about thinking; but unless ye show


  To me the doers, ye shall say ere long


  That evil gains still work their punishment.


  [Exit.


  Guard


  God send we find him! Should we find him not,


  As well may be, for this must chance decide,


  You will not see me coming here again;


  For now, being safe beyond all hope of mine,


  Beyond all thought, I owe the Gods much thanks.


  [Exit.


  Strophe I


  Chorus


  Many the forms of life,


  Fearful and strange to see,


  But man supreme stands out,


  For strangeness and for fear.


  He, with the wintry gales,


  O’er the foam-crested sea,


  ’Mid billows surging round,


  Tracketh his way across:


  Earth, of all Gods, from ancient days, the first,


  Mightiest and undecayed,


  He, with his circling plough,


  Wears ever year by year.


  Antistrophe I


  The thoughtless tribe of birds,


  The beasts that roam the fields,


  The finny brood of ocean’s depths,


  He takes them all in nets of knotted mesh,


  Man, wonderful in skill.


  And by his arts he holds in sway


  The wild beasts on the mountain’s height;


  And brings the neck-encircling yoke


  On horse with shaggy mane,


  Or bull that walks untamed upon the hills.


  


  January 31. What “Don Quixote” Really Slew


  Volume 14, pp. 60-67


  Don Quixote, Part I, Cervantes


  Slayer of windmills, rescuer of fair damsels in distress, eccentric Don Quixote, scores of years behind his time, set out on a mad quest of knight-errantry. Worlds of fun and killing satire are in this absorbing story of Cervantes.


  Chapter VIII


  Of the Good Success Don Quixote Had, in the Dreadful and Never-Imagined Adventure of the Windmills, with Other Accidents Worthy to Be Recorded


  As they discoursed, they discovered some thirty or forty windmills, that are in that field; and as soon as Don Quixote espied them, he said to his squire, ‘Fortune doth address our affairs better than we ourselves could desire; for behold there, friend Sancho Panza, how there appears thirty or forty monstrous giants, with whom I mean to fight, and deprive them all of their lives, with whose spoils we will begin to be rich; for this is a good war, and a great service unto God, to take away so bad a seed from the face of the earth.’ ‘What giants?’ quoth Sancho Panza. ‘Those that thou seest there,’ quoth his lord, ‘with the long arms; and some there are of that race whose arms are almost who leagues long.’ ‘I pray you understand,’ quoth Sancho Panza, ‘that those which appear there are no giants, but windmills; and that which seems in them to be arms, are their sails, that, swung about by the wind, do also make the mill go.’ ‘It seems well,’ quoth Don Quixote ‘that thou art not yet acquainted with matter of adventures. They are giants; and, if thou beest afraid, go aside and pray, whilst I enter into cruel and unequal battle with them.’ And, saying so, he spurred his horse Rozinante, without taking heed to his squire Sancho’s cries, advertising him how they were doubtless windmills that he did assault, and no giants; but he went so fully persuaded that they were giants as he neither heard his squire’s outcries, nor did discern what they were, although he drew very near to them, but rather said, so loud as he could, ‘Fly not, ye cowards and vile creatures! for it is only one knight that assaults you.’


  With this the wind increased, and the mill sails began to turn about; which Don Quixote espying, said, ‘Although thou movest more arms than the giant Briareus thou shalt stoop to me.’ And, after saying this, and commending himself most devoutly to his Lady Dulcinea, desiring her to succor him in that trance, covering himself well with his buckler, and setting his lance on his rest, he spurred on Rozinante, and encountered with the first mill that was before him, and, striking his lance into the sail, the wind swung it about with such fury, that it broke his lance into shivers, carrying him and his horse after it, and finally tumbled him a good way off from it on the field in evil plight. Sancho Panza repaired presently to succor him as fast as his ass could drive; and when he arrived he found him not able to stir, he had gotten such a crush with Rozinante. ‘Good God!’ quoth Sancho, ‘did I not foretell unto you that you should look well what you did, for they were none other than windmills? nor could any think otherwise, unless he had also windmills in his brains.’ ‘Peace, Sancho,’ quoth Don Quixote; ‘for matters of war are more subject than any other thing to continual change; how much more, seeing I do verily persuade myself, that the wise Frestron, who robbed my study and books, hath transformed these giants into mills, to deprive me of the glory of the victory, such in the enmity he bears towards me. But yet, in fine, all his bad arts shall but little prevail against the goodness of my sword.’ ‘God grant it as he may!’ said Sancho Panza, and then helped him to arise; and presently he mounted on Rozinante, who was half shoulder-pitched by rough encounter; and, discoursing upon that adventure, they followed on the way which guided towards the passage or gate of Lapice; for there, as Don Quixote avouched, it was not possible but to find many adventures, because it was a thoroughfare much frequented; and yet he affirmed that he went very much grieved, because he wanted a lance; and, telling it to his squire, he said, ‘I remember how I have read that a certain Spanish knight, called Diego Peres of Vargas, having broken his sword in a battle, tore off a great branch or stock from an oak-tree, and did such marvels with it that day, and battered so many Moors, as he remained with the surname of Machuca, which signifies a stump, and as well he as all his progeny were ever after that day called Vargas and Machuca. I tell thee this, because I mean to tear another branch, such, or as good as that at least, from the first oak we shall encounter, and I mean to achieve such adventures therewithal, as thou wilt account thyself fortunate for having merited to behold them, and be a witness of things almost incredible.’ ‘In God’s name!’ quoth Sancho, ‘I do believe every word you said. But, I pray you, sit right in your saddle; for you ride sideling, which proceeds, as I suppose of the bruising you got by your fall.’ ‘Thou sayst true,’ quoth Don Quixote; ‘and if I do not complain of the grief, the reason is, because knights-errant use not to complain of any wound, although their guts did issue out thereof.’ ‘If it be so,’ quoth Sancho, ‘I know not what to say; but God knows that I would be glad to hear you to complain when anything grieves you. Of myself I dare affirm, that I must complain of the least grief that I have, if it be not likewise meant that the squires of knights-errant must not complain of any harm.’ Don Quixote could not refrain laughter, hearing the simplicity of his squire; and after showed unto him that he might lawfully complain, both when he pleased, and as much as he listed with desire, or without it; for he had never yet read anything to the contrary in the order of knighthood. Then Sancho said unto him that it was dinner-time. To whom he answered, that he needed no repast; but if he had will to eat, he might begin when he pleased. Sancho, having obtained his license, did accommodate himself on his ass’ back the best he might. Taking out of his wallet some belly-munition, he rode after his master, travelling and eating at once, and that with great leisure; and ever and anon he lifted up his bottle with such pleasure as the best-fed victualler of Malaga might envy his state; and whilst he rode, multiplying of quaffs in that manner, he never remembered any of the promises his master had made him, nor did he hold the fetch of adventures to be a labour, but rather a great recreation and ease, were they never so dangerous. In conclusion, they passed over that night under certain trees, from one of which Don Quixote tore a withered branch, which might serve him in some sort for a lance; and therefore he set thereon the iron of his own, which he had reserved when it was broken.


  All that night Don Quixote slept not one wink, but thought upon his Lady Dulcinea, that he might conform himself to what he had read in his books of adventures, when knights passed over many nights without sleep in forests and fields, only entertained by the memory of their mistresses. But Sancho spent not his time so vainly; for, having his stomach well stuffed, and that not with succory water, he carried smoothly away the whole night in one sleep; and if his master had not called him up, neither the sunbeams which struck on his visage, nor the melody of the birds, which were many, and did cheerfully welcome the approach of the new day, could have been able to awake him. At his arising he gave one essay to the bottle, which he found to be somewhat more weak than it was the night before, whereat his heart was somewhat grieved; for he mistrusted that they took not a course to remedy that defect so soon as he wished. Nor could Don Quixote break his fast, who, as we have said, meant only to sustain himself with pleasant remembrances.


  Then did they return to their commenced way towards the port of Lapice, which they discovered about three of the clock in the afternoon. ‘Here,’ said Don Quixote, as soon as he kenned it, ‘may we, friend Sancho, thrust our hands up to the very elbows in that which is called adventures. But observe well this caveat which I shall give thee, that, although thou seest me in the greatest dangers of the world, thou must no set hand to thy sword in my defence, if thou dost not see that those which assault me be base and vile vulgar people; for in such a case thou mayst assist me. Marry, if they be knights, thou mayst not do so in anywise, nor is it permitted, by the laws of arms, that thou mayst help me, until thou beest likewise dubbed knight thyself.’ ‘I do assure you, sir,’ quoth Sancho, ‘that herein you shall be most punctually obeyed; and therefore chiefly in respect that I am of mine own nature a quiet and peaceable man, and a mortal enemy of thrusting myself into stirs or quarrels; yet it is true that, touching the defence of mine own person, I will not be altogether so observant of those laws, seeing that both divine and human allow every man to defend himself from any one that would wrong him.’ ‘I say no less,’ answered Don Quixote; ‘but in this of aiding me against any knight, thou must set bounds to thy natural impulses.’ ‘I say I will do so,’ quoth Sancho; ‘and I will observe this commandment as punctually as that of keeping holy the Sabbath day.’


  Whilst thus they reasoned, there appeared in the way two monks of St. Benet’s order, mounted on two dromedaries; for the mules whereon they rode were but little less. They wore masks with spectacles in them, to keep away dust from their faces; and each of them besides bore their umbrills. After them came a coach, and four or five a-horseback accompanying it, and two lackeys that ran hard by it. There came therein, as it was after known, a certain Biscaine lady, which travelled towards Seville, where her husband sojourned at the present, and was going to the Indies with an honorable charge. The monks rode not with her, although they travelled the same way. Scarce had Don Quixote perceived them, when he said to his squire, ‘Either I am deceived, or else this will prove the most famous adventure that ever hath been seen; for these two great black bulks, which appear there, are, questionless, enchanters, that steal, or carry away perforce, some princess in that coach; and therefore I must, with all my power, undo that wrong.’ ‘This will be worse than the adventure of the windmills,’ quoth Sancho. ‘Do not you see, sir, that those are friars of St. Benet’s order? and the coach can be none other than of some travellers. Therefore, listen to mine advice, and see well what you do, lest the devil deceive you.’ ‘I have said already to thee, Sancho, that thou art very ignorant in matter of adventures. What I say is true, as now thou shalt see.’ And, saying so, he spurred on his horse, and placed himself just in the midst of the way by which the friars came; and when they approached so near as he supposed they might hear him, he said, with a loud voice, ‘Devilish and wicked people! leave presently those high princesses which you violently carry away with you in that coach; or, if you will not, prepare yourselves to receive sudden death, as a just punishment of your bad works.’ The friars held their horses, and were amazed both at the shape and works of Don Quixote; to whom they answered: ‘Sir knight, we are neither devilish nor wicked, but religious men of St. Benet’s order, that travel about our affairs; and we know not whether or no there come any princesses forced in this coach.’ ‘With me fair words take no effect,’ quoth Don Quixote; ‘for I know you very well, treacherous knaves!’ And then, without expecting their reply, he set spurs to Rozinante, and, laying his lance on the thigh, charged the first friar with such fury and rage, that if he had not suffered himself willingly to fall off his mule, he would not only have overthrown him against his will, but likewise have slain, or at least wounded him very ill with the blow. The second religious man, seeing how ill his companion was used, made no words; but setting spurs to that castle his mule, did fly away through the field, as swift as the wind itself. Sancho Panza, seeing the monk overthrown, dismounted very speedily off his ass, and ran over, and would have ransacked his habits. In this arrived the monks’ two lackeys, and demanded of him why he thus despoiled the friar. Sancho replied that it was his due, by the law of arms, as lawful spoils gained in battle by his lord, Don Quixote. The lackeys, which understood not the jest, nor knew not what words of battle or spoils meant, seeing that Don Quixote was now out of the way, speaking with those that came in the coach, set both at once upon Sancho, and left him not a hair in his beard but they plucked, and did so trample him under their feet, as they left him stretched on the ground without either breath or feeling. The monk, cutting off all delays, mounted again on horseback, all affrighted, having scarce any drop of blood left in his face through fear; and, being once up, he spurred after his fellow, who expected him a good way off, staying to see the success of that assault; and, being unwilling to attend the end of that strange adventure, they did, prosecute their journey, blessing and crossing themselves as if the devil did pursue them.


  Don Quixote, as is rehearsed, was in this season speaking to the lady of the coach, to whom he said: ‘Your beauty, dear lady, may dispose from henceforth of your person as best ye liketh; for the pride of your robbers lies now prostrated on the ground, by this my invincible arm. And because you may not be troubled to know your deliverer his name, know that I am called Don Quixote de la Mancha, a knight-errant and adventurer, and captive to the peerless and beautiful Lady Dulcinea of Toboso. And, in reward of the benefit which you have received at my hands, I demand nothing else but that you return to Toboso, and there present yourselves, in my name, before my lady, and recount unto her what I have done to obtain your liberty.’ To all these words which Don Quixote said, a certain Biscaine squire, that accompanied the coach, gave ear; who, seeing that Don Quixote suffered not the coach to pass onward, but said that it must presently turn back to Toboso, he drew near to him, and, laying hold on his lance, he said, in his bad Spanish and worse Basquish: ‘Get thee away, knight, in an ill hour. By the God that created me, if thou leave not the coach, I will kill thee, as sure as I am a Biscaine.’ Don Quixote, understanding him, did answer, with great staidness: ‘If you were a knight, as thou art not, I would by this have punished thy folly and presumption, caitiff creature!’ The Biscaine replied, with great fury: ‘Not I a gentleman! I swear God thou liest, as well as I am a Christian, If thou cast away thy lance, and draw thy sword, thou shalt see the water as soon as thou shalt carry away the cat: a Biscaine by land, and a gentleman by sea, a gentleman in spite of the devil; and thou liest, if other things thou sayst!’ ‘“Straight thou shalt see that,” said Agrages,’ replied Don Quixote; and, throwing his lance to the ground, he out with his sword, and took his buckler, and set on the Biscaine, with resolution to kill him. The Biscaine, seeing him approach in that manner, although he desired to alight off his mule, which was not to be trusted, being one of those naughty ones which are wont to be hired, yet had he no leisure to do any other thing than to draw out his sword; but it befel him happily to be near to the coach, out of which be snatched a cushion, that served him for a shield; and presently the one made upon the other like mortal enemies. Those that were present laboured all that they might, but in vain, to compound the matter between them; for the Biscaine swore, in his bad language, that if they hindered him from ending the battle, he would put his lady, and all the rest that dared to disturb him, to the sword.


  The lady, astonished and fearful of that which she beheld, commanded the coachman to go a little out of the way, and sat aloof, beholding the rigorous conflict; in the progress whereof the Biscaine gave Don Quixote over the target a mighty blow on one of the shoulders, where, if it had not found resistance in his armour, it would doubtlessly have cleft him down to the girdle. Don Quixote, feeling the weight of that unmeasurable blow, cried, with a loud voice, saying, ‘O Dulcinea! lady of my soul! the flower of all beauty! succor this thy knight, who to set forth thy worth, finds himself in this dangerous trance!’ The saying of these words, the gripping fast of his sword, the covering of himself well with his buckler, and the assailing of the Biscaine, was done all in one instant, resolving to venture all the success of the battle on that one only blow. The Biscaine, who perceived him come in that manner, perceived, by his doughtiness, his intention, and resolved to do the like; and therefore expected him very well, covered with his cushion, not being able to manage his mule as he wished from one part to another, who was not able to go a step, it was so wearied, as a beast never before used to the like toys. Don Quixote, as we have said, came against the wary Biscaine with his sword lifted aloft, with full resolution to part him in two; and all the beholders stood, with great fear suspended, to see the success of those monstrous blows wherewithal they threatened one another. And the lady of the coach, with her gentlewomen, made a thousand vows and offerings to all the devout places of Spain, to the end that God might deliver the squire and themselves out of that great danger wherein they were.


  But it is to be deplored how, in this very point and term, the author of this history leaves his battle depending, excusing himself that he could find no more written of the acts of Don Quixote than those which he hath already recounted. True it is, that the second writer of this work would not believe that so curious a history was drowned in the jaws of oblivion, or that the wits of the Mancha were so little curious as not to reserve among their treasures or records some papers treating of this famous knight; and therefore, encouraged by this presumption, he did not despair to find the end of this pleasant history; which, Heaven being propitious to him, he got at last, after the manner that shall be recounted in the Second Part.


  


  Notes


  
    	[←1]


    	
      Heb. Iyob.


      

    

  


  
    	[←2]


    	
      Or, cattle.


      

    

  


  
    	[←3]


    	
      Or, blasphemed. So ver. 11; ch. 2. 5, 9.


      

    

  


  
    	[←4]


    	
      That is, the Adversary.


      

    

  


  
    	[←5]


    	
      Or, that.


      

    

  


  
    	[←6]


    	
      Or, cattle.


      

    

  


  
    	[←7]


    	
      Heb. hand.


      

    

  


  
    	[←8]


    	
      Heb. Sheba.


      

    

  


  
    	[←9]


    	
      Heb. young men.


      

    

  


  
    	[←10]


    	
      Heb. young men.


      

    

  


  
    	[←11]


    	
      Or, made a raid.


      

    

  


  
    	[←12]


    	
      Heb. young men.


      

    

  


  
    	[←13]


    	
      Or, over.


      

    

  


  
    	[←14]


    	
      Or, attributed folly to God.


      

    

  


  
    	[←15]


    	
      Or, that.


      

    

  


  
    	[←16]


    	
      Heb. to swallow him up.


      

    

  


  
    	[←17]


    	
      Or, impious.


      

    

  


  
    	[←18]


    	
      Or, pain.


      

    

  


  
    	[←19]


    	
      Or, deep darkness (and so elsewhere).


      

    

  


  
    	[←20]


    	
      Or, solitary.


      

    

  


  
    	[←21]


    	
      Or, skilful.


      

    

  


  
    	[←22]


    	
      Or, built solitary piles.


      

    

  


  
    	[←23]


    	
      Or, raging.


      

    

  


  
    	[←24]


    	
      Heb. wait.


      

    

  


  
    	[←25]


    	
      Or, unto exultation.


      

    

  


  
    	[←26]


    	
      Or, like my food.


      

    

  


  
    	[←27]


    	
      Heb. roarings.


      

    

  


  
    	[←28]


    	
      Or, the thing which I feared is come, &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←29]


    	
      Or, was not at ease … yet trouble came.


      

    

  


  
    	[←30]


    	
      Heb. bowing.


      

    

  


  
    	[←31]


    	
      Or, art grieved.


      

    

  


  
    	[←32]


    	
      Or, mischief.


      

    

  


  
    	[←33]


    	
      Heb. brought by stealth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←34]


    	
      Or, a breath passed over.


      

    

  


  
    	[←35]


    	
      Or, I heard a still voice.


      

    

  


  
    	[←36]


    	
      Or, be just before God.


      

    

  


  
    	[←37]


    	
      Or, be pure before his Maker.


      

    

  


  
    	[←38]


    	
      Or, like.


      

    

  


  
    	[←39]


    	
      Or, From morning to evening.


      

    

  


  
    	[←40]


    	
      Heb. broken in pieces.


      

    

  


  
    	[←41]


    	
      Or, Is not their excellency which is in them removed?


      

    

  


  
    	[←42]


    	
      Or, indignation.


      

    

  


  
    	[←43]


    	
      Acc. to Vulg., the thirsty swallow up.


      

    

  


  
    	[←44]


    	
      Or, iniquity. See ch. 4, 8.


      

    

  


  
    	[←45]


    	
      Heb. the sons of flame or, of lightning.


      

    

  


  
    	[←46]


    	
      Or, can perform nothing of worth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←47]


    	
      Heb. out of their mouth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←48]


    	
      Or, reproveth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←49]


    	
      Or, habitation.


      

    

  


  
    	[←50]


    	
      Or, shalt not err.


      

    

  


  
    	[←51]


    	
      Heb. for thyself.


      

    

  


  
    	[←52]


    	
      Or, the juice of purslain.


      

    

  


  
    	[←53]


    	
      Or, What things my soul refused to touch, these are as my loathsome food.


      

    

  


  
    	[←54]


    	
      Or, Though I shrink back.


      

    

  


  
    	[←55]


    	
      Or, harden myself.


      

    

  


  
    	[←56]


    	
      Or, though he spare not.


      

    

  


  
    	[←57]


    	
      Or, concealed.


      

    

  


  
    	[←58]


    	
      Or, Else might he forsake.Or, But he forsaketh.


      

    

  


  
    	[←59]


    	
      Or, shrink.


      

    

  


  
    	[←60]


    	
      Or, The paths of their way are turned aside.


      

    

  


  
    	[←61]


    	
      Another reading is, are like thereto.


      

    

  


  
    	[←62]


    	
      Or, for the wind.


      

    

  


  
    	[←63]


    	
      Or, And it will be evident unto you if I lie.


      

    

  


  
    	[←64]


    	
      Heb. my righteousness is in it.


      

    

  


  
    	[←65]


    	
      Or, time of service.


      

    

  


  
    	[←66]


    	
      Or, a broken and become loathsome.


      

    

  


  
    	[←67]


    	
      Or, I waste away.


      

    

  


  
    	[←68]


    	
      Or, shall.


      

    

  


  
    	[←69]


    	
      Or, as a breath.


      

    

  


  
    	[←70]


    	
      Or, can I do.


      

    

  


  
    	[←71]


    	
      Or, preserver.


      

    

  


  
    	[←72]


    	
      Or, If thy children sinned… he delivered &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←73]


    	
      Or, papyrus.


      

    

  


  
    	[←74]


    	
      Or, reed-grass.


      

    

  


  
    	[←75]


    	
      Or, be cut off.


      

    

  


  
    	[←76]


    	
      Heb. house.


      

    

  


  
    	[←77]


    	
      Or, beside the spring.


      

    

  


  
    	[←78]


    	
      Or, dust.


      

    

  


  
    	[←79]


    	
      Or, Till he fill.


      

    

  


  
    	[←80]


    	
      Or, For.


      

    

  


  
    	[←81]


    	
      Or, before.


      

    

  


  
    	[←82]


    	
      Or, If one should desire… He could not &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←83]


    	
      Heb. high places.


      

    

  


  
    	[←84]


    	
      Or, turn him back.


      

    

  


  
    	[←85]


    	
      Or, arrogancy. See Is. 30. 7.


      

    

  


  
    	[←86]


    	
      Or, did.


      

    

  


  
    	[←87]


    	
      Heb. He who.


      

    

  


  
    	[←88]


    	
      Or, Lo, here am I, saith he; And if of judgement, Who &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←89]


    	
      Or, he.


      

    

  


  
    	[←90]


    	
      Or, Though I be perfect, I will not regard &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←91]


    	
      Or, calamity.


      

    

  


  
    	[←92]


    	
      Or, runner.


      

    

  


  
    	[←93]


    	
      Heb. ships of reed.


      

    

  


  
    	[←94]


    	
      Heb. brighten up.


      

    

  


  
    	[←95]


    	
      Another reading is, with snow.


      

    

  


  
    	[←96]


    	
      Heb. cleanse my hands with lye.


      

    

  


  
    	[←97]


    	
      Heb. labor.


      

    

  


  
    	[←98]


    	
      Or, care.


      

    

  


  
    	[←99]


    	
      Or, I am filled with ignominy, but look thou… for it increaseth: thou &c.


      

    

  


  
    	[←100]


    	
      Or, Host after host is against me.


      

    

  


  
    	[←101]


    	
      Another reading is, let him cease, and leave me alone.


      

    

  


  
    	[←102]


    	
      Heb. brighten up.


      

    

  


  
    	[←103]


    	
      Heb. thick darkness.


      

    

  


  
    	[←104]


    	
      Heb. thick darkness.


      

    

  


  
    	[←105]


    	
      The seven candlesticks of gold, which he calls the polar light of Heaven itself, because they perform the same office for Christians that the polar star does for mariners, in guiding them to their port.


      

    

  


  
    	[←106]


    	
      “Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, with me, from Lebanon.”—Song of Solomon, iv. 8.


      

    

  


  
    	[←107]


    	
      Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord.”—Matt. xxi. 9.


      

    

  


  
    	[←108]


    	
      “But.” They sang the thirty-first Psalm, to the end of the eighth verse. What follows would not have suited the place or the occasion.


      

    

  


  
    	[←109]


    	
      The oblivion of sins.


      

    

  


  
    	[←110]


    	
      “With but lateral edge.” The words of Beatrice, when not addressed directly to herself, but spoken of him to the Angel, Dante had thought sufficiently harsh.


      

    

  


  
    	[←111]


    	
      “The weapons of divine justice are blunted by the confession and sorrow of the offender.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←112]


    	
      “For a slight girl.” Daniello and Venturi say that this alludes to Gentucca of Lucca, mentioned in the twenty-fourth Canto.


      

    

  


  
    	[←113]


    	
      “Bird.” “Surely in vain the net is spread in the sight of any bird.”—Prov. i. 17.


      

    

  


  
    	[←114]


    	
      “From Iarbas’ land.” The south.


      

    

  


  
    	[←115]


    	
      “The lady.” Matilda.


      

    

  


  
    	[←116]


    	
      “Their ten years’ thirst.” Beatrice had been dead ten years.


      

    

  


  
    	[←117]


    	
      “Gryphon.” Our Saviour’s submission to the Roman Empire appears to be intended, and particularly his injunction to “render unto Cæsar the things that are Cæsar’s.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←118]


    	
      “The blossoming of that fair tree.” Our Saviour’s transfiguration. “As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood, so is my beloved among the sons.”—Solomon’s Song, ii. 3.


      

    

  


  
    	[←119]


    	
      “Deeper sleeps.” The sleep of death, in the instance of the ruler of the synagogue’s daughter and of Lazarus.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←120]


    	
      “The piteous one.” Matilda.


      

    

  


  
    	[←121]


    	
      “Those lights.” The tapers of gold.


      

    

  


  
    	[←122]


    	
      “Of that true Rome.” Of Heaven.


      

    

  


  
    	[←123]


    	
      “To that place.” To the earth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←124]


    	
      “The bird of Jove.” This, which is imitated from Ezekiel, xvii. 3, 4, is typical of the persecutions which the Church sustained from the Roman emperors.


      

    

  


  
    	[←125]


    	
      “A fox.” By the fox probably is represented the treachery of the heretics.


      

    

  


  
    	[←126]


    	
      “With his feathers lined.” In allusion to the donations made by Constantine to the Church.


      

    

  


  
    	[←127]


    	
      “A dragon.” Probably Mohammed; for what Lombardi offers to the contrary is far from satisfactory.


      

    

  


  
    	[←128]


    	
      “With plumes.” The increase of wealth and temporal dominion, which followed the supposed gift of Constantine.


      

    

  


  
    	[←129]


    	
      “Heads.” By the seven heads, it is supposed with sufficient probability, are meant the seven capital sins: by the three with two horns, pride, anger, and avarice, injurious both to man himself and to his neighbor: by the four with one horn, gluttony, gloominess, concupiscence, and envy, hurtful, at least in their primary effects, chiefly to him who is guilty of them.


      

    

  


  
    	[←130]


    	
      “O’er it.” The harlot is thought to represent the state of the Church under Boniface VIII, and the giant to figure Philip IV of France.


      

    

  


  
    	[←131]


    	
      “Dragg’d on.” The removal of the Pope’s residence from Rome to Avignon is pointed at.
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