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  February`s Selections


  … howling Winter fled afar


  To hills that prop the polar star;


  And loves on deer-borne car to ride


  With barren darkness at his side


  … sullen Winter! hear my prayer,


  And gently rule the ruin’d year…


  Campbell (Vol. 41, p. 772)


  February 1. King Arthur’s Knights Find Holy Grail


  February 2. “Apparel Oft Proclaims the Man”


  February 3. A House of Mirth and Revelry


  February 4. “Genius, a Secret to Itself”


  February 5. Diamonds, Diamonds Everywhere!


  February 6. Charles Lamb Suggests To-day’s Reading


  February 7. A Letter from a Lion


  February 8. Tragic Death of a World-Famous Beauty


  February 9. Rest Between Wars


  February 10. No Fancy for a Plain Gentleman


  February 11. The Queen Freezes Her Philosophy


  February 12. Oxford Corrects Lincoln’s Mistake


  February 13. The Frank Story of an Amazing Life


  February 14. Love Always Young


  February 15. The World Well Lost?


  February 16. Social Circles Among Ants


  February 17. Death His Curtain Call


  February 18. Lasting Peace with Great Britain


  February 19. Earthly Experience of a Chinese Goddess


  February 20. Voltaire Observes the Quakers


  February 21. Does Football Make a College?


  February 22. An Ode for Washington’s Birthday


  February 23. Pepys’ Nose for News


  February 24. Lights and Shadows of Milton


  February 25. Punished for Too Sharp a Wit


  February 26. A David Who Side-stepped Goliath


  February 27. Poet Apostle of Good Cheer


  February 28. Spoke Latin First


  Leap Year Special


  February 29. Goethe’s Tale of a Maiden in Love


  


  February 1. King Arthur’s Knights Find Holy Grail


  Volume 35, pp. 112-123


  The Holy Grail, Malory


  The intrepid Knights of the Round Table were startled by “crackling and crying of thunder” which rang through the great hall of the castle. Then there entered “The Holy Grail covered with white samite.”


  The Holy Grail


  by Sir Thomas Malory


  The Thirteenth Book


  Chapter VII


  How the Queen Desired to See Galahad; and How After, All the Knights Were Replenished with the Holy Sangreal, and How They Avowed the Enquest of the Same


  Then the king, at the queen’s request, made him to alight and to unlace his helm, that the queen might see him in the visage. When she beheld him she said: Soothly I dare well say that Sir Launcelot begat him, for never two men resembled more in likeness, therefore it is no marvel though he be of great prowess. So a lady that stood by the queen said: Madam, for God’s sake ought he of right to be so good a knight? Yea, forsooth, said the queen, for he is of all parties come of the best knights of the world and of the highest lineage; for Sir Launcelot is come but of the eighth degree from our Lord Jesu Christ, and Sir Galahad is of the ninth degree from our Lord Jesu Christ, therefore I dare say they be the greatest gentlemen of the world. And then the king and all estates went home unto Camelot, and so went to evensong to the great minster, and so after upon that to supper, and every knight sat in his own place as they were toforehand. Then anon they heard cracking and crying of thunder, that them thought the place should all to drive. In the midst of this blast entered a sunbeam more clearer by seven times than ever they saw day, and all they were alighted of the grace of the Holy Ghost. Then began every knight to behold other, and either saw other, by their seeming, fairer than ever they saw afore. Not for then there was no knight might speak one word a great while, and so they looked every man on other as they had been dumb. Then there entered into the hall the Holy Greal covered with white samite, but there was none might see it, nor who bare it. And there was all the hall fulfilled with good odours, and every knight had such meats and drinks as he best loved in this world. And when the Holy Greal had been borne through the hall, then the Holy Vessel departed suddenly, that they wist not where it became: then had they all breath to speak. And then the king yielded thankings to God, of His good grace that he had sent them. Certes, said the king, we ought to thank our Lord Jesu greatly for that he hath shewed us this day, at the reverence of this high feast of Pentecost. Now, said Sir Gawaine, we have been served this day of what meats and drinks we thought on; but one thing beguiled us, we might not see the holy Grail, it was so preciously covered. Wherefore I will make here avow, that tomorn, without longer abiding, I shall labour in the quest of the Sangreal, that I shall hold me out a twelvemonth and a day, or more if need be, and never shall I return again unto the court till I have seen it more openly than it hath been seen here; and if I may not speed I shall return again as he that may not be against the will of our Lord Jesu Christ. When they of the Table Round heard Sir Gawaine say so, they arose up the most part and made such avows as Sir Gawaine had made. Anon as King Arthur heard this he was greatly displeased, for he wist well they might not again say their avows. Alas, said King Arthur unto Sir Gawaine, ye have nigh slain me with the avow and promise that ye have made; for through you ye have bereft me the fairest fellowship and the truest of knighthood that ever were seen together in any realm of the world; for when they depart from hence I am sure they all shall never meet more in this world, for they shall die many in the quest. And so it forthinketh me a little, for I have loved them as well as my life, wherefore it shall grieve me right sore, the departition of this fellowship: for I have had an old custom to have them in my fellowship.


  Chapter VIII


  How Great Sorrow Was Made of the King and the Queen and Ladies for the Departing of the Knights, and How They Departed


  And therewith the tears filled in his eyes. And then he said: Gawaine, Gawaine, ye have set me in great sorrow, for I have great doubt that my true fellowship shall never meet here more again. Ah, said Sir Launcelot, comfort yourself; for it shall be unto us a great honour and much more than if we died in any other places, for of death we be siccar. Ah, Launcelot, said the king, the great love that I have had unto you all the days of my life maketh me to say such doleful words; for never Christian king had never so many worthy men at his table as I have had this day at the Round Table, and that is my great sorrow. When the queen, ladies, and gentlewomen, wist these tidings, they had such sorrow and heaviness that there might no tongue tell it, for those knights had held them in honour and charity. But among all other Queen Guenever made great sorrow. I marvel, said she, my lord would suffer them to depart from him. Thus was all the court troubled for the love of the departition of those knights. And many of those ladies that loved knights would have gone with their lovers; and so had they done, had not an old knight come among them in religious clothing; and then he spake all on high and said: Fair lords, which have sworn in the quest of the Sangreal, thus sendeth you Nacien, the hermit, word, that none in this quest lead lady nor gentlewoman with him, for it is not to do in so high a service as they labour in; for I warn you plain, he that is not clean of his sins he shall not see the mysteries of our Lord Jesu Christ. And for this cause they left these ladies and gentlewomen. After this the queen came unto Galahad and asked him of whence he was, and of what country. He told her of whence he was. And son unto Launcelot, she said he was. As to that, he said neither yea or nay. So God me help, said the queen, of your father ye need not to shame you, for he is the goodliest knight, and of the best men of the world come, and of the strain of all parties, of kings. Wherefore ye ought of right to be, of your deeds, a passing good man; and certainly, she said, ye resemble him much. Then Sir Galahad was a little ashamed and said: Madam, sith ye know in certain, wherefore do ye ask it me? for he that is my father shall be known openly and all betimes. And then they went to rest them. And in the honour of the highness of Galahad he was led into King Arthur’s chamber, and there rested in his own bed. And as soon as it was day the king arose, for he had no rest of all that night for sorrow. Then he went unto Gawaine and to Sir Launcelot that were arisen for to hear mass. And then the king again said: Ah Gawaine, Gawaine, ye have betrayed me; for never shall my court be amended by you, but ye will never be sorry for me as I am for you. And therewith the tears began to run down by his visage. And therewith the king said: Ah, knight Sir Launcelot, I require thee thou counsel me, for I would that this quest were undone an it might be. Sir, said Sir Launcelot, ye saw yesterday so many worthy knights that then were sworn that they may not leave it in no manner of wise. That wot I well, said the king, but it shall so heavy me at their departing that I wot well there shall no manner of joy remedy me. And then the king and the queen went unto the minister. So anon Launcelot and Gawaine commanded their men to bring their arms. And when they all were armed save their shields and their helms, then they came to thier fellowship, which were all ready in the same wise, for to go to the minster to hear their service. Then after the service was done the king would wit how many had undertaken the quest of the Holy Grail; and to account them he prayed them all. Then found they by tale an hundred and fifty, and all were knights of the Round Table. And then they put on their helms an departed, and reommended them all wholly unto the queen: and there was weeping and great sorrow. Then the queen departed into her chamber so that no man should apperceive her great sorrows. When Sir Launcelot missed the queen he went into her chamber, and when she saw him she cried aloud: O Sir Launcelot, ye have betrayed me and put me to death, for to leave thus my lord. Ah, madam, said Sir Launcelot, I pray you be not displeased, for I shall come as soon as I may with my worship. Alas, said she, that ever I saw you; but he that suffered death upon the cross for all mankind be to you good conduct and safety, and all the whole fellowship. Right so departed Sir Launcelot, and found his fellowship that abode his coming. And so they mounted upon their horses and rode through the streets of Camelot; and there was weeping of the rich and poor, and the king turned away and might not speak for weeping. So within a while they came to a city, and a castle that hight Vagon. There they entered into the castle, and the lord of that castle was an old man that hight Vagon, and he was a good man of his living, and set open the gates, and made them all the good cheer that he might. And so on the morrow they were all accorded that they should depart every each from other; and then they departed on the morrow with weeping and mourning cheer, and every knight took the way that him best liked.


  Chapter IX


  How Galahad Gat Him a Shield, and How They Sped That Presumed to Take Down the Said Shield


  Now rideth Sir Galahad yet without shield, and so he rode four days without any adventure. And at the fourth day after evensong he came to a White Abbey, and there he was received with great reverence, and led to a chamber, and there he was unarmed; and then was he ware of two knights of the Round Table, one was King Bagdemagus, and that other was Sir Uwaine. And when they saw him they went unto him and made of him great solace, and so they went to supper. Sirs, said Sir Galahad, what adventure brought you hither? Sir, said they, it is told us that within this place is a shield that no man may bear about his neck but if that he be mischieved or dead within three days, or else maimed for ever. Ah sir, said King Bagdemagus, I shall it bear to-morrow for to essay this strange adventure. In the name of God, said Sir Galahad. Sir, said Bagdemagus, an I may not achieve the adventure of this shield ye shall take it upon you, for I am sure ye shall not fail. Sir, said Galahad, I agree right well thereto, for I have no shield. So on the morn they arose and heard mass. Then King Bagdemagus asked where the adventurous shield was. Anon a monk led him behind an altar where the shield hung as white as any snow, but in the middes was a red cross. Sir, said the monk, this shield ought not to be hanged about no knight’s neck but he be the worthiest knight of the world, and therefore I counsel you knights to be well advised. Well, said King Bagdemagus, I wot well that I am not the best knight of the world, but yet shall I essay to bear it. And so he bare it out of the monastery; and then he said unto Sir Galahad: If it will please you I pray you abide here still, till ye know how I shall speed. I shall abide you here, said Galahad. Then King Bagdemagus took with him a squire, the which should bring tidings unto Sir Galahad how he sped. Then when they had ridden a two mile and came in a fair valley afore an hermitage, then they saw a goodly knight come from that part in white armour, horse and all; and he came as fast as his horse might run, with his spear in the rest, and King Bagdemagus dressed his spear against him and brake it upon the white knight. But the other struck him so hard that he brake the mails, and thrust him through the right shoulder, for the shield covered him not as at that time; and so he bare him from his horse. And therewith he alighted and took the white shield from him saying: Knight, thou has done thyself great folly, for this shield ought not to be borne but by him that shall have no peer that liveth. And then he came to King Bagdemagus’ squire and said: Bear this shield unto the good knight Sir Galahad, that thou left in the abbey, and greet him well from me. Sir, said the squire, what is your name? Take thou no heed of my name, said the knight, for it is not for thee to know nor for none earthly man. Now, fair sir, said the squire, at the reverence of Jesu Christ, tell me for what cause this shield may not be borne but if the bearer thereof be mischieved. Now sith thou hast conjured me so, said the knight, this shield behoveth unto no man but unto Galahad. And the squire went unto Bagdemagus and asked whether he were sore wounded or not. Yea, forsooth, said he, I shall escape hard from the death. Then he fetched his horse, and brought him with great pain unto an abbey. Then was he taken down softly and unarmed, and laid in a bed, and there was looked to his wounds. And as the book telleth, he lay there long, and escaped hard with the life.


  Chapter X


  How Galahad Departed with the Shield, and How King Evelake Had Received the Shield of Joseph of Aramathie


  Sir Galahad, said the squire, that knight that wounded Bagdemagus sendeth you greeting, and bad that ye should bear this shield, wherethrough great adventures should befall. Now blessed be God and fortune, said Galahad. And then he asked his arms, and mounted upon his horse, and hung the white shield about his neck, and commended them unto God. And Sir Uwaine said he would bear him fellowship if it pleased him, Sir, said Galahad, that may ye not, for I must go alone, save this squire shall bear me fellowship: and so departed Uwaine. Then within a while came Galahad there as the white knight abode him by the hermitage, and every each saluted other courteously. Sir, said Galahad, by this shield be many marvels fallen? Sir, said the knight, it befell after the passion of our Lord Jesus Christ thirty-two year, that Joseph of Aramathie, the gentle knight, the which took down our Lord off the holy Cross, at that time he departed from Jerusalem with a great party of his kindred with him. And so he laboured till that they came to a city that hight Sarras. And at that same hour that Joseph came to Sarras there was a king that hight Evelake, that had great war against the Saracens, and in special against one Saracen, the which was King Evelake’s cousin, a rich king and a mighty, which marched nigh this land, and his name was called Tolleme la Feintes. So on a day these two met to do battle. Then Joseph, the son of Joseph of Aramathie, went to King Evelake and told him he should be discomfit and slain, but if he left his belief of the old law and believed upon the new law. And then there he shewed him the right belief of the Holy Trinity, to the which he agreed unto with all his heart; and there this shield was made for King Evelake, in the name of Him that died upon the Cross. And then through his good belief he had the better of King Tolleme. For when Evelake was in the battle there was a cloth set afore the shield, and when he was in the greatest peril he let put away the cloth, and then his enemies saw a figure of a man on the Cross, wherethrough they all were discomfit. And so it befell that a man of King Evelake’s was smitten his hand off, and bare that hand in his other hand; and Joseph called that man unto him and bade him go with good devotion touch the Cross. And soon as that man had touched the Cross with his hand it was as whole as ever it was tofore. Then soon after there fell a great marvel, that the cross of the shield at one time vanished away that no man wist where it became. And then King Evelake was baptised, and for the most part all the people of that city. So, soon after Joseph would depart, and King Evelake would go with him whether he would or nold. And so by fortune they came into this land, that at that time was called Great Britain; and there they found a great felon paynim, that put Joseph into prison. And so by fortune tidings came unto a worthy man that hight Mondrames, and he assembled all his people for the great renown he had heard of Joseph; and so he came into the land of Great Britain and disinherited this felon paynim and consumed him; and therewith delivered Joseph out of prison. And after that all the people were turned to the Christian faith.


  Chapter XI


  How Joseph Made a Cross on the White Shield with His Blood, and How Galahad Was by a Monk Brought to a Tomb


  Not long after that Joseph was laid in his deadly bed. And when King Evelake saw that he made much sorrow, and said: For thy love I have left my country, and sith ye shall depart out of this world, leave me some token of yours that I may think on you. Joseph said: That will I do full gladly; now bring me your shield that I took you when ye went into battle against King Tolleme. Then Joseph bled sore at the nose, so that he might not by no mean be staunched. And there upon that shield he made a cross of his own blood. Now may ye see a remembrance that I love you, for ye shall never see this shield but ye shall think on me, and it shall be always as fresh as it is now. And never shall man bear this shield about his neck but he shall repent it, unto the time that Galahad, the good knight, bare it; and the last of my lineage shall have it about his neck, that shall do many marvellous deeds. Now, said King Evelake, where shall I put this shield, that this worthy knight may have it? Ye shall leave it there as Nacien, the hermit, shall be put after his death; for thither shall that good knight come the fifteenth day after that he shall receive the order of knighthood: and so that day that they set is this time that he have his shield, and in the same abbey lieth Nacien, the hermit. And then the white knight vanished away. Anon as the squire had heard these words, he alit off his hackney and kneeled down at Galahad’s feet, and prayed him that he might go with him till he had made him knight. If I would not refuse you? Then will ye make me a knight? said the squire, and that order, by the grace of God, shall be well set in me. So Sir Galahad granted him, and turned again unto the abbey where they came from; and there men made great joy of Sir Galahad. And anon as he was alit there was a monk brought him unto a tomb in a churchyard, where there was such a noise that who that heard it should verily nigh be mad or lose his strength: and Sir, they said, we deem it is a fiend.


  Chapter XII


  Of the Marvel That Sir Galahad Saw and Heard in the Tomb, and How He Made Melias Knight


  Now lead me thither, said Galahad. And so they did, all armed save his helm. Now, said the good man, go to the tomb and lift it up. So he did, and heard a great noise; and piteously it said, that all men might hear it: Sir Galahad, he servant of Jesus Christ, come thou not nigh me, for thou shalt make me go again there where I have been so long. But Galahad was nothing afraid, but lifted up the stone; and there came out so foul a smoke, and after he saw the foulest figure leap thereout that ever he saw in the likeness of a man; and then he blessed him and wist will it was a fiend. Then heard he a voice say: Galahad, I see there environ about thee so many angels that my power may not dare thee. Right so Sir Galahad saw a body all armed lie in that tomb, and beside him a sword. Now, fair brother, said Galahad, let us remove this body, for it is not worthy to lie in this churchyard, for he was a false Christian man. And therewith they all departed and went to the abbey. And anon as he was unarmed a good man came and set him down by him and said: Sir, I shall tell you what betokeneth all that ye saw in the tomb; for that covered body betokeneth the duresse of the world, and the great sin that our Lord found in the world. For there was such wretchedness that the father loved not the son, nor the son loved not the father; and that was one of the causes that our Lord took flesh and blood of a clene maiden, for our sins were so great at that time that wellnigh all was wickedness. Truly, said Galahad, I believe you right well. So Sir Galahad rested him there that night; and upon the morn he made the squire knight, and asked him his name, and of what kindred he was come. Sir, said he, men calleth me Melias de Lile, and I am the son of the king of Denmark. Now, fair sir, said Galahad, sith that ye be come of kings and queens, now look that knighthood be well set in you, for ye ought to be a mirror unto all chivalry. Sir, said Sir Melias, ye say sooth. But, sir, sithen ye have made me a knight ye must of right grant me my first desire that is reasonable. Ye say sooth, said Galahad. Melias said: Then that ye will suffer me to ride with you in this quest of the Sangreal, till that some adventure depart us. I grant you sir. Then men brought Sir Melias his armour and his spear and his horse, and so Sir Galahad and he rode forth all that week or they any found adventure. And then upon a Monday in the morning, as they were departed from an abbey, they came to a cross which departed two ways, and in that cross were letters written that said thus: Now, ye knights errant, the which goeth to seek knights adventurous, see here two ways; that one way defendeth thee that thou ne go that way, for he shall not go out of the way again but if he a good man and a worthy knight; and if thoN go on the left hand, thou shalt not lightly there win prowess, for thou shalt in this way be soon essayed. Sir, said Melias to Galahad, if it like you to suffer me to take the way on the left hand, tell me, for there I shall well prove my strength. It were better, said Galahad, ye rode not that way, for I deem I should better escape in that way than ye. Nay, my lord, I pray you let me have that adventure. Take it in God’s name, said Galahad.


  Chapter XIII


  Of the Adventure That Melias Had, and How Galahad Revenged Him, and How Melias Was Carried into an Abbey


  And then rode Melias into an old forest, and therein he rode two days and more. And then he came into a fair meadow, and there was a fair lodge of boughs. And then he espied in that lodge a chair, wherein was a crown of gold, subtily wrought. Also there were cloths covered upon the earth, and many delicious meats set thereon. Sir Melias beheld this adventure, and thought it marvellous, but he had no hunger, but of the crown of gold he took much keep; and therewith he stooped down and took it up, and rode his way with it. And anon he saw a knight came riding after him that said: Knight, set down that crown which is not yours, and therefore defend you. Then Sir Melias blessed him and said: Fair lord of heaven, help and save thy newmade knight. And then they let their horses run as fast as they might, so that the other knight smote Sir Melias through hauberk and through the left side, that he fell to the earth nigh dead. And then he took the crown and went his way; and Sir Melias lay still and had no power to stir. In the meanwhile by fortune there came Sir Galahad and found him there in peril of death. And then he said: Ah, Melias, who hath wounded you? therefore it had been better to have ridden the other way. And when Sir Melias heard him speak: Sir, he said, for God’s love let me not die in this forest, but bear me unto the abbey here beside, that I may be confessed and have my rights. It shall be done, said Galahad, but where is he that hath wounded you? With that Sir Galahad heard in the leaves cry on high: Knight, keep thee from me. Ah sir, said Melias, beware, for that is he that hath slain me. Sir Galahad answered: Sir knight, come on your peril. Then either dressed to other, and came together as fast as their horses might run, and Galahad smote him so that his spear went through his shoulder, and smote him down off his horse, and in the falling Galahad’s spear brake. With that came out another knight out of the leaves, and brake a spear upon Galahad or ever he might turn him. Then Galahad drew out his sword and smote off the left arm of him, so that it fell to the earth. And then he fled, and Sir Galahad pursued fast after him. And then he turned again unto Sir Melias, and there he alit and dressed him softly on his horse tofore him, for the truncheon of his spear was in his body; and Sir Galahad start up behind him, and held him in his arms, and so brought him to the abbey, and there unarmed him and brought him to his chamber. And then he asked his Saviour. And when he had received Him he said unto Sir Galahad: Sir, let death come when it pleaseth him. And therewith he drew out the truncheon of the spear out of his body: and then he swooned. Then came there an old monk which sometime had been a knight, and beheld Sir Melias. And anon he ransacked him; and then he said unto Sir Galahad: I shall heal him of his wound, by the grace of God, within the term of seven weeks. Then was Sir Galahad glad, and unarmed him, and said he would abide there three days. And then he asked Sir Melias how it stood with him. Then he said he was turned unto helping, God be thanked.


  


  February 2. “Apparel Oft Proclaims the Man”


  Volume 46, pp. 107-120


  Elizabethan Drama, 1


  Before his son, Laertes, departs for a foreign country, Polonius advises him as to his conduct and dress, while Hamlet, the king's son, has to learn by experience. (Shakespeare's twins—Hamnet and Judith—baptized Feb. 2, 1585.)


  The Tragedy of Hamlet


  Prince of Denmark


  by


  William Shakespeare


  Act I


  Scene III. [A room in Polonius’s house]


  Enter Laertes and Ophelia


  Laertes.


  My necessaries are embark’d, farewell;


  And, sister, as the winds give benefit


  And convoy is assistant, do not sleep,


  But let me hear from you.


  Ophelia.


  Do you doubt that?


  Laertes.


  For Hamlet and the trifling of his favours,


  Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood,


  A violet in the youth of primy(1) nature,


  Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting,


  The [perfume and] suppliance(2) of a minute;


  No more.


  Ophelia.


  No more but so?


  Laertes.


  Think it no more:


  For nature crescent does not grow alone


  In thews(3) and bulk, but, as this temple waxes,


  The inward service of the mind and soul


  Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now,


  And now no soil nor cautel(4) doth besmirch


  The virtue of his will; but you must fear,


  His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own;


  For he himself is subject to his birth.


  He may not, as unvalued persons do,


  Carve for himself, for on his choice depends


  The sanity and health of the whole state;


  And therefore must his choice be circumscrib’d


  Unto the voice and yielding(5) of that body


  Whereof he is the head. Then, if he says he loves you,


  It fits your wisdom so far to believe it


  As he in his particular act and place


  May give his saying deed; which is no further


  Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.


  Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain


  If with too credent(6) ear you list his songs,


  Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open


  To his unmast’red importunity.


  Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister,


  And keep you in the rear of your affection,


  Out of the shot and danger of desire.


  The chariest maid is prodigal enough,


  If she unmask her beauty to the moon.


  Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes.


  The canker(7) galls the infants of the spring


  Too oft before the buttons(8) be disclos’d,


  And in the morn and liquid dew of youth


  Contagious blastments are most imminent.


  Be wary then, best safety lies in fear;


  Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.


  Ophelia.


  I shall the effect of this good lesson keep,


  As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother,


  Do not, as some ungracious pastors do,


  Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven,


  Whilst, like a puff’d and reckless libertine,


  Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads,


  And recks not his own rede.(9)


  Laertes.


  O, fear me not.


  Enter Polonius


  I stay too long: but here my father comes.


  A double blessing is a double grace;


  Occasion smiles upon a second leave.


  Polonius.


  Yet here, Laertes? Aboard, aboard, for shame!


  The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,


  And you are stay’d for. There; my blessing with you!


  And these few precepts in thy memory


  See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,


  Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.


  Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.


  The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,


  Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel;


  But do not dull thy palm with entertainment


  Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware


  Of entrance to a quarrel; but being in,


  Bear’t that the opposed may beware of thee.


  Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice;


  Take each man’s censure,(10) but reserve thy judgement.


  Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,


  But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy;


  For the apparel oft proclaims the man,


  And they in France of the best rank and station


  Are most select and generous in that.


  Neither a borrower nor a lender be;


  For loan oft loses both itself and friend,


  And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.(11)


  This above all: to thine own self be true,


  And it must follow, as the night the day,


  Thou canst not then be false to any man.


  Farewell; my blessing season this in thee!


  Laertes.


  Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord.


  Polonius.


  The time invites you; go, your servants tend.


  Laertes.


  Farewell, Ophelia, and remember well


  What I have said to you.


  Ophelia.


  ’Tis in my memory lock’d,


  And you yourself shall keep the key of it.


  Laertes.


  Farewell.


  [Exit.


  Polonius.


  What is ’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you?


  Ophelia.


  So please you, something touching the Lord Hamlet.


  Polonius.


  Marry, well bethought.


  ’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late


  Given private time to you, and you yourself


  Have of your audience been most free and bounteous.


  If it be so—as so ’tis put on me,


  And that in way of caution—I must tell you,


  You do not understand yourself so clearly


  As it behoves my daughter and your honour.


  What is between you? Give me up the truth.


  Ophelia.


  He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders(12)


  Of his affection to me.


  Polonius.


  Affection! pooh! You speak like a green girl,


  Unsifted in such perilous circumstance.


  Do you believe his tenders, as you call them?


  Ophelia.


  I do not know, my lord, what I should think.


  Polonius.


  Marry, I’ll teach you: think yourself a baby


  That you have ta’en his tenders for true pay,


  Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly,


  Or—not to crack the wind of the poor phrase,


  Running it thus—you’ll tender me a fool.


  Ophelia.


  My lord, he hath importun’d me with love


  In honourable fashion.


  Polonius.


  Ay, fashion you may call it. Go to, go to.


  Ophelia.


  And hath given countenance to his speech, my lord,


  With almost all the holy vows of heaven.


  Polonius.


  Ay, springes(13) to catch woodcocks. I do know,


  When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul


  Lends the tongue vows. These blazes, daughter,


  Giving more light than heat, extinct in both


  Even in their promise, as it is a-making,


  You must not take for fire. From this time, daughter,


  Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence.


  Set your entreatments(14) at a higher rate


  Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,


  Believe so much in him, that he is young,


  And with a larger tether may he walk


  Than may be given you. In few, Ophelia,


  Do not believe his vows; for they are brokers,


  Not of that dye which their investments(15) show,


  But mere implorators(16) of unholy suits,


  Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds,


  The better to beguile. This is for all:


  I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth,


  Have you so slander any moment leisure


  As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet.


  Look to ’t, I charge you. Come your ways.


  Ophelia.


  I shall obey, my lord.


  [Exeunt.


  Scene IV. [The platform]


  Enter HAMLET, HORATIO, and MARCELLUS


  Hamlet.


  The air bites shrewdly; it is very cold.


  Horatio.


  It is a nipping and an eager air.


  Hamlet.


  What hour now?


  Horatio.


  I think it lacks of twelve.


  Marcellus.


  No, it is struck.


  Horatio.


  Indeed? I heard it not. Then it draws near the season


  Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk.


  A flourish of trumpets, and two pieces go off [within].


  What does this mean, my lord?


  Hamlet.


  The King doth wake to-night and takes his rouse,


  Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring(17) reels;


  And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down,


  The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out


  The triumph of his pledge.


  Horatio.


  Is it a custom?


  Hamlet.


  Ay, marry, is ’t,


  But to my mind, though I am native here


  And to the manner born, it is a custom


  More honour’d in the breach than the observance.


  [This heavy-headed revel east and west


  Makes us traduc’d and tax’d(18) of other nations.


  They clepe(19) us drunkards, and with swinish phrase


  Soil our addition;(20) and indeed it takes


  From our achievements, though perform’d at height,


  The pith and marrow of our attribute.


  So, oft it chances in particular men,


  That for some vicious mole(21) of nature in them,


  As, in their birth—wherein they are not guilty,


  Since nature cannot choose his origin—


  By their o’ergrowth of some complexion(22)


  Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason,


  Or by some habit that too much o’er-leavens


  The form of plausive(23) manners, that these men,


  Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect,


  Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star,(24) —


  His virtues else—be they as pure as grace,


  As infinite as man may undergo—


  Shall in the general censure(25) take corruption


  From that particular fault. The dram of eale(26)


  Doth all the noble substance often dout(27)


  To his own scandal.]


  Enter Ghost


  Horatio.


  Look, my lord, it comes!


  Hamlet.


  Angels and ministers of grace defend us!


  Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn’d,


  Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell,


  Be thy intents wicked or charitable,


  Thou com’st in such a questionable(28) shape


  That I will speak to thee. I’ll call thee Hamlet,


  King, father; royal Dane, O, answer me!


  Let me not burst in ignorance, but tell


  Why thy canoniz’d bones, hearsed in death,


  Have burst their cerements;(29) why the sepulchre,


  Wherein we saw thee quietly inurn’d,


  Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws,


  To cast thee up again. What may this mean,


  That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel


  Revisits thus the glimpses of the moon,


  Making night hideous, and we fools of nature


  So horridly to shake our disposition


  With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls?


  Say, why is this? Wherefore? What should we do?


  Ghost beckons HAMLET.


  Horatio.


  It beckons you to go away with it,


  As if it some impartment did desire


  To you alone.


  Marcellus.


  Look, with what courteous action


  It wafts you to a more removed ground.


  But do not go with it.


  Horatio.


  No, by no means.


  Hamlet.


  It will not speak; then will I follow it.


  Horatio.


  Do not, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  Why, what should be the fear?


  I do not set my life at a pin’s fee,


  And for my soul, what can it do to that,


  Being a thing immortal as itself?


  It waves me forth again. I’ll follow it.


  Horatio.


  What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord,


  Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff


  That beetles o’er his base into the sea,


  And there assume some other horrible form,


  Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason


  And draw you into madness? Think of it.


  [The very place puts toys of desperation,


  Without more motive, into every brain


  That looks so many fathoms to the sea


  And hears it roar beneath.]


  Hamlet.


  It wafts me still.


  Go on, I’ll follow thee.


  Marcellus.


  You shall not go, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  Hold off your hand.


  Horatio.


  Be rul’d; you shall not go.


  Hamlet.


  My fate cries out,


  And makes each petty artery in this body


  As hardly as the Nemean lion’s nerve.


  Still am I call’d. Unhand me, gentlemen.


  By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets(30) me!


  I say, away!—Go on, I’ll follow thee.


  [Exeunt Ghost and HAMLET.


  Horatio.


  He waxes desperate with imagination.


  Marcellus.


  Let’s follow. ’Tis not fit thus to obey him.


  Horatio.


  Have after. To what issue will this come?


  Marcellus.


  Something is rotten in the state of Denmark.


  Horatio.


  Heaven will direct it.


  Marcellus.


  Nay, let’s follow him.


  [Exeunt.


  Scene V. [Another part of the platform]


  Enter Ghost and HAMLET


  Hamlet.


  Where wilt thou lead me? Speak, I’ll go no further.


  Ghost.


  Mark me.


  Hamlet.


  I will.


  Ghost.


  My hour is almost come,


  When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames


  Must render up myself.


  Hamlet.


  Alas, poor ghost!


  Ghost.


  Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing


  To what I shall unfold.


  Hamlet.


  Speak; I am bound to hear.


  Ghost.


  So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.


  Hamlet.


  What?


  Ghost.


  I am thy father’s spirit,


  Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night,


  And for the day confin’d to fast in fires,


  Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature


  Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am forbid


  To tell the secrets of my prison-house,


  I could a tale unfold whose lightest word


  Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood,


  Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres,


  Thy knotty and combined locks to part


  And each particular hair to stand on end,


  Like quills upon the fretful porpentine.(31)


  But this eternal blazon(32) must not be


  To ears of flesh and blood. List, Hamlet, O, list!


  If thou didst ever thy dear father love—


  Hamlet.


  O God!


  Ghost.


  Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.


  Hamlet.


  Murder!


  Ghost.


  Murder most foul, as in the best it is,


  But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.


  Hamlet.


  Haste me to know ’t, that I, with wings as swift


  As meditation or the thoughts of love,


  May sweep to my revenge.


  Ghost.


  I find thee apt;


  And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed


  That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,(33)


  Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear.


  It’s given out that, sleeping in mine orchard,


  A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark


  Is by a forged process(34) of my death


  Rankly abus’d;(35) but know, thou noble youth,


  The serpent that did sting thy father’s life


  Now wears his crown.


  Hamlet.


  O my prophetic soul!


  Mine uncle!


  Ghost.


  Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,


  With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,—


  O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power


  So to seduce!—won to his shameful lust


  The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen.


  O Hamlet, what a falling-off was there!


  From me, whose love was of that dignity


  That it went hand in hand even with the vow


  I made to her in marriage, and to decline


  Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor


  To those of mine!


  But virtue, as it never will be moved,


  Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven,


  So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d,


  Will sate itself in a celestial bed


  And prey on garbage.


  But, soft! methinks I scent the morning’s air.


  Brief let me be. Sleeping within mine orchard,


  My custom always in the afternoon,


  Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,


  With juice of cursed hebenon(36) in a vial,


  And in the porches of mine ears did pour


  The leperous distilment; whose effect


  Holds such an enmity with blood of man


  That swift as quicksilver it courses through


  The natural gates and alleys of the body,


  And with a sudden vigour it doth posset(37)


  And curd, like eager(38) droppings into milk,


  The thin and wholesome blood. So did it mine,


  And a most instant tetter(39) bark’d about,


  Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,


  All my smooth body.


  Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand


  Of life, of crown, and queen, at once dispatch’d;


  Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,


  Unhousel’d,(40) disappointed,(41) unanel’d,(42)


  No reckoning made, but sent to my account


  With all my imperfections on my head.


  O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible!


  If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not;


  Let not the royal bed of Denmark be


  A couch for luxury and damned incest.


  But, howsoever thou pursuest this act,


  Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive


  Against thy mother aught. Leave her to heaven


  And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge,


  To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once!


  The glow-worm shows the matin to be near,


  And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire.


  Adieu, adieu! Hamlet, remember me.


  [Exit.


  Hamlet.


  O all you host of heaven! O earth! What else?


  And shall I couple hell? O, fie! Hold, my heart,


  And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,


  But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee!


  Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat


  In this distracted globe. Remember thee!


  Yea, from the table of my memory


  I’ll wipe away all trivial fond(43) records,


  All saws(44) of books, all forms, all pressures past,


  That youth and observation copied there,


  And thy commandment all alone shall live


  Within the book and volume of my brain,


  Unmix’d with baser matter. Yes, yes, by heaven!


  O most pernicious woman!


  O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain!


  My tables, my tables,—meet it is I set it down!


  That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain!


  At least I’m sure it may be so in Denmark.


  So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word;


  It is “Adieu, adieu! remember me.”


  I have sworn ’t.


  Marcellus & Horatio. (Within.)


  My lord, my lord!


  Marcellus. (Within.)


  Lord Hamlet!


  Horatio. (Within.)


  Heaven secure him!


  Hamlet.


  So be it!


  Marcellus. (Within.)


  Illo, ho, ho, my lord!


  Hamlet.


  Hillo, ho, ho, boy! Come, bird, come.


  Enter HORATIO and MARCELLUS


  Marcellus.


  How is ’t, my noble lord?


  Horatio.


  What news, my lord?


  Hamlet.


  O, wonderful!


  Horatio.


  Good my lord, tell it.


  Hamlet.


  No, you’ll reveal it.


  Horatio.


  Not I, my lord, by heaven.


  Marcellus.


  Nor I, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  How say you, then, would heart of man once think it?—


  But you’ll be secret?


  Horatio & Marcellus.


  Ay, by heaven, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  There’s ne’er a villain dwelling in all Denmark—


  But he’s an arrant knave.


  Horatio.


  There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the grave


  To tell us this.


  Hamlet.


  Why, right, you are i’ the right.


  And so, without more circumstance at all,


  I hold it fit that we shake hands and part;


  You, as your business and desires shall point you,


  For every man has business and desire,


  Such as it is; and for mine own poor part,


  Look you, I’ll go pray.


  Horatio.


  These are but wild and whirling words, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  I’m sorry they offend you, heartily;


  Yes, faith, heartily.


  Horatio.


  There’s no offence, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio,


  And much offence too. Touching this vision here,


  It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you.


  For your desire to know what is between us,


  O’ermaster ’t as you may. And now, good friends,


  As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers,


  Give me one poor request.


  Horatio.


  What is ’t, my lord? We will.


  Hamlet.


  Never make known what you have seen to-night.


  Horatio & Marcellus.


  My lord, we will not.


  Hamlet.


  Nay, but swear ’t.


  Horatio.


  In faith,


  My lord, not I.


  Marcellus.


  Nor I, my lord, in faith.


  Hamlet.


  Upon my sword.


  Marcellus.


  We have sworn, my lord, already.


  Hamlet.


  Indeed, upon my sword, indeed.


  Ghost.


  Swear!


  Ghost cries under the stage.


  Hamlet.


  Ah, ha, boy! say’st thou so? Art thou there, truepenny?


  Come on; you hear this fellow in the cellarage.


  Consent to swear.


  Horatio.


  Propose the oath, my lord.


  Hamlet.


  Never to speak of this that you have seen.


  Swear by my sword.


  Ghost. (Beneath.)


  Swear.


  Hamlet.


  Hic et ubique?(45) Then we’ll shift our ground.


  Come thither, gentlemen,


  And lay your hands again upon my sword.


  Never to speak of this that you have heard,


  Swear by my sword.


  Ghost. (Beneath.)


  Swear.


  Hamlet.


  Well said, old mole! Canst work i’ the earth so fast?


  A worthy pioner!(46) Once more remove, good friends.


  Horatio.


  O day and night, but this is wondrous strange!


  Hamlet.


  And therefore as a stranger give it welcome.


  There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,


  Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.


  But come;


  Here, as before, never, so help you mercy,


  How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself,—


  As I perchance hereafter shall think meet


  To put an antic disposition on—


  That you, at such time seeing me, never shall,


  With arms encumb’red thus, or this headshake,


  Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase,


  As “Well, we know,” or “We could, an if we would,”


  Or “If we list to speak,” or “There be, an if they might,”


  Or such ambiguous giving out, to note


  That you know aught of me,—this not to do,


  So grace and mercy at your most need help you,


  Swear.


  Ghost. (Beneath.)


  Swear.


  Hamlet.


  Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! [They swear.] So, gentlemen,


  With all my love I do commend me to you.


  And what so poor a man as Hamlet is


  May do, to express his love and friending to you,


  God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together;


  And still your fingers on your lips, I pray.


  The time is out of joint;—O cursed spite,


  That ever I was born to set it right!


  Nay, come, let’s go together.


  [Exeunt.
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  Scene—London


  Act I


  Scene I


  [Enter] Face [in a captain’s uniform, with his sword drawn, and] Subtle [with a vial, quarrelling, and followed by] Dol Common(47)


  Face.


  Believe ’t, I will.


  Subtle.


  Thy worst.


  Dol Common.


  Have you your wits? why, gentlemen! for love—


  Face.


  Sirrah, I’ll strip you—


  Subtle.


  What to do?


  Face.


  Rogue, rogue!—out of all your sleights.(48)


  Dol Common.


  Nay, look ye, sovereign, general, are you madmen?


  Subtle.


  O, let the wild sheep loose. I’ll gum your silks


  With good strong water, an you come.


  Dol Common.


  Will you have


  The neighbours hear you? Will you betray all?


  Hark! I hear somebody.


  Face.


  Sirrah—


  Subtle.


  I shall mar


  All that the tailor has made if you approach.


  Face.


  You most notorious whelp, you insolent slave,


  Dare you do this?


  Subtle.


  Yes, faith; yes, faith.


  Face.


  Why, who


  Am I, my mongrel, who am I?


  Subtle.


  I’ll tell you,


  Since you know not yourself.


  Face.


  Speak lower, rogue.


  Subtle.


  Yes, you were once (time’s not long past) the good,


  Honest, plain, livery-three-pound-thrum,(49) that kept


  Your master’s worship’s house here in the Friars,(50)


  For the vacations—


  Face.


  Will you be so loud?


  Subtle.


  Since, by my means, translated suburb-captain.


  Face.


  By your means, doctor dog!


  Subtle.


  Within man’s memory,


  All this I speak of.


  Face.


  Why, I pray you, have I


  Been countenanc’d by you, or you by me?


  Do but collect, sir, where I met you first.


  Subtle.


  I do not hear well.


  Face.


  Not of this, I think it.


  But I shall put you in mind, sir;—at Pie-corner,


  Taking your meal of steam in, from cooks’ stalls,


  Where, like the father of hunger, you did walk


  Piteously costive, with your pinch’d-horn-nose,


  And your complexion of the Roman wash,(51)


  Stuck full of black and melancholic worms,


  Like powder-corns(52) shot at the artillery-yard.


  Subtle.


  I wish you could advance your voice a little.


  Face.


  When you went pinn’d up in the several rags;


  You had rak’d and pick’d from dunghills, before day;


  Your feet in mouldy slippers, for your kibes;(53)


  A felt of rug,(54) and a thin threaden cloak,


  That scarce would cover your no-buttocks—


  Subtle.


  So, sir!


  Face.


  When all your alchemy, and your algebra,


  Your minerals, vegetals, and animals,


  Your conjuring, coz’ning; and your dozen of trades,


  Could not relieve your corpse with so much linen


  Would make you tinder, but to see a fire;


  I ga’ you count’nance, credit for your coals,


  Your stills, your glasses, your materials;


  Built you a furnace, drew you customers,


  Advanc’d all your black arts; lent you, beside,


  A house to practise in—


  Subtle.


  Your master’s house!


  Face.


  Where you have studied the more thriving skill


  Of bawdry since.


  Subtle.


  Yes, in your master’s house.


  You and the rats here kept possession.


  Make it not strange.(55) I know you were one could keep


  The buttery-hatch still lock’d, and save the chippings,


  Sell the dole beer to aqua-vitae men,(56)


  The which, together with your Christmas vails(57)


  At post-and-pair,(58) your letting out of counters,(59)


  Made you a pretty stock, some twenty marks,


  And gave you credit to converse with cobwebs,


  Here, since your mistress’ death hath broke up house.


  Face.


  You might talk softlier, rascal.


  Subtle.


  No, you scarab,


  I’ll thunder you in pieces: I will teach you


  How to beware to tempt a Fury again


  That carries tempest in his hand and voice.


  Face.


  The place has made you valiant.


  Subtle.


  No, your clothes.


  Thou vermin, have I ta’en thee out of dung,


  So poor, so wretched, when no living thing


  Would keep thee company, but a spider or worse?


  Rais’d thee from brooms, and dust, and wat’ring-pots,


  Sublim’d thee, and exalted thee, and fix’d thee


  In the third region,(60) call’d our state of grace?


  Wrought thee to spirit, to quintessence, with pains


  Would twice have won me the philosopher’s work?


  Put thee in words and fashion, made thee fit


  For more than ordinary fellowships?


  Giv’n thee thy oaths, thy quarelling dimensions,


  Thy rules to cheat, at horse-race, cock-pit, cards,


  Dice, or whatever gallant tincture(61) else?


  Made thee a second in mine own great art?


  And have I this for thanks! Do you rebel?


  Do you fly out i’ the projection?(62)


  Would you be gone now?


  Dol Common.


  Gentlemen, what mean you?


  Will you mar all?


  Subtle.


  Slave, thou hadst had no name—


  Dol Common.


  Will you undo yourselves with civil war?


  Subtle.


  Never been known, past equi clibanum,


  The heat of horse-dung, under ground, in cellars,


  Or an ale-house darker than deaf John’s; been lost


  To all mankind, but laundresses and tapsters,


  Had not I been.


  Dol Common.


  Do you know who hears you, sovereign?


  Face.


  Sirrah—


  Dol Common.


  Nay, general, I thought you were civil.


  Face.


  I shall turn desperate, if you grow thus loud.


  Subtle.


  And hang thyself, I care not.


  Face.


  Hang thee, collier,


  And all thy pots and pans, in picture, I will,


  Since thou hast mov’d me—


  Dol Common. [Aside]


  O, this’ll o’erthrow all.


  Face.


  Write thee up bawd in Paul’s, have all thy tricks


  Of coz’ning with a hollow coal, dust, scrapings,


  Searching for things lost, with a sieve and shears,


  Erecting figures in your rows of houses,(63)


  And taking in of shadows with a glass,


  Told in red letters; and a face cut for thee,


  Worse than Gamaliel Ratsey’s.(64)


  Dol Common.


  Are you sound?


  Ha’ you your senses, masters?


  Face.


  I will have


  A book, but barely reckoning thy impostures,


  Shall prove a true philosopher’s stone to printers.


  Subtle.


  Away, you trencher-rascal!


  Face.


  Out, you dog-leech!


  The vomit of all prisons—


  Dol Common.


  Will you be


  Your own destructions, gentlemen?


  Face.


  Still spew’d out


  For lying too heavy on the basket.(65)


  Subtle.


  Cheater!


  Face.


  Bawd!


  Subtle.


  Cow-herd!


  Face.


  Conjurer!


  Subtle.


  Cutpurse!


  Face.


  Witch!


  Dol Common.


  O me!


  We are ruin’d, lost! Ha’ you no more regard


  To your reputations? Where’s your judgment? ’Slight,


  Have yet some care of me, o’ your republic—


  Face.


  Away, this brach!(66) I’ll bring thee, rogue, within


  The statute of sorcery, tricesimo tertio


  Of Harry the Eighth:(67) ay, and perhaps thy neck


  Within a noose, for laund’ring gold and barbing it.(68)


  Dol Common.


  You’ll bring your head within a cockscomb,(69) will you?


  She catcheth out Face his sword, and breaks Subtle’s glass.


  And you, sir, with your menstrue!(70)—Gather it up.


  ’Sdeath, you abominable pair of stinkards,


  Leave off your barking, and grow one again,


  Or, by the light that shines, I’ll cut your throats.


  I’ll not be made a prey unto the marshal


  For ne’er a snarling dog-bolt of you both.


  Ha’ you together cozen’d all this while,


  And all the world, and shall it now be said,


  You’ve made most courteous shift to cozen yourselves?


  [To Face.]


  You will accuse him! You will “bring him in


  Within the statute!” Who shall take your word?


  A whoreson, upstart, apocryphal captain,


  Whom not a Puritan in Blackfriars will trust


  So much as for a feather: and you, too,


  [To Subtle.]


  Will give the cause, forsooth! You will insult,


  And claim a primacy in the divisions!


  You must be chief! As if you only had


  The powder to project(71) with, and the work


  Were not begun out of equality!


  The venture tripartite! All things in common!


  Without priority! ’Sdeath! you perpetual curs,


  Fall to your couples again, and cozen kindly,


  And heartily, and lovingly, as you should,


  And lose not the beginning of a term,


  Or, by this hand, I shall grow factious too,


  And take my part, and quit you.


  Face.


  ’Tis his fault;


  He ever murmurs, and objects his pains,


  And says, the weight of all lies upon him.


  Subtle.


  Why, so it does.


  Dol Common.


  How does it? Do not we


  Sustain our parts?


  Subtle.


  Yes, but they are not equal.


  Dol Common.


  Why, if your part exceed today, I hope


  Ours may to-morrow match it.


  Subtle.


  Ay, they may.


  Dol Common.


  May, murmuring mastiff! Ay, and do. Death on me!


  Help me to throttle him.


  [Seizes Subtle by the throat.]


  Subtle.


  Dorothy! Mistress Dorothy!


  ’Ods precious, I’ll do anything. What do you mean?


  Dol Common.


  Because o’ your fermentation and cibation?(72)


  Subtle.


  Not I, by heaven—


  Dol Common.


  Your Sol and Luna—help me.


  [To Face.]


  Subtle.


  Would I were hang’d then! I’ll conform myself.


  Dol Common.


  Will you, sir? Do so then, and quickly: swear.


  Subtle.


  What should I swear?


  Dol Common.


  To leave your faction, sir,


  And labour kindly in the common work.


  Subtle.


  Let me not breathe if I meant aught beside.


  I only us’d those speeches as a spur


  To him.


  Dol Common.


  I hope we need no spurs, sir. Do we?


  Face.


  ’Slid, prove today who shall shark best.


  Subtle.


  Agreed.


  Dol Common.


  Yes, and work close and friendly.


  Subtle.


  ’Slight, the knot


  Shall grow the stronger for this breach, with me.


  [They shake hands.]


  Dol Common.


  Why, so, my good baboons! Shall we go make


  A sort of sober, scurvy, precise neighbours,


  That scarce have smil’d twice sin’ the king came in,(73)


  A feast of laughter at our follies? Rascals,


  Would run themselves from breath, to see me ride,


  Or you t’have but a hole to thrust your heads in,(74)


  For which you should pay ear-rent?(75) No, agree.


  And may Don Provost ride a feasting long,


  In his old velvet jerkin and stain’d scarfs,


  My noble sovereign, and worthy general,


  Ere we contribute a new crewel(76) garter


  To his most worsted(77) worship.


  Subtle.


  Royal Dol!


  Spoken like Claridiana,(78) and thyself.


  Face.


  For which at supper, thou shalt sit in triumph,


  And not be styl’d Dol Common, but Dol Proper,


  Dol Singular: the longest cut at night,


  Shall draw thee for his Dol Particular.


  [Bell rings without.]


  Subtle.


  Who’s that? One rings. To the window, Dol: [Exit dol common.]—pray heav’n,


  The master do not trouble us this quarter.


  Face.


  O, fear not him. While there dies one a week


  O’ the plague, he’s safe from thinking toward London.


  Beside, he’s busy at his hop-yards now;


  I had a letter from him. If he do,


  He’ll send such word, for airing o’ the house,


  As you shall have sufficient time to quit it:


  Though we break up a fortnight, ’tis no matter.


  Re-enter Dol Common.


  Subtle.


  Who is it, Dol?


  Dol Common.


  A fine young quodling.(79)


  Face.


  O,


  My lawyer’s clerk, I lighted on last night,


  In Holborn, at the Dagger. He would have


  (I told you of him) a familiar,


  To rifle with at horses, and win cups.


  Dol Common.


  O, let him in.


  Subtle.


  Stay. Who shall do’t?


  Face.


  Get you


  Your robes on; I will meet him, as going out.


  Dol Common.


  And what shall I do?


  Face.


  Not be seen; away!


  [Exit Dol Common.]


  Seem you very reserv’d.


  Subtle.


  Enough.


  [Exit.]


  Face. [aloud and retiring.]


  God be wi’ you, sir,


  I pray you let him know that I was here:


  His name is Dapper. I would gladly have staid, but—


  Scene II [The same.]


  Face, alone(80)


  Dapper. [Within.]


  Captain, I am here.


  Face.


  Who’s that?—He’s come, I think, doctor.


  [Enter Dapper.]


  Good faith, sir, I was going away.


  Dapper.


  In truth


  I am very sorry, captain.


  Face.


  But I thought


  Sure I should meet you.


  Dapper.


  Ay, I am very glad.


  I had a scurvy writ or two to make,


  And I had lent my watch last night to one


  That dines today at the sheriff’s, and so was robb’d


  Of my pass-time.(81)


  [Re-enter Subtle in his velvet cap and gown]


  Is this the cunning-man?


  Face.


  This is his worship.


  Dapper.


  Is he a doctor?


  Face.


  Yes.


  Dapper.


  And ha’ you broke(82) with him, captain?


  Face.


  Ay.


  Dapper.


  And how?


  Face.


  Faith, he does make the matter, sir, so dainty,(83)


  I know not what to say.


  Dapper.


  Not so, good captain.


  Face.


  Would I were fairly rid on’t, believe me.


  Dapper.


  Nay, now you grieve me, sir. Why should you wish so?


  I dare assure you, I’ll not be ungrateful.


  Face.


  I cannot think you will, sir. But the law


  Is such a thing—and then he says, Read’s(84) matter


  Falling so lately.


  Dapper.


  Read! he was an ass,


  And dealt, sir, with a fool.


  Face.


  It was a clerk, sir.


  Dapper.


  A clerk!


  Face.


  Nay, hear me, sir. You know the law


  Better, I think—


  Dapper.


  I should, sir, and the danger:


  You know, I show’d the statute to you.


  Face.


  You did so.


  Dapper.


  And will I tell then! By this hand of flesh,


  Would it might never write good courthand more,


  If discover.(85) What do you think of me,


  That I am a chiaus?(86)


  Face.


  What’s that?


  Dapper.


  The Turk was, here—


  As one would say, do you think I am a Turk?


  Face.


  I’ll tell the doctor so.


  Dapper.


  Do, good sweet captain.


  Face.


  Come, noble doctor, pray thee let’s prevail;


  This is the gentleman, and he is no chiaus.


  Subtle.


  Captain, I have return’d you all my answer.


  I would do much, sir, for your love—But this


  I neither may, nor can.


  Face.


  Tut, do not say so.


  You deal now with a noble fellow, doctor,


  One that will thank you richly; and he is no chiaus:


  Let that, sir, move you.


  Subtle.


  Pray you, forbear—


  Face.


  He has


  Four angels here.


  Subtle.


  You do me wrong, good sir.


  Face.


  Doctor, wherein? To tempt you with these spirits?


  Subtle.


  To tempt my art and love, sir, to my peril.


  ’Fore heav’n, I scarce can think you are my friend,


  That so would draw me to apparent danger.


  Face.


  I draw you! A horse draw you, and a halter,


  You, and your flies(87) together—


  Dapper.


  Nay, good captain.


  Face.


  That know no difference of men.


  Subtle.


  Good words, sir.


  Face.


  Good deeds, sir, doctor dogs’-meat. ’Slight, I bring you


  No cheating Clim o’ the Cloughs(88) or Claribels,(89)


  That look as big as five-and-fifty, and flush;(90)


  And spit out secrets like hot custard—


  Dapper.


  Captain!


  Face.


  Nor any melancholic underscribe,


  Shall tell the vicar; but a special gentle,


  That is the heir to forty marks a year,


  Consorts with the small poets of the time,


  Is the sole hope of his old grandmother;


  That knows the law, and writes you six fair hands,


  Is a fine clerk, and has his ciph’ring perfect.


  Will take his oath o’ the Greek Xenophon,(91)


  If need be, in his pocket; and can court


  His mistress out of Ovid.


  Dapper.


  Nay, dear captain—


  Face.


  Did you not tell me so?


  Dapper.


  Yes; but I’d ha’ you


  Use master doctor with some more respect.


  Face.


  Hang him, proud stag, with his broad velvet head!—


  But for your sake, I’d choke ere I would change


  An article of breath with such a puck-fist(92)


  Come, let’s be gone.


  [Going.]


  Subtle.


  Pray you le’ me speak with you.


  Dapper.


  His worship calls you, captain.


  Face.


  I am sorry


  I e’er embark’d myself in such a business.


  Dapper.


  Nay, good sir; he did call you.


  Face.


  Will he take then?


  Subtle.


  First, hear me—


  Face.


  Not a syllable, ’less you take.


  Subtle.


  Pray ye, sir—


  Face.


  Upon no terms but an assumpsit.(93)


  Subtle.


  Your humour must be law.


  He takes the money.


  Face.


  Why now, sir, talk.


  Now I dare hear you with mine honour. Speak.


  So may this gentleman too.


  Subtle.


  Why, sir—


  [Offering to whisper Face.]


  Face.


  No whispering.


  Subtle.


  ’Fore heav’n, you do not apprehend the loss


  You do yourself in this.


  Face.


  Wherein? for what?


  Subtle.


  Marry, to be so importunate for one


  That, when he has it, will undo you all:


  He’ll win up all the money i’ the town.


  Face.


  How?


  Subtle.


  Yes, and blow up gamester after gamester,


  As they do crackers in a puppet-play.


  If I do give him a familiar,


  Give you him all you play for; never set(94) him:


  For he will have it.


  Face.


  You’re mistaken, doctor.


  Why, he does ask one but for cups and horses,


  A rifling(95) fly; none o’ your great familiars.


  Dapper.


  Yes, captain, I would have it for all games.


  Subtle.


  I told you so.


  Face. [taking Dapper aside.]


  ’Slight, that is a new business!


  I understood you, a tame bird, to fly


  Twice in a term, or so, on Friday nights,


  When you had left the office; for a nag


  Of forty or fifty shillings.


  Dapper.


  Ay, ’tis true, sir;


  But I do think, now, I shall leave the law,


  And therefore—


  Face.


  Why, this changes quite the case.


  Do you think that I dare move him?


  Dapper.


  If you please, sir;


  All’s one to him, to see.


  Face.


  What! for that money?


  I cannot with my conscience; nor should you


  Make the request, methinks.


  Dapper.


  No, sir, I mean


  To add consideration.


  Face.


  Why then, sir,


  I’ll try. [Goes to Subtle.] Say that it were for all games, doctor?


  Subtle.


  I say then, not a mouth shall eat for him


  At any ordinary,(96) but on the score,(97)


  That is a gaming mouth, conceive me.


  Face.


  Indeed!


  Subtle.


  He’ll draw you all the treasure of the realm,


  If it be set him.


  Face.


  Speak you this from art?


  Subtle.


  Ay, sir, and reason too, the ground of art.


  He is of the only best complexion,


  The queen of Fairy loves.


  Face.


  What! is he?


  Subtle.


  Peace.


  He’ll overhear you. Sir, should she but see him—


  Face.


  What?


  Subtle.


  Do not you tell him.


  Face.


  Will he win at cards too?


  Subtle.


  The spirits of dead Holland, living Isaac,(98)


  You’d swear, were in him; such a vigorous lack


  As cannot be resisted. ’Slight, he’ll put


  Six of your gallants to a cloak,(99) indeed.


  Face.


  A strange success, that some man shall be born to!


  Subtle.


  He hears you, man—


  Dapper.


  Sir, I’ll not be ingrateful.


  Face.


  Faith, I have confidence in his good nature:


  You hear, he says he will not be ingrateful.


  Subtle.


  Why, as you please; my venture follows yours.


  Face.


  Troth, do it, doctor; think him trusty, and make him.


  He may make us both happy in an hour;


  Win some five thousand pound, and send us two on’t.


  Dapper.


  Believe it, and I will, sir.


  Face.


  And you shall, sir.


  You have heard all?


  Dapper.


  No, what was’t? Nothing, I, sir.


  Face takes him aside.


  Face.


  Nothing!


  Dapper.


  A little, sir.


  Face.


  Well, a rare star


  Reign’d at you birth.


  Dapper.


  At mine, sir! No.


  Face.


  The doctor


  Swears that you are—


  Subtle.


  Nay, captain, you’ll tell all now.


  Face.


  Allied to the queen of Fairy.


  Dapper.


  Who! That I am?


  Believe it, no such matter—


  Face.


  Yes, and that


  You were born with a caul on your head.


  Dapper.


  Who says so?


  Face.


  Come,


  You know it well enough, though you dissemble it.


  Dapper.


  I’ fac,(100) I do not; you are mistaken.


  Face.


  How!


  Swear by your fac,(101) and in a thing so known


  Unto the doctor? How shall we, sir, trust you


  I’ the other matter; can we ever think,


  When you have won five or six thousand pound,


  You’ll send us shares in’t by this rate?


  Dapper.


  By Jove, sir,


  I’ll win ten thousand pound, and send you half.


  I’ fac’s no oath.


  Subtle.


  No, no, he did but jest.


  Face.


  Go to. Go thank the doctor: he’s your friend,


  To take it so.


  Dapper.


  I thank his worship.


  Face.


  So!


  Another angel.


  Dapper.


  Must I?


  Face.


  Must you! ’slight,


  What else is thanks? Will you be trivial?—Doctor,


  [Dapper gives him the money.]


  When must he come for his familiar?


  Dapper.


  Shall I not ha’ it with me?


  Subtle.


  O, good sir!


  There must a world of ceremonies pass;


  You must be bath’d and fumigated first:


  Besides, the queen of Fairy does not rise


  Till it be noon.


  Face.


  Not if she danc’d to-night.


  Subtle.


  And she must bless it.


  Face.


  Did you never see


  Her royal grace yet?


  Dapper.


  Whom?


  Face.


  Your aunt of Fairy?


  Subtle.


  Not since she kist him in the cradle, captain;


  I can resolve you that.


  Face.


  Well, see her grace,


  Whate’er it cost you, for a thing that I know.


  It will be somewhat hard to compass; but


  However, see her. You are made, believe it,


  If you can see her. Her grace is a lone woman,


  And very rich; and if she take a fancy,


  She will do strange things. See her, at any hand.


  ’Slid, she may hap to leave you all she has:


  It is the doctor’s fear.


  Dapper.


  How will’t be done, then?


  Face.


  Let me alone, take you no thought. Do you


  But say to me, “Captain, I’ll see her grace.”


  Dapper.


  “Captain, I’ll see her grace.”


  Face.


  Enough.


  One knocks without.


  Subtle.


  Who’s there?


  Anon.— [Aside to Face.] Conduct him forth by the back way.


  —Sir, against one o’clock prepare yourself;


  Till when you must be fasting; only take


  Three drops of vinegar in at your nose,


  Two at your mouth, and one at either ear;


  Then bathe your fingers’ ends and wash your eyes,


  To sharpen your five senses, and cry hum


  Thrice, and then buz as often; and then come.


  [Exit.]


  Face.


  Can you remember this?


  Dapper.


  I warrant you.


  Face.


  Well then, away. It is but your bestowing


  Some twenty nobles ’mong her grace’s servants,


  And put on a clean shirt. You do not know


  What grace her grace may do you in clean linen.


  [Exeunt Face and Dapper.]
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  1. An Essay on the Origin and Prospects of Man. By Thomas Hope. 3 vols. 8vo. London, 1831.


  2. Philosophische Vorlesungen, insbesondere über Philosophie der Sprache und des Wortes. Geschrieben und vorgetragen zu Dresden im December, 1828 und in den ersten Tagen des Januars, 1829 (Philosophical Lectures, especially on the Philosophy of Language and the Gift of Speech. Written and delivered at Dresden in December, 1828, and the early days of January, 1829). By Friedrich von Schlegel. 8vo. Vienna, 1830.]


  The healthy know not of their health, but only the sick: this is the Physician’s Aphorism; and applicable in a far wider sense than he gives it. We may say, it holds no less in moral, intellectual, political, poetical, than in merely corporeal therapeutics; that wherever, or in what shape soever, powers of the sort which can be named vital are at work, herein lies the test of their working right or working wrong.


  In the Body, for example, as all doctors are agreed, the first condition of complete health is, that each organ perform its function, unconsciously, unheeded; let but any organ announce its separate existence, were it even boastfully, and for pleasure, not for pain, then already has one of those unfortunate ‘false centres of sensibility’ established itself, already is derangement there. The perfection of bodily well-being is that the collective bodily activities seem one; and be manifested, moreover, not in themselves, but in the action they accomplish. If a Dr. Kitchiner boast that his system is in high order, Dietetic Philosophy may indeed take credit; but the true Peptician was that Countryman who answered that, ‘for his part, he had no system.’ [2] In fact, unity, agreement is always silent, or soft-voiced; it is only discord that loudly proclaims itself. So long as the several elements of Life, all fitly adjusted, can pour forth their movement like harmonious tuned strings, it is a melody and unison; Life, from its mysterious fountains, flows out as in celestial music and diapason,—which also, like that other music of the spheres, even because it is perennial and complete, without interruption and without imperfection, might be fabled to escape the ear. Thus too, in some languages, is the state of health well denoted by a term expressing unity; when we feel ourselves as we wish to be, we say that we are whole.


  Few mortals, it is to be feared, are permanently blessed with that felicity of ‘having no system’; nevertheless, most of us, looking back on young years, may remember seasons of a light, aerial translucency and elasticity and perfect freedom; the body had not yet become the prison-house of the soul, but was its vehicle and implement, like a creature of the thought, and altogether pliant to its bidding. We knew not that we had limbs, we only lifted, hurled and leapt; through eye and ear, and all avenues of sense, came clear unimpeded tidings from without, and from within issued clear victorious force; we stood as in the centre of Nature, giving and receiving, in harmony with it all; unlike Virgil’s Husbandmen, ‘too happy because we did not know our blessedness.’ In those days, health and sickness were foreign traditions that did not concern us; our whole being was as yet One, the whole man like an incorporated Will. Such, were Rest or ever-successful Labour the human lot, might our life continue to be: a pure, perpetual, unregarded music; a beam of perfect white light, rendering all things visible, but itself unseen, even because it was of that perfect whiteness, and no irregular obstruction had yet broken it into colours. The beginning of Inquiry is Disease: all Science, if we consider well, as it must have originated in the feeling of something being wrong, so it is and continues to be but Division, Dismemberment, and partial healing of the wrong. Thus, as was of old written, the Tree of Knowledge springs from a root of evil, and bears fruits of good and evil. Had Adam remained in Paradise, there had been no Anatomy and no Metaphysics.


  But, alas, as the Philosopher declares, ‘Life itself is a disease; a working incited by suffering’; action from passion! The memory of that first state of Freedom and paradisaic Unconsciousness has faded away into an ideal poetic dream. We stand here too conscious of many things: with Knowledge, the symptom of Derangement, we must even do our best to restore a little Order. Life is, in few instances, and at rare intervals, the diapason of a heavenly melody; oftenest the fierce jar of disruptions and convulsions, which, do what we will, there is no disregarding. Nevertheless, such is still the wish of Nature on our behalf; in all vital action, her manifest purpose and effort is, that we should be unconscious of it, and like the peptic Countryman, never know that we ‘have a system.’ For, indeed vital action everywhere is emphatically a means, not an end; Life is not given us for the mere sake of Living, but always with an ulterior external Aim: neither is it on the process, on the means, but rather on the result, that Nature, is any of her doings, is wont to intrust us with insight and volition. Boundless as is the domain of man, it is but a small fractional proportion of it that he rules with Consciousness and by Forethought: what he can contrive, nay, what he can altogether know and comprehend, is essentially the mechanical, small; the great is ever, in one sense or other, the vital; it is essentially the mysterious, and only the surface of it can be understood. But Nature, it might seem, strives, like a kind mother, to hide from us even this, that she is a mystery: she will have us rest on her beautiful and awful bosom as if it were our secure home; on the bottomless boundless Deep, whereon all human things fearfully and wonderfully swim, she will have us walk and build, as if the film which supported us there (which any scratch of a bare bodkin will rend asunder, any sputter of a pistol-shot instantaneously burn up) were no film, but a solid rock-foundation. Forever in the neighbourhood of an inevitable Death, man can forget that he is born to die; of his Life, which, strictly meditated, contains in it an Immensity and an Eternity, he can conceive lightly, as of a simple implement wherewith to do day-labour and earn wages. So cunningly does Nature, the mother of all highest Art, which only apes her from afar, ‘body forth the Finite from the Infinite’; and guide man safe on his wondrous path, not more by endowing him with vision, than, at the right place, with blindness! Under all her works, chiefly under her noblest work, Life, lies a basis of Darkness, which she benignantly conceals; in Life too, the roots and inward circulations which stretch down fearfully to the regions of Death and Night, shall not hint of their existence, and only the fair stem with its leaves and flowers, shone on by the fair sun, shall disclose itself, and joyfully grow.


  However, without venturing into the abstruse, or too eagerly asking Why and How, in things where our answer must needs prove, in great part, an echo of the question, let us be content to remark farther, in the merely historical way, how that Aphorism of the bodily Physician holds good in quite other departments. Of the Soul, with her activities, we shall find it no less true than of the Body: nay, cry the Spiritualists, is not that very division of the unity, Man, into a dualism of Soul and Body, itself the symptom of disease; as, perhaps, your frightful theory of Materialism, of his being but a Body, and therefore, at least, once more a unity, may be the paroxysm which was critical, and the beginning of cure! But omitting this, we observe, with confidence enough, that the truly strong mind, view it as Intellect, as Morality, or under any other aspect, is nowise the mind acquainted with its strength; that here as before the sign of health is Unconsciousness. In our inward, as in our outward world, what is mechanical lies open to us: not what is dynamical and has vitality. Of our Thinking, we might say, it is but the mere upper surface that we shape into articulate Thoughts;—underneath the region of argument and conscious discourse, lies the region of meditation; here, in its quiet mysterious depths, dwells what vital force is in us; here, if aught is to be created, and not merely manufactured and communicated, must the work go on. Manufacture is intelligible, but trivial: Creation is great, and cannot be understood. Thus if the Debater and Demonstrator, whom we may rank as the lowest of true thinkers, knows what he has done, and how he did it, the Artist, whom we rank as the highest, knows not; must speak of Inspiration, and in one or the other dialect, call his work the gift of a divinity.


  But on the whole, ‘genius is ever a secret to itself’; of this old truth we have, on all sides, daily evidence. The Shakspeare takes no airs for writing Hamlet and the Tempest, understands not that it is anything surprising: Milton, again, is more conscious of his faculty, which accordingly is an inferior one. On the other hand, what cackling and strutting must we not often hear and see, when, in some shape of academical prolusion, maiden speech, review article, this or the other well-fledged goose has produced its goose-egg, of quite measurable value, were it the pink of its whole kind; and wonders why all mortals do not wonder!


  Foolish enough, too, was the College Tutor’s surprise at Walter Shandy: how, though unread in Aristotle, he could nevertheless argue; and not knowing the name of any dialectic tool, handled them all to perfection. Is it the skilfulest anatomist that cuts the best figure at Sadler’s Wells? or does the boxer hit better for knowing that he has a flexor longus and a flexor brevis? But indeed, as in the higher case of the Poet, so here in that of the Speaker and Inquirer, the true force is an unconscious one. The healthy Understanding, we should say, is not the Logical, argumentative, but the Intuitive; for the end of Understanding is not to prove and find reasons, but to know and believe. Of logic, and its limits, and uses and abuses, there were much to be said and examined; one fact, however, which chiefly concerns us here, has long been familiar: that the man of logic and the man of insight; the Reasoner and the Discoverer, or even Knower, are quite separable,—indeed, for most part, quite separate characters. In practical matters, for example, has it not become almost proverbial that the man of logic cannot prosper? This is he whom business-people call Systematic and Theoriser and Word-monger; his vital intellectual force lies dormant or extinct, his whole force is mechanical, conscious: of such a one it is foreseen that, when once confronted with the infinite complexities of the real world, his little compact theorem of the world will be found wanting; that unless he can throw it overboard and become a new creature, he will necessarily founder. Nay, in mere Speculation itself, the most ineffectual of all characters, generally speaking, is your dialectic man-at-arms; were he armed cap-a-pie in syllogistic mail of proof, and perfect master of logic-fence, how little does it avail him! Consider the old Schoolmen, and their pilgrimage towards Truth: the faithfulest endeavour, incessant unwearied motion, often great natural vigour: only no progress: nothing but antic feats of one limb poised against the other; there they balanced, somersetted, and made postures; at best gyrated swiftly with some pleasure, like Spinning Dervishes, and ended where they began. So is it, so will it always be, with all System-makers and builders of logical card-castles; of which class a certain remnant must, in every age, as they do in our own, survive and build. Logic is good, but it is not the best. The Irrefragable Doctor, with his chains of induction, his corollaries, dilemmas and other cunning logical diagrams and apparatus, will cast you a beautiful horoscope, and speak reasonable things; nevertheless your stolen jewel, which you wanted him to find you, is not forthcoming. Often by some winged word, winged as the thunderbolt is, of a Luther, a Napoleon, a Goethe, shall we see the difficulty split asunder, and its secret laid bare; while the Irrefragable, with all his logical tools, hews at it, and hovers round it, and finds it on all hands too hard for him.


  Again, in the difference between Oratory and Rhetoric, as indeed everywhere in that superiority of what is called the Natural over the Artificial, we find a similar illustration. The Orator persuades and carries all with him, he knows not how; the Rhetorician can prove that he ought to have persuaded and carried all with him: the one is in a state of healthy unconsciousness, as if he ‘had no system’; the other, in virtue of regimen and dietetic punctuality, feels at best that ‘his system is in high order.’ So stands it, in short, with all the forms of Intellect, whether as directed to the finding of truth, or to the fit imparting thereof; to Poetry, to Eloquence, to depth of Insight, which is the basis of both these; always the characteristic of right performance is a certain spontaneity, an unconsciousness; ‘the healthy know not of their health, but only the sick.’ So that the old precept of the critic, as crabbed as it looked to his ambitious disciple, might contain in it a most fundamental truth, applicable to us all, and in much else than Literature: “Whenever you have written any sentence that looks particularly excellent, be sure to blot it out.” In like manner, under milder phraseology, and with a meaning purposely much wider, a living Thinker has taught us: ‘Of the Wrong we are always conscious, of the Right never.’


  But if such is the law with regard to Speculation and the Intellectual power of man, much more is it with regard to Conduct, and the power, manifested chiefly therein, which we name Moral. ‘Let not thy left hand know what thy right hand doeth’; whisper not to thy own heart, How worthy is this action!—for then it is already becoming worthless. The good man is he who works continually in welldoing; to whom welldoing is as his natural existence, awakening no astonishment, requiring no commentary; but there, like a thing of course, and as if it could not but be so. Self-contemplation, on the other hand, is infallibly the symptom of disease, be it or be it not the sign of cure. An unhealthy Virtue is one that consumes itself to leanness in repenting and anxiety; or, still worse, that inflates itself into dropsical boastfulness and vain-glory: either way, there is a self-seeking; an unprofitable looking behind us to measure the way we have made: whereas the sole concern is to walk continually forward, and make more way. If in any sphere of man’s life, then in the Moral sphere, as the inmost and most vital of all, it is good that there be wholeness; that there be unconsciousness, which is the evidence of this. Let the free, reasonable Will, which dwells in us, as in our Holy of Holies, be indeed free, and obeyed like a Divinity, as is its right and its effort: the perfect obedience will be the silent one. Such perhaps were the sense of that maxim, enunciating, as is usual, but the half of a truth: To say that we have a clear conscience, is to utter a solecism; had we never sinned, we should have had no conscience. Were defeat unknown, neither would victory be celebrated by songs of triumph.


  This, true enough, is an ideal, impossible state of being; yet ever the goal towards which our actual state of being strives; which it is the more perfect the nearer it can approach. Nor, in our actual world, where Labour must often prove ineffectual, and thus in all senses Light alternate with Darkness, and the nature of an ideal Morality be much modified, is the case, thus far, materially different. It is a fact which escapes no one, that, generally speaking, whoso is acquainted with his worth has but a little stock to cultivate acquaintance with. Above all, the public acknowledgment of such acquaintance, indicating that it has reached quite an intimate footing, bodes ill. Already, to the popular judgment, he who talks much about Virtue in the abstract, begins to be suspect; it is shrewdly guessed that where there is great preaching, there will be little alms-giving. Or again, on a wider scale, we can remark that ages of Heroism are not ages of Moral Philosophy; Virtue, when it can be philosophised of, has become aware of itself, is sickly and beginning to decline. A spontaneous habitual all-pervading spirit of Chivalrous Valour shrinks together, and perks itself up into shrivelled Points of Honour; humane Courtesy and Nobleness of mind dwindle into punctilious Politeness, ‘avoiding meats’; ‘paying tithe of mint and anise, neglecting the weightier matters of the law.’ Goodness, which was a rule to itself, must now appeal to Precept, and seek strength from Sanctions; the Freewill no longer reigns unquestioned and by divine right, but like a mere earthly sovereign, by expediency, by Rewards and Punishments: or rather, let us say, the Freewill, so far as may be, has abdicated and withdrawn into the dark, and a spectral nightmare of a Necessity usurps its throne; for now that mysterious Self-impulse of the whole man, heaven-inspired, and in all senses partaking of the Infinite, being captiously questioned in a finite dialect, and answering, as it needs must, by silence,—is conceived as non-extant, and only the outward Mechanism of it remains acknowledged: of Volition, except as the synonym of Desire, we hear nothing; of ‘Motives,’ without any Mover, more than enough.


  So too, when the generous Affections have become well-nigh paralytic, we have the reign of Sentimentality. The greatness, the profitableness, at any rate the extremely ornamental nature of high feeling, and the luxury of doing good; charity, love, self-forgetfulness, devotedness and all manner of godlike magnanimity,—are everywhere insisted on, and pressingly inculcated in speech and writing, in prose and verse; Socinian Preachers proclaim ‘Benevolence’ to all the four winds, and have truth engraved on their watch-seals: unhappily with little or no effect. Were the limbs in right walking order, why so much demonstrating of motion? The barrenest of all mortals is the Sentimentalist. Granting even that he were sincere, and did not wilfully deceive us, or without first deceiving himself, what good is in him? Does he not lie there as a perpetual lesson of despair, and type of bedrid valetudinarian impotence? His is emphatically a Virtue that has become, through every fibre, conscious of itself; it is all sick, and feels as if it were made of glass, and durst not touch or be touched; in the shape of work, it can do nothing; at the utmost, by incessant nursing and caudling, keep itself alive. As the last stage of all, when Virtue, properly so called, has ceased to be practised, and become extinct, and a mere remembrance, we have the era of Sophists, descanting of its existence, proving it, denying it, mechanically ‘accounting’ for it;—as dissectors and demonstrators cannot operate till once the body be dead.


  Thus is true Moral genius, like true Intellectual, which indeed is but a lower phasis thereof, ‘ever a secret to itself.’ The healthy moral nature loves Goodness, and without wonder wholly lives in it: the unhealthy makes love to it, and would fain get to live in it; or, finding such courtship fruitless, turns round, and not without contempt abandons it. These curious relations of the Voluntary and Conscious to the Involuntary and Unconscious, and the small proportion which, in all departments of our life, the former bears of the latter,—might lead us into deep questions of Psychology and Physiology: such, however, belong not to our present object. Enough, if the fact itself become apparent, that Nature so meant it with us; that in this wise we are made. We may now say, that view man’s individual Existence under what aspect we will, under the highest spiritual, as under the merely animal aspect, everywhere the grand vital energy, while in its sound state, is an unseen unconscious one; or, in the words of our old Aphorism, ‘the healthy know not of their health, but only the sick.’


  


  February 5. Diamonds, Diamonds Everywhere!


  Volume 16, pp. 243-250


  Stories from The Thousand and One Nights


  Trapped in a valley filled with huge diamonds guarded by venomous serpents, Sindibad devised a clever means of escaping with many of the glittering jewels.


  [Part of] Nights 537-566


  The Second Voyage of Es-Sindibad of the Sea


  Know, O my brothers, that I was enjoying a most comfortable life, and the most pure happiness, as ye were told yesterday, until it occurred to my mind, one day, to travel again to the lands of other people, and I felt a longing for the occupation of traffic, and the pleasure of seeing the countries and islands of the world, and gaining my subsistence. I resolved upon that affair, and, having taken forth from my money a large sum, I purchased with it goods and merchandise suitable for travel, and packed them up. Then I went to the bank of the river, and found a handsome, new vessel, with sails of comely canvas, and it had a numerous crew, and was superfluously equipped. So I embarked my bales in it, as did also a party of merchants besides, and we set sail that day. The voyage was pleasant to us, and we ceased not to pass from sea to sea, and from island to island; and at every place where we cast anchor, we met the merchants and the grandees, and the sellers and buyers, and we sold and bought, and exchanged goods. Thus we continued to do until destiny conveyed us to a beautiful island, abounding with trees bearing ripe fruits, where flowers diffused their fragrance, with birds warbling, and pure rivers: but there was not in it an inhabitant, nor a blower of a fire. The master anchored our vessel at that island and the merchants with the other passengers landed there, to amuse themselves with the sight of its trees, and to extol the perfection of God, the One, the Omnipotent, and to wonder at the power of the Almighty King. I also landed upon the island with the rest, and sat by a spring of pure water among the trees. I had with me some food, and I sat in that place eating what God (whose name be exalted!) had allotted me. The zephyr was sweet to us in that place, and the time was pleasant to me; so slumber overcame me, and I reposed there, and became immersed in sleep, enjoying that sweet zephyr, and the fragrant gales. I then arose, and found not in the place a human being nor a Jinni. The vessel had gone with the passengers, and not one of them remembered me, neither any of the merchants nor any of the sailors: so they left me in the island.


  I looked about it to the right and left, and found not in it any one save myself. I was therefore affected with violent vexation, not to be exceeded, and my gall-bladder almost burst by reason of the severity of my grief and mourning and fatigue. I had not with me aught of worldly goods, neither food nor drink, and I had become desolate, weary in my soul, and despairing of life; and I said, Not every time doth the jar escape unbroken; and if I escaped the first time, and found him who took me with him from the shore of the island to the inhabited part, far, far from me this time is the prospect of my finding him who will convey me to inhabited lands! Then I began to weep and wail for myself until vexation overpowered me; and I blamed myself for that which I had done, and for my having undertaken this voyage and fatigue after I had been reposing at ease in my abode and my country, in ample happiness, and enjoying good food and good drink and good apparel, and had not been in want of any thing, either of money or goods or merchandise. I repented of my having gone forth from the city of Baghdad, and set out on a voyage over the sea, after the fatigue that I had suffered during my first voyage, and I felt at the point of destruction, and said, Verily to God we belong, and verily unto Him we return! And I was in the predicament of the mad. After that, I rose and stood up, and walked about the island to the right and left, unable to sit in one place. Then I climbed up a lofty tree; and began to look from it to the right and left; but saw nought save sky and water, and trees and birds, and islands and sands. Looking, however, with a scrutinizing eye, there appeared to me on the island a white object, indistinctly seen in the distance, of enormous size: so I descended from the tree, and went towards it, and proceeded in that direction without stopping until I arrived at it; and lo, it was a huge white dome, of great height and large circumference. I drew near to it, and walked round it; but perceived no door to it; and I found that I had not strength nor activity to climb it, on account of its exceeding smoothness. I made a mark at the place where I stood, and went round the dome measuring its circumference; and, lo, it was fifty full paces; and I meditated upon some means of gaining an entrance into it.


  The close of the day, and the setting of the sun, had now drawn near; and, behold, the sun was hidden, and the sky became dark, and the sun was veiled from me. I therefore imagined that a cloud had come over it; but this was in the season of summer: so I wondered; and I raised my head, and, contemplating that object attentively, I saw that it was a bird, of enormous size, bulky body, and wide wings, flying in the air; and this it was that concealed the body of the sun, and veiled it from view upon the island. At this my wonder increased, and I remembered a story which travellers and voyagers had told me long before, that there is, in certain of the islands, a bird of enormous size, called the rukh, that feedeth its young ones with elephants. I was convinced, therefore, that the dome which I had seen was one of the eggs of the rukh. I wondered at the works of God (whose name be exalted!); and while I was in this state, lo, that bird alighted upon the dome, and brooded over it with its wings, stretching out its legs behind upon the ground; and it slept over it.—Extolled be the perfection of Him who sleepeth not!—Thereupon I arose, and unwound my turban from my head, and folded it and twisted it so that it became like a rope; and I girded myself with it, binding it tightly round my waist, and tied myself by it to one of the feet of that bird, and made the knot fast, saying within myself, Perhaps this bird will convey me to a land of cities and inhabitants, and that will be better than my remaining in this island. I passed the night sleepless, fearing that if I slept, the bird would fly away with me when I was not aware; and when the dawn came, and morn appeared, the bird rose from its egg, and uttered a great cry, and drew me up into the sky. It ascended and soared up so high that I imagined it had reached the highest region of the sky, and after that, it descended with me gradually until it alighted with me upon the earth, and rested upon a lofty spot. So when I reached the earth, I hastily untied the bond from its foot, fearing it, though it knew not of me nor was sensible of me; and after I had loosed my turban from it, and disengaged it from its foot, shaking as I did so, I walked away. Then it took something from the face of the earth in its talons, and soared to the upper region of the sky; and I looked attentively at that thing, and, lo, it was a serpent, of enormous size, of great body, which it had taken and carried off towards the sea; and I wondered at that event.


  After this I walked about that place, and found myself upon an eminence, beneath which was a large, wide, deep valley; and by its side, a great mountain, very high; no one could see its summit by reason of its excessive height, and no one had power to ascend it. I therefore blamed myself for that which I had done, and said, Would that I had remained in the island, since it is better than this desert place; for in the island are found, among various fruits, what I might have eaten, and I might have drunk of its rivers; but in this place are neither trees nor fruits nor rivers: and there is no strength nor power but in God, the High, the Great! Verily every time that I escape from a calamity, I fall into another that is greater and more severe!—Then I arose, and emboldened myself, and walked in that valley; and I beheld its ground to be composed of diamonds, with which they perforate minerals and jewels, and with which also they perforate porcelain and the onyx; and it is a stone so hard that neither iron nor rock have any effect upon it, nor can any one cut off aught from it, or break it, unless by means of the lead-stone. All that valley was likewise occupied by serpents and venomous snakes, every one of them like a palm-tree; and by reason of its enormous size, if an elephant came to it, it would swallow it. Those serpents appeared in the night, and hid themselves in the day, fearing lest the rukh and the vulture should carry them off, and after that tear them in pieces; and the cause of that I know not. I remained in that valley, repenting of what I had done, and said within myself, By Allah, I have hastened my own destruction! The day departed from me, and I began to walk along that valley, looking for a place in which to pass the night, fearing those serpents, and forgetting my food and drink and subsistence, occupied only by care for my life. And there appeared to me a cave near by; so I walked thither, and I found its entrance narrow. I therefore entered it and, seeing a large stone by its mouth, I pushed it, and stopped with it the mouth of the cave while I was within it; and I said within myself, I am safe now that I have entered this place; and when daylight shineth upon me, I will go forth, and see what destiny will do. Then I looked within the cave, and beheld a huge serpent sleeping at the upper end of it over its eggs. At this my flesh quaked, and I raised my head, and committed my case to fate and destiny; and I passed all the night sleepless, until the dawn rose and shone, when I removed the stone with which I had closed the entrance of the cave, and went forth from it, like one intoxicated, giddy from excessive sleeplessness and hunger and fear.


  I then walked along the valley; and while I was thus occupied, lo, a great slaughtered animal fell before me, and I found no one. So I wondered thereat extremely; and I remembered a story that I heard long before from certain of the merchants and travellers, and persons in the habit of journeying about,—that in the mountains of the diamonds are experienced great terrors, and that no one can gain access to the diamonds, but that the merchants who import them know a stratagem by means of which to obtain them: that they take a sheep, and slaughter it, and skin it, and cut up its flesh, which they throw down from the mountain to the bottom of the valley: so, descending fresh and moist, some of these stones stick to it. Then the merchants leave it until midday, and birds of the large kind of vulture and the aquiline vulture descend to that meat, and, taking it in their talons, fly up to the top of the mountain; whereupon the merchants come to them, and cry out at them, and they fly way from the meat. The merchants then advance to that meat, and take from it the stones sticking to it; after which they leave the meat for the birds and the wild beasts, and carry the stones to their countries. And no one can procure the diamonds but by means of this stratagem.—Therefore when I beheld that slaughtered animal, and remembered this story, I arose and went to the slaughtered beast. I then selected a great number of these stones, and put them into my pocket, and within my clothes; and I proceed to select, and put into my pockets and my girdle and my turban, and within my clothes. And while I was doing thus, lo, another great slaughtered animal. So I bound myself to it with my turban, and, laying myself down on my back, placed it upon my bosom, and grasped it firmly. Thus it was raised high above the ground; and, behold, a vulture descended upon it, seized it with its talons, and flew up with it into the air, with me attached to it; and it ceased not to soar up until it had ascended with it to the summit of the mountain, when it alighted with it, and was about to tear off some of it. And thereupon a great and loud cry arose from behind that vulture, and something made a clattering with a piece of wood upon the mountain; whereat the vulture flew away in fear, and soared into the sky.


  I therefore disengaged myself from the slaughtered animal, with the blood of which my clothes were polluted; and I stood by its side. And, lo, the merchant who had cried out at the vulture advanced to the slaughtered animal, and saw me standing there. He spoke not to me; for he was frightened at me, and terrified; but he came to the slaughtered beast, and turned it over; and, not finding any thing upon it, he uttered a loud cry, and said, Oh, my disappointment! There is no strength nor power but in God! We seek refuge with God from Satan the accursed!—He repented, and struck hand upon hand, and said, Oh, my grief! What is this affair?—So I advanced to him, and he said to me, Who art thou, and what is the reason of thy coming to this place? I answered him, Fear not, nor be alarmed; for I am a human being, of the best of mankind; and I was a merchant, and my tale is marvellous, and my story extraordinary, and the cause of my coming to this mountain and this valley is wondrous to relate. Fear not; for thou shalt receive of me what will rejoice thee: I have with me abundance of diamonds, of which I will give thee as much as will suffice thee, and every piece that I have is better than all that would come to thee by other means: therefore be not timorous nor afraid.—And upon this the man thanked me, and prayed for me, and conversed with me; and, lo, the other merchants heard me talking with their companion; so they came to me. Each merchant had thrown down a slaughtered animal; and when they came to us, they saluted me, and congratulated me on my safety, and took me with them; and I acquainted them with my whole story, relating to them what I had suffered on my voyage, and telling them the cause of my arrival in this valley. Then I gave to the owner of the slaughtered animal to which I had attached myself an abundance of what I had brought with me; and he was delighted with me, and prayed for me, and thanked me for that; and the other merchants said to me, By Allah, a new life hath been decreed thee; for no one ever arrived at this place before thee and escaped from it; but praise be to God for thy safety—They passed the next night in a pleasant and safe place, and I passed the night with them, full of the utmost joy at my safety and my escape from the valley of serpents, and my arrival in an inhabited country.


  And when day came, we arose and journeyed over that great mountain, beholding in that valley numerous serpents; and we continued to advance until we arrived at a garden in a great and beautiful island, wherein were camphor—trees, under each of which trees a hundred men might shade themselves. When any one desireth to obtain some camphor from one of these trees, he maketh a perforation in the upper part of it with something long, and catcheth what descendeth from it. The liquid camphor floweth from it, and concreteth like gum. It is the juice of that tree; and after this operation, the tree drieth, and becometh firewood. In that island too is a kind of wild beast called the rhinoceros which pastureth there like oxen and buffaloes in our country; but the bulk of that wild beast is greater than the bulk of the camel, and it eateth the tender leaves of trees. It is a huge beast, with a single horn, thick, in the middle of its head, a cubit in length, wherein is the figure of a man. And in that island are some animals of the ox-kind. Moreover, the sailors, and travellers, and persons in the habit of journeying about in the mountains and the lands, have told us, that this wild beast which is named the rhinoceros lifteth the great elephant upon its horn, and pastureth with it upon the island and the shores, without being sensible of it; and the elephant dieth upon its horn; and its fat, melting by the heat of the sun, and flowing upon its head entereth its eyes, so that it becometh blind. Then it lieth down upon the shore, and the rukh cometh to it, and carrieth it off [with the elephant] in its talons to its young ones, and feedeth them with it and with that which is upon its horn, [namely the elephant]. I saw also in that island abundance of the buffalo-kind, the like of which existeth not among us.


  The valley before mentioned containeth a great quantity of diamonds such as I carried off and hid in my pockets. For these the people gave me in exchange goods and commodities belonging to them; and they conveyed them for me, giving me likewise pieces of silver and pieces of gold; and I ceased not to proceed with them, amusing myself with the sight of different countries, and of what God hath created, from valley to valley and from city to city, we, in our way, selling and buying, until we arrived at the city of El Basrah. We remained there a few days, and then I came to the city of Baghdad, the Abode of Peace, and came to my quarter, and entered my house, bringing with me a great quantity of diamonds, and money and commodities and goods in abundance. I met my family and relations, bestowed alms and gifts, made presents to all my family and companions, and began to eat well and drink well and wear handsome apparel. I associated with friends, and companions, forgot all that I had suffered, and ceased not to enjoy a pleasant life and joyful heart and dilated bosom, with sport and merriment. Every one who heard of my arrival came to me, and inquired of me respecting my voyage, and the states of the different countries: so I informed him, relating to him what I had experienced and suffered; and he wondered at the severity of my sufferings, and congratulated me on my safety.—This is the end of the account of the events that befell me and happened to me during the second voyage; and to-morrow, if it be the will of God (whose name be exalted), I will relate to you the events of the third voyage.


  


  February 6. Charles Lamb Suggests To-day’s Reading


  Volume 46, pp. 73-89


  Elizabethan Drama, 1


  “The reluctant pangs of abdicating royalty in ‘Edward’ furnished hints which Shakespeare scarcely improved in his ‘Richard the Second,’ and the death scene of Marlowe’s King moves to pity and terror.”—Charles Lamb. (Christopher Marlowe born Feb. 6, 1564.)


  Edward the Second


  by


  Christopher Marlowe


  Act the Fifth


  Scene II [The royal palace]


  Enter Queen Isabella and Young Mortimer


  Young Mortimer.


  Fair Isabel, now have we our desire;


  The proud corrupters of the light-brain’d king


  Have done their homage to the lofty gallows,


  And he himself lies in captivity.


  Be rul’d by me, and we will rule the realm.


  In any case take heed of childish fear,


  For now we hold an old wolf by the ears,


  That, if he slip, will seize upon us both,


  And gripe the sorer, being grip’d himself.


  Think therefore, madam, that imports us much


  To erect your son with all the speed we may,


  And that I be protector over him;


  For our behoof will bear the greater sway


  Whenas a king’s name shall be under writ.


  Queen Isabella.


  Sweet Mortimer, the life of Isabel,


  Be thou persuaded that I love thee well,


  And therefore, so the prince my son be safe,


  Whom I esteem as dear as these mine eyes,


  Conclude against his father what thou wilt,


  And I myself will willingly subscribe.


  Young Mortimer.


  First would I hear news that he were depos’d,


  And then let me alone to handle him.


  Enter Messenger


  Letters! from whence?


  Messenger.


  From Killingworth, my lord.


  Queen Isabella.


  How fares my lord the king?


  Messenger.


  In health, madam, but full of pensiveness.


  Queen Isabella.


  Alas, poor soul, would I could ease his grief!


  [Enter the Bishop Of Winchester with the crown.]


  Thanks, gentle Winchester. [To the Messenger.] Sirrah, be gone.


  [Exit Messenger.]


  Bishop of Winchester.


  The king hath willingly resign’d his crown.


  Queen Isabella.


  O happy news! send for the prince, my son.


  Bishop of Winchester.


  Further, or this letter was seal’d, Lord Berkeley came,


  So that he now is gone from Killingworth;


  And we have heard that Edmund laid a plot


  To set his brother free; no more but so.


  The lord of Berkeley is as pitiful


  As Leicester that had charge of him before.


  Queen Isabella.


  Then let some other be his guardian.


  Young Mortimer.


  Let me alone, here is the privy seal.


  [Exit the Bishop Ofwinchester.]


  Who’s there?—Call hither Gurney and Matrevis.


  [To Attendants within.]


  To dash the heavy-headed Edmund’s drift,


  Berkeley shall be discharg’d, the king remov’d,


  And none but we shall know where he lieth.


  Queen Isabella.


  But, Mortimer, as long as he survives,


  What safety rests for us, or for my son?


  Young Mortimer.


  Speak, shall he presently be despatch’d and die?


  Queen Isabella.


  I would he were, so ’twere not by my means.


  Enter Matrevis and Gurney


  Young Mortimer.


  Enough.—


  Matrevis, write a letter presently


  Unto the lord of Berkeley from ourself


  That he resign the king to thee and Gurney;


  And when ’tis done, we will subscribe our name.


  Matrevis.


  It shall be done, my lord.


  [Writes.]


  Young Mortimer.


  Gurney.


  Gurney.


  My lord.


  Young Mortimer.


  As thou intend’st to rise by Mortimer,


  Who now makes Fortune’s wheel turn as he please,


  Seek all the means thou canst to make him droop,


  And neither give him kind word nor good look.


  Gurney.


  I warrant you, my lord.


  Young Mortimer.


  And this above the rest: because we hear


  That Edmund casts(102) to work his liberty,


  Remove him still from thence place to place by night,


  Till at the last he come to Killingworth,


  And then from thence to Berkeley back again;


  And by the way, to make him fret the more,


  Speak curstly to him, and in any case


  Let no man comfort him; if he chance to weep,


  But amplify his grief with bitter words.


  Matrevis.


  Fear not, my lord, we’ll do as you command.


  Young Mortimer.


  So now away; post thitherwards amain.


  Queen Isabella.


  Whither goes this letter? To my lord the king?


  Commend me humbly to his majesty,


  And tell him that I labour all in vain


  To ease his grief, and work his liberty;


  And bear him this as witness of my love.


  plots


  [Gives a ring.]


  Matrevis.


  I will, madam.


  [Exit with Gurney.


  Enter Prince Edward, and Kent talking with him


  Young Mortimer.


  Finely dissembled. Do so still, sweet queen.


  Here comes the young prince with the Earl of Kent.


  Queen Isabella.


  Something he whispers in his childish ears.


  Young Mortimer.


  If he have such access unto the prince,


  Our plots and stratagems will soon be dash’d.


  Queen Isabella.


  Use Edmund friendly, as if all were well.


  Young Mortimer.


  How fares my honourable lord of Kent?


  Kent.


  In health, sweet Mortimer. How fares your grace?


  Queen Isabella.


  Well, if my lord your brother were enlarg’d.


  Kent.


  I hear of late he hath depos’d himself.


  Queen Isabella.


  The more my grief.


  Young Mortimer.


  And mine.


  Kent.


  Ah, they do dissemble!


  [Aside.]


  Queen Isabella.


  Sweet son, come hither, I must talk with thee.


  Young Mortimer.


  You being his uncle, and the next of blood,


  Do look to be protector o’er the prince.


  Kent.


  Not I, my lord; who should protect the son,


  But she that gave him life? I mean the queen.


  Prince Edward.


  Mother, persuade me not to wear the crown:


  Let him be king—I am too young to reign.


  Queen Isabella.


  But be content, seeing ’tis his highness’ pleasure.


  Prince Edward.


  Let me but see him first, and then I will.


  Kent.


  Ay, do, sweet nephew.


  Queen Isabella.


  Brother, you know it is impossible.


  Prince Edward.


  Why, is he dead?


  Queen Isabella.


  No, God forbid!


  Kent.


  I would those words proceeded from your heart.


  Young Mortimer.


  Inconstant Edmund, dost thou favour him,


  That wast the cause of his imprisonment?


  Kent.


  The more cause have I now to make amends.


  Young Mortimer. [Aside to Queen Isabella.]


  I tell thee, ’tis not meet that one so false


  Should come about the person of a prince.—


  My lord, he hath betray’d the king his brother,


  And therefore trust him not.


  Prince Edward.


  But he repents, and sorrows for it now.


  Queen Isabella.


  Come, son, and go with this gentle lord and me.


  Prince Edward.


  With you I will, but not with Mortimer.


  Young Mortimer.


  Why, youngling, ’sdain’st thou so of Mortimer?


  Then I will carry thee by force away.


  Prince Edward.


  Help, uncle Kent! Mortimer will wrong me.


  Queen Isabella.


  Brother Edmund, strive not; we are his friends;


  Isabel is nearer than the Earl of Kent.


  Kent.


  Sister, Edward is my charge, redeem him.


  Queen Isabella.


  Edward is my son, and I will keep him.


  Kent.


  Mortimer shall know that he hath wrong’d me!—


  Hence will I haste to Killingworth Castle,


  And rescue aged Edward from his foes,


  To be reveng’d on Mortimer and thee.


  [Aside.]


  [Exeunt (on one side Queen Isabella, Prince Edward, and Young Mortimer; on the other Kent.]


  Scene III [Kenilworth Castle]


  Enter Matrevis and Gurney [and Soldiers,] with King Edward


  Matrevis.


  My lord, be not pensive, we are your friends;


  Men are ordain’d to live in misery,


  Therefore come,—dalliance dangereth our lives.


  King Edward.


  Friends, whither must unhappy Edward go?


  Will hateful Mortimer appoint no rest?


  Must I be vexed like the nightly bird,


  Whose sight is loathsome to all winged fowls?


  When will the fury of his mind assuage?


  When will his heart be satisfied with blood?


  If mine will serve, unbowel straight this breast,


  And give my heart to Isabel and him;


  It is the chiefest mark they level at.


  Gurney.


  Not so my liege, the queen hath given this charge


  To keep your grace in safety;


  Your passions make your dolours to increase.


  King Edward.


  This usage makes my misery to increase.


  But can my air of life continue long


  When all my senses are annoy’d with stench?


  Within a dungeon England’s king is kept,


  Where I am starv’d for want of sustenance.


  My daily diet is heart-breaking sobs,


  That almost rents the closet of my heart.


  Thus lives old Edward not reliev’d by any,


  And so must die, though pitied by many.


  O, water, gentle friends, to cool my thirst,


  And clear my body from foul excrements!


  Matrevis.


  Here’s channel(103) water, as our charge is given.


  Sit down, for we’ll be barbers to your grace.


  King Edward.


  Traitors, away! What, will you murder me,


  Or choke your sovereign with puddle water?


  Gurney.


  No; but wash your face, and shave away your beard,


  Lest you be known and so be rescued.


  Matrevis.


  Why strive you thus? Your labour is in vain!


  King Edward.


  The wren may strive against the lion’s strength,


  But all in vain: so vainly do I strive


  To seek for mercy at a tyrant’s hand.


  They wash him with puddle water, and shave his beard away.


  Immortal powers! that knows the painful cares


  That wait upon my poor distressed soul,


  O level all your looks upon these daring men,


  That wrongs their liege and sovereign, England’s king!


  O Gaveston, ’tis for thee that I am wrong’d,


  For me, both thou and both the Spencers died!


  And for your sakes a thousand wrongs I’ll take.


  The Spencers’ ghosts, wherever they remain,


  Wish well to mine; then tush, for them I’ll die.


  Matrevis.


  ’Twixt theirs and yours shall be no enmity.


  Come, come away; now put the torches out,


  We’ll enter in by darkness to Killingworth.


  Enter Kent


  Gurney.


  How now, who comes there?


  Matrevis.


  Guard the king sure: it is the Earl of Kent.


  King Edward.


  O gentle brother, help to rescue me!


  Matrevis.


  Keep them asunder; thrust in the king.


  Kent.


  Soldiers, let me but talk to him one word.


  Gurney.


  Lay hands upon the earl for his assault.


  Kent.


  Lay down your weapons, traitors! Yield the king!


  Matrevis.


  Edmund, yield thou thyself, or thou shalt die.


  Kent.


  Base villains, wherefore do you gripe me thus?


  Gurney.


  Bind him and so convey him to the court.


  Kent.


  Where is the court but here? Here is the king;


  And I will visit him; why stay you me?


  Matrevis.


  The court is where Lord Mortimer remains;


  Thither shall your honour go; and so farewell.


  [Exeunt Matrevis and Gurney, with King Edward.


  Kent.


  O miserable is that commonweal,


  Where lords keep courts, and kings are locked in prison!


  Soldier.


  Wherefore stay we? On, sirs, to the court!


  Kent.


  Ay, lead me whither you will, even to my death,


  Seeing that my brother cannot be releas’d.


  [Exeunt.


  Scene IV [The royal palace]


  Enter Young Mortimer


  Young Mortimer.


  The king must die, or Mortimer goes down;


  The commons now begin to pity him.


  Yet he that is the cause of Edward’s death,


  Is sure to pay for it when his son’s of age;


  And therefore will I do it cunningly.


  This letter, written by a friend of ours,


  Contains his death, yet bids them save his life.


  [Reads.]


  “Edwardum occidere nolite timere, bonum est


  Fear not to kill the king, ’tis good he die.”


  But read it thus, and that’s another sense:


  “Edwardum occidere nolite, timere bonum est


  Kill not the king, ’tis good to fear the worst.”


  Unpointed as it is, thus shall it go,


  That, being dead, if it chance to be found,


  Matrevis and the rest may bear the blame,


  And we be quit that caus’d it to be done.


  Within this room is lock’d the messenger


  That shall convey it, and perform the rest;


  And by a secret token that he bears,


  Shall he be murdered when the deed is done.—


  Lightborn, come forth!


  Enter Lightborn


  Art thou as resolute as thou wast?


  Lightborn.


  What else, my lord? And far more resolute.


  Young Mortimer.


  And hast thou cast(104) how to accomplish it?


  Lightborn.


  Ay, ay, and none shall know which way he died.


  Young Mortimer.


  But at his looks, Lightborn, thou wilt relent.


  Lightborn.


  Relent! ha, ha! I use much to relent.


  Young Mortimer.


  Well, do it bravely, and be secret.


  Lightborn.


  You shall not need to give instructions;


  ’Tis not the first time I have kill’d a man.


  I learn’d in Naples how to poison flowers;


  To strangle with a lawn thrust through the throat;


  To pierce the windpipe with a needle’s point;


  Or whilst one is asleep, to take a quill


  And blow a little powder in his ears;


  Or open his mouth and pour quicksilver down.


  And yet I have a braver way than these.


  Young Mortimer.


  What’s that?


  Lightborn.


  Nay, you shall pardon me; none shall know my tricks.


  Young Mortimer.


  I care not how it is, so it be not spied.


  [Gives letter.]


  Deliver this to Gurney and Matrevis.


  At every ten mile end thou hast a horse.


  Take this; [Gives money] away! and never see me more.


  Lightborn.


  No!


  Young Mortimer.


  No;


  Unless thou bring me news of Edward’s death.


  Lightborn.


  That will I quickly do. Farewell, my lord.


  [Exit.]


  Young Mortimer.


  The prince I rule, the queen do I command,


  And with a lowly conge to the ground,


  The proudest lords salute me as I pass;


  I seal, I cancel, I do what I will.


  Fear’d am I more than lov’d;—let me be fear’d,


  And when I frown, make all the court look pale.


  I view the prince with Aristarchus’ eyes,


  Whose looks were as a breeching to a boy.


  They thrust upon me the protectorship,


  And sue to me for that that I desire.


  While at the council-table, grave enough,


  And not unlike a bashful puritan,


  First I complain of imbecility,


  Saying it is onus quam gravissimum,(105)


  Till being interrupted by my friends,


  Suscepi that provinciam(106) as they term it;


  And to conclude, I am Protector now.


  Now is all sure: the queen and Mortimer


  Shall rule the realm, the king; and none rule us.


  Mine enemies will I plague, my friends advance;


  And what I list command who dare control?


  Major sum quam cui possit fortuna nocere.(107)


  And that this be the coronation-day,


  It pleaseth me, and Isabel the queen.


  [Trumpets within.]


  The trumpets sound, I must go take my place.


  Enter the Young King, Queen Isabella, the Archbishop of Canterbury, Champion and Nobles


  Archbishop of Canterbury.


  Long live King Edward, by the grace of God


  King of England and Lord of Ireland!


  Champion.


  If any Christian, Heathen, Turk, or Jew,


  Dares but affirm that Edward’s not true king,


  And will avouch his saying with the sword,


  I am the champion that will combat him.


  Young Mortimer.


  None comes, sound trumpets.


  [Trumpets sound.]


  King Edward the Third


  Champion, here’s to thee.


  [Gives a purse.]


  Queen Isabella.


  Lord Mortimer, now take him to your charge.


  Enter Soldiers, with Kent prisoner


  Young Mortimer.


  What traitor have we there with blades and bills?


  Soldier.


  Edmund, the Earl of Kent.


  King Edward the Third


  What hath he done?


  Soldier.


  ’A would have taken the king away perforce,


  As we were bringing him to Killingworth.


  Young Mortimer.


  Did you attempt this rescue, Edmund? Speak.


  Kent.


  Mortimer, I did; he is our king,


  And thou compell’st this prince to wear the crown.


  Young Mortimer.


  Strike off his head! he shall have martial law.


  Kent.


  Strike off my head! Base traitor, I defy thee!


  King Edward the Third


  My lord, he is my uncle, and shall live.


  Young Mortimer.


  My lord, he is your enemy, and shall die.


  Kent.


  Stay, villains!


  King Edward the Third


  Sweet mother, if I cannot pardon him,


  Entreat my Lord Protector for his life.


  Queen Isabella.


  Son, be content; I dare not speak a word.


  King Edward the Third


  Nor I, and yet methinks I should command;


  But, seeing I cannot, I’ll entreat for him—


  My lord, if you will let my uncle live,


  I will requite it when I come to age.


  Young Mortimer.


  ’Tis for your highness’ good, and for the realm’s.—


  How often shall I bid you bear him hence?


  Kent.


  Art thou king? Must I die at thy command?


  Young Mortimer.


  At our command—Once more away with him.


  Kent.


  Let me but stay and speak; I will not go.


  Either my brother or his son is king,


  And none of both them thirst for Edmund’s blood:


  And therefore, soldiers, whither will you hale me?


  Soldiers hale Kent away, to be beheaded.


  King Edward the Third


  What safety may I look for at his hands,


  If that my uncle shall be murdered thus?


  Queen Isabella.


  Fear not, sweet boy, I’ll guard thee from thy foes;


  Had Edmund lived, he would have sought thy death.


  Come, son, we’ll ride a-hunting in the park.


  King Edward the Third


  And shall my uncle Edmund ride with us?


  Queen Isabella.


  He is a traitor; think not on him; come.


  [Exeunt.


  Scene V [Berkeley Castle]


  Enter Matrevis and Gurney


  Matrevis.


  Gurney, I wonder the king dies not,


  Being in a vault up to the knees in water,


  To which the channels of the castle run,


  From whence a damp continually ariseth,


  That were enough to poison any man,


  Much more a king brought up so tenderly.


  Gurney.


  And so do I, Matrevis: yesternight


  I opened but the door to throw him meat,


  And I was almost stifled with the savour.


  Matrevis.


  He hath a body able to endure


  More than we can inflict: and therefore now


  Let us assail his mind another while.


  Gurney.


  Send for him out thence, and I will anger him.


  Matrevis.


  But stay, who’s this?


  Enter Lightborn


  Lightborn.


  My Lord Protector greets you.


  [Gives letter.]


  Gurney.


  What’s here? I know not how to construe it.


  Matrevis.


  Gurney, it was left unpointed for the nonce;


  “Edwardum occidere nolite timere,”


  That’s his meaning.


  Lightborn.


  Know ye this token? I must have the king.


  [Gives token.]


  Matrevis.


  Ay, stay awhile, thou shalt have answer straight.


  This villain’s sent to make away the king.


  [Aside.]


  Gurney.


  I thought as much.


  [Aside.]


  Matrevis.


  And when the murder’s done,


  See how he must be handled for his labour.


  Pereat iste!(108) Let him have the king.


  [Aside.]


  What else? Here is the key, this is the lake,(109)


  Do as you are commanded by my lord.


  Lightborn.


  I Know what I must do. Get you away.


  Yet be not far off, I shall need your help;


  See that in the next room I have a fire,


  And get me a spit, and let it be red-hot.


  Matrevis.


  Very well.


  Gurney.


  Need you anything besides?


  Lightborn.


  What else? A table and a feather-bed.


  Gurney.


  That’s all?


  Lightborn.


  Ay, ay; so, when I call you, bring it in.


  Matrevis.


  Fear not thou that.


  Gurney.


  Here’s a light, to go into the dungeon.


  [Gives a light, and then exit with Matrevis.]


  Lightborn.


  So now


  Must I about this gear;(110) ne’er was there any


  So finely handled as this king shall be.


  For, here’s a place indeed, with all my heart!


  King Edward.


  Who’s there? What light is that? wherefore com’st thou?


  Lightborn.


  To comfort you, and bring you joyful news.


  King Edward.


  Small comfort finds poor Edward in thy looks.


  Villain, I know thou com’st to murder me.


  Lightborn.


  To murder you, my most gracious lord!


  Far is it from my heart to do you harm.


  The queen sent me to see how you were used,


  For she relents at this your misery:


  And what eyes can refrain from shedding tears,


  To see a king in this most piteous state?


  King Edward.


  Weep’st thou already? List awhile to me


  And then thy heart, were it as Gurney’s is,


  Or as Matrevis’, hewn from the Caucasus,


  Yet will it melt, ere I have done my tale.


  This dungeon where they keep me is the sink


  Wherein the filth of all the castle falls.


  Lightborn.


  O villains!


  King Edward.


  And there in mire and puddle have I stood


  This ten days’ space; and, lest that I should sleep,


  One plays continually upon a drum.


  They give me bread and water, being a king;


  So that, for want of sleep and sustenance,


  My mind’s distempered, and my body’s numb’d,


  And whether I have limbs or no I know not.


  O, would my blood dropp’d out from every vein,


  As doth this water from my tattered robes.


  Tell Isabel, the queen, I look’d not thus,


  When for her sake I ran at tilt in France,


  And there unhors’d the Duke of Cleremont.


  Lightborn.


  O speak no more, my lord! this breaks my heart.


  Lie on this bed, and rest yourself awhile.


  King Edward.


  These looks of thine can harbour nought but death:


  I see my tragedy written in thy brows.


  Yet stay a while; forbear thy bloody hand,


  And let me see the stroke before it comes,


  That even then when I shall lose my life,


  My mind may be more steadfast on my God.


  Lightborn.


  What means your highness to mistrust me thus?


  King Edward.


  What mean’st thou to dissemble with me thus?


  Lightborn.


  These hands were never stain’d with innocent blood,


  Nor shall they now be tainted with a king’s.


  King Edward.


  Forgive my thought for having such a thought.


  One jewel have I left; receive thou this.


  [Giving jewel.]


  Still fear I, and I know not what’s the cause,


  But every joint shakes as I give it thee.


  O, if thou harbour’st murder in thy heart,


  Let this gift change thy mind, and save thy soul!


  Know that I am a king: O, at that name


  I feel a hell of grief! Where is my crown?


  Gone, gone! and do I still remain alive?


  Lightborn.


  You’re overwatch’d, my lord; lie down and rest.


  King Edward.


  But that grief keeps me waking, I should sleep;


  For not these ten days have these eye-lids clos’d.


  Now as I speak they fall, and yet with fear


  Open again. O wherefore sitt’st thou here?


  Lightborn.


  If you mistrust me, I’ll begone, my lord.


  King Edward.


  No, no, for if thou mean’st to murder me,


  Thou wilt return again, and therefore stay.


  [Sleeps.]


  Lightborn.


  He sleeps.


  King Edward. [waking].


  O let me not die yet! O stay a while!


  Lightborn.


  How now, my lord?


  King Edward.


  Something still buzzeth in mine ears,


  And tells me if I sleep I never wake;


  This fear is that which makes me tremble thus.


  And therefore tell me, wherefore art thou come?


  Lightborn.


  To rid thee of thy life.—Matrevis, come!


  Enter Matrevis and Gurney


  King Edward.


  I am too weak and feeble to resist:—


  Assist me, sweet God, and receive my soul!


  Lightborn.


  Run for the table.


  King Edward.


  O spare me, or despatch me in a trice.


  [Matrevis brings in a table.]


  Lightborn.


  So, lay the table down, and stamp on it,


  But not too hard, lest that you bruise his body.


  [King Edward is murdered.]


  Matrevis.


  I fear me that this cry will raise the town,


  And therefore, let us take horse and away.


  Lightborn.


  Tell me, sirs, was it not bravely done?


  Gurney.


  Excellent well: take this for thy reward.


  Gurney stabs Lightborn [who dies.]


  Come, let us cast the body in the moat,


  And bear the king’s to Mortimer our lord:


  Away!


  [Exeunt (with the bodies.)


  Scene VI [The royal palace, London]


  Enter Young Mortimer and Matrevis


  Young Mortimer.


  Is’t done, Matrevis, and the murderer dead?


  Matrevis.


  Ay, my good lord; I would it were undone!


  Young Mortimer.


  Matrevis, if thou now growest penitent


  I’ll be thy ghostly father; therefore choose,


  Whether thou wilt be secret in this,


  Or else die by the hand of Mortimer.


  Matrevis.


  Gurney, my lord, is fled, and will, I fear


  Betray us both, therefore let me fly.


  Young Mortimer.


  Fly to the savages!


  Matrevis.


  I humbly thank your honour.


  [Exit.]


  Young Mortimer.


  As for myself, I stand as Jove’s huge tree,


  And others are but shrubs compar’d to me.


  All tremble at my name, and I fear none;


  Let’s see who dare impeach me for his death!


  Enter Queen Isabella


  Queen Isabella.


  Ah, Mortimer, the king my son hath news


  His father’s dead, and we have murdered him!


  Young Mortimer.


  What if he have? The king is yet a child.


  Queen Isabella.


  Ay, but he tears his hair, and wrings his hands,


  And vows to be reveng’d upon us both.


  Into the council-chamber he is gone,


  To crave the aid and succour of his peers.


  Ay me! see here he comes, and they with him.


  Now, Mortimer, begins our tragedy.


  Enter King Edward the Third, Lords, and Attendants.


  1st Lord.


  Fear not, my lord, know that you are a king.


  King Edward the Third


  Villain!—


  Young Mortimer.


  How now, my lord!


  King Edward the Third


  Think not that I am frighted with thy words!


  My father’s murdered through thy treachery;


  And thou shalt die, and on his mournful hearse


  Thy hateful and accursed head shall lie,


  To witness to the world, that by thy means


  His kingly body was too soon interr’d.


  Queen Isabella.


  Weep not, sweet son!


  King Edward the Third


  Forbid me not to weep; he was my father;


  And, had you lov’d him half so well as I,


  You could not bear his death thus patiently.


  But you, I fear, conspir’d with Mortimer.


  1st Lord.


  Why speak you not unto my lord the king?


  Young Mortimer.


  Because I think scorn to be accus’d.


  Who is the man dares say I murdered him?


  King Edward the Third


  Traitor! in me my loving father speaks,


  And plainly saith, ’twas thou that murd’redst him.


  Young Mortimer.


  But has your grace no other proof than this?


  King Edward the Third


  Yes, if this be the hand of Mortimer.


  [Shewing letter.]


  Young Mortimer.


  False Gurney hath betray’d me and himself.


  [Aside.]


  Queen Isabella.


  I fear’d as much; murder cannot be hid.


  [Aside.]


  Young Mortimer.


  It is my hand; what gather you by this?


  King Edward the Third


  That thither thou didst send a murderer.


  Young Mortimer.


  What murderer? Bring forth the man I sent.


  King Edward the Third


  Ah, Mortimer, thou knowest that he is slain;


  And so shalt thou be too.—Why stays he here


  Bring him unto a hurdle, drag him forth;


  Hang him, I say, and set his quarters up;


  But bring his head back presently to me.


  Queen Isabella.


  For my sake, sweet son, pity Mortimer!


  Young Mortimer.


  Madam, entreat not, I will rather die,


  Than sue for life unto a paltry boy.


  King Edward the Third.


  Hence with the traitor! with the murderer!


  Young Mortimer.


  Base Fortune, now I see, that in thy wheel


  There is a point, to which when men aspire,


  They tumble headlong down: that point I touch’d,


  And, seeing there was no place to mount up higher,


  Why should I grieve at my declining fall?—


  Farewell, fair queen; weep not for Mortimer,


  That scorns the world, and, as a traveller,


  Goes to discover countries yet unknown.


  King Edward the Third


  What! suffer you the traitor to delay?


  [Young Mortimer is taken away by First Lord and Attendants.]


  Queen Isabella.


  As thou receivedest thy life from me,


  Spill not the blood of gentle Mortimer!


  King Edward the Third


  This argues that you spilt my father’s blood,


  Else would you not entreat for Mortimer.


  Queen Isabella.


  I spill his blood? No.


  King Edward the Third


  Ay, madam, you; for so the rumour runs.


  Queen Isabella.


  That rumour is untrue; for loving thee,


  Is this report rais’d on poor Isabel.


  King Edward the Third


  I do not think her so unnatural.


  2nd Lord.


  My lord, I fear me it will prove too true.


  King Edward the Third


  Mother, you are suspected for his death


  And therefore we commit you to the Tower


  Till farther trial may be made thereof;


  If you be guilty, though I be your son,


  Think not to find me slack or pitiful.


  Queen Isabella.


  Nay, to my death, for too long have I liv’d


  Whenas my son thinks to abridge my days.


  King Edward the Third


  Away with her, her words enforce these tears,


  And I shall pity her if she speak again.


  Queen Isabella.


  Shall I not mourn for my beloved lord,


  And with the rest accompany him to his grave?


  2nd Lord.


  Thus, madam, ’tis the king’s will you shall hence.


  Queen Isabella.


  He hath forgotten me; stay, I am his mother.


  2nd Lord.


  That boots not; therefore, gentle madam, go.


  Queen Isabella.


  Then come, sweet death, and rid me of this grief.


  [Exit.]


  [Re-enter 1st Lord, with the head of Young Mortimer]


  1st Lord.


  My lord, here is the head of Mortimer.


  King Edward the Third


  Go fetch my father’s hearse, where it shall lie;


  And bring my funeral robes.


  [Exeunt Attendants.]


  Accursed head,


  Could I have rul’d thee then, as I do now,


  Thou had’st not hatch’d this monstrous treachery!—


  Here comes the hearse; help me to mourn, my lords.


  [Re-enter Attendants with the hearse and funeral robes]


  Sweet father, here unto thy murdered ghost


  I offer up this wicked traitor’s head;


  And let these tears, distilling from mine eyes,


  Be witness of my grief and innocency.


  [Exeunt.]


  


  February 7. A Letter from a Lion


  Volume 39, pp. 206-207


  Prefaces and Prologues


  Johnson was not always a conventional guest. Graciously treated, he responded in like manner, but offended, Johnson could wield a pen dripping with vitriol. (Samuel Johnson writes to Lord Chesterfield, Feb. 7, 1755.)


  Letter to Chesterfield


  Samuel Johnson


  (1755)


  To the Right Honorable the Earl of Chesterfield


  February 7, 1755.


  My lord:


  I have lately been informed by the proprietor of The World, that two papers, in which my Dictionary is recommended to the public, were written by your Lordship. to be so distinguished is an honor which, being very little accustomed to favours from the great, I know not well how to receive, or in what terms to acknowledge.


  When, upon some slight encouragement, I first visited your Lordship, I was overpowered, like the rest of mankind, by the enchantment of your address; and I could not forbear to wish that I might boast myself ‘Le vainqueur du vainqueur de la terre’; that I might obtain that regard for which I saw the world contending; but I found my attendance so little encouraged, that neither pride nor modesty would suffer me to continue it. When I had once addressed your Lordship in public, I had exhausted all the art of pleasing which a retired and uncourtly scholar can possess. I had done all that I could; and no man is well pleased to have his all neglected, be it ever so little.


  Seven years, my Lord, have now passed, since I waited in your outward rooms, or was repulsed from your door; during which time I have been pushing on my work through difficulties, of which it is useless to complain, and have brought it at last to the verge of publication, without one act of assistance, one word of encouragement, or one smile of favor. Such treatment I did not expect, for I never had a Patron before.


  The shepherd in Virgil grew at last acquainted with Love, and found him a native of the rocks.


  Is not a Patron, my Lord, one who looks with unconcern on a man struggling for life in the water, and, when he has reached ground, encumbers him with help? The notice which you have been pleased to take of my labors, had it been early, had been kind; but it has been delayed till I am indifferent, and cannot enjoy it; till I am solitary, and cannot impart it; till I am known, and do not want it. I hope it is no very cynical asperity not to confess obligations where no benefit has been received, or to be unwilling that the Public should consider me as owing that to a Patron, which Providence has enabled me to do for myself.


  Having carried on my work thus far with so little obligation to any favorer of learning, I shall not be disappointed though I should conclude it, if less be possible, with less; for I have been long wakened from that dream of hope, in which I once boasted myself with so much exultation,


  My Lord, Your Lordship’s most humble,


  Most obedient servant,


  Sam. Johnson.


  


  February 8. Tragic Death of a World-Famous Beauty


  Volume 6, pp. 396-406


  Poems and Songs, Burns


  “But I, the Queen of a’ Scotland, maun lie in prison strang.” Burns sings of poor Mary bound by chains, yearning for the day when flowers would “bloom on her peaceful grave.” (Mary, Queen of Scots, beheaded Feb. 8, 1587.)


  Robert Burns


  (Poems written in 1791)


  Lament Of Mary, Queen Of Scots, On The Approach Of Spring


  Now Nature hangs her mantle green


  On every blooming tree,


  And spreads her sheets o' daisies white


  Out o'er the grassy lea;


  Now Phoebus cheers the crystal streams,


  And glads the azure skies;


  But nought can glad the weary wight


  That fast in durance lies.


  Now laverocks wake the merry morn


  Aloft on dewy wing;


  The merle, in his noontide bow'r,


  Makes woodland echoes ring;


  The mavis wild wi' mony a note,


  Sings drowsy day to rest:


  In love and freedom they rejoice,


  Wi' care nor thrall opprest.


  Now blooms the lily by the bank,


  The primrose down the brae;


  The hawthorn's budding in the glen,


  And milk-white is the slae:


  The meanest hind in fair Scotland


  May rove their sweets amang;


  But I, the Queen of a' Scotland,


  Maun lie in prison strang.


  I was the Queen o' bonie France,


  Where happy I hae been;


  Fu' lightly raise I in the morn,


  As blythe lay down at e'en:


  And I'm the sov'reign of Scotland,


  And mony a traitor there;


  Yet here I lie in foreign bands,


  And never-ending care.


  But as for thee, thou false woman,


  My sister and my fae,


  Grim Vengeance yet shall whet a sword


  That thro' thy soul shall gae;


  The weeping blood in woman's breast


  Was never known to thee;


  Nor th' balm that draps on wounds of woe


  Frae woman's pitying e'e.


  My son! my son! may kinder stars


  Upon thy fortune shine;


  And may those pleasures gild thy reign,


  That ne'er wad blink on mine!


  God keep thee frae thy mother's faes,


  Or turn their hearts to thee:


  And where thou meet'st thy mother's friend,


  Remember him for me!


  O! soon, to me, may Summer suns


  Nae mair light up the morn!


  Nae mair to me the Autumn winds


  Wave o'er the yellow corn?


  And, in the narrow house of death,


  Let Winter round me rave;


  And the next flow'rs that deck the Spring,


  Bloom on my peaceful grave!


  ————


  There'll Never Be Peace Till Jamie Comes Hame


  By yon Castle wa', at the close of the day,


  I heard a man sing, tho' his head it was grey:


  And as he was singing, the tears doon came,—


  There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.


  The Church is in ruins, the State is in jars,


  Delusions, oppressions, and murderous wars,


  We dare na weel say't, but we ken wha's to blame,—


  There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.


  My seven braw sons for Jamie drew sword,


  But now I greet round their green beds in the yerd;


  It brak the sweet heart o' my faithful and dame,—


  There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.


  Now life is a burden that bows me down,


  Sin' I tint my bairns, and he tint his crown;


  But till my last moments my words are the same,—


  There'll never be peace till Jamie comes hame.


  ————


  Song—Out Over The Forth


  Out over the Forth, I look to the North;


  But what is the north and its Highlands to me?


  The south nor the east gie ease to my breast,


  The far foreign land, or the wide rolling sea.


  But I look to the west when I gae to rest,


  That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be;


  For far in the west lives he I loe best,


  The man that is dear to my babie and me.


  ————


  The Banks O' Doon


  First Version


  Sweet are the banks—the banks o' Doon,


  The spreading flowers are fair,


  And everything is blythe and glad,


  But I am fu' o' care.


  Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird,


  That sings upon the bough;


  Thou minds me o' the happy days


  When my fause Luve was true:


  Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird,


  That sings beside thy mate;


  For sae I sat, and sae I sang,


  And wist na o' my fate.


  Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon,


  To see the woodbine twine;


  And ilka birds sang o' its Luve,


  And sae did I o' mine:


  Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,


  Upon its thorny tree;


  But my fause Luver staw my rose


  And left the thorn wi' me:


  Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,


  Upon a morn in June;


  And sae I flourished on the morn,


  And sae was pu'd or noon!


  ————


  The Banks O' Doon


  Second Version


  Ye flowery banks o' bonie Doon,


  How can ye blume sae fair?


  How can ye chant, ye little birds,


  And I sae fu' o care!


  Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird,


  That sings upon the bough!


  Thou minds me o' the happy days


  When my fause Luve was true.


  Thou'll break my heart, thou bonie bird,


  That sings beside thy mate;


  For sae I sat, and sae I sang,


  And wist na o' my fate.


  Aft hae I rov'd by bonie Doon,


  To see the woodbine twine;


  And ilka bird sang o' its Luve,


  And sae did I o' mine.


  Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,


  Upon its thorny tree;


  But my fause Luver staw my rose,


  And left the thorn wi' me.


  Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,


  Upon a morn in June;


  And sae I flourished on the morn,


  And sae was pu'd or noon.


  ————


  The Banks O' Doon


  Third Version


  Ye banks and braes o' bonie Doon,


  How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair?


  How can ye chant, ye little birds,


  And I sae weary fu' o' care!


  Thou'll break my heart, thou warbling bird,


  That wantons thro' the flowering thorn:


  Thou minds me o' departed joys,


  Departed never to return.


  Aft hae I rov'd by Bonie Doon,


  To see the rose and woodbine twine:


  And ilka bird sang o' its Luve,


  And fondly sae did I o' mine;


  Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose,


  Fu' sweet upon its thorny tree!


  And may fause Luver staw my rose,


  But ah! he left the thorn wi' me.


  ————


  Lament For James, Earl Of Glencairn


  The wind blew hollow frae the hills,


  By fits the sun's departing beam


  Look'd on the fading yellow woods,


  That wav'd o'er Lugar's winding stream:


  Beneath a craigy steep, a Bard,


  Laden with years and meikle pain,


  In loud lament bewail'd his lord,


  Whom Death had all untimely ta'en.


  He lean'd him to an ancient aik,


  Whose trunk was mould'ring down with years;


  His locks were bleached white with time,


  His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears!


  And as he touch'd his trembling harp,


  And as he tun'd his doleful sang,


  The winds, lamenting thro' their caves,


  To Echo bore the notes alang.


  “Ye scatter'd birds that faintly sing,


  The reliques o' the vernal queir!


  Ye woods that shed on a' the winds


  The honours of the aged year!


  A few short months, and glad and gay,


  Again ye'll charm the ear and e'e;


  But nocht in all-revolving time


  Can gladness bring again to me.


  “I am a bending aged tree,


  That long has stood the wind and rain;


  But now has come a cruel blast,


  And my last hald of earth is gane;


  Nae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring,


  Nae simmer sun exalt my bloom;


  But I maun lie before the storm,


  And ithers plant them in my room.


  “I've seen sae mony changefu' years,


  On earth I am a stranger grown:


  I wander in the ways of men,


  Alike unknowing, and unknown:


  Unheard, unpitied, unreliev'd,


  I bear alane my lade o' care,


  For silent, low, on beds of dust,


  Lie a' that would my sorrows share.


  “And last, (the sum of a' my griefs!)


  My noble master lies in clay;


  The flow'r amang our barons bold,


  His country's pride, his country's stay:


  In weary being now I pine,


  For a' the life of life is dead,


  And hope has left may aged ken,


  On forward wing for ever fled.


  “Awake thy last sad voice, my harp!


  The voice of woe and wild despair!


  Awake, resound thy latest lay,


  Then sleep in silence evermair!


  And thou, my last, best, only, friend,


  That fillest an untimely tomb,


  Accept this tribute from the Bard


  Thou brought from Fortune's mirkest gloom.


  “In Poverty's low barren vale,


  Thick mists obscure involv'd me round;


  Though oft I turn'd the wistful eye,


  Nae ray of fame was to be found:


  Thou found'st me, like the morning sun


  That melts the fogs in limpid air,


  The friendless bard and rustic song


  Became alike thy fostering care.


  “O! why has worth so short a date,


  While villains ripen grey with time?


  Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great,


  Fall in bold manhood's hardy prim


  Why did I live to see that day—


  A day to me so full of woe?


  O! had I met the mortal shaft


  That laid my benefactor low!


  “The bridegroom may forget the bride


  Was made his wedded wife yestreen;


  The monarch may forget the crown


  That on his head an hour has been;


  The mother may forget the child


  That smiles sae sweetly on her knee;


  But I'll remember thee, Glencairn,


  And a' that thou hast done for me!”


  ————


  Lines Sent To Sir John Whiteford, Bart


  With The Lament On The Death Of The Earl Of Glencairn


  Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st,


  Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought earthly fear'st,


  To thee this votive offering I impart,


  The tearful tribute of a broken heart.


  The Friend thou valued'st, I, the Patron lov'd;


  His worth, his honour, all the world approved:


  We'll mourn till we too go as he has gone,


  And tread the shadowy path to that dark world unknown.


  ————


  Craigieburn Wood


  Sweet closes the ev'ning on Craigieburn Wood,


  And blythely awaukens the morrow;


  But the pride o' the spring in the Craigieburn Wood


  Can yield to me nothing but sorrow.


  Chorus.—


  Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie,


  And O to be lying beyond thee!


  O sweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep


  That's laid in the bed beyond thee!


  I see the spreading leaves and flowers,


  I hear the wild birds singing;


  But pleasure they hae nane for me,


  While care my heart is wringing.


  Beyond thee, &c.


  I can na tell, I maun na tell,


  I daur na for your anger;


  But secret love will break my heart,


  If I conceal it langer.


  Beyond thee, &c.


  I see thee gracefu', straight and tall,


  I see thee sweet and bonie;


  But oh, what will my torment be,


  If thou refuse thy Johnie!


  Beyond thee, &c.


  To see thee in another's arms,


  In love to lie and languish,


  'Twad be my dead, that will be seen,


  My heart wad burst wi' anguish.


  Beyond thee, &c.


  But Jeanie, say thou wilt be mine,


  Say thou lo'es nane before me;


  And a' may days o' life to come


  I'l gratefully adore thee,


  Beyond thee, &c.


  ————


  The Bonie Wee Thing


  Chorus.—


  Bonie wee thing, cannie wee thing,


  Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine,


  I wad wear thee in my bosom,


  Lest my jewel it should tine.


  Wishfully I look and languish


  In that bonie face o' thine,


  And my heart it stounds wi' anguish,


  Lest my wee thing be na mine.


  Bonie wee thing, &c.


  Wit, and Grace, and Love, and Beauty,


  In ae constellation shine;


  To adore thee is my duty,


  Goddess o' this soul o' mine!


  Bonie wee thing, &c.


  ————


  Epigram On Miss Davies


  On being asked why she had been formed so little, and Mrs. A— so big.


  Ask why God made the gem so small?


  And why so huge the granite?—


  Because God meant mankind should set


  That higher value on it.


  ————


  The Charms Of Lovely Davies


  Tune—“Miss Muir.”


  O how shall I, unskilfu', try


  The poet's occupation?


  The tunefu' powers, in happy hours,


  That whisper inspiration;


  Even they maun dare an effort mair


  Than aught they ever gave us,


  Ere they rehearse, in equal verse,


  The charms o' lovely Davies.


  Each eye it cheers when she appears,


  Like Phoebus in the morning,


  When past the shower, and every flower


  The garden is adorning:


  As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore,


  When winter-bound the wave is;


  Sae droops our heart, when we maun part


  Frae charming, lovely Davies.


  Her smile's a gift frae 'boon the lift,


  That maks us mair than princes;


  A sceptred hand, a king's command,


  Is in her darting glances;


  The man in arms 'gainst female charms


  Even he her willing slave is,


  He hugs his chain, and owns the reign


  Of conquering, lovely Davies.


  My Muse, to dream of such a theme,


  Her feeble powers surrender:


  The eagle's gaze alone surveys


  The sun's meridian splendour.


  I wad in vain essay the strain,


  The deed too daring brave is;


  I'll drap the lyre, and mute admire


  The charms o' lovely Davies.


  ————


  What Can A Young Lassie Do Wi' An Auld Man


  What can a young lassie, what shall a young lassie,


  What can a young lassie do wi' an auld man?


  Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie


  To sell her puir Jenny for siller an' lan'.


  Bad luck on the penny that tempted my minnie


  To sell her puir Jenny for siller an' lan'!


  He's always compleenin' frae mornin' to e'enin',


  He hoasts and he hirples the weary day lang;


  He's doylt and he's dozin, his blude it is frozen,—


  O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man!


  He's doylt and he's dozin, his blude it is frozen,


  O, dreary's the night wi' a crazy auld man.


  He hums and he hankers, he frets and he cankers,


  I never can please him do a' that I can;


  He's peevish an' jealous o' a' the young fellows,—


  O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man!


  He's peevish an' jealous o' a' the young fellows,


  O, dool on the day I met wi' an auld man.


  My auld auntie Katie upon me taks pity,


  I'll do my endeavour to follow her plan;


  I'll cross him an' wrack him, until I heartbreak him


  And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan,


  I'll cross him an' wrack him, until I heartbreak him,


  And then his auld brass will buy me a new pan.


  


  February 9. Rest Between Wars


  Volume 33, pp. 93-102


  Voyages and Travels


  Tacitus, the historian, visited the virile German tribes in their primitive homes on the banks of the Rhine He was surprised to learn that the men so active and eager in war lolled in indolence during the intervals between.


  Tacitus on Germany


  The whole of Germany is thus bounded; separated from Gaul, from Rhœtia and Pannonia, by the rivers Rhine and Danube; from Sarmatia and Dacia by mutual fear, or by high mountains: the rest is encompassed by the ocean, which forms huge bays, and comprehends a tract of islands immense in extent: for we have lately known certain nations and kingdoms there, such as the war discovered. The Rhine rising in the Rhœtian Alps from a summit altogether rocky and perpendicular, after a small winding towards the west, is lost in the Northern Ocean. The Danube issues out of the mountain Abnoba, one very high but very easy of ascent, and traversing several nations, falls by six streams into the Euxine Sea; for its seventh channel is absorbed in the Fenns.


  The Germans, I am apt to believe, derive their original from no other people; and are nowise mixed with different nations arriving amongst them: since anciently those who went in search of new buildings, travelled not by land, but were carried in fleets; and into that mighty ocean so boundless, and, as I may call it, so repugnant and forbidding, ships from our world rarely enter. Moreover, besides the dangers from a sea tempestuous, horrid and unknown, who would relinquish Asia, or Africa, or Italy, to repair to Germany, a region hideous and rude, under a rigorous climate, dismal to behold or to manure [1] unless the same were his native country? In their old ballads (which amongst them are the only sort of registers and history) they celebrate Tuisto, a God sprung from the earth, and Mannus his son, as the fathers and founders of the nation. To Mannus they assign three sons, after whose names so many people are called; the Ingævones, dwelling next the ocean; the Herminones, in the middle country; and all the rest, Instævones. Some, borrowing a warrant from the darkness of antiquity, maintain that the God had more sons, that thence came more denominations of people, the Marsians, Gambrians, Suevians, and Vandalians, and that these are the names truly genuine and original. For the rest, they affirm Germany to be a recent word, lately bestowed: for that those who first passed the Rhine and expulsed the Gauls, and are now named Tungrians, were then called Germans: and thus by degrees the name of a tribe prevailed, not that of the nation; so that by an appellation at first occasioned by terror and conquest, they afterwards chose to be distinguished, and assuming a name lately invented were universally called Germans.


  [1. To cultivate.]


  They have a tradition that Hercules also had been in their country, and him above all other heroes they extol in their songs when they advance to battle. Amongst them too are found that kind of verses by the recital of which (by them called Barding) they inspire bravery; nay, by such chanting itself they divine the success of the approaching fight. For, according to the different din of the battle, they urge furiously, or shrink timorously. Nor does what they utter, so much seem to be singing as the voice and exertion of valour. They chiefly study a tone fierce and harsh, with a broken and unequal murmur, and therefore apply their shields to their mouths, whence the voice may by rebounding swell with greater fulness and force. Besides there are some of opinion, that Ulysses, whilst he wandered about in his long and fabulous voyages, was carried into this ocean and entered Germany, and that by him Asciburgium was founded and named, a city at this day standing and inhabited upon the bank of the Rhine: nay, that in the same place was formerly found an altar dedicated to Ulysses, with the name of his father Laertes added to his own, and that upon the confines of Germany and Rhœtia are still extant certain monuments and tombs inscribed with Greek characters. Traditions these which I mean not either to confirm with arguments of my own or to refute. Let every one believe or deny the same according to his own bent.


  For myself, I concur in opinion with such as suppose the people of Germany never to have mingled by inter-marriages with other nations, but to have remained a people pure, and independent, and resembling none but themselves. Hence amongst such a mighty multitude of men, the same make and form is found in all, eyes stern and blue, yellow hair, huge bodies, but vigorous only in the first onset. Of pains and labour they are not equally patient, nor can they at all endure thrift and heat. To bear hunger and cold they are hardened by their climate and soil.


  Their lands, however somewhat different in aspect, yet taken all together consist of gloomy forests or nasty marshes; lower and moister towards the confines of Gaul, more mountainous and windy towards Noricum and Pannonia; very apt to bear grain, but altogether unkindly to fruit trees; abounding in flocks and herds, but generally small of growth. Nor even in their oxen is found the usual stateliness, no more than the natural ornaments and grandeur of head. In the number of their herds they rejoice; and these are their only, these their most desirable riches. Silver and gold the Gods have denied them, whether in mercy or in wrath, I am unable to determine. Yet I would not venture to aver that in Germany no vein of gold or silver is produced; for who has ever searched? For the use and possession, it is certain they care not. Amongst them indeed are to be seen vessels of silver, such as have been presented to their Princes and Ambassadors, but holden in no other esteem than vessels made of earth. The Germans however adjoining to our frontiers value gold and silver for the purposes of commerce, and are wont to distinguish and prefer certain of our coins. They who live more remote are more primitive and simple in their dealings, and exchange one commodity for another. The money which they like is the old and long known, that indented, [2] or that impressed with a chariot and two horses. Silver too is what they seek more than gold, from no fondness or preference, but because small pieces are more ready in purchasing things cheap and common.


  [2. With milled edges.]


  Neither in truth do they abound in iron, as from the fashion of their weapons may be gathered. Swords they rarely use, or the larger spear. They carry javelins or, in their own language, framms, pointed with a piece of iron short and narrow, but so sharp and manageable, that with the same weapon they can fight at a distance or hand to hand, just as need requires. Nay, the horsemen also are content with a shield and a javelin. The foot throw likewise weapons missive, each particular is armed with many, and hurls them a mighty space, all naked or only wearing a light cassock. In their equipment they show no ostentation; only that their shields are diversified and adorned with curious colours. With coats of mail very few are furnished, and hardly upon any is seen a head-piece or helmet. Their horses are nowise signal either in fashion or in fleetness; nor taught to wheel and bound, according to the practice of the Romans: they only move them forward in a line, or turn them right about, with such compactness and equality that no one is ever behind the rest. To one who considers the whole it is manifest, that in their foot their principal strength lies, and therefore they fight intermixed with the horse: for such is their swiftness as to match and suit with the motions and engagements of the cavalry. So that the infantry are elected from amongst the most robust of their youth, and placed in front of the army. The number to be sent is also ascertained, out of every village an hundred, and by this very name they continue to be called at home, those of the hundred band: thus what was at first no more than a number, becomes thenceforth a title and distinction of honour. In arraying their army, they divide the whole into distinct battalions formed sharp in front. To recoil in battle, provided you return again to the attack, passes with them rather for policy than fear. Even when the combat is no more than doubtful, they bear away the bodies of their slain. The most glaring disgrace that can befall them, is to have quitted their shield; nor to one branded with such ignominy is it lawful to join in their sacrifices, or to enter into their assemblies; and many who have escaped in the day of battle, have hanged themselves to put an end to this their infamy.


  In the choice of kings they are determined by the splendour of their race, in that of generals by their bravery. Neither is the power of their kings unbounded or arbitrary: and their generals procure obedience not so much by the force of their authority as by that of their example, when they appear enterprising and brave, when they signalise themselves by courage and prowess; and if they surpass all in admiration and pre-eminence, if they surpass all at the head of an army. But to none else but the Priests is it allowed to exercise correction, or to inflict bonds or stripes. Nor when the Priests do this, is the same considered as a punishment, or arising from the orders of the general, but from the immediate command of the Deity, Him whom they believe to accompany them in war. They therefore carry with them when going to fight, certain images and figures taken out of their holy groves. What proves the principal incentive to their valour is, that it is not at random nor by the fortuitous conflux of men that their troops and pointed battalions are formed, but by the conjunction of whole families, and tribes of relations. Moreover, close to the field of battle are lodged all the nearest and most interesting pledges of nature. Hence they hear the doleful howlings of their wives, hence the cries of their tender infants. These are to each particular the witnesses whom he most reverences and dreads; these yield him the praise which affect him most. Their wounds and maims they carry to their mothers, or to their wives, neither are their mothers or wives shocked in telling, or in sucking their bleeding sores. [3] Nay, to their husbands and sons whilst engaged in battle, they administer meat and encouragement.


  [3. Nec illæ numerare aut exigere plagas pavent.]


  In history we find, that some armies already yielding and ready to fly, have been by the women restored, through their inflexible importunity and entreaty, presenting their breasts, and showing their impending captivity; an evil to the Germans then by far most dreadful when it befalls their women. So that the spirit of such cities as amongst their hostages are enjoined to send their damsels of quality, is always engaged more effectually than that of others. They even believe them endowed with something celestial and the spirit of prophecy. Neither do they disdain to consult them, nor neglect the responses which they return. In the reign of the deified Vespasian, we have seen Veleda for a long time, and by many nations, esteemed and adored as a divinity. In times past they likewise worshipped Aurinia and several more, from no complaisance or effort of flattery, nor as Deities of their own creating.


  Of all the Gods, Mercury is he whom they worship most. To him on certain stated days it is lawful to offer even human victims. Hercules and Mars they appease with beasts usually allowed for sacrifice. Some of the Suevians make likewise immolations to Isis. Concerning the cause and original of this foreign sacrifice I have found small light; unless the figure of her image formed like a valley, show that such devotion arrived from abroad. For the rest, from the grandeur and majesty of beings celestial, they judge it altogether unsuitable to hold the Gods enclosed within walls, or to represent them under any human likeness. They consecrate whole woods and groves, and by the names of the Gods they call these recesses; divinities these, which only in contemplation and mental reverence they behold.


  To the use of lots and auguries, they are addicted beyond all other nations. Their method of divining by lots is exceedingly simple. From a tree which bears fruit they cut a twig, and divide it into two small pieces. These they distinguish by so many several marks, and throw them at random and without order upon a white garment. Then the Priest of the community, if for the public the lots are consulted, or the father of a family about a private concern, after he has solemnly invoked the Gods, with eyes lifted up to heaven, takes up every piece thrice, and having done thus forms a judgment according to the marks before made. If the chances have proved forbidding, they are no more consulted upon the same affair during the same day: even when they are inviting, yet, for confirmation, the faith of auguries too is tried. Yea, here also is the known practice of divining events from the voices and flight of birds. But to this nation it is peculiar, to learn presages and admonitions divine from horses also. These are nourished by the State in the same sacred woods and groves, all milk-white and employed in no earthly labour. These yoked in the holy chariot, are accompanied by the Priest and the King, or the Chief of the Community, who both carefully observed his actions and neighing. Nor in any sort of augury is more faith and assurance reposed, not by the populace only, but even by the nobles, even by the Priests. These account themselves the ministers of the Gods, and the horses privy to his will. They have likewise another method of divination, whence to learn the issue of great and mighty wars. From the nation with whom they are at war they contrive, it avails not how, to gain a captive: him they engage in combat with one selected from amongst themselves, each armed after the manner of his country, and according as the victory falls to this or to the other, gather a presage of the whole.


  Affairs of smaller moment the chiefs determine: about matters of higher consequence the whole nation deliberates; yet in such sort, that whatever depends upon the pleasure and decision of the people, is examined and discussed by the chiefs. Where no accident or emergency intervenes, they assemble upon stated days, either, when the moon changes, or is full: since they believe such seasons to be the most fortunate for beginning all transactions. Neither in reckoning of time do they count, like us, the number of days but that of nights. In this style their ordinances are framed, in this style their diets appointed; and with them the night seems to lead and govern the day. From their extensive liberty this evil and default flows, that they meet not at once, nor as men commanded and afraid to disobey; so that often the second day, nay often the third, is consumed through the slowness of the members in assembling. They sit down as they list, promiscuously, like a crowd, and all armed. It is by the Priests that silence is enjoined, and with the power of correction the Priests are then invested. Then the King or Chief is heard, as are others, each according to his precedence in age, or in nobility, or in warlike renown, or in eloquence; and the influence of every speaker proceeds rather from his ability to persuade than from any authority to command. If the proposition displease, they reject it by an inarticulate murmur: if it be pleasing, they brandish their javelins. The most honourable manner of signifying their assent, is to express their applause by the sound of their arms.


  


  February 10. No Fancy for a Plain Gentleman


  Volume 34, pp. 130-140


  French and English Philosophers


  Voltaire once visited Congreve. This famous dramatist requested to be regarded only as a plain gentleman. “Had you been that I should never have come to see you,” Voltaire cynically replies. (William Congreve baptized Feb. 10, 1670.)


  Letters on the English—by Voltaire


  Letter XVIII—On Tragedy


  The English as well as the Spaniards were possessed of theatres at a time when the French had no more than moving, itinerant stages. Shakspeare, who was considered as the Corneille of the first-mentioned nation, was pretty nearly contemporary with Lope de Vega, and he created, as it were, the English theatre. Shakspeare boasted a strong fruitful genius. He was natural and sublime, but had not so much as a single spark of good taste, or knew one rule of the drama. I will now hazard a random, but, at the same time, true reflection, which is, that the great merit of this dramatic poet has been the ruin of the English stage. There are such beautiful, such noble, such dreadful scenes in this writer’s monstrous farces, to which the name of tragedy is given, that they have always been exhibited with great success. Time, which alone gives reputation to writers, at last makes their very faults venerable. Most of the whimsical gigantic images of this poet, have, through length of time (it being a hundred and fifty years since they were first drawn) acquired a right of passing for sublime. Most of the modern dramatic writers have copied him: but the touches and descriptions which are applauded in Shakspeare. are hissed at in these writers; and you will easily believe that the veneration in which this author is held, increases in proportion to the contempt which is shown to the moderns. Dramatic writers don’t consider that they should not imitate him; and the ill-success of Shakspeare’s imitators produces no other effect, than to make him be considered as inimitable. You remember that in the tragedy of Othello, Moor of Venice, a most tender piece, a man strangles his wife on the stage; and that the poor woman, whilst she is strangling, cries aloud that she dies very unjustly. You know that in Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, two grave-diggers make a grave, and are all the time drinking, singing ballads, and making humorous reflections (natural indeed enough to persons of their profession) on the several skulls they throw up with their spades; but a circumstance which will surprise you is, that this ridiculous incident has been imitated. In the reign of King Charles II., which was that of politeness, and the Golden Age of the liberal arts; Otway, in his Venice Preserved, introduces Antonio the senator, and Naki, his courtesan, in the midst of the horrors of the Marquis of Bedemar’s conspiracy. Antonio, the super-annuated senator plays, in his mistress’ presence, all the apish tricks of a lewd, impotent debauchee, who is quite frantic and out of his senses. He mimics a bull and a dog, and bites his mistress’ legs, who kicks and whips him. However, the players have struck these buffooneries (which indeed were calculated merely for the dregs of the people) out of Otway’s tragedy; but they have still left in Shakspeare’s Julius Cæsar the jokes of the Roman shoemakers and cobblers, who are introduced in the same scene with Brutus and Cassius. You will undoubtedly complain, that those who have hitherto discoursed with you on the English stage, and especially on the celebrated Shakspeare, have taken notice only of his errors; and that on one has translated any of those strong, those forcible passages which atone for all his faults. But to this I will answer, that nothing is easier than to exhibit in prose all the silly impertinences which a poet may have thrown out; but that it is a very difficult task to translate his fine verses. All your junior academical sophs, who set up for censors of the eminent writers, compile whole volumes; but methinks two pages which display some of the beauties of great geniuses, are of infinitely more value than all the idle rhapsodies of those commentators; and I will join in opinion with all persons of good taste in declaring, that greater advantage may be reaped from a dozen verses of Homer or Virgil, than from all the critiques put together which have been made on those two great poets.


  I have ventured to translate some passages of the most celebrated English poets, and shall now give you one from Shakspeare. Pardon the blemishes of the translation for the sake of the original; and remember always that when you see a version, you see merely a faint print of a beautiful picture. I have made choice of part of the celebrated soliloquy in Hamlet, which you may remember is as follows:—


  “To be, or not to be? that is the question!


  Whether ’t is nobler in the mind to suffer


  The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,


  Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,


  And by opposing, end them? To die! to sleep!


  No more! and by a sleep to say we end


  The heart-ache, and the thousand natural shocks


  That flesh is heir to! ’T is a consummation


  Devoutly to be wished. To die! to sleep!


  To sleep; perchance to dream! Ay, there’s the rub;


  For in that sleep of death, what dreams may come


  When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,


  Must give us pause. There ’s the respect


  That makes a calamity of so long life:


  For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,


  The oppressor’s wrong, the poor man’s contumely,


  The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay,


  The insolence of office, and the spurns


  That patient merit of the unworthy takes,


  When he himself might his quietus make


  With a bare bodkin. Who would fardels bear


  To groan and sweat under a weary life,


  But that the dread of something after death,


  The undiscovered country, from whose bourn


  No traveller returns, puzzles the will,


  And makes us rather bear those ills we have,


  Than fly to others that we know not of?


  Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;


  And thus the native hue of resolution


  Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought:


  And enterprises of great weight and moment


  With this regard their currents turn awry,


  And lose the name of action—”


  My version of it runs thus:—


  “Demeure, il faut choisir et passer à l’instant


  De la vie à la mort, ou de l’être au neant.


  Dieux cruels, s’il en est, éclairez mon courage.


  Faut-il vieillir courbé sous la main qui m’outrage,


  Supporter, ou finir mon malheur et mon sort?


  Qui suis je? Qui m’arrête! et qu’est-ce que la mort?


  C’est la fin de nos maux, c’est mon unique asile


  Après de longs transports, c’est un sommeil tranquile.


  On s’endort, et tout meurt, mais un affreux reveil


  Doit succeder peut etre aux douceurs du sommeil!


  On nous menace, on dit que cette courte vie,


  De tourmens éternels est aussi-tôt suivie.


  O mort! moment fatal! affreuse eternité!


  Tout cœur à ton seul nom se glace épouvanté.


  Eh! qui pourroit sans toi supporter cette vie,


  De nos prêtres menteurs benir l’hypocrisie;


  D’une indigne maitresse encenser les erreurs,


  Ramper sous un ministre, adorer ses hauteurs;


  Et montrer les langueurs de son ame abattüe,


  A des amis ingrats qui detournent la vüe?


  La mort seroit trop douce en ces extrémitez,


  Mais le scrupule parle, et nous crie, arrêtez;


  Il defend à nos mains cet heureux homicide


  Et d’un heros guerrier, fait un Chrétien timide,” &c.


  Do not imagine that I have translated Shakspeare in a servile manner. Woe to the writer who gives a literal version; who by rendering every word of his original, by that very means enervates the sense, and extinguishes all the fire of it. It is on such an occasion one may justly affirm, that the letter kills, but the Spirit quickens.


  Here follows another passage copied from a celebrated tragic writer among the English. It is Dryden, a poet in the reign of Charles II.—a writer whose genius was too exuberant, and not accompanied with judgment enough. Had he written only a tenth part of the works he left behind him, his character would have been conspicuous in every part; but his great fault is his having endeavoured to be universal.


  The passage in question is as follows:—


  “When I consider life, ’t is all a cheat,


  Yet fooled by hope, men favour the deceit;


  Trust on and think, to-morrow will repay;


  To-morrow’s falser than the former day;


  Lies more; and whilst it says we shall be blest


  With some new joy, cuts off what we possessed;


  Strange cozenage! none would live past years again,


  Yet all hope pleasure in what yet remain,


  And from the dregs of life think to receive


  What the first sprightly running could not give.


  I’m tired with waiting for his chymic gold,


  Which fools us young, and beggars us when old.”


  I shall now give you my translation:—


  “De desseins en regrets et d’erreurs en desirs


  Les mortels insensés promenent leur folie.


  Dans des malheurs presents, dans l’espoir des plaisirs


  Nous ne vivons jamais, nous attendons la vie.


  Demain, demain, dit-on, va combler tous nos vœus.


  Demain vient, et nous laisse encore plus malheureux.


  Quelle est l’erreur, helas! du soin qui nous dévore,


  Nul de nous ne voudroit recommencer son cours.


  De nos premiers momens nous maudissons l’aurore,


  Et de la nuit qui vient nous attendons encore,


  Ce qu’ont en vain promis les plus beaux de nos jours,” &c.


  It is in these detached passages that the English have hitherto excelled. Their dramatic pieces, most of which are barbarous and without decorum, order, or verisimilitude, dart such resplendent flashes through this gleam, as amaze and astonish. The style is too much inflated, too unnatural, too closely copied from the Hebrew writers, who abound so much with the Asiatic fustian. But then it must be also confessed that the stilts of the figurative style, on which the English tongue is lifted up, raises the genius at the same time very far aloft, though with an irregular pace. The first English writer who composed a regular tragedy, and infused a spirit of elegance through every part of it, was the illustrious Mr. Addison. His “Cato” is a masterpiece, both with regard to the diction and to the beauty and harmony of the numbers. The character of Cato is, in my opinion, vastly superior to that of Cornelia in the “Pompey” of Corneille, for Cato is great without anything like fustian, and Cornelia, who besides is not a necessary character, tends sometimes to bombast. Mr. Addison’s Cato appears to me the greatest character that was ever brought upon any stage, but then the rest of them do not correspond to the dignity of it, and this dramatic piece, so excellently well writ, is disfigured by a dull love plot, which spreads a certain languor over the whole, that quite murders it.


  The custom of introducing love at random and at any rate in the drama passed from Paris to London about 1660, with our ribbons and our perruques. The ladies who adorn the theatrical circle there, in like manner as in this city will suffer love only to be the theme of every conversation. The judicious Mr. Addison had the effeminate complaisance to soften the severity of his dramatic character, so as to adapt it to the manners of the age, and, from an endeavour to please, quite ruined a masterpiece in its kind. Since is time the drama is become more regular, the audience more difficult to be leased, and writers more correct and less bold. I have seen some new pieces hat were written with great regularity, but which, at the same time, were very flat and insipid. One would think that the English had been hitherto formed to produce irregular beauties only. The shining monsters of Shakspeare give infinite more delight than the judicious images of the moderns. Hitherto the poetical genius of the English resembles a tufted tree planted by the hand of Nature, that throws out a thousand branches at random, and spreads unequally, but with great vigour. It dies if you attempt to force its nature, and to lop and dress it in the same manner as the trees of the Garden of Marli.


  


  February 11. The Queen Freezes Her Philosophy


  Volume 34, pp. 5-20


  Discourse on Method, Descartes


  Descartes was slain through the eccentric whim of a queen who demanded that he tutor her in the freezing dawn in the dead of winter. His philosophy lives in this essay. (René Descartes died at Stockholm, Feb. 11, 1650.)


  Discourse on Method


  by René Descartes


  Part I


  Good sense is, of all things among men, the most equally distributed; for every one thinks himself so abundantly provided with it, that those even who are the most difficult to satisfy in everything else, do not usually desire a larger measure of this quality than they already possess. And in this it is not likely that all are mistaken: the conviction is rather to be held as testifying that the power of judging aright and of distinguishing Truth from Error, which is properly what is called Good Sense or Reason, is by nature equal in all men; and that the diversity of our opinions, consequently, does not arise from some being endowed with a larger share of Reason than others, but solely from this, that we conduct our thoughts along different ways, and do not fix our attention on the same objects. For to be possessed of a vigorous mind is not enough; the prime requisite is rightly to apply it. The greatest minds, as they are capable of the highest excellencies, are open likewise to the greatest aberrations; and those who travel very slowly may yet make far greater progress, provided they keep always to the straight road, than those who, while they run, forsake it.


  For myself, I have never fancied my mind to be in any respect more perfect than those of the generality; on the contrary, I have often wished that I were equal to some others in promptitude of thought, or in clearness and distinctness of imagination, or in fulness and readiness of memory. And besides these, I know of no other qualities that contribute to the perfection of the mind; for as to the Reason or Sense, inasmuch as it is that alone which constitutes us men, and distinguishes us from the brutes, I am disposed to believe that it is to be found complete in each individual; and on this point to adopt the common opinion of philosophers, who say that the difference of greater and less holds only among the accidents, and not among the forms or natures of individuals of the same species.


  I will not hesitate, however, to avow my belief that it has been my singular good fortune to have very early in life fallen in with certain tracks which have conducted me to considerations and maxims, of which I have formed a Method that gives me the means, as I think, of gradually augmenting my knowledge, and of raising it by little and little to the highest point which the mediocrity of my talents and the brief duration of my life will permit me to reach. For I have already reaped from it such fruits that, although I have been accustomed to think lowly enough of myself, and although when I look with the eye of a philosopher at the varied courses and pursuits of mankind at large, I find scarcely one which does not appear vain and useless, I nevertheless derive the highest satisfaction from the progress I conceive myself to have already made in the search after truth, and cannot help entertaining such expectations of the future as to believe that if, among the occupations of men as men, there is any one really excellent and important, it is that which I have chosen.


  After all, it is possible I may be mistaken; and it is but a little copper and glass, perhaps, that I take for gold and diamonds. I know how very liable we are to delusion in what relates to ourselves, and also how much the judgments of our friends are to be suspected when given in our favour. But I shall endeavour in this Discourse to describe the paths I have followed, and to delineate my life as in a picture, in order that each one may be able to judge of them for himself, and that in the general opinion entertained of them, as gathered from current report, I myself may have a new help towards instruction to be added to those I have been in the habit of employing.


  My present design, then, is not to teach the Method which each ought to follow for the right conduct of his Reason, but solely to describe the way in which I have endeavoured to conduct my own. They who set themselves to give precepts must of course regard themselves as possessed of greater skill than those to whom they prescribe; and if they err in the slightest particular, they subject themselves to censure. But as this Tract is put forth merely as a history, or, if you will, as a tale, in which, amid some examples worthy of imitation, there will be found, perhaps, as many more which it were advisable not to follow, I hope it will prove useful to some without being hurtful to any, and that my openness will find some favour with all.


  From my childhood, I have been familiar with letters; and as I was given to believe that by their help a clear and certain knowledge of all that is useful in life might be acquired, I was ardently desirous of instruction. But as soon as I had finished the entire course of study, at the close of which it is customary to be admitted into the order of the learned, I completely changed my opinion. For I found myself involved in so many doubts and errors, that I was convinced I had advanced no farther in all my attempts at learning, than the discovery at every turn of my own ignorance. And yet I was studying in one of the most celebrated Schools in Europe, in which I thought there must be learned men, if such were anywhere to be found. I had been taught all that others learned there; and not contented with the sciences actually taught us, I had, in addition, read all the books that had fallen into my hands, treating of such branches as are esteemed the most curious and rare. I knew the judgment which others had formed of me; and I did not find that I was considered inferior to my fellows, although there were among them some who were already marked out to fill the places of our instructors. And, in fine, our age appears to me as flourishing, and as fertile in powerful minds as any preceding one. I was thus led to take the liberty of judging of all other men by myself, and of concluding that there was no science in existence that was of such a nature as I had previously been given to believe.


  I still continued, however, to hold in esteem the studies of the Schools. I was aware that the Languages taught in them are necessary to the understanding of the writings of the ancients; that the grace of Fable stirs the mind; that the memorable deeds of History elevate it; and, if read with discretion, aid in forming the judgment; that the perusal of all excellent books is, as it were, to interview with the noblest men of past ages, who have written them, and even a studied interview, in which are discovered to us only their choicest thoughts; that Eloquence has incomparable force and beauty; that Poesy has its ravishing graces and delights; that in the Mathematics there are many refined discoveries eminently suited to gratify the inquisitive, as well as further all the arts and lessen the labour of man; that numerous highly useful precepts and exhortations to virtue are contained in treatises on Morals; that Theology points out the path to heaven; that philosophy affords the means of discoursing with an appearance of truth on all matters, and commands the admiration of the more simple; that Jurisprudence, Medicine, and the other Sciences, secure for their cultivators honours and riches; and in fine, that it is useful to bestow some attention upon all, even upon those abounding the most in superstition and error, that we may be in a position to determine their real value, and guard against being deceived.


  But I believed that I had already given sufficient time to Languages, and likewise to the reading of the writings of the ancients, to their Histories and Fables. For to hold converse with those of other ages and to travel, are almost the same thing. It is useful to know something of the manners of different nations, that we may be enabled to form a more correct judgment regarding our own, and be prevented from thinking that everything contrary to our customs is ridiculous and irrational,—a conclusion usually come to by those whose experience has been limited to their own country. On the other hand, when too much time is occupied in travelling, we become strangers to our native country; and the over curious in the customs of the past are generally ignorant of those of the present. Besides, fictitious narratives lead us to imagine the possibility of many events that are impossible; and even the most faithful histories, if they do not wholly misrepresent matters, or exaggerate their importance to render the account of them more worthy of perusal, omit, at least, almost always the meanest and least striking of the attendant circumstances; hence it happens that the remainder does not represent the truth, and that such as regulate their conduct by examples drawn from this source, are apt to fall into the extravagances of the knight-errants of Romance, and to entertain projects that exceed their powers.


  I esteemed Eloquence highly, and was in raptures with Poesy; but I thought that both were gifts of nature rather than fruits of study. Those in whom the faculty of Reason is predominant, and who most skilfully dispose their thoughts with a view to render them clear and intelligible, are always the best able to persuade others of the truth of what they lay down, though they should speak only in the language of Lower Brittany, and be wholly ignorant of the rules of Rhetoric; and those whose minds are stored with the most agreeable fancies, and who can give expression to them with the greatest embellishment and harmony, are still the best poets, though unacquainted with the Art of Poetry.


  I was especially delighted with the Mathematics, on account of the certitude and evidence of their reasonings: but I had not as yet a precise knowledge of their true use; and thinking that they but contributed to the advancement of the mechanical arts, I was astonished that foundations, so strong and solid, should have had no loftier superstructure reared on them. On the other hand, I compared the disquisitions of the ancient Moralists to very towering and magnificent palaces with no better foundation than sand and mud: had laud the virtues very highly, and exhibit them as estimable far above anything on earth; but they give us no adequate criterion of virtue, and frequently that which they designate with so fine a name is but apathy, or pride, or despair, or parricide.


  I revered our Theology, and aspired as much as any one to reach heaven: but being given assuredly to understand that the way is not less open to the most ignorant than to the most learned, and that the revealed truths which lead to heaven are above our comprehension, I did not presume to subject them to the impotency of my Reason; and I thought that in order competently to undertake their examination, there was need of some special help from heaven, and of being more than man.


  Of philosophy I will say nothing, except that when I saw that it had been cultivated for many ages by the most distinguished men, and that yet there is not a single matter within its sphere which is not still in dispute, and nothing, therefore, which is above doubt, I did not presume to anticipate that my success would be greater in it than that of others; and further, when I considered the number of conflicting opinions touching a single matter that may be upheld by learned men, while there can be but one true, I reckoned as well-nigh false all that was only probable.


  As to the other Sciences, inasmuch as these borrow their principles from Philosophy, I judged that no solid superstructures could be reared on foundations so infirm; and neither the honour nor the gain held out by them was sufficient to determine me to their cultivation: for I was not, thank Heaven, in a condition which compelled me to make merchandise of Science for the bettering of my fortune; and though I might not profess to scorn glory as a Cynic, I yet made very slight account of that honour which I hoped to acquire only through fictitious titles. And, in fine, of false Sciences I thought I knew the worth sufficiently to escape being deceived by the professions of an alchemist, the predictions of an astrologer, the impostures of a magician, or by the artifices and boasting of any of those who profess to know things of which they are ignorant.


  For these reasons, as soon as my age permitted me to pass from under the control of my instructors, I entirely abandoned the study of letters, and resolved no longer to seek any other science than the knowledge of myself, or of the great book of the world. I spent the remainder of my youth in travelling, in visiting courts and armies, in holding intercourse with men of different dispositions and ranks, in collecting varied experience, in proving myself in the different situations into which fortune threw me, and, above all, in making such reflection on the matter of my experience as to secure my improvement. For it occurred to me that I should find much more truth in the reasonings of each individual with reference to the affairs in which he is personally interested, and the issue of which must presently punish him if he has judged amiss, than in those conducted by a man of letters in his study, regarding speculative matters that are of no practical moment, and followed by no consequences to himself, farther, perhaps, than that they foster his vanity the better the more remote they are from common sense; requiring, as they must in this case, the exercise of greater ingenuity and art to render them probable. In addition, I had always a most earnest desire to know how to distinguish the true from the false, in order that I might be able clearly to discriminate the right path in life, and proceed it in with confidence.


  It is true that, while busied in considering the manners of other men, I found here, too, scarce any ground for settled conviction, and remarked hardly less contradiction among them than in the opinions of the philosophers. So that the greatest advantage I derived from the study consisted in this, that, observing many things which, however extravagant and ridiculous to our apprehension, are yet by common consent received and approved by other great nations, I learned to entertain too decided a belief in regard to nothing of the truth of which I had been persuaded merely by example and custom: and thus I gradually extricated myself from many errors powerful enough to darken our Natural Intelligence, and incapacitate us in great measure from listening to Reason. But after I had been occupied several years in thus studying the book of the world, and in essaying to gather some experience, I at length resolved to make myself an object of study, and to employ all the powers of my mind in choosing the paths I ought to follow; an undertaking which was accompanied with greater success than it would have been had I never quitted my country or my books.


  Part II


  I was then in Germany, attracted thither by the wars in that country, which have not yet been brought to a termination; and as I was returning to the army from the coronation of the Emperor, the setting in of winter arrested me in a locality where, as I found no society to interest me, and was besides fortunately undisturbed by any cares or passions, I remained the whole day in seclusion, [1] with full opportunity to occupy my attention with my own thoughts. Of these one of the very first that occurred to me was, that there is seldom so much perfection in works composed of many separate parts, upon which different hands have been employed, as in those completed by a single master. Thus, it is observable that the buildings which a single architect has planned and executed, are generally more elegant and commodious than those which several have attempted to improve, by making old walls serve for purposes for which they were not originally built. Thus also, those ancient cities which, from being at first only villages, have become, in course of time, large towns, are usually but ill-laid out compared with the regularly constructed towns which a professional architect has freely planned on an open plain; so that although the several buildings of the former may often equal or surpass in beauty those of the latter, yet when one observes their indiscriminate juxtaposition, there a large one and here a small, and the consequent crookedness and irregularity of the streets, one is disposed to allege that chance rather than any human will guided by reason, must have led to such an arrangement. And if we consider that nevertheless there have been at all times certain officers whose duty it was to see that private buildings contributed to public ornament, the difficulty of reaching high perfection with but the materials of others to operate on, will be readily acknowledged. In the same way I fancied that those nations which, starting from a semi-barbarous state and advancing to civilisation by slow degrees, have had their laws successively determined, and, as it were forced upon them simply by experience of the hurtfulness of particular crimes and disputes, would by this process come to be possessed of less perfect institutions than those which, from the commencement of their association as communities, have followed the appointments of some wise legislator. It is thus quite certain that the constitution of the true religion, the ordinances of which are derived from God, must be incomparably superior to that of every other. And, to speak of human affairs, I believe that the past preeminence of Sparta was due not to the goodness of each of its laws in particular, for many of these were very strange, and even opposed to good morals, but to the circumstance that, originated by a single individual, they all tended to a single end. In the same way I thought that the sciences contained in books, (such of them at least as are made up of probable reasonings, without demonstrations,) composed as they are of the opinions of many different individuals massed together, are farther removed from truth than the simple inferences which a man of good sense using his natural and unprejudiced judgment draws respecting the matters of his experience. And because we have all to pass through a state of infancy to manhood, and have been of necessity, for a length of time, governed by our desires and preceptors, (whose dictates were frequently conflicting, while neither perhaps always counselled us for the best,) I further concluded that it is almost impossible that our judgments can be so correct or solid as they would have been, had our Reason been mature from the moment of our birth, and had we always been guided by it alone.


  [1. Literally, in a room heated by means of a stove.—Tr.]


  It is true, however, that it is not customary to pull down all the houses of a town with the single design of rebuilding them differently, and thereby rendering the streets more handsome; but it often happens that a private individual takes down his own with the view of erecting it anew, and that people are even sometimes constrained to this when their houses are in danger of falling from age, or when the foundations are insecure. With its before me by way of example, I was persuaded that it would indeed be preposterous for a private individual to think of reforming a state by fundamentally changing it throughout, and overturning it in order to set it up amended; and the same I thought was true of any similar project for reforming the body of the Sciences, or the order of teaching them established in the Schools: but as for the opinions which up to that time I had embraced, I thought that I could not do better than resolve at once to sweep them wholly away, that I might afterwards be in a position to admit either others more correct, or even perhaps the same when they had undergone the scrutiny of Reason. I firmly believed that in this way I should much better succeed in the conduct of my life, than if I built only upon old foundations, and leant upon principles which, in my youth, I had taken upon trust. For although I recognised various difficulties in this undertaking, these were not, however, without remedy, nor once to be compared with such as attend the slightest reformation in public affairs. Large bodies, if once overthrown are with great difficulty set up again, or even kept erect when once seriously shaken, and the fall of such is always disastrous. Then if there are any imperfections in the constitutions of states, (and that many such exists the diversity of constitutions is alone sufficient to assure us,) custom has without doubt materially smoothed their inconveniences, and has even managed to steer altogether clear of, or sensibly corrected a number which sagacity could not have provided against with equal effect; and, in fine, the defects are almost always more tolerable than the change necessary for their removal; in the same manner that highways which wind among mountains, by being much frequented, become gradually so smooth and commodious, that it is much better to follow them than to seek a straighter path by climbing over the tops of rocks and descending to the bottoms of precipices.


  Hence it is that I cannot in any way degree approve of those restless and busy meddlers who, called neither by birth nor fortune to take part in the management of public affairs, are yet always projecting reforms; and if I thought that this Tract contained aught which might justify the suspicion that I was a victim of such folly, I would by no means permit its publication. I have never contemplated anything higher than the reformation of my own opinions, and basing them on a foundation wholly my own. And although my own satisfaction with my work has led me to present here a draft of it, I do not by any means therefore recommend to every one else to make a similar attempt. Those whom God has endowed with a larger measure of genius will entertain, perhaps, designs still more exalted; but for the many I am much afraid lest even the present undertaking be more than they can safely venture to imitate. The single design to strip one’s self of all past beliefs is one that ought not to be taken by every one. The majority of men is composed of two classes, for neither of which would this be at all a befitting resolution: in the first place, of those who with more than a due confidence in their own powers, are precipitate in their judgments and want the patience requisite for orderly and circumspect thinking; whence it happens, that if men of this class once take the liberty to doubt of their accustomed opinions, and quit the beaten highway, they will never be able to thread the byeway that would lead them by a shorter course, and will lose themselves and continue to wander for life; in the second place, of those who, possessed of sufficient sense or modesty to determine that there are others who excel them in the power of discriminating between truth and error, and by whom they may be instructed, ought rather to content themselves with the opinions of such than trust for more correct to their own Reason.


  For my own part, I should doubtless have belonged to the latter class, had I received instruction from but one master, or had I never known the diversities of opinion that from time immemorial have prevailed among men of the greatest learning. But I had become aware, even so early as during my college life, that no opinion, however absurd and incredible, can be imagined, which has not been maintained by some one of the philosophers; and afterwards in the course of my travels I remarked that all those whose opinions are decidedly repugnant to ours are not on that account barbarians and savages, but on the contrary that many of these nations make an equally good, if not a better, use of their Reason than we do. I took into account also the very different character which a person brought up from infancy in France or Germany exhibits, from that which, with the same mind originally, this individual would have possessed had he lived always among the Chinese or with savages, and the circumstance that in dress itself the fashion which pleased us ten years ago, and which may again, perhaps, be received into favour before ten years have gone, appears to us at this moment extravagant and ridiculous. I was thus led to infer that the ground of our opinions is far more custom and example than any certain knowledge. And, finally, although such be the ground of our opinions, I remarked that a plurality of suffrages is no guarantee of truth where it is at all of difficult discovery, as in such cases it is much more likely that it will be found by one than by many. I could, however, select from the crowd no one whose opinions seemed worthy or preference, and thus I found myself constrained, as it were, to use my own Reason in the conduct of my life.


  But like one walking alone and in the dark, I resolved to proceed so slowly and with such circumspection, that if I did not advance far, I would at least guard against falling. I did not even choose to dismiss summarily any of the opinions that had crept into my belief without having been introduced by Reason, but first of all took sufficient time carefully to satisfy myself of the general nature of the task I was setting myself, and ascertain the true Method by which to arrive at the knowledge of whatever lay within the compass of my powers.


  Among the branches of Philosophy, I had, at an earlier period, given some attention to Logic, and among those of the Mathematics to Geometrical Analysis and Algebra,—three Arts or Sciences which ought, as I conceived, to contribute something to my design. But, on examination, I found that, as for Logic, its syllogisms and the majority of its other precepts are of avail rather in the communication of what we already know, or even as the Art of Lully, in speaking without judgment of things of which we are ignorant, than in the investigation of the unknown; and although this Science contains indeed a number of correct and very excellent precepts, there are, nevertheless, so many others, and these either injurious or superfluous, mingled with the former, that it is almost quite as difficult to effect a severance of the true from the false as it is to extract a Diana or a Minerva from a rough block of marble. Then as to the Analysis of the ancients and the Algebra of the moderns, besides that they embrace only matters highly abstract, and, to appearance, of no use, the former is so exclusively restricted to the consideration of figures, that it can exercise the Understanding only on condition of greatly fatiguing the Imagination; [2] and, in the latter, there is so complete a subjection to certain rules and formulas, that there results an art full of confusion and obscurity calculated to embarrass, instead of a science fitted to cultivate the mind. By these considerations I was induced to seek some other Method which would comprise the advantages of the three and be exempt from their defects. And as a multitude of laws often only hampers justice, so that a state is best governed when, with few laws, these are rigidly administered; in like manner, instead of the great number of precepts of which Logic is composed, I believed that the four following would prove perfectly sufficient for me, provided I took the firm and unwavering resolution never in a single instance to fail in observing them.


  [2. The Imagination must here be taken as equivalent simply to the Representative Faculty.—Tr.]


  The first was never to accept anything for true which I did not clearly know to be such; that is to say, carefully to avoid precipitancy and prejudice, and to comprise nothing more in my judgment than what was presented to my mind so clearly and distinctly as to exclude all ground of doubt.


  The second, to divide each of the difficulties under examination into as many parts as possible, and as might be necessary for its adequate solution.


  The third, to conduct my thoughts in such order that, by commencing with objects the simplest and easiest to know, I might ascend by little and little, and, as it were, step by step, to the knowledge of the more complex; assigning in thought a certain order even to those objects which in their own nature do not stand in a relation of antecedence and sequence.


  And the last, in every case to make enumerations so complete, and reviews so general, that I might be assured that nothing was omitted.


  The long chains of simple and easy reasonings by means of which geometers are accustomed to reach the conclusions of their most difficult demonstrations, had led me to imagine that all things, to the knowledge of which man is competent, are mutually connected in the same way, and that there is nothing so far removed from us as to be beyond our reach, or so hidden that we cannot discover it, provided only we abstain from accepting the false for the true, and always preserve in our thoughts the order necessary for the deduction of one truth from another. And I had little difficulty in determining the objects with which it was necessary to commence, for I was already persuaded that it must be with the simplest and easiest to know, and, considering that of all those who have hitherto sought truth in the Sciences, the mathematicians alone have been able to find any demonstrations, that is, any certain and evident reasons, I did not doubt but that such must have been the rule of their investigations. I resolved to commence, therefore, with the examination of the simplest objects, not anticipating, however, from this any other advantage than that to be found in accustoming my mind to the love and nourishment of truth, and to a distaste for all such reasonings as were unsound. But I had no intention on that account of attempting to master all the particular Sciences commonly denominated Mathematics: but observing that, however different their objects, they all agree in considering only the various relations or proportions subsisting among those objects, I thought it best for my purpose to consider these proportions in the most general form possible, without referring them to any objects in particular, except such as would most facilitate the knowledge of them, and without by any means restricting them to these, that afterwards I might thus be the better able to apply them to every other class of objects to which they are legitimately applicable. Perceiving further, that in order to understand these relations I should sometimes have to consider them one by one, and sometimes only to bear them in mind, or embrace them in the aggregate, I thought that, in order the better to consider them individually, I should view them as subsisting between straight lines, than which I could find no objects more simple, or capable of being more distinctly represented to my imagination and senses; and on the other hand, that in order to retain them in the memory, or embrace an aggregate of many, I should express them by certain characters the briefest possible. In this way I believed that I could borrow all that was best both in Geometrical Analysis and in Algebra, and correct all the defects of the one by help of the other.


  And, in point of fact, the accurate observance of these few precepts gave me, I take the liberty of saying, such ease in unravelling all the questions embraced in these two sciences, that in the two or three months I devoted to their examination, not only did I reach solutions of questions I had formerly deemed exceedingly difficult, but even as regards questions of the solution of which I continued ignorant, I was enabled, as it appeared to me, to determine the means whereby, and the extent to which, a solution was possible; results attributable to the circumstance that I commenced with the simplest and most general truths, and that thus each truth discovered was a rule available in the discovery of subsequent ones. Nor in this perhaps shall I appear too vain if it be considered that, as the truth on any particular point is one, whoever apprehends the truth, knows all that on that point can be known. The child, for example, who has been instructed in the elements of Arithmetic, and has made a particular addition, according to rule, may be assured that he has found, with respect to the sum of the numbers before him, all that in this instance is within the reach of human genius. Now, in conclusion, the Method which teaches adherence to the true order, and an exact enumeration of all the conditions of the thing sought includes all that gives certitude to the rules of Arithmetic.


  But the chief ground of my satisfaction with this Method, was the assurance I had of thereby exercising my reason in all matters, if not with absolute perfection, at least with the greatest attainable by me: besides, I was conscious that by its use my mind was becoming gradually habituated to clearer and more distinct conceptions of its objects; and I hoped also, from not having restricted this Method to any particular matter, to apply it to the difficulties of the other Sciences, with not less success than to those of Algebra. I should not, however, on this account have ventured at once on the examination of all the difficulties of the Sciences which presented themselves to me, for this would have been contrary to the order prescribed in the Method, but observing that the knowledge of such is dependent on principles borrowed from Philosophy, in which I found nothing certain, I thought it necessary first of all to endeavour to establish its principles. And because I observed, besides, that an inquiry of this kind was of all others of the greatest moment, and one in which precipitancy and anticipation in judgment were most to be dreaded, I thought that I ought not to approach it till I had reached a more mature age, (being at that time but twenty-three,) and had first of all employed much of my time in preparation for the work, as well by eradicating from my mind all the erroneous opinions I had up to that moment accepted, as by amassing variety of experience to afford materials for my reasonings, and by continually exercising myself in my chosen Method with a view to increased skill in its application.


  


  February 12. Oxford Corrects Lincoln’s Mistake


  Volume 43, pp. 415-420


  American Historical Documents


  Lincoln himself thought his famous Gettysburg Address was a failure. To-day the whole world acclaims its greatness. Cast in bronze, it hangs on the wall of Balliol College, Oxford, regarded as the perfection of English prose. (Abraham Lincoln born Feb. 12, 1809.)


  Lincoln’s


  Gettysburg Address


  (1863)


  [On Nov. 19, 1863, a part of the battlefield of Gettysburg was set aside as a cemetery, where monuments to the soldiers who fell there might be set up. The main oration was delivered by Edward Everett, at the conclusion of which Lincoln dedicated the field in this most pregnant and eloquent of his utterances.]


  Fourscore and seven years ago our fathers brought forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.


  Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are met on a great battlefield of that war. We have come to dedicate a portion of that field as a final resting-place for those who here gave their lives that the nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. But, in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot hallow, this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who struggled here have consecrated it, far above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little note, nor long remember, what we say here, but it can never forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be here dedicated to the great task remaining before us—that from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion—that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died in vain—that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of freedom and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish from the earth.


  ————


  Proclamation of Amnesty


  (1863)


  [The Proclamation of Amnesty gives an interesting indication of the lines along which Lincoln, had he lived, would have attempted to solve the problem of reconstruction. The main idea was to create by generous treatment a party loyal to the Union in each State, in whose hands the restored state government might, as speedily as possible, be placed.]


  Whereas, in and by the Constitution of the United States, it is provided that the President “shall have power to grant reprieves and pardons for offences against the United States, except in cases of impeachment;” and


  Whereas, a rebellion now exists whereby the loyal State governments of several States have for a long time been subverted, and many persons have committed and are now guilty of treason against the United States; and


  Whereas, with reference to said rebellion and treason, laws have been enacted by Congress declaring forfeitures and confiscation of property and liberation of slaves, all upon terms and conditions therein stated, and also declaring that the President was thereby authorized at any time thereafter, by proclamation, to extend to persons who may have participated in the existing rebellion of any State or part thereof, pardon and amnesty, with such exceptions and at such times and on such conditions as he may deem expedient for the public welfare; and


  Whereas, the congressional declaration for limited and conditional pardon, accords with well-established judicial exposition of the pardoning power; and


  Whereas, with reference to said rebellion, the President of the United States has issued several proclamations with provisions, in regard to the liberation of slaves; and


  Whereas, it is now desired by some persons heretofore engaged in said rebellion to resume their allegiance to the United States, and to reinaugurate loyal State governments within and for their respective states: Therefore—


  I, Abraham Lincoln, President of the United States, do proclaim, declare, and make known to all persons who have, directly or by implication, participated in the existing rebellion, except as hereinafter excepted, that a full pardon is hereby granted to them and each of them, with restoration of all rights of property, except as to slaves, and in property cases, where rights of third parties shall have intervened, and upon the condition that every such person shall take and subscribe an oath, and thenceforward keep and maintain said oath inviolate; and which oath shall be registered for permanent preservation, and shall be of the tenor and effect following, to wit:


  “I, ———— ————, do solemnly swear, in presence of Almighty God, that I will henceforth faithfully support, protect, and defend the Constitution of the United States and the Union of the States thereunder; and that I will, in like manner, abide by and faithfully support all acts of Congress passed during the existing rebellion with reference to slaves, so long and so far as not repealed, modified, or held void by Congress, or by decision of the supreme court; and that I will, in like manner, abide by and faithfully support all proclamations of the President made during the existing rebellion having reference to slaves, so long and so far as not modified or declared void by decision of the Supreme Court. So help me God.”


  The persons excepted from the benefits of the foregoing provisions are all who are, or shall have been, civil or diplomatic officers or agents of the so-called Confederate government; all who have left judicial stations under the United States to aid the rebellion; all who are, or shall have been, military or naval officers of said so-called Confederate government above the rank of colonel in the army or of lieutenant in the navy; all who left seats in the United States Congress to aid the rebellion; all who resigned commissions in the army or navy of the United States and afterwards aided the rebellion; and all who have engaged in any way in treating colored persons, or white persons in charge of such, otherwise than lawfully as prisoners of war, and which persons may have been found in the United States service as soldiers, seamen, or in any other capacity.


  And I do further proclaim, declare, and make known, that whenever, in any of the States of Arkansas, Texas, Louisiana, Mississippi, Tennessee, Alabama, Georgia, Florida, South Carolina, and North Carolina, a number of persons, not less than one tenth in number of the votes cast in such state at the presidential election of the year of our Lord one thousand eight hundred and sixty, each having taken the oath aforesaid, and not having since violated it, and being a qualified voter by the election laws of the state existing immediately before the so-called act of secession, and excluding all others, shall reestablish a State government which shall be republican, and in nowise contravening said oath, such shall be recognized as the true government of the State, and the State shall receive thereunder the benefits of the constitutional provision, which declares that “the United States shall guarantee to every State in this Union a republican form of government, and shall protect each of them against invasion; and on application of the legislature, or the executive (when the legislature cannot be convened), against domestic violence.”


  And I do further proclaim, declare, and make known, that any provision which may be adopted by such State government in relation to the freed people of such State, which shall recognize and declare their permanent freedom, provide for their education, and which may yet be consistent as a temporary arrangement with their present condition as a laboring, landless, and homeless class, will not be objected to by the National Executive.


  And it is suggested as not improper that, in constructing a loyal State government in any State, the name of the State, the boundary, the subdivisions, the constitution, and the general code of laws, as before the rebellion, be maintained, subject only to the modifications made necessary by the conditions hereinbefore stated, and such others, if any, not contravening said conditions, and which may be deemed expedient by those framing the new State government.


  To avoid misunderstanding, it may be proper to say that this proclamation, so far as it relates to state governments, has no reference to states wherein loyal state governments have all the while been maintained. And, for the same reason, it may be proper to further say, that whether members sent to congress from any state shall be admitted to seats constitutionally, rests exclusively with the respective houses, and not to any extent with the Executive. And still further, that this proclamation is intended to present the people of the states wherein the national authority has been suspended, and loyal state governments have been subverted, a mode in and by which the national authority and loyal state governments may be reëstablished within said states, or in any of them; and, while the mode presented is the best the Executive can suggest, with his present impressions, it must not be understood that no other possible mode would be acceptable.


  Given under my hand at the city of Washington, on the 8th day of December, A. D. 1863, and of the Independence of the United States of America the eighty-eighth.


  Abraham lincoln.


  Seal


  ————


  Lincoln’s Letter to Mrs. Bixby


  (1864)


  Executive Mansion, Washington, November 21, 1864.


  Mrs. Bixby, Boston, Massachusetts:


  Dear Madam: I have been shown in the files of the War Department a statement of the Adjutant-General of Massachusetts that you are the mother of five sons who have died gloriously on the field of battle. I feel how weak and fruitless must be any words of mine which should attempt to beguile you from the grief of a loss so overwhelming. But I cannot refrain from tendering to you the consolation that may be found in the thanks of the Republic they died to save. I pray that our Heavenly Father may assuage the anguish of your bereavement, and leave you only the cherished memory of the loved and lost, and the solemn pride that must be yours to have laid so costly a sacrifice upon the altar of freedom.


  Yours very sincerely and respectfully,


  Abraham Lincoln.


  


  February 13. The Frank Story of an Amazing Life


  Volume 31, pp. 68-80


  The Autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini


  At the age of fifty-eight Benvenuto Cellini shaved his head and retired to a monastery to write his own story of murder, passion, and great deeds of the Renaissance. His life is a vivid picture of the most colorful period in history, a period when statecraft and religion and black magic and assassination were naïvely mingled in men’s lives. (Benvenuto Cellini died Feb. 13, 1570.)


  The Autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini


  Book First


  XXXIV


  The whole world was now in warfare.(111) Pope Clement had sent to get some troops from Giovanni de’ Medici, and when they came, they made such disturbances in Rome, that it was ill living in open shops.(112) On this account I retired to a good snug house behind the Banchi, where I worked for all the friends I had acquired. Since I produced few things of much importance at that period, I need not waste time in talking about them. I took much pleasure in music and amusements of the kind. On the death of Giovanni de’ Medici in Lombardy, the Pope, at the advice of Messer Jacopo Salviati, dismissed the five bands he had engaged; and when the Constable of Bourbon knew there were no troops in Rome, he pushed his army with the utmost energy up to the city. The whole of Rome upon this flew to arms. I happened to be intimate with Alessandro, the son of Piero del Bene, who, at the time when the Colonnesi entered Rome, had requested me to guard his palace.(113) On this more serious occasion, therefore, he prayed me to enlist fifty comrades for the protection of the said house, appointing me their captain, as I had been when the Colonnesi came. So I collected fifty young men of the highest courage, and we took up our quarters in his palace, with good pay and excellent appointments.


  Bourbon’s army had now arrived before the walls of Rome, and Alessandro begged me to go with him to reconnoitre. So we went with one of the stoutest fellows in our Company; and on the way a youth called Cecchino della Casa joined himself to us. On reaching the walls by the Campo Santo, we could see that famous army, which was making every effort to enter the town. Upon the ramparts where we took our station several young men were lying killed by the besiegers; the battle raged there desperately, and there was the densest fog imaginable. I turned to Alessandro and said: “Let us go home as soon as we can, for there is nothing to be done here; you see the enemies are mounting, and our men are in flight.” Alessandro, in a panic, cried: “Would God that we had never come here!” and turned in maddest haste to fly. I took him up somewhat sharply with these words: “Since you have brought me here, I must perform some action worthy of a man;” and directing my arquebuse where I saw the thickest and most serried troop of fighting men, I aimed exactly at one whom I remarked to be higher than the rest; the fog prevented me from being certain whether he was on horseback or on foot. Then I turned to Alessandro and Cecchino, and bade them discharge their arquebuses, showing them how to avoid being hit by the besiegers. When we had fired two rounds apiece, I crept cautiously up to the wall, and observing among the enemy a most extraordinary confusion, I discovered afterwards that one of our shots had killed the Constable of Bourbon; and from what I subsequently learned, he was the man whom I had first noticed above the heads of the rest.(114)


  Quitting our position on the ramparts, we crossed the Campo Santo, and entered the city by St. Peter’s; then coming out exactly at the church of Santo Agnolo, we got with the greatest difficulty to the great gate of the castle; for the generals Renzo di Ceri and Orazio Baglioni were wounding and slaughtering everybody who abandoned the defence of the walls.(115) By the time we had reached the great gate, part of the foemen had already entered Rome, and we had them in our rear. The castellan had ordered the portcullis to be lowered, in order to do which they cleared a little space, and this enabled us four to get inside. On the instant that I entered, the captain Pallone de’ Medici claimed me as being of the Papal household, and forced me to abandon Alessandro, which I had to do, much against my will. I ascended to the keep, and at the same instant Pope Clement came in through the corridors into the castle; he had refused to leave the palace of St. Peter earlier, being unable to believe that his enemies would effect their entrance into Rome.(116) Having got into the castle in this way, I attached myself to certain pieces of artillery, which were under the command of a bombardier called Giuliano Fiorentino. Leaning there against the battlements, the unhappy man could see his poor house being sacked, and his wife and children outraged; fearing to strike his own folk, he dared not discharge the cannon, and flinging the burning fuse upon the ground, he wept as though his heart would break, and tore his cheeks with both his hands.(117) Some of the other bombardiers were behaving in like manner; seeing which, I took one of the matches, and got the assistance of a few men who were not overcome by their emotions. I aimed some swivels and falconets at points where I saw it would be useful, and killed with them a good number of the enemy. Had it not been for this, the troops who poured into Rome that morning, and were marching straight upon the castle, might possibly have entered it with ease, because the artillery was doing them no damage. I went on firing under the eyes of several cardinals and lords, who kept blessing me and giving me the heartiest encouragement. In my enthusiasm I strove to achieve the impossible; let it suffice that it was I who saved the castle that morning, and brought the other bombardiers back to their duty.(118) I worked hard the whole of that day; and when the evening came, while the army was marching into Rome through the Trastevere, Pope Clement appointed a great Roman nobleman named Antonio Santacroce to be captain of all the gunners. The first thing this man did was to come to me, and having greeted me with the utmost kindness, he stationed me with five fine pieces of artillery on the highest point of the castle, to which the name of the Angel specially belongs. This circular eminence goes round the castle, and surveys both Prati and the town of Rome. The captain put under my orders enough men to help in managing my guns, and having seen me paid in advance, he gave me rations of bread and a little wine, and begged me to go forward as I had begun. I was perhaps more inclined by nature to the profession of arms than to the one I had adopted, and I took such pleasure in its duties that I discharged them better than those of my own art. Night came, the enemy had entered Rome, and we who were in the castle (especially myself, who have always taken pleasure in extraordinary sights) stayed gazing on the indescribable scene of tumult and conflagration in the streets below. People who were anywhere else but where we were, could not have formed the least imagination of what it was. I will not, however, set myself to describe that tragedy, but will content myself with continuing the history of my own life and the circumstances which properly belong to it.


  XXXV


  During the course of my artillery practice, which I never intermitted through the whole month passed by us beleaguered in the castle, I met with a great many very striking accidents, all of them worthy to be related. But since I do not care to be too prolix, or to exhibit myself outside the sphere of my profession, I will omit the larger part of them, only touching upon those I cannot well neglect, which shall be the fewest in number and the most remarkable. The first which comes to hand is this: Messer Antonio Santacroce had made me come down from the Angel, in order to fire on some houses in the neighbourhood, where certain of our besiegers had been seen to enter. While I was firing, a cannon shot reached me, which hit the angle of a battlement, and carried off enough of it to be the cause why I sustained no injury. The whole mass struck me in the chest and took my breath away. I lay stretched upon the ground like a dead man, and could hear what the bystanders were saying. Among them all, Messer Antonio Santacroce lamented greatly, exclaiming: “Alas, alas! we have lost the best defender that we had.” Attracted by the uproar, one of my comrades ran up; he was called Gianfrancesco, and was a bandsman, but was far more naturally given to medicine than to music. On the spot he flew off, crying for a stoop of the very best Greek wine. Then he made a tile red-hot, and cast upon it a good handful of wormwood; after which he sprinkled the Greek wine; and when the wormwood was well soaked, he laid it on my breast, just where the bruise was visible to all. Such was the virtue of the wormwood that I immediately regained my scattered faculties. I wanted to begin to speak; but could not; for some stupid soldiers had filled my mouth with earth, imagining that by so doing they were giving me the sacrament; and indeed they were more like to have excommunicated me, since I could with difficulty come to myself again, the earth doing me more mischief than the blow. However, I escaped that danger, and returned to the rage and fury of the guns, pursuing my work there with all the ability and eagerness that I could summon.


  Pope Clement, by this, had sent to demand assistance from the Duke of Urbino, who was with the troops of Venice; he commissioned the envoy to tell his Excellency that the Castle of S. Angelo would send up every evening three beacons from its summit accompanied by three discharges of the cannon thrice repeated, and that so long as this signal was continued, he might take for granted that the castle had not yielded. I was charged with lighting the beacons and firing the guns for this purpose; and all this while I pointed my artillery by day upon the places where mischief could be done. The Pope, in consequence, began to regard me with still greater favour, because he saw that I discharged my functions as intelligently as the task demanded. Aid from the Duke of Urbino(119) never came; on which, as it is not my business, I will make no further comment.


  XXXVI


  While I was at work upon that diabolical task of mine, there came from time to time to watch me some of the cardinals who were invested in the castle; and most frequently the Cardinal of Ravenna and the Cardinal de’ Gaddi.(120) I often told them not to show themselves, since their nasty red caps gave a fair mark to our enemies. From neighbouring buildings, such as the Torre de’ Bini, we ran great peril when they were there; and at last I had them locked off, and gained thereby their deep ill-will. I frequently received visits also from the general, Orazio Baglioni, who was very well affected toward me. One day while he was talking with me, he noticed something going forward in a drinking-place outside the Porta di Castello, which bore the name of Baccanello. This tavern had for sign a sun painted between two windows, of a bright red colour. The windows being closed, Signor Orazio concluded that a band of soldiers were carousing at table just between them and behind the sun. So he said to me “Benvenuto, if you think that you could hit that wall an ell’s breadth from the sun with your demi-cannon here, I believe you would be doing a good stroke of business, for there is a great commotion there, and men of much importance must probably be inside the house.” I answered that I felt quite capable of hitting the sun in its centre, but that a barrel full of stones, which was standing close to the muzzle of the gun, might be knocked down by the shock of the discharge and the blast of the artillery. He rejoined: “Don’t waste time, Benvenuto. In the first place, it is not possible, where it is standing, that the cannon’s blast should bring it down; and even if it were to fall, and the Pope himself was underneath, the mischief would not be so great as you imagine. Fire, then, only fire!” Taking no more thought about it, I struck the sun in the centre, exactly as I said I should. The cask was dislodged, as I predicted, and fell precisely between Cardinal Farnese and Messer Jacopo Salviati.(121) It might very well have dashed out the brains of both of them, except that just at that very moment Farnese was reproaching Salviati with having caused the sack of Rome, and while they stood apart from one another to exchange opprobrious remarks, my gabion fell without destroying them. When he heard the uproar in the court below, good Signor Orazio dashed off in a hurry; and I, thrusting my neck forward where the cask had fallen, heard some people saying; “It would not be a bad job to kill that gunner!” Upon this I turned two falconets toward the staircase, with mind resolved to let blaze on the first man who attempted to come up. The household of Cardinal Farnese must have received orders to go and do me some injury; accordingly I prepared to receive them, with a lighted match in hand. Recognising some who were approaching, I called out: “You lazy lubbers, if you don’t pack off from there, and if but a man’s child among you dares to touch the staircase, I have got two cannon loaded, which will blow you into powder. Go and tell the Cardinal that I was acting at the order of superior officers, and that what we have done and are doing is in defence of them priests,(122) and not to hurt them.” They made away; and then came Signor Orazio Baglioni, running. I bade him stand back, else I’d murder him; for I knew very well who he was. He drew back a little, not without a certain show of fear, and called out: “Benvenuto, I am your friend!” To this I answered: “Sir, come up, but come alone, and then come as you like.” The general, who was a man of mighty pride, stood still a moment, and then said angrily: “I have a good mind not to come up again, and to do quite the opposite of that which I intended toward you.” I replied that just as I was put there to defend my neighbours, I was equally well able to defend myself too. He said that he was coming alone; and when he arrived at the top of the stairs, his features were more discomposed that I thought reasonable. So I kept my hand upon my sword, and stood eyeing him askance. Upon this he began to laugh, and the colour coming back into his face, he said to me with the most pleasant manner: “Friend Benvenuto, I bear you as great love as I have it in my heart to give; and in God’s good time I will render you proof of this. Would to God that you had killed those two rascals; for one of them is the cause of all this trouble, and the day perchance will come when the other will be found the cause of something even worse.” He then begged me, if I should be asked, not to say that he was with me when I fired the gun; and for the rest bade me be of good cheer. The commotion which the affair made was enormous, and lasted a long while. However, I will not enlarge upon it further, only adding that I was within an inch of revenging my father on Messer Jacopo Salviati, who had grievously injured him, according to my father’s complaints. As it was, unwittingly I gave the fellow a great fright. Of Farnese I shall say nothing here, because it will appear in its proper place how well it would have been if I had killed him.


  XXXVII


  I pursued my business of artilleryman, and every day performed some extraordinary feat, whereby the credit and the favour I acquired with the Pope was something indescribable. There never passed a day but what I killed one or another of our enemies in the besieging army. On one occasion the Pope was walking round the circular keep,(123) when he observed a Spanish Colonel in the Prati; he recognised the man by certain indications, seeing that this officer had formerly been in his service; and while he fixed his eyes on him, he kept talking about him. I, above by the Angel, knew nothing of all this, but spied a fellow down there, busying himself about the trenches with a javelin in his hand; he was dressed entirely in rose-colour; and so, studying the worst that I could do against him, I selected a gerfalcon which I had at hand; it is a piece of ordnance larger and longer than a swivel, and about the size of a demiculverin. This I emptied, and loaded it again with a good charge of fine powder mixed with the coarser sort; then I aimed it exactly at the man in red, elevating prodigiously, because a piece of that calibre could hardly be expected to carry true at such a distance. I fired, and hit my man exactly in the middle. He had trussed his sword in front,(124) for swagger, after a way those Spaniards have; and my ball, when it struck him, broke upon the blade, and one could see the fellow cut in two fair halves. The Pope, who was expecting nothing of this kind, derived great pleasure and amazement from the sight, both because it seemed to him impossible that one should aim and hit the mark at such a distance, and also because the man was cut in two, and he could not comprehend how this should happen. He sent for me, and asked about it. I explained all the devices I had used in firing; but told him that why the man was cut in halves, neither he nor I could know. Upon my bended knees I then besought him to give me the pardon of his blessing for that homicide; and for all the others I had committed in the castle in the service of the Church. Thereat the Pope, raising his hand, and making a large open sign of the cross upon my face, told me that he blessed me, and that he gave me pardon for all murders I had ever perpetrated, or should ever perpetrate, in the service of the Apostolic Church. When I felt him, I went aloft, and never stayed from firing to the utmost of my power; and few were the shots of mine that missed their mark. My drawing, and my fine studies in my craft, and my charming art of music, all were swallowed up in the din of that artillery; and if I were to relate in detail all the splendid things I did in that infernal work of cruelty, I should make the world stand by and wonder. But, not to be too prolix, I will pass them over. Only I must tell a few of the most remarkable, which are, as it were, forced in upon me.


  To begin then: pondering day and night what I could render for my own part in defence of Holy Church, and having noticed that the enemy changed guard and marched past through the great gate of Santo Spirito, which was within a reasonable range, I thereupon directed my attention to that spot; but, having to shoot sideways, I could not do the damage that I wished, although I killed a fair percentage every day. This induced our adversaries, when they saw their passage covered by my guns, to load the roof of a certain house one night with thirty gabions, which obstructed the view I formerly enjoyed. Taking better thought than I had done of the whole situation, I now turned all my five pieces of artillery directly on the gabions, and waited till the evening hour, when they changed guard. Our enemies, thinking they were safe, came on at greater ease and in a closer body than usual; whereupon I set fire to my blow-pipes,(125) Not merely did I dash to pieces the gabions which stood in my way; but, what was better, by that one blast I slaughtered more than thirty men. In consequence of this manœuvre, which I repeated twice, the soldiers were thrown into such disorder, that being, moreover, encumbered with the spoils of that great sack, and some of them desirous of enjoying the fruits of their labour, they oftentimes showed a mind to mutiny and take themselves away from Rome. However, after coming to terms with their valiant captain, Gian di Urbino,(126) they were ultimately compelled, at their excessive inconvenience, to take another road when they changed guard. It cost them three miles of march, whereas before they had but half a mile. Having achieved this feat, I was entreated with prodigious favours by all the men of quality who were invested in the castle. This incident was so important that I thought it well to relate it, before finishing the history of things outside my art, the which is the real object of my writing: forsooth, if I wanted to ornament my biography with such matters, I should have far too much to tell. There is only one more circumstance which, now that the occasion offers, I propose to record.


  XXXVIII


  I Shall skip over some intervening circumstances, and tell how Pope Clement, wishing to save the tiaras and the whole collection of the great jewels of the Apostolic Camera, had me called, and shut himself up together with me and the Cavalierino in a room alone.(127) This cavalierino had been a groom in the stable of Filippo Strozzi; he was French, and a person of the lowest birth; but being a most faithful servant, the Pope had made him very rich, and confided in him like himself. So the Pope, the Cavaliere, and I, being shut up together, they laid before me the tiaras and jewels of the regalia; and his Holiness ordered me to take all the gems out of their gold settings. This I accordingly did; afterwards I wrapt them separately up in bits of paper and we sewed them into the linings of the Pope’s and the Cavaliere’s clothes. Then they gave me all the gold, which weighed about two hundred pounds, and bade me melt it down as secretly as I was able. I went up to the Angel, where I had my lodging, and could lock the door so as to be free from interruption. There I built a little draught-furnace of bricks, with a largish pot, shaped like an open dish, at the bottom of it; and throwing the gold upon the coals, it gradually sank through and dropped into the pan. While the furnace was working I never left off watching how to annoy our enemies; and as their trenches were less than a stone’s-throw right below us, I was able to inflict considerable damage on them with some useless missiles,(128) of which there were several piles, forming the old munition of the castle. I chose a swivel and a falconet, which were both a little damaged in the muzzle, and filled them with the projectiles I have mentioned. When I fired my guns, they hurtled down like mad, occasioning all sorts of unexpected mischief in the trenches. Accordingly I kept these pieces always going at the same time that the gold was being melted down; and a little before vespers I noticed some one coming along the margin of the trench on muleback. The mule was trotting very quickly, and the man was talking to the soldiers in the trenches. I took the precaution of discharging my artillery just before he came immediately opposite; and so, making a good calculation, I hit my mark. One of the fragments struck him in the face; the rest were scattered on the mule, which fell dead. A tremendous uproar rose up from the trench; I opened fire with my other piece, doing them great hurt. The man turned out to be the Prince of Orange, who was carried through the trenches to a certain tavern in the neighbourhood, whither in a short while all the chief folk of the army came together.


  When Pope Clement heard what I had done, he sent at once to call for me, and inquired into the circumstance. I related the whole, and added that the man must have been of the greatest consequence, because the inn to which they carried him had been immediately filled by all the chiefs of the army, so far at least as I could judge. The Pope, with a shrewd instinct, sent for Messer Antonio Santacroce, the nobleman who, as I have said, was chief and commander of the gunners. He bade him order all us bombardiers to point our pieces, which were very numerous, in one mass upon the house, and to discharge them all together upon the signal of an arquebuse being fired. He judged that if we killed the generals, the army, which was already almost on the point of breaking up, would take flight. God perhaps had heard the prayers they kept continually making, and meant to rid them in this manner of those impious scoundrels.


  We put our cannon in order at the command of Santacroce, and waited for the signal. But when Cardinal Orsini(129) became aware of what was going forward, he began to expostulate with the Pope, protesting that the thing by no means ought to happen, seeing they were on the point of concluding an accommodation, and that if the generals were killed, the rabble of the troops without a leader would storm the castle and complete their utter ruin. Consequently they could by no means allow the Pope’s plan to be carried out. The poor Pope, in despair, seeing himself assassinated both inside the castle and without, said that he left them to arrange it. On this, our orders were countermanded; but I, who chafed against the leash,(130) when I knew that they were coming round to bid me stop from firing, let blaze one of my demi-cannons, and struck a pillar in the courtyard of the house, around which I saw a crowd of people clustering. This shot did such damage to the enemy that it was like to have made them evacuate the house. Cardinal Orsini was absolutely for having me hanged or put to death; but the Pope took up my cause with spirit. The high words that passed between them, though I well know what they were, I will not here relate, because I make no profession of writing history. It is enough for me to occupy myself with my own affairs.


  


  February 14. Love Always Young


  Volume 48, pp. 411-421


  Blaise Pascal


  Pascal—an original genius—purposed to master everything that was new in art and science. He was a mathematician and scientist as well as a religious enthusiast and moralist, and he shows a decidedly human side of his nature in this superb essay on Love. (St. Valentine’s Day.)


  Discourse on the Passion of Love [1]


  Blaise Pascal


  [1. The authenticity of this fragment is disputed.]


  Man is born for thought; therefore he is not a moment without it; but the pure thoughts that would render him happy, if he could always maintain them, weary and oppress him. They make a uniform life to which he cannot adapt himself; he must have excitement and action, that is, it is necessary that he should sometimes be agitated by those passions the deep and vivid sources of which he feels within his heart.


  The passions which are the best suited to man and include many others, are love and ambition: they have little connection with each other; nevertheless they are often allied; but they mutually weaken, not to say destroy, each other.


  Whatever compass of mind one may have, he is capable of only one great passion; hence, when love and ambition are found together, they are only half as great as they would be if only one of them existed. The time of life determines neither the beginning nor the end of these two passions; they spring up in the earliest years and subsist very often unto the tomb. Nevertheless, as they require much warmth, young persons are best fitted for them, and it seems that they abate with years: this however is very rare.


  The life of man is miserably brief. It is usually computed from his first entrance into the world; for my part, I would only compute it from the birth of reason and from the time that man begins to be influenced by it, which does not ordinarily happen before twenty years of age. Before this time, we are children, and a child is not a man.


  How happy is a life that begins with love and ends with ambition! If I had to choose, this is the one I should take. So long as we have ardor we are amiable; but this ardor dies out, is lost; then what a fine and noble place is left for ambition! A tumultuous life is pleasing to great minds, but those who are mediocre have no pleasure in it; they are machines everywhere. Hence when love and ambition begin and end life, we are in the happiest condition of which human nature is capable.


  The more mind we have the greater the passions are, since the passions being only sentiments and thoughts that belong purely to the mind although they are occasioned by the body, it is obvious that they are no longer any thing but the mind itself, and that thus they fill up its entire capacity. I speak here only of the ardent passions, for the others are often mingled together and cause a very annoying confusion; but this is never the case in those who have mind.


  In a great soul everything is great.


  It is asked whether it is necessary to love? This should not be asked, it should be felt. We do not deliberate upon it, we are forced to it, and take pleasure in deceiving ourselves when we discuss it.


  Definiteness of mind causes definiteness of passion; this is why a great and definite mind loves with ardor, and sees distinctly what it loves.


  There are two kinds of mind: the one geometrical, and the other what may be called the imaginative (de finesse).


  The former is slow, rigid, and inflexible in its views, but the latter has a suppleness of thought which fastens at once upon the various pleasing qualities of what it loves. From the eyes it goes to the heart itself, and from the expression without it knows what is passing within.


  When we have both kinds of mind combined, how much pleasure is given by love! For we possess at the same time the strength and the flexibility of mind essentially necessary for the eloquence of two persons.


  We are born with a disposition to love in our hearts, which is developed in proportion as the mind is perfected, and impels us to love what appears to us beautiful without ever having been told what this is. Who can doubt after this whether we are in the world for anything else than to love? In fact, we conceal in vain, we always love. In the very things from which love seems to have been separated, it is found secretly and under seal, and man could not live a moment without this.


  Man does not like to dwell with himself; nevertheless he loves; it is necessary then that he seek elsewhere something to love. He can find it only in beauty; but as he is himself the most beautiful creature that God has ever formed, he must find in himself the model of this beauty which he seeks without. Every one can perceive in himself the first glimmerings of it; and according as we observe that what is without agrees or disagrees with these, we form our ideas of beauty or deformity in all things. Nevertheless, although man seeks wherewith to fill up the great void he makes in going out of himself, he cannot however be satisfied with every kind of object. His heart is too large; it is necessary at least that it should be something that resembles him and approaches him as near as may be. Hence the beauty that can satisfy man consists not only in fitness, but also in resemblance; it is restricted and confined to the difference of sex.


  Nature has so well impressed this truth on our souls, that we find a predisposition to all this; neither art nor study is required; it even seems that we have a place to fill in our hearts which is thus filled effectively. But we feel this better than we can express it. It is only those who know how to confuse and contemn their ideas who do not see it.


  Although this general idea of beauty may be engraven in the innermost part of our souls with ineffaceable characters, it does not prevent us from being susceptible of great differences in its individual application; but this is only in the manner of regarding what pleases us. For we do not wish for beauty alone, but desire in connection with it a thousand circumstances that depend on the disposition in which it is found, and it is in this sense that it may be said that each one possesses the original of his beauty, the copy of which he is seeking externally. Nevertheless, women often determine this original. As they have an absolute empire over the minds of men, they paint on them either the qualities of the beauties which they possess or those which they esteem, and by this means add what pleases them to this radical beauty. Hence there is one epoch for blondes, another for brunettes, and the division there is among women in respect to esteem for the one or the other makes at the same time the difference among men in this regard.


  Fashion even and country often regulate what is called beauty. It is a strange thing that custom should mingle so strongly with our passions. This does not hinder each one from having his idea of beauty by which he judges others and with which he compares them; it is on this principle that a lover finds his mistress the most beautiful and proposes her as a model.


  Beauty is divided in a thousand different ways. The most proper object to sustain it is a woman. When she has intellect, she enlivens it and sets it off marvellously. If a woman wishes to please, and possesses the advantages of beauty or a portion of them at least, she will succeed; and even though men take ever so little heed of it, although she does not strive for it, she will make herself loved. There is an accessible point in their hearts; she will take up her abode there.


  Man is born for pleasure; he feels it; no other proof of it is needed. He therefore follows his reason in giving himself to pleasure. But very often he feels passion in his heart without knowing in what it originated.


  A true or false pleasure can equally fill the mind. For what matters it that this pleasure is false, if we are persuaded that it is true?


  By force of speaking of love we become enamored. There is nothing so easy. It is the passion most natural to man.


  Love has no age; it is always young. So the poets tell us; it is for this that they represent it to us under the figure of a child. But without asking any thing of it, we feel it.


  Love gives intellect and is sustained by intellect. Address is needed in order to love. We daily exhaust the methods of pleasing; nevertheless it is necessary to please and we please.


  We have a fountain of self-love which represents us to ourselves as being able to fill several places outside of ourselves; this is what makes us happy to be loved. As we desire it with ardor, we quickly remark it and perceive it in the eyes of the person who loves. For the eyes are the interpreters of the heart; but he alone who is interested in them can understand their language.


  Man by himself is something imperfect; he must find a second in order to be happy. He oftenest seeks it in equality of condition, because in that the liberty and the opportunity of manifesting his wishes are most easily found. Yet he sometimes rises above this, and feels the kindling flame although he dares not tell it to the one who has caused it.


  When we love a woman of unequal condition, ambition may accompany the beginning of the love; but in a little time the latter becomes master. It is a tyrant that will suffer no companion; it wishes to be alone; all the other passions must bend to it and obey it.


  An elevated attachment fills the heart of man much better than a common and equal one; and little things float in his capacity; none but great ones lodge and dwell therein.


  We often write things which we only prove by obliging every one to reflect upon himself, and find the truth of which we are speaking. In this consists the force of the proofs of what I assert.


  When a man is fastidious in any quality of his mind, he is so in love. For as he must be moved by every object that is outside of himself, if there is any thing that is repugnant to his ideas, he perceives and shuns it; the rule of this fastidiousness depends on a pure, noble, and sublime reason. Thus we can believe ourselves fastidious without actually being so, and others have the right to condemn us; whilst for beauty each one has his rule, sovereign and independent of that of others. Yet between being fastidious and not being so at all, it must be granted that when one desires to be fastidious he is not far from actually being so. Women like to perceive fastidiousness in men, and this is, it seems to me, the most vulnerable point whereby to gain them: we are pleased to see that a thousand others are contemned and that we alone are esteemed.


  Qualities of mind are not acquired by habit; they are only perfected. Whence it is easy to see that fastidiousness is a gift of nature and not an acquisition of art.


  In proportion as we have more intellect, we find more original beauties; but this is not necessary in order to be in love; for when love, we find but one.


  Does it not seem that as often as a woman goes out of herself to impress the hearts of others, she makes a place void for others in her own? Yet, I know some who affirm that this is not true. Dare we call this injustice? It is natural to give back as much as we have taken.


  Attachment to the same thought wearies and destroys the mind of man. Hence for the solidity and permanence of the pleasure of love, it is sometimes necessary not to know that we love; and this is not to be guilty of an infidelity, for we do not therefore love another; it is to regain strength in order to love the better. This happens without our thinking of it; the mind is borne hither of itself; nature wills it, commands it. It must however be confessed that this is a miserable consequence of human weakness, and that we should be happier of we were not forced to change of thought; but there is no remedy.


  The pleasure of loving without daring to tell it, has its pains, but it has its joys also. What transport do we not feel in moulding all our actions in view of pleasing the person whom we infinitely esteem! We study each day to find the means of revealing ourselves, and thus employ as much time as if we were holding converse with the one whom we love. The eyes kindle and grow dim at the same moment, and although we do not see plainly that the one who causes this disorder takes heed of it, we still have the satisfaction of feeling all these emotions for a person who deserves them so well. We would gladly have a hundred tongues to make it known; for as we cannot make use of words, we are obliged to confine ourselves to the eloquence of action.


  Up to this point we have constant delight and sufficient occupation. Thus we are happy; for the secret of keeping a passion constantly alive is to suffer no void to spring up in the mind, by obliging it to apply itself without ceasing to what moves it so agreeably. But when it is in the state that I have just described, it cannot last long, because being sole actor in a passion in which there must necessarily be two, it is difficult to hinder it from soon exhausting all the emotions by which it is agitated.


  Although the passion may be the same, novelty is needed; the mind takes delight in it, and he who knows how to procure it, knows how to make himself loved.


  After having gone thus far, this plenitude sometimes diminishes, and receiving no assistance from the side of its source, we decline miserably, and hostile passions take possession of a heart which they rend into a thousand pieces. Yet a ray of hope, however faint it may be, exalts us as high as we were before. This is sometimes a play in which women delight; but sometimes in feigning to have compassion, they have it in reality. How happy we are when this is the case!


  A firm and solid love always begins with the eloquence of action; the eyes have the best share in it. Nevertheless it is necessary to conjecture, but to conjecture rightly.


  When two persons are of the same sentiments, they do not conjecture, or at least one conjectures what the other means to say without the other understanding it or daring to understand.


  When we love, we appear to ourselves quite different from what we were before. Thus we imagine that every one perceives it; yet nothing is more false. But because the per-ception of reason is bounded by passion, we cannot assure ourselves and are always suspicious.


  When we love, we are persuaded that we shall discover the passion of another: thus we are afraid.


  The longer the way is in love, the greater is the pleasure that a sensitive mind feels in it.


  There are certain minds to which hopes must long be given, and these are minds of refinement. There are others which cannot long resist difficulties, and these are the grossest. The former love longer and with more enjoyment; the latter love quicker, with more freedom, and sooner end.


  The first effect of love is to inspire a profound respect; we have veneration for what we love. It is very just; we see nothing in the world so great as this.


  Authors cannot tell us much of the love of their heroes; it is necessary that they should have been the heroes themselves.


  Wandering in love is an monstrous as injustice in the mind.


  In love, silence is of more avail than speech. It is good to be abashed; there is an eloquence in silence that penetrates more deeply than language can. How well a lover persuades his mistress when he is abashed before her, who elsewhere has so much presence of mind! Whatever vivacity we may have, it is well that in certain junctures it should be extinguished. All this takes place without rule or reflection, and when the mind acts, it is without thinking of it beforehand. This happens through necessity.


  We often adore one that is unconscious of it, and do not fail to preserve an inviolable fidelity, although its object knows nothing of it. But this love must be very refined or very pure.


  We know the minds of me, and consequently their passions, by the comparison that we make between ourselves and others.


  I am of the opinion of him who said that in love one forgets his fortune, his relatives, and his friends; the most elevated attachments go as far as this. What causes us to go so far in love is that we do not think we have need of anything else than the object of our love: the mind is full; there is no longer any room for care or solicitude. Passion cannot exist without excess: thence it comes that we care no longer for what the world says, as we know already that our conduct ought not to be condemned, since it comes from reason. There is fulness of passion, and can be no beginning of reflection.


  It is not an effect of custom, it is an obligation of nature, that men make the advances to gain the attachment of women.


  This forgetfulness that is caused by love, and this attachment to the object of our love, make qualities spring up that we had not before. We become magnificent, without ever having been so.


  The miser himself who loves becomes liberal, and does not remember ever to have had a contrary disposition; we see the reason of this in considering that there are some passions which contract the soul and render it stagnant, and that there are others which expand it and cause it to overflow.


  We have unaptly taken away the name of reason from love and have opposed them to each other without good foundation, for love and reason are but the same thing. It is a precipitation of thought which is impelled to a side before fully examining every thing, but it is still a reason, and we should not and cannot wish that it were otherwise, for we would then be very disagreeable machines. Let us not therefore exclude reason from love, since they are inseparable. The poets were not right in painting Love blind; we must take off his bandage and restore to him henceforth the enjoyment of his eyes.


  Souls fitted for love demand a life of action which becomes brilliant in new events. The external excitement must correspond with the internal, and this manner of living is a marvellous road to passion. Thence it is that courtiers are more successful in love than citizens, since the former are all fire and the latter lead a life in the uniformity of which there is nothing striking: a tempestuous life surprises, strikes, and penetrates.


  It seems as though we had quite another soul when we love than when we do not love; we are exalted by this passion and become all greatness; the rest therefore must have proportion, otherwise this does not harmonize and is consequently disagreeable.


  The pleasing and the beautiful are only the same thing; every one has his idea of it. It is of a moral beauty that I mean to speak, which consists in external words and actions. We have a rule indeed for becoming agreeable; yet the disposition of the body is necessary to it, but this cannot be acquired.


  Men have taken pleasure in forming for themselves so elevated a standard of the pleasing that no one can attain it. Let us judge of it better, and say that this is simply nature with surprising facility and vivacity of mind. In love these two qualities are necessary. There must be nothing of force, and yet there must be nothing of slowness: habit gives the rest.


  Respect and love should be so well proportioned as to sustain each other without love being stifled by respect.


  Great souls are not those that love oftenest; it is a violent love of which I speak; an inundation of passion is needed to move them and fill them. But when they begin to love, they love much more strongly.


  It is said that there are some nations more amorous than others; this is not speaking rightly, or at least it is not true in every sense.


  Love consisting only in an attachment of thought, it is certain that it must be the same over all the earth. It is true that, considering it otherwise than in the thought, the climate may add something, but this is only in the body.


  It is with love as with good sense; as one man believes himself to have as much mind as another, he also believes that he loves the same. Yet, they who have the most perception, love even to the most trifling things, which is not possible for others. It is necessary to be very subtle to remark this difference.


  One cannot feign to love unless he is very near being a lover, or at least unless he loves in some direction; for the mind and the thoughts of love are requisite for this seeming, and how shall we find means of speaking well without this? The truth of passion is not so easily disguised as serious truth.


  We must have ardor, activity, and prompt and natural warmth of mind for the former; the latter we conceal by slowness and pliancy, which it is easier to do.


  When we are at a distance from the object of our love, we resolve to do or to say many things; but when we are near, we are irresolute. Whence comes this? It is because when we are at a distance reason is not so much perturbed, but is strangely so in the presence of the object: now for resolution, firmness is needed, which is destroyed by perturbation.


  In love we dare not hazard, because we fear to lose every thing; it is necessary, however, to advance, but who can say how far? We tremble constantly until we have found this point. Prudence does nothing towards maintaining it when it is found.


  There is nothing so embarrassing as to be a lover, and to see something in our favor without daring to believe it; we are alike opposed by hope and fear. But finally the latter becomes victorious over the other.


  When we love ardently, it is always a novelty to see the person beloved. After a moment’s absence, he finds a void in his heart. What happiness is it to find her again! he feels at once a cessation of anxiety.


  It is necessary, however, that this love should be already far advanced; for when it is budding, and has made no progress, we feel indeed a cessation of anxiety, but others supervene.


  Although troubles thus succeed each other, one is not hindered from desiring the presence of his mistress by the hope of suffering less; yet, when he sees her, he fancies that he suffers more than before. Past troubles no longer move him, the present touch him, and it is of those that touch him that he judges.


  Is not a lover in this state worthy of compassion?


  


  February 15. The World Well Lost?


  Volume 18, pp. 53-69


  Modern English Drama


  The romantic and heedless loves of Antony and Cleopatra figure prominently in history, literature, and drama. Dryden made a fascinating play from the story of Antony, who sacrificed the leadership of Rome, reputation, and life itself for love of the Egyptian queen, who followed him in death. (Mark Antony offers Cæsar crown at Rome, Feb. 15, 44 b. c.)


  All for Love


  or


  The World Well Lost


  A Tragedy


  Dramatis Personæ


  Mark Antony.


  Ventidius, his General.


  Dolabella, his Friend.


  Alexas, the Queen’s Eunuch.


  Serapion, Priest of Isis.


  Myris, another Priest.


  Servants to Antony.


  Cleopatra, Queen of Egypt.


  Octavia, Antony’s Wife.


  Charmion, Cleopatra’s Maid.


  Iras, Cleopatra’s Maid.


  Antony’s two little Daughters.


  SCENE.—Alexandria.


  ACT III


  At one door enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Alexas, a Train of Egyptians: at the other Antony and Romans. The entrance on both sides is prepared by music; the trumpets first sounding on Antony’s part: then answered by timbrels, etc., on Cleopatra’s. Charmion and Iras hold a laurel wreath betwixt them. A Dance of Egyptians. After the ceremony, Cleopatra crowns Antony.


  Antony


  I thought how those white arms would fold me in,


  And strain me close, and melt me into love;


  So pleased with that sweet image, I sprung forwards,


  And added all my strength to every blow.


  Cleopatra


  Come to me, come, my soldier, to my arms!


  You’ve been too long away from my embraces;


  But, when I have you fast, and all my own,


  With broken murmurs, and with amorous sighs,


  I’ll say, you were unkind, and punish you,


  And mark you red with many an eager kiss.


  Antony


  My brighter Venus!


  Cleopatra


  O my greater Mars!


  Antony


  Thou join’st us well, my love!


  Suppose me come from the Phlegræan plains,


  Where gasping giants lay, cleft by my sword,


  And mountain-tops paired off each other blow,


  To bury those I slew. Receive me, goddess!


  Let Cæsar spread his subtle nets; like Vulcan,


  In thy embraces I would be beheld


  By heaven and earth at once;


  And make their envy what they meant their sport


  Let those, who took us, blush; I would love on,


  With awful state, regardless of their frowns,


  As their superior gods.


  There’s no satiety of love in thee:


  Enjoyed, thou still art new; perpetual spring


  Is in thy arms; the ripened fruit but falls,


  And blossoms rise to fill its empty place;


  And I grow rich by giving.


  Enter Ventidius, and stands apart


  Alexas


  Oh, now the danger’s past, your general comes!


  He joins not in your joys, nor minds your triumphs;


  But, with contracted brows, looks frowning on,


  As envying your success.


  Antony


  Now, on my soul, he loves me; truly loves me:


  He never flattered me in any vice,


  But awes me with his virtue: even this minute,


  Methinks, he has a right of chiding me.


  Lead to the temple: I’ll avoid his presence;


  It checks too strong upon me.


  [Exeunt the rest.


  [As Antony is going, Ventidius pulls him by the robe.


  Ventidius


  Emperor!


  Antony


  ‘Tis the old argument; I pr’ythee, spare me.


  [Looking back.


  Ventidius


  But this one hearing, emperor.


  Antony


  Let go


  My robe; or, by my father Hercules—


  Ventidius


  By Hercules’ father, that’s yet greater,


  I bring you somewhat you would wish to know.


  Antony


  Thou see’st we are observed; attend me here,


  And I’ll return.


  [Exit.


  Ventidius


  I am waning in his favour, yet I love him;


  I love this man, who runs to meet his ruin;


  And sure the gods, like me, are fond of him:


  His virtues lie so mingled with his crimes,


  As would confound their choice to punish one,


  And not reward the other.


  Enter Antony


  Antony


  We can conquer,


  You see, without your aid.


  We have dislodged their troops;


  They look on us at distance, and, like curs


  Scaped from the lion’s paws, they bay far off,


  And lick their wounds, and faintly threaten war.


  Five thousand Romans, with their faces upward,


  Lie breathless on the plain.


  Ventidius


  ‘Tis well; and he,


  Who lost them, could have spared ten thousand more.


  Yet if, by this advantage, you could gain


  An easier peace, while Cæsar doubts the chance


  Of arms—


  Antony


  Oh, think not on’t, Ventidius!


  The boy pursues my ruin, he’ll no peace;


  His malice is considerable in advantage.


  Oh, he’s the coolest murderer! so staunch,


  He kills, and keeps his temper.


  Ventidius


  Have you no friend


  In all his army, who has power to move him?


  Mæcenas, or Agrippa, might do much.


  Antony


  They’re both too deep in Cæsar’s interests.


  We’ll work it out by dint of sword, or perish.


  Ventidius


  Fain I would find some other.


  Antony


  Thank thy love.


  Some four or five such victories as this


  Will save thy further pains.


  Ventidius


  Expect no more; Cæsar is on his guard:


  I know, sir, you have conquered against odds;


  But still you draw supplies from one poor town,


  And of Egyptians: he has all the world,


  And, at his beck, nations come pouring in,


  To fill the gaps you make. Pray, think again.


  Antony


  Why dost thou drive me from myself, to search


  For foreign aids?—to hunt my memory,


  And range all o’er a waste and barren place,


  To find a friend? The wretched have no friends.


  Yet I had one, the bravest youth of Rome,


  Whom Cæsar loves beyond the love of women:


  He could resolve his mind, as fire does wax,


  From that hard rugged image melt him down,


  And mould him in what softer form he pleased.


  Ventidius


  Him would I see; that man, of all the world;


  Just such a one we want.


  Antony


  He loved me too;


  I was his soul; he lived not but in me:


  We were so closed within each other’s breasts,


  The rivets were not found, that joined us first.


  That does not reach us yet: we were so mixt,


  As meeting streams, both to ourselves were lost;


  We were one mass; we could not give or take,


  But from the same; for he was I, I he.


  Ventidius


  He moves as I would wish him.


  [Aside.


  Antony


  After this,


  I need not tell his name;—’twas Dolabella.


  Ventidius


  He’s now in Cæsar’s camp.


  Antony


  No matter where,


  Since he’s no longer mine. He took unkindly,


  That I forbade him Cleopatra’s sight,


  Because I feared he loved her: he confessed,


  He had a warmth, which, for my sake, he stifled;


  For ‘twere impossible that two, so one,


  Should not have loved the same. When he departed,


  He took no leave; and that confirmed my thoughts.


  Ventidius


  It argues, that he loved you more than her,


  Else he had stayed; but he perceived you jealous,


  And would not grieve his friend: I know he loves you.


  Antony


  I should have seen him, then, ere now.


  Ventidius


  Perhaps


  He has thus long been labouring for your peace.


  Antony


  Would he were here!


  Ventidius


  Would you believe he loved you?


  I read your answer in your eyes, you would.


  Not to conceal it longer, he has sent


  A messenger from Cæsar’s camp, with letters.


  Antony


  Let him appear.


  Ventidius


  I’ll bring him instantly.


  [Exit Ventidius, and re-enters immediately with Dolabella.


  Antony


  ‘Tis he himself! himself, by holy friendship!


  [Runs to embrace him.


  Art thou returned at last, my better half?


  Come, give me all myself!


  Let me not live,


  If the young bridegroom, longing for his night,


  Was ever half so fond.


  Dolabella


  I must be silent, for my soul is busy


  About a nobler work; she’s new come home,


  Like a long-absent man, and wanders o’er


  Each room, a stranger to her own, to look


  If all be safe.


  Antony


  Thou hast what’s left of me;


  For I am now so sunk from what I was,


  Thou find’st me at my lowest water-mark.


  The rivers that ran in, and raised my fortunes,


  Are all dried up, or take another course:


  What I have left is from my native spring;


  I’ve still a heart that swells, in scorn of fate,


  And lifts me to my banks.


  Dolabella


  Still you are lord of all the world to me.


  Antony


  Why, then I yet am so; for thou art all.


  If I had any joy when thou wert absent,


  I grudged it to myself; methought I robbed


  Thee of thy part. But, O my Dolabella!


  Thou has beheld me other than I am.


  Hast thou not seen my morning chambers filled


  With sceptred slaves, who waited to salute me?


  With eastern monarchs, who forgot the sun,


  To worship my uprising?—menial kings


  Ran coursing up and down my palace-yard,


  Stood silent in my presence, watched my eyes,


  And, at my least command, all started out,


  Like racers to the goal.


  Dolabella


  Slaves to your fortune.


  Antony


  Fortune is Cæsar’s now; and what am I?


  Ventidius


  What you have made yourself; I will not flatter.


  Antony


  Is this friendly done?


  Dolabella


  Yes; when his end is so, I must join with him;


  Indeed I must, and yet you must not chide;


  Why am I else your friend?


  Antony


  Take heed, young man,


  How thou upbraid’st my love: The queen has eyes,


  And thou too hast a soul. Canst thou remember,


  When, swelled with hatred, thou beheld’st her first,


  As accessary to thy brother’s death?


  Dolabella


  Spare my remembrance; ‘twas a guilty day,


  And still the blush hangs here.


  Antony


  To clear herself,


  For sending him no aid, she came from Egypt.


  Her galley down the silver Cydnus rowed,


  The tackling silk, the streamers waved with gold;


  The gentle winds were lodged in purple sails:


  Her nymphs, like Nereids, round her couch were placed;


  Where she, another sea-born Venus, lay.


  Dolabella


  No more; I would not hear it.


  Antony


  Oh, you must!


  She lay, and leant her cheek upon her hand,


  And cast a look so languishingly sweet,


  As if, secure of all beholders’ hearts,


  Neglecting, she could take them: boys, like Cupids,


  Stood fanning, with their painted wings, the winds.


  That played about her face. But if she smiled


  A darting glory seemed to blaze abroad,


  That men’s desiring eyes were never wearied,


  But hung upon the object: To soft flutes


  The silver oars kept time; and while they played,


  The hearing gave new pleasure to the sight;


  And both to thought. ‘Twas heaven, or somewhat more;


  For she so charmed all hearts, that gazing crowds


  Stood panting on the shore, and wanted breath


  To give their welcome voice.


  Then, Dolabella, where was then thy soul?


  Was not thy fury quite disarmed with wonder?


  Didst thou not shrink behind me from those eyes


  And whisper in my ear—Oh, tell her not


  That I accused her with my brother’s death?


  Dolabella


  And should my weakness be a plea for yours?


  Mine was an age when love might be excused,


  When kindly warmth, and when my springing youth


  Made it a debt to nature. Yours—


  Ventidius


  Speak boldly.


  Yours, he would say, in your declining age,


  When no more heat was left but what you forced,


  When all the sap was needful for the trunk,


  When it went down, then you constrained the course,


  And robbed from nature, to supply desire;


  In you (I would not use so harsh a word)


  ‘Tis but plain dotage.


  Antony


  Ha!


  Dolabella


  ‘Twas urged too home.—


  But yet the loss was private, that I made;


  ‘Twas but myself I lost: I lost no legions;


  I had no world to lose, no people’s love.


  Antony


  This from a friend?


  Dolabella


  Yes, Antony, a true one;


  A friend so tender, that each word I speak


  Stabs my own heart, before it reach your ear.


  Oh, judge me not less kind, because I chide!


  To Cæsar I excuse you.


  Antony


  O ye gods!


  Have I then lived to be excused to Cæsar?


  Dolabella


  As to your equal.


  Antony


  Well, he’s but my equal:


  While I wear this he never shall be more.


  Dolabella


  I bring conditions from him.


  Antony


  Are they noble?


  Methinks thou shouldst not bring them else; yet he


  Is full of deep dissembling; knows no honour


  Divided from his interest. Fate mistook him;


  For nature meant him for an usurer:


  He’s fit indeed to buy, not conquer kingdoms.


  Ventidius


  Then, granting this,


  What power was theirs, who wrought so hard a temper


  To honourable terms?


  Antony


  I was my Dolabella, or some god.


  Dolabella


  Nor I, nor yet Mæcenas, nor Agrippa:


  They were your enemies; and I, a friend,


  Too weak alone; yet ‘twas a Roman’s deed.


  Antony


  ‘Twas like a Roman done: show me that man,


  Who has preserved my life, my love, my honour;


  Let me but see his face.


  Ventidius


  That task is mine,


  And, Heaven, thou know’st how pleasing.


  [Exit Ventidius.


  Dolabella


  You’ll remember


  To whom you stand obliged?


  Antony


  When I forget it


  Be thou unkind, and that’s my greatest curse.


  My queen shall thank him too,


  Dolabella


  I fear she will not.


  Antony


  But she shall do it: The queen, my Dolabella!


  Hast thou not still some grudgings of thy fever?


  Dolabella


  I would not see her lost.


  Antony


  When I forsake her,


  Leave me my better stars! for she has truth


  Beyond her beauty. Cæsar tempted her,


  At no less price than kingdoms, to betray me;


  But she resisted all: and yet thou chidest me


  For loving her too well. Could I do so?


  Dolabella


  Yes; there’s my reason.


  Re-enter Ventidius, with Octavia, leading Antony’s two little Daughters


  Antony


  Where?—Octavia there!


  [Starting back.


  Ventidius


  What, is she poison to you?—a disease?


  Look on her, view her well, and those she brings:


  Are they all strangers to your eyes? has nature


  No secret call, no whisper they are yours?


  Dolabella


  For shame, my lord, if not for love, receive them


  With kinder eyes. If you confess a man,


  Meet them, embrace them, bid them welcome to you.


  Your arms should open, even without your knowledge,


  To clasp them in; your feet should turn to wings,


  To bear you to them; and your eyes dart out


  And aim a kiss, ere you could reach the lips.


  Antony


  I stood amazed, to think how they came hither.


  Ventidius


  I sent for them; I brought them in unknown


  To Cleopatra’s guards.


  Dolabella


  Yet, are you cold?


  Octavia


  Thus long I have attended for my welcome;


  Which, as a stranger, sure I might expect.


  Who am I?


  Antony


  Cæsar’s sister.


  Octavia


  That’s unkind.


  Had I been nothing more than Cæsar’s sister,


  Know, I had still remained in Cæsar’s camp:


  But your Octavia, your much injured wife,


  Though banished from your bed, driven from your house,


  In spite of Cæsar’s sister, still is yours.


  ‘Tis true, I have a heart disdains your coldness,


  And prompts me not to seek what you should offer;


  But a wife’s virtue still surmounts that pride.


  I come to claim you as my own; to show


  My duty first; to ask, nay beg, your kindness:


  Your hand, my lord; ‘tis mine, and I will have it.


  [Taking his hand.


  Ventidius


  Do, take it; thou deserv’st it.


  Dolabella


  On my soul,


  And so she does: she’s neither too submissive,


  Nor yet too haughty; but so just a mean


  Shows, as it ought, a wife and Roman too.


  Antony


  I fear, Octavia, you have begged my life.


  Octavia


  Begged it, my lord?


  Antony


  Yes, begged it, my ambassadress;


  Poorly and basely begged it of your brother.


  Octavia


  Poorly and basely I could never beg:


  Nor could my brother grant.


  Antony


  Shall I, who, to my kneeling slave, could say,


  Rise up, and be a king; shall I fall down


  And cry,—Forgive me, Cæsar! Shall I set


  A man, my equal, in the place of Jove,


  As he could give me being? No; that word,


  Forgive, would choke me up,


  And die upon my tongue.


  Dolabella


  You shall not need it.


  Antony


  I will not need it. Come, you’ve all betrayed me,—


  My friend too!—to receive some vile conditions.


  My wife has bought me, with her prayers and tears;


  And now I must become her branded slave.


  In every peevish mood, she will upbraid


  The life she gave: if I but look awry,


  She cries—I’ll tell my brother.


  Octavia


  My hard fortune


  Subjects me still to your unkind mistakes.


  But the conditions I have brought are such,


  Your need not blush to take: I love your honour,


  Because ‘tis mine; it never shall be said,


  Octavia’s husband was her brother’s slave.


  Sir, you are free; free, even from her you loathe;


  For, though my brother bargains for your love,


  Makes me the price and cement of your peace,


  I have a soul like yours; I cannot take


  Your love as alms, nor beg what I deserve.


  I’ll tell my brother we are reconciled;


  He shall draw back his troops, and you shall march


  To rule the East: I may be dropt at Athens;


  No matter where. I never will complain,


  But only keep the barren name of wife,


  And rid you of the trouble.


  [Apart...


  Ventidius


  Was ever such a strife of sullen honour!


  Both scorn to be obliged.


  Dolabella


  Oh, she has touched him in the tenderest part;


  See how he reddens with despite and shame,


  To be outdone in generosity!


  Ventidius


  See how he winks! how he dries up a tear,


  That fain would fall!


  ...Apart]


  Antony


  Octavia, I have heard you, and must praise


  The greatness of your soul;


  But cannot yield to what you have proposed:


  For I can ne’er be conquered but by love;


  And you do all for duty. You would free me,


  And would be dropt at Athens; was’t not so?


  Octavia


  It was, my lord.


  Antony


  Then I must be obliged


  To one who loves me not; who, to herself,


  May call me thankless and ungrateful man:—


  I’ll not endure it; no.


  Ventidius


  I am glad it pinches there.


  [Aside.


  Octavia


  Would you triumph o’er poor Octavia’s virtue?


  That pride was all I had to bear me up;


  That you might think you owed me for your life,


  And owed it to my duty, not my love.


  I have been injured, and my haughty soul


  Could brook but ill the man who slights my bed.


  Antony


  Therefore you love me not.


  Octavia


  Therefore, my lord,


  I should not love you.


  Antony


  Therefore you would leave me?


  Octavia


  And therefore I should leave you—if I could.


  Dolabella


  Her soul’s too great, after such injuries,


  To say she loves; and yet she lets you see it.


  Her modesty and silence plead her cause.


  Antony


  O Dolabella, which way shall I turn?


  I find a secret yielding in my soul;


  But Cleopatra, who would die with me,


  Must she be left? Pity pleads for Octavia;


  But does it not plead more for Cleopatra?


  Ventidius


  Justice and pity both plead for Octavia;


  For Cleopatra, neither.


  One would be ruined with you; but she first


  Had ruined you: The other, you have ruined,


  And yet she would preserve you.


  In everything their merits are unequal.


  Antony


  O my distracted soul!


  Octavia


  Sweet Heaven compose it!—


  Come, come, my lord, if I can pardon you,


  Methinks you should accept it. Look on these;


  Are they not yours? or stand they thus neglected,


  As they are mine? Go to him, children, go;


  Kneel to him, take him by the hand, speak to him;


  For you may speak, and he may own you too,


  Without a blush; and so he cannot all


  His children: go, I say, and pull him to me,


  And pull him to yourselves, from that bad woman.


  You, Agrippina, hang upon his arms;


  And you, Antonia, clasp about his waist:


  If he will shake you off, if he will dash you


  Against the pavement, you must bear it, children;


  For you are mine, and I was born to suffer.


  [Here the Children go to him, etc.


  Ventidius


  Was ever sight so moving?—Emperor!


  Dolabella


  Friend!


  Octavia


  Husband!


  Both Children


  Father!


  Antony


  I am vanquished: take me,


  Octavia; take me, children; share me all.


  [Embracing them.


  I’ve been a thriftless debtor to your loves,


  And run out much, in riot, from your stock;


  But all shall be amended.


  Octavia


  O blest hour!


  Dolabella


  O happy change!


  Ventidius


  My joy stops at my tongue;


  But it has found two channels here for one,


  And bubbles out above.


  Antony [to Octavia]


  This is thy triumph; lead me where thou wilt;


  Even to thy brother’s camp.


  Octavia


  All there are yours.


  Enter Alexas hastily


  Alexas


  The queen, my mistress, sir, and yours—


  Antony


  ‘Tis past.—


  Octavia, you shall stay this night: To-morrow,


  Cæsar and we are one.


  [Exit leading Octavia; Dolabella and the Children follow.


  Ventidius


  There’s news for you; run, my officious eunuch,


  Be sure to be the first; haste forward:


  Haste, my dear eunuch, haste.


  [Exit.


  Alexas


  This downright fighting fool, this thick-skulled hero,


  This blunt, unthinking instrument of death,


  With plain dull virtue has outgone my wit.


  Pleasure forsook my earliest infancy;


  The luxury of others robbed my cradle,


  And ravished thence the promise of a man.


  Cast out from nature, disinherited


  Of what her meanest children claim by kind,


  Yet greatness kept me from contempt: that’s gone.


  Had Cleopatra followed my advice,


  Then he had been betrayed who now forsakes.


  She dies for love; but she has known its joys:


  Gods, is this just, that I, who know no joys,


  Must die, because she loves?


  Enter Cleopatra, Charmion, Iras, and Train


  O madam, I have seen what blasts my eyes!


  Octavia’s here.


  Cleopatra


  Peace with that raven’s note.


  I know it too; and now am in


  The pangs of death.


  Alexas


  You are no more a queen;


  Egypt is lost.


  Cleopatra


  What tell’st thou me of Egypt?


  My life, my soul is lost! Octavia has him!—


  O fatal name to Cleopatra’s love!


  My kisses, my embraces now are hers;


  While I—But thou hast seen my rival; speak,


  Does she deserve this blessing? Is she fair?


  Bright as a goddess? and is all perfection


  Confined to her? It is. Poor I was made


  Of that coarse matter, which, when she was finished,


  The gods threw by for rubbish.


  Alexas


  She is indeed a very miracle.


  Cleopatra


  Death to my hopes, a miracle!


  Alexas


  A miracle;


  [Bowing.


  I mean of goodness; for in beauty, madam,


  You make all wonders cease.


  Cleopatra


  I was too rash:


  Take this in part of recompense. But, oh!


  [Giving a ring.


  I fear thou flatterest me.


  Charmion


  She comes! she’s here!


  Iras


  Fly, madam, Cæsar’s sister!


  Cleopatra


  Were she the sister of the thunderer Jove,


  And bore her brother’s lightning in her eyes,


  Thus would I face my rival.


  [Meets Octavia with Ventidius. Octavia bears up to her. Their Trains come up on either side.


  Octavia


  I need not ask if you are Cleopatra;


  Your haughty carriage—


  Cleopatra


  Shows I am a queen:


  Nor need I ask you, who you are.


  Octavia


  A Roman:


  A name, that makes and can unmake a queen.


  Cleopatra


  Your lord, the man who serves me, is a Roman.


  Octavia


  He was a Roman, till he lost that name,


  To be a slave in Egypt; but I come


  To free him thence.


  Cleopatra


  Peace, peace, my lover’s Juno.


  When he grew weary of that household clog,


  He chose my easier bonds.


  Octavia


  I wonder not


  Your bonds are easy: you have long been practised


  In that lascivious art: He’s not the first


  For whom you spread your snares: Let Cæsar witness.


  Cleopatra


  I loved not Cæsar; ‘twas but gratitude


  I paid his love: The worst your malice can,


  Is but to say the greatest of mankind


  Has been my slave. The next, but far above him


  In my esteem, is he whom law calls yours,


  But whom his love made mine.


  Octavia


  I would view nearer.


  [Coming up close to her.


  That face, which has so long usurped my right,


  To find the inevitable charms, that catch


  Mankind so sure, that ruined my dear lord.


  Cleopatra


  Oh, you do well to search; for had you known


  But half these charms, you had not lost his heart.


  Octavia


  Far be their knowledge from a Roman lady,


  Far from a modest wife! Shame of our sex,


  Dost thou not blush to own those black endearments,


  That make sin pleasing?


  Cleopatra


  You may blush, who want them.


  If bounteous nature, if indulgent Heaven


  Have given me charms to please the bravest man,


  Should I not thank them? Should I be ashamed,


  And not be proud? I am, that he has loved me;


  And, when I love not him, Heaven change this face


  For one like that.


  Octavia


  Thou lov’st him not so well.


  Cleopatra


  I love him better, and deserve him more.


  Octavia


  You do not; cannot: You have been his ruin.


  Who made him cheap at Rome, but Cleopatra?


  Who made him scorned abroad, but Cleopatra?


  At Actium, who betrayed him? Cleopatra.


  Who made his children orphans, and poor me


  A wretched widow? only Cleopatra.


  Cleopatra


  Yet she, who loves him best, is Cleopatra.


  If you have suffered, I have suffered more.


  You bear the specious title of a wife,


  To gild your cause, and draw the pitying world


  To favour it: the world condemns poor me.


  For I have lost my honour, lost my fame,


  And stained the glory of my royal house,


  And all to bear the branded name of mistress.


  There wants but life, and that too I would lose


  For him I love.


  Octavia


  Be’t so, then; take thy wish.


  [Exit with her Train.


  Cleopatra


  And ‘tis my wish,


  Now he is lost for whom alone I lived.


  My sight grows dim, and every object dances,


  And swims before me, in the maze of death.


  My spirits, while they were opposed, kept up;


  They could not sink beneath a rival’s scorn!


  But now she’s gone, they faint.


  Alexas


  Mine have had leisure


  To recollect their strength, and furnish counsel,


  To ruin her, who else must ruin you.


  Cleopatra


  Vain promiser!


  Lead me, my Charmion; nay, your hand too, Iras.


  My grief has weight enough to sink you both.


  Conduct me to some solitary chamber,


  And draw the curtains round;


  Then leave me to myself, to take alone


  My fill of grief:


  There I till death will his unkindness weep;


  As harmless infants moan themselves asleep.


  [Exeunt.
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  Ants have slaves who work for them. These slaves make the nests, feed the master ants, tend the eggs, and do the moving when a colony of ants migrate. Darwin minutely describes the habits and lives of the industrious ants and their marvelous social organization—a wonder to mankind.
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  Chapter VIII


  Instinct


  Slave-making instinct.—This remarkable instinct was first discovered in the Formica (Polyerges) rufescens by Pierre Huber, a better observer even than his celebrated father. This ant is absolutely dependent on its slaves; without their aid, the species would certainly become extinct in a single year. The males and fertile female do no work of any kind, and the workers or sterile females, though most energetic and courageous in capturing slaves, do no other work. They are incapable of making their own nests, or of feeding their own larvæ. When the old nest is found inconvenient, and they have to migrate, it is the slaves which determine the migration, and actually carry their masters in their jaws. So utterly helpless are the masters, that when Huber shut up thirty of them without a slave, but with plenty of the food which they like best, and with their own larvæ and pupæ to stimulate them to work, they did nothing; they could not even feed themselves, and many perished of hunger. Huber then introduced a single slave (F. fusca), and she instantly set to work, fed and saved the survivors; made some cells and tended the larvæ, and put all to rights. What can be more extraordinary than these well-ascertained facts? If we had not known of any other slave-making ant, it would have been hopeless to speculate how so wonderful an instinct could have been perfected.


  Another species, Formica sanguinea, was likewise first discovered by P. Huber to be a slave-making ant. This species is found in the southern parts of England, and its habits have been attended to by Mr. F. Smith, of the British Museum, to whom I am much indebted for information on this and other subjects. Although fully trusting to the statements of Huber and Mr. Smith, I tried to approach the subject in a sceptical frame of mind, as any one may well be excused for doubting the existence of so extraordinary an instinct as that of making slaves. Hence, I will give the observations which I made in some little detail. I opened fourteen nests of F. sanguinea, and found a few slaves in all. Males and fertile females of the slave species (F. fusca) are found only in their own proper communities, and have never been observed in the nests of F. sanguinea. The slaves are black and not above half the size of their red masters, so that the contrast in their appearance is great. When the nest is slightly disturbed, the slaves occasionally come out, and like their masters are much agitated and defend the nest: when the nest is much disturbed, and the larvæ and pupæ are exposed, the slaves work energetically together with their masters in carrying them away to a place of safety. Hence, it is clear, that the slaves feel quite at home. During the months of June and July, on three successive years, I watched for many hours several nests in Surrey and Sussex, and never saw a slave either leave or enter a nest. As, during these months, the slaves are very few in number, I thought that they might behave differently when more numerous; but Mr. Smith informs me that he has watched the nests at various hours during May, June, and August, both in Surrey and Hampshire, and has never seen the slaves, though present in large numbers in August, either leave or enter the nest. Hence he considers them as strictly household slaves. The masters, on the other hand, may be constantly seen bringing in materials for the nest, and food of all kinds. During the year 1860, however, in the month of July, I came across a community with an unusually large stock of slaves, and I observed a few slaves mingled with their masters leaving the nest, and marching along the same road to a tall Scotch-fir-tree, twenty-five yards distant, which they ascended together, probably in search of aphides or cocci. According to Huber, who had ample opportunities for observation, the slaves in Switzerland habitually work with their masters in making the nest, and they alone open and close the doors in the morning and evening; and, as Huber expressly states, their principal office is to search for aphides. This difference in the usual habits of the masters and slaves in the two countries, probably depends merely on the slaves being captured in greater numbers in Switzerland than in England.


  One day I fortunately witnessed a migration of F. sanguinea from one nest to another, and it was a most interesting spectacle to behold the masters carefully carrying their slaves in their jaws instead of being carried by them, as in the case of F. rufescens. Another day my attention was struck by about a score of the slave-makers haunting the same spot, and evidently not in search of food; they approached and were vigorously repulsed by an independent community of the slave-species (F. fusca); sometimes as many as three of these ants clinging to the legs of the slavemaking F. sanguinea. The latter ruthlessly killed their small opponents, and carried their dead bodies as food to their nest, twenty-nine yards distant; but they were prevented from getting any pupæ to rear as slaves. I then dug up a small parcel of the pupæ of F. fusca from another nest, and put them down on a bare spot near the place of combat; they were eagerly seized and carried off by the tyrants, who perhaps fancied that, after all, they had been victorious in their late combat.


  At the same time I laid on the same place a small parcel of the pupæ of another species, F. flava, with a few of these little yellow ants still clinging to the fragments of their nest. This species is sometimes, though rarely, made into slaves, as has been described by Mr. Smith. Although so small a species, it is very courageous, and I have seen it ferociously attack other ants. In one instance I found to my surprise an independent community of F. flava under a stone beneath a nest of the slavemaking F. sanguinea; and when I had accidentally disturbed both nests, the little ants attacked their big neighbours with surprising courage. Now I was curious to ascertain whether F. sanguinea could distinguish the pupæ of F. fusca, which they habitually make into slaves, from those of the little and furious F. flava, which they rarely capture, and it was evident that they did at once distinguish them; for we have seen that they eagerly and instantly seized the pupæ of F. fusca, whereas they were much terrified when they came across the pupæ or even the earth from the nest, of F. flava, and quickly ran away; but in about a quarter of an hour, shortly after all the little yellow ants had crawled away, they took heart and carried off the pupæ.


  One evening I visited another community of F. sanguinea, and found a number of these ants returning home and entering their nests, carrying the dead bodies of F. fusca (showing that it was not a migration) and numerous pupæ. I traced a long file of ants burthened with booty, for about forty yards back, to a very thick clump of heath, whence I saw the last individual of F. sanguinea emerge, carrying a pupa; but I was not able to find the desolated nest in the thick heath. The nest, however, must have been close at hand, for two or three individuals of F. fusca were rushing about in the greatest agitation, and one was perched motionless with its own pupa in its mouth on the top of a spray of heath, an image of despair over its ravaged home.


  Such are the facts, though they did not need confirmation by me, in regard to the wonderful instinct of making slaves. Let it be observed what a contrast the instinctive habits of F. sanguinea present with those of the continental F. rufescens. The latter does not build its own nest, does not determine its own migrations, does not collect food for itself or its young, and cannot even feed itself: it is absolutely dependent on its numerous slaves. Formica sanguinea, on the other hand, possesses much fewer slaves, and in the early part of the summer extremely few: the masters determine when and where a new nest shall be formed, and when they migrate, the masters carry the slaves. Both in Switzerland and England the slaves seem to have the exclusive care of the larvæ, and the masters alone go on slave-making expeditions. In Switzerland the slaves and masters work together, making and bringing materials for the nest both, but chiefly the slaves, tend, and milk, as it may be called, their aphides; and thus both collect food for the community. In England the masters alone usually leave the nest to collect building materials and food for themselves, their slaves and larvæ. So that the masters in this country receive much less service from their slaves than they do in Switzerland.


  By what steps the instinct of F. sanguinea originated I will not pretend to conjecture. But as ants which are not slave-makers will, as I have seen, carry off the pupæ of other species, if scattered near their nests, it is possible that such pupæ originally stored as food might become developed; and the foreign ants thus unintentionally reared would then follow their proper instincts, and do what work they could. If their presence proved useful to the species which had seized them—if it were more advantageous to this species to capture workers than to procreate them—the habit of collecting pupæ, originally for food, might by natural selection be strengthened and rendered permanent for the very different purpose of raising slaves. When the instinct was once acquired, if carried out to a much less extent even than in our British F. sanguinea, which, as we have seen, is less aided by its slaves than the same species in Switzerland, natural selection might increase and modify the instinct—always supposing each modification to be of use to the species—until an ant was formed as abjectly dependent on its slaves as is the Formica rufescens.
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  Act I


  Scene I


  Madame Pernelle and Flipotte, her servant; Elmire, Mariane, Cléante, Damis, Dorine


  Madame Pernelle


  Come, come, Flipotte, and let me get away.


  Elmire


  You hurry so, I hardly can attend you.


  Madame Pernelle


  Then don’t, my daughter-in-law. Stay where you are.


  I can dispense with your polite attentions.


  Elmire


  We’re only paying what is due you, mother.


  Why must you go away in such a hurry?


  Madame Pernelle


  Because I can’t endure your carryings-on,


  And no one takes the slightest pains to please me.


  I leave your house, I tell you, quite disgusted;


  You do the opposite of my instructions;


  You’ve no respect for anything; each one


  Must have his say; it’s perfect pandemonium.


  Dorine


  If…


  Madame Pernelle


  You’re a servant wench, my girl, and much


  Too full of gab, and too impertinent


  And free with your advice on all occasions.


  Damis


  But…


  Madame Pernelle


  You’re a fool, my boy—f, o, o, l


  Just spells your name. Let grandma tell you that


  I’ve said a hundred times to my poor son,


  Your father, that you’d never come to good


  Or give him anything but plague and torment.


  Mariane


  I think…


  Madame Pernelle


  O dearie me, his little sister!


  You’re all demureness, butter wouldn’t melt


  In your mouth, one would think to look at you.


  Still waters, though, they say… you know the proverb;


  And I don’t like your doings on the sly.


  Elmire


  But, mother…


  Madame Pernelle


  Daughter, by your leave, your conduct


  In everything is altogether wrong;


  You ought to set a good example for ’em;


  Their dear departed mother did much better.


  You are extravagant; and it offends me,


  To see you always decked out like a princess.


  A woman who would please her husband’s eyes


  Alone, wants no such wealth of fineries.


  Cléante


  But, madam, after all…


  Madame Pernelle


  Sir, as for you,


  The lady’s brother, I esteem you highly,


  Love and respect you. But, sir, all the same,


  If I were in my son’s, her husband’s, place,


  I’d urgently entreat you not to come


  Within our doors. You preach a way of living


  That decent people cannot tolerate.


  I’m rather frank with you; but that’s my way—


  I don’t mince matters, when I mean a thing.


  Damis


  Mr. Tartuffe, your friend, is mighty lucky…


  Madame Pernelle


  He is a holy man, and must be heeded;


  I can’t endure, with any show of patience,


  To hear a scatterbrains like you attack him.


  Damis


  What! Shall I let a bigot criticaster


  Come and usurp a tyrant’s power here?


  And shall we never dare amuse ourselves


  Till this fine gentleman deigns to consent?


  Dorine


  If we must hark to him, and heed his maxims,


  There’s not a thing we do but what’s a crime;


  He censures everything, this zealous carper.


  Madame Pernelle


  And all he censures is well censured, too.


  He wants to guide you on the way to heaven;


  My son should train you all to love him well.


  Damis


  No, madam, look you, nothing—not my father


  Nor anything—can make me tolerate him.


  I should belie my feelings not to say so.


  His actions rouse my wrath at every turn;


  And I foresee that there must come of it


  An open rupture with this sneaking scoundrel.


  Dorine


  Besides, ’tis downright scandalous to see


  This unknown upstart master of the house—


  This vagabond, who hadn’t, when he came,


  Shoes to his feet, or clothing worth six farthings,


  And who so far forgets his place, as now


  To censure everything, and rule the roost!


  Madame Pernelle


  Eh! Mercy sakes alive! Things would go better


  If all were governed by his pious orders.


  Dorine


  He passes for a saint in your opinion.


  In fact, he’s nothing but a hypocrite.


  Madame Pernelle


  Just listen to her tongue!


  Dorine


  I wouldn’t trust him,


  Nor yet his Lawrence, without bonds and surety.


  Madame Pernelle


  I don’t know what the servant’s character


  May be; but I can guarantee the master


  A holy man. You hate him and reject him


  Because he tells home truths to all of you.


  ’Tis sin alone that moves his heart to anger,


  And heaven’s interest is his only motive.


  Dorine


  Of course. But why, especially of late,


  Can he let nobody come near the house?


  Is heaven offended at a civil call


  That he should make so great a fuss about it?


  I’ll tell you, if you like, just what I think;


  (Pointing to Elmire)


  Upon my word, he’s jealous of our mistress.


  Madame Pernelle


  You hold your tongue, and think what you are saying.


  He’s not alone in censuring these visits;


  The turmoil that attends your sort of people,


  Their carriages forever at the door,


  And all their noisy footmen, flocked together,


  Annoy the neighbourhood, and raise a scandal.


  I’d gladly think there’s nothing really wrong;


  But it makes talk; and that’s not as it should be.


  Cléante


  Eh! madam, can you hope to keep folk’s tongues


  From wagging? It would be a grievous thing


  If, for the fear of idle talk about us,


  We had to sacrifice our friends. No, no;


  Even if we could bring ourselves to do it,


  Think you that everyone would then be silenced?


  Against backbiting there is no defence


  So let us try to live in innocence,


  To silly tattle pay no heed at all,


  And leave the gossips free to vent their gall.


  Dorine


  Our neighbour Daphne, and her little husband,


  Must be the ones who slander us, I’m thinking.


  Those whose own conduct’s most ridiculous,


  Are always quickest to speak ill of others;


  They never fail to seize at once upon


  The slightest hint of any love affair,


  And spread the news of it with glee, and give it


  The character they’d have the world believe in.


  By others’ actions, painted in their colours,


  They hope to justify their own; they think,


  In the false hope of some resemblance, either


  To make their own intrigues seem innocent,


  Or else to make their neighbours share the blame


  Which they are loaded with by everybody.


  Madame Pernelle


  These arguments are nothing to the purpose.


  Orante, we all know, lives a perfect life;


  Her thoughts are all of heaven; and I have heard


  That she condemns the company you keep.


  Dorine


  O admirable pattern! Virtuous dame!


  She lives the model of austerity;


  But age has brought this piety upon her,


  And she’s a prude, now she can’t help herself.


  As long as she could capture men’s attentions


  She made the most of her advantages;


  But, now she sees her beauty vanishing,


  She wants to leave the world, that’s leaving her,


  And in the specious veil of haughty virtue


  She’d hide the weakness of her worn-out charms.


  That is the way with all your old coquettes;


  They find it hard to see their lovers leave ’em;


  And thus abandoned, their forlorn estate


  Can find no occupation but a prude’s.


  These pious dames, in their austerity,


  Must carp at everything, and pardon nothing.


  They loudly blame their neighbours’ way of living,


  Not for religion’s sake, but out of envy,


  Because they can’t endure to see another


  Enjoy the pleasures age has weaned them from.


  Madame Pernelle (to Elmire)


  There! That’s the kind of rigmarole to please you,


  Daughter-in-law. One never has a chance


  To get a word in edgewise, at your house,


  Because this lady holds the floor all day;


  But none the less, I mean to have my say, too.


  I tell you that my son did nothing wiser


  In all his life, than take this godly man


  Into his household; heaven sent him here,


  In your great need, to make you all repent;


  For your salvation, you must hearken to him;


  He censures nothing but deserves his censure.


  These visits, these assemblies, and these balls,


  Are all inventions of the evil spirit.


  You never hear a word of godliness


  At them—but idle cackle, nonsense, flimflam.


  Our neighbour often comes in for a share,


  The talk flies fast, and scandal fills the air;


  It makes a sober person’s head go round,


  At these assemblies, just to hear the sound


  Of so much gab, with not a word to say;


  And as a learned man remarked one day


  Most aptly, ’tis the Tower of Babylon,


  Where all, beyond all limit, babble on.


  And just to tell you how this point came in…


  (To Cléante)


  So! Now the gentlemen must snicker, must he?


  Go find fools like yourself to make you laugh


  And don’t…


  (To Elmire)


  Daughter, good-bye; not one word more.


  As for this house, I leave the half unsaid;


  But I shan’t soon set foot in it again,


  (Cuffing Flipotte)


  Come, you! What makes you dream and stand agape,


  Hussy! I’ll warm your ears in proper shape!


  March, trollop, march!


  Scene II


  Cléante, Dorine


  Cléante


  I won’t escort her down,


  For fear she might fall foul of me again;


  The good old lady…


  Dorine


  Bless us! What a pity


  She shouldn’t hear the way you speak of her!


  She’d surely tell you you’re too “good” by half,


  And that she’s not so “old” as all that, neither!


  Cléante


  How she got angry with us all for nothing!


  And how she seems possessed with her Tartuffe!


  Dorine


  Her case is nothing, though, beside her son’s!


  To see him, you would say he’s ten times worse!


  His conduct in our late unpleasantness [1]


  Had won him much esteem, and proved his courage


  In service of his king; but now he’s like


  A man besotted, since he’s been so taken


  With this Tartuffe. He calls him brother, loves him


  A hundred times as much as mother, son,


  Daughter, and wife. He tells him all his secrets


  And lets him guide his acts, and rule his conscience.


  He fondles and embraces him; a sweetheart


  Could not, I think, be loved more tenderly;


  At table he must have the seat of honour,


  While with delight our master sees him eat


  As much as six men could; we must give up


  The choicest tidbits to him; if he belches,


  (’tis a servant speaking) [2]


  Master exclaims: “God bless you!”—Oh, he dotes


  Upon him! he’s his universe, his hero;


  He’s lost in constant admiration, quotes him


  On all occasions, takes his trifling acts


  For wonders, and his words for oracles.


  The fellow knows his dupe, and makes the most on’t,


  He fools him with a hundred masks of virtue,


  Gets money from him all the time by canting,


  And takes upon himself to carp at us.


  Even his silly coxcomb of a lackey


  Makes it his business to instruct us too;


  He comes with rolling eyes to preach at us,


  And throws away our ribbons, rouge, and patches.


  The wretch, the other day, tore up a kerchief


  That he had found, pressed in the Golden Legend,


  Calling it a horrid crime for us to mingle


  The devil’s finery with holy things.


  Note 1. Referring to the rebellion called La Fronde, during the minority of Louis XIV.


  Note 2. Molière’s note, inserted in the text of all the old editions. It is a curious illustration of the desire for uniformity and dignity of style in dramatic verse of the seventeenth century, that Molière feels called on to apologize for a touch of realism like this. Indeed, these lines were even omitted when the play was given.


  Scene III


  Elmire, Mariane, Damis, Cléante, Dorine


  Elmire (to Cléante)


  You’re very lucky to have missed the speech


  She gave us at the door. I see my husband


  Is home again. He hasn’t seen me yet,


  So I’ll go up and wait till he comes in.


  Cléante


  And I, to save time, will await him here;


  I’ll merely say good-morning, and be gone.


  Scene IV


  Cléante, Damis, Dorine


  Damis


  I wish you’d say a word to him about


  My sister’s marriage; I suspect Tartuffe


  Opposes it, and puts my father up


  To all these wretched shifts. You know, besides,


  How nearly I’m concerned in it myself;


  If love unites my sister and Valere,


  I love his sister too; and if this marriage


  Were to…


  Dorine


  He’s coming.


  Scene V


  Orgon, Cléante, Dorine


  Orgon


  Ah! Good morning, brother.


  Cléante


  I was just going, but am glad to greet you.


  Things are not far advanced yet, in the country?


  Orgon


  Dorine…


  (To Cléante)


  Just wait a bit, please, brother-in-law.


  Let me allay my first anxiety


  By asking news about the family.


  (To Dorine)


  Has everything gone well these last two days?


  What’s happening? And how is everybody?


  Dorine


  Madam had fever, and a splitting headache


  Day before yesterday, all day and evening.


  Orgon


  And how about Tartuffe?


  Dorine


  Tartuffe? He’s well;


  He’s mighty well; stout, fat, fair, rosy-lipped.


  Orgon


  Poor man!


  Dorine


  At evening she had nausea


  And could’t touch a single thing for supper,


  Her headache still was so severe.


  Orgon


  And how


  About Tartuffe?


  Dorine


  He supped alone, before her,


  And unctuously ate up two partridges,


  As well as half a leg o’ mutton, deviled.


  Orgon


  Poor man!


  Dorine


  All night she couldn’t get a wink


  Of sleep, the fever racked her so; and we


  Had to sit up with her till daylight.


  Orgon


  How


  About Tartuffe?


  Dorine


  Gently inclined to slumber,


  He left the table, went into his room,


  Got himself straight into a good warm bed,


  And slept quite undisturbed until next morning.


  Orgon


  Poor man!


  Dorine


  At last she let us all persuade her,


  And got up courage to be bled; and then


  She was relieved at once.


  Orgon


  And how about


  Tartuffe?


  Dorine


  He plucked up courage properly,


  Bravely entrenched his soul against all evils,


  And to replace the blood that she had lost,


  He drank at breakfast four huge draughts of wine.


  Orgon


  Poor man!


  Dorine


  So now they both are doing well;


  And I’ll go straightway and inform my mistress


  How pleased you are at her recovery.


  Scene VI


  Orgon, Cléante


  Cléante


  Brother, she ridicules you to your face;


  And I, though I don’t want to make you angry,


  Must tell you candidly that she’s quite right.


  Was such infatuation ever heard of?


  And can a man to-day have charms to make you


  Forget all else, relieve his poverty,


  Give him a home, and then…?


  Orgon


  Stop there, good brother,


  You do not know the man you’re speaking of.


  Cléante


  Since you will have it so, I do not know him;


  But after all, to tell what sort of man


  He is…


  Orgon


  Dear brother, you’d be charmed to know him;


  Your raptures over him would have no end.


  He is a man… who… ah!… in fact… a man


  Whoever does his will, knows perfect peace,


  And counts the whole world else, as so much dung.


  His converse has transformed me quite; he weans


  My heart from every friendship, teaches me


  To have no love for anything on earth;


  And I could see my brother, children, mother,


  And wife, all die, and never care—a snap.


  Cléante


  Your feelings are humane, I must say, brother!


  Orgon


  Ah! If you’d seen him, as I saw him first,


  You would have loved him just as much as I


  He came to church each day, with contrite mien,


  Kneeled, on both knees, right opposite my place,


  And drew the eyes of all the congregation,


  To watch the fervour of his prayers to heaven;


  With deep-drawn sighs and great ejaculations,


  He humbly kissed the earth at every moment;


  And when I left the church, he ran before me


  To give me holy water at the door.


  I learned his poverty, and who he was,


  By questioning his servant, who is like him,


  And gave him gifts; but in his modesty


  He always wanted to return a part.


  “It is too much,” he’d say, “too much by half;


  I am not worthy of your pity.” Then,


  When I refused to take it back, he’d go,


  Before my eyes, and give it to the poor.


  At length heaven bade me take him to my home,


  And since that day, all seems to prosper here.


  He censures everything, and for my sake


  He even takes great interest in my wife;


  He lets me know who ogles her, and seems


  Six times as jealous as I am myself.


  You’d not believe how far his zeal can go:


  He calls himself a sinner just for trifles;


  The merest nothing is enough to shock him;


  So much so, that the other day I heard him


  Accuse himself for having, while at prayer,


  In too much anger caught and killed a flea.


  Cléante


  Zounds, brother, you are mad, I think! Or else


  You’re making sport of me, with such a speech.


  What are you driving at with all this nonsense…?


  Orgon


  Brother, your language smacks of atheism;


  And I suspect your soul’s a little tainted


  Therewith. I’ve preached to you a score of times


  That you’ll draw down some judgment on your head.


  Cléante


  That is the usual strain of all your kind;


  They must have every one as blind as they.


  They call you atheist if you have good eyes;


  And if you don’t adore their vain grimaces,


  You’ve neither faith nor care for sacred things.


  No, no; such talk can’t frighten me; I know


  What I am saying; heaven sees my heart.


  We’re not the dupes of all your canting mummers;


  There are false heroes—and false devotees;


  And as true heroes never are the ones


  Who make much noise about their deeds of honour,


  Just so true devotees, whom we should follow,


  Are not the ones who make so much vain show.


  What! Will you find no difference between


  Hypocrisy and genuine devoutness?


  And will you treat them both alike, and pay


  The self-same honour both to masks and faces


  Set artifice beside sincerity,


  Confuse the semblance with reality,


  Esteem a phantom like a living person,


  And counterfeit as good as honest coin?


  Men, for the most part, are strange creatures, truly!


  You never find them keep the golden mean;


  The limits of good sense, too narrow for them,


  Must always be passed by, in each direction;


  They often spoil the noblest things, because


  They go too far, and push them to extremes.


  I merely say this by the way, good brother.


  Orgon


  You are the sole expounder of the doctrine;


  Wisdom shall die with you, no doubt, good brother,


  You are the only wise, the sole enlightened,


  The oracle, the Cato, of our age.


  All men, compared to you, are downright fools.


  Cléante


  I’m not the sole expounder of the doctrine,


  And wisdom shall not die with me, good brother.


  But this I know, though it be all my knowledge,


  That there’s a difference ’twixt false and true.


  And as I find no kind of hero more


  To be admired than men of true religion,


  Nothing more noble or more beautiful


  Than is the holy zeal of true devoutness;


  Just so I think there’s naught more odious


  Than whited sepulchres of outward unction,


  Those barefaced charlatans, those hireling zealots,


  Whose sacrilegious, treacherous pretence


  Deceives at will, and with impunity


  Makes mockery of all that men hold sacred;


  Men who, enslaved to selfish interests,


  Make trade and merchandise of godliness,


  And try to purchase influence and office


  With false eye-rollings and affected raptures;


  Those men, I say, who with uncommon zeal


  Seek their own fortunes on the road to heaven;


  Who, skilled in prayer, have always much to ask,


  And live at court to preach retirement;


  Who reconcile religion with their vices,


  Are quick to anger, vengeful, faithless, tricky,


  And, to destroy a man, will have the boldness


  To call their private grudge the cause of heaven;


  All the more dangerous, since in their anger


  They use against us weapons men revere,


  And since they make the world applaud their passion,


  And seek to stab us with a sacred sword.


  There are too many of this canting kind.


  Still, the sincere are easy to distinguish;


  And many splendid patterns may be found,


  In our own time, before our very eyes


  Look at Ariston, Périandre, Oronte,


  Alcidamas, Clitandre, and Polydore;


  No one denies their claim to true religion;


  Yet they’re no braggadocios of virtue,


  They do not make insufferable display,


  And their religion’s human, tractable;


  They are not always judging all our actions,


  They’d think such judgment savoured of presumption;


  And, leaving pride of words to other men,


  ’Tis by their deeds alone they censure ours.


  Evil appearances find little credit


  With them; they even incline to think the best


  Of others. No caballers, no intriguers,


  They mind the business of their own right living.


  They don’t attack a sinner tooth and nail,


  For sin’s the only object of their hatred;


  Nor are they over-zealous to attempt


  Far more in heaven’s behalf than heaven would have ’em.


  That is my kind of man, that is true living,


  That is the pattern we should set ourselves.


  Your fellow was not fashioned on this model;


  You’re quite sincere in boasting of his zeal;


  But you’re deceived, I think, by false pretences.


  Orgon


  My dear good brother-in-law, have you quite done?


  Cléante


  Yes.


  Orgon


  I’m your humble servant.


  (Starts to go.)


  Cléante


  Just a word.


  We’ll drop that other subject. But you know


  Valere has had the promise of your daughter.


  Orgon


  Yes.


  Cléante


  You had named the happy day.


  Orgon


  ’Tis true.


  Cléante


  Then why put off the celebration of it?


  Orgon


  I can’t say.


  Cléante


  Can you have some other plan


  In mind?


  Orgon


  Perhaps


  Cléante


  You mean to break your word?


  Orgon


  I don’t say that.


  Cléante


  I hope no obstacle


  Can keep you from performing what you’ve promised.


  Orgon


  Well, that depends.


  Cléante


  Why must you beat about?


  Valere has sent me here to settle matters.


  Orgon


  Heaven be praised!


  Cléante


  What answer shall I take him?


  Orgon


  Why, anything you please.


  Cléante


  But we must know


  Your plans. What are they?


  Orgon


  I shall do the will


  Of Heaven.


  Cléante


  Come, be serious. You’ve given


  Your promise to Valère. Now will you keep it?


  Orgon


  Good-bye.


  Cléante (alone)


  His love, methinks, has much to fear;


  I must go let him know what’s happening here.


  


  February 18. Lasting Peace with Great Britain


  Volume 43. pp. 255-264


  American Historical Documents


  All Americans should know this treaty which finally inaugurated an era of peace and good understanding with England. For aver a hundred years this peace has been unbroken. (Treaty with Great Britain proclaimed Feb. 18. 1815.)


  Treaty with Great Britain


  (1814)


  [This treaty brought to a close the “War of 1812.”]


  Treaty of Peace and Amity between His Britannic Majesty and the United States of America, Concluded at Ghent, December 24, 1814; Ratification Advised by Senate, February 16, 1815; Ratified by President; February 17, 1815; Ratifications Exchanged at Washington, February 17, 1815; Proclaimed, February 18, 1815.


  His Britannic Majesty and the United States of America, desirous of terminating the war which has unhappily subsisted between the two countries, and of restoring, upon principles of perfect reciprocity, peace, friendship, and good understanding between them, have, for that purpose, appointed their respective Plenipotentiaries, that is to say:


  His Britannic Majesty, on his part, has appointed the Right Honourable James Lord Gambier, late Admiral of the White, now Admiral of the Red Squadron of His Majesty’s fleet, Henry Goulburn, Esquire, a member of the Imperial Parliament, and Under Secretary of State, and William Adams, Esquire, Doctor of Civil Laws; and the President of the United States, by and with the advice and consent of the Senate thereof, has appointed John Quincy Adams, James A. Bayard, Henry Clay, Jonathan Russell, and Albert Gallatin, citizens of the United States;


  Who, after a reciprocal communication of their respective full powers, have agreed upon the following articles:


  Article I


  There shall be a firm and universal peace between His Britannic Majesty and the United States, and between their respective countries, territories, cities, towns, and people, of every degree, without exception of places or persons. All hostilities, both by sea and land, shall cease as soon as this treaty shall have been ratified by both parties, as hereinafter mentioned. All territory, places, and possessions whatsoever, taken by either party from the other during the war, or which may be taken after the signing of this treaty, excepting only the islands hereinafter mentioned, shall be restored without delay, and without causing any destruction or carrying away any of the artillery or other public property originally captured in the said forts or places, and which shall remain therein upon the exchange of the ratifications of this treaty, or any slaves or other private property. And all archives, records, deeds, and papers, either of a public nature or belonging to private persons, which, in the course of the war, may have fallen into the hands of the officers of either party, shall be, as far as may be practicable, forthwith restored and delivered to the proper authorities and persons to whom they respectively belong. Such of the islands in the Bay of Passamaquoddy as are claimed by both parties, shall remain in the possession of the party in whose occupation they may be at the time of the exchange of the ratifications of this treaty, until the decision respecting the title to the said islands shall have been made in conformity with the fourth article of this treaty. No disposition made by this treaty as to such possession of the islands and territories claimed by both parties shall, in any manner whatever, be construed to affect the right of either.


  Article II


  Immediately after the ratifications of this treaty by both parties, as hereinafter mentioned, orders shall be sent to the armies, squadrons, officers, subjects and citizens of the two Powers to cease from all hostilities. And to prevent all causes of complaint which might arise on account of the prizes which may be taken at sea after the said ratifications of this treaty, it is reciprocally agreed that all vessels and effects which may be taken after the space of twelve days from the said ratifications, upon all parts of the coast of North America, from the latitude of twenty-three degrees north to the latitude of fifty degrees north, and as far eastward in the Atlantic Ocean as the thirty-sixth degree of west longitude from the meridian of Greenwich, shall be restored on each side: that the time shall be thirty days in all other parts of the Atlantic Ocean north of the equinoctial line or equator, and the same time for the British and Irish Channels, for the Gulf of Mexico, and all parts of the West Indies; forty days for the North Seas, for the Baltic, and for all parts of the Mediterranean; sixty days for the Atlantic Ocean south of the equator, as far as the latitude of the Cape of Good Hope; ninety days for every other part of the world south of the equator; and one hundred and twenty days for all other parts of the world, without exception.


  Article III


  All prisoners of war taken on either side, as well by land as by sea, shall be restored as soon as practicable after the ratifications of this treaty, as hereinafter mentioned, on their paying the debts which they may have contracted during their captivity. The two contracting parties respectively engage to discharge, in specie, the advances which may have been made by the other for the sustenance and maintenance of such prisoners.


  Article IV


  Whereas it was stipulated by the second article in the treaty of peace of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three, between His Britannic Majesty and the United States of America, that the boundary of the United States should comprehend all islands within twenty leagues of any part of the shores of the United States, and lying between lines to be drawn due east from the points where the aforesaid boundaries, between Nova Scotia on the one part, and East Florida on the other, shall respectively touch the Bay of Fundy and the Atlantic Ocean, excepting such islands as now are, or heretofore have been, within the limits of Nova Scotia; and whereas the several islands in the Bay of Passamaquoddy, which is part of the Bay of Fundy, and the Island of Grand Menan, in the said Bay of Fundy, are claimed by the United States as being comprehended within their aforesaid boundaries, which said islands are claimed as belonging to His Britannic Majesty, as having been, at the time of and previous to the aforesaid treaty of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three, within the limits of the Province of Nova Scotia. In order, therefore, finally to decide upon these claims, it is agreed that they shall be referred to two Commissioners to be appointed in the following manner, viz: One Commissioner shall be appointed by His Britannic Majesty, and one by the President of the United States, by and with the advice and consent of the Senate thereof; and the said two Commissioners so appointed shall be sworn impartially to examine and decide upon the said claims according to such evidence as shall be laid before them on the part of His Britannic Majesty and of the United States respectively. The said Commissioners shall meet at St. Andrews, in the Province of New Brunswick, and shall have power to adjourn to such other place or places as they shall think fit. The said Commissioners shall, by a declaration or report under their hands and seals, decide to which of the two contracting parties the several islands aforesaid do respectively belong, in conformity with the true intent of the said treaty of peace of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three. And if the said Commissioners shall agree in their decision, both parties shall consider such decision as final and conclusive. It is further agreed that, in the event of the two Commissioners differing upon all or any of the matters so referred to them, or in the event of both or either of the said Commissioners refusing, or declining or wilfully omitting to act as such, they shall make, jointly or separately, a report or reports, as well to the Government of His Britannic Majesty as to that of the United States, stating in detail the points on which they differ, and the grounds upon which their respective opinions have been formed, or the grounds upon which they, or either of them, have so refused, declined, or omitted to act. And His Britannic Majesty and the Government of the United States hereby agree to refer the report or reports of the said Commissioners to some friendly sovereign or State, to be then named for that purpose, and who shall be requested to decide on the differences which may be stated in the said report or reports, or upon the report of one Commissioner, together with the grounds upon which the other Commissioner shall have refused, declined, or omitted to act, as the case may be. And if the Commissioner so refusing, declining, or omitting to act, shall also wilfully omit to state the grounds upon which he has so done, in such manner that the said statement may be referred to such friendly sovereign or State, together with the report of such other Commissioner, then such sovereign or State shall decide ex parte upon the said report alone. And His Britannic Majesty and the Government of the United States engage to consider the decision of such friendly sovereign or State to be final and conclusive on all the matters so referred.


  Article V


  Whereas neither the point of the highlands lying due north from the source of the river St. Croix, and designated in the former treaty of peace between the two Powers as the northwest angle of Nova Scotia, nor the northwesternmost head of Connecticut River, has yet been ascertained; and whereas that part of the boundary line between the dominions of the two Powers which extends from the source of the river St. Croix directly north to the above mentioned north west angle of Nova Scotia, thence along the said highlands which divide those rivers that empty themselves into the river St. Lawrence from those which fall into the Atlantic Ocean to the northwesternmost head of Connecticut River, thence down along the middle of that river to the forty-fifth degree of north latitude; thence by a line due west on said latitude until it strikes the river Iroquois or Cataraquy, has not yet been surveyed: it is agreed that for these several purposes two Commissioners shall be appointed, sworn, and authorized to act exactly in the manner directed with respect to those mentioned in the next preceding article, unless otherwise specified in the present article. The said Commissioners shall meet at St. Andrews, in the Province of New Brunswick, and shall have power to adjourn to such other place or places as they shall think fit. The said Commissioners shall have power to ascertain and determine the points above mentioned, in conformity with the provisions of the said treaty of peace of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three, and shall cause the boundary aforesaid, from the source of the river St. Croix to the river Iroquois or Cataraquy, to be surveyed and marked according to the said provisions. The said Commissioners shall make a map of the said boundary, and annex to it a declaration under their hands and seals, certifying it to be the true map of the said boundary, and particularizing the latitude and longitude of the northwest angle of Nova Scotia, of the northwesternmost head of Connecticut River, and of such other points of the said boundary as they may deem proper. And both parties agree to consider such map and declaration as finally and conclusively fixing the said boundary. And in the event of the said two Commissioners differing, or both or either of them refusing, declining, or wilfully omitting to act, such reports, declarations, or statements shall be made by them, or either of them, and such reference to a friendly sovereign or State shall be made in all respects as in the latter part of the fourth article is contained, and in as full a manner as if the same was herein repeated.


  Article VI


  Whereas by the former treaty of peace that portion of the boundary of the United States from the point where the forty-fifth degree of north latitude strikes the river Iroquois or Cataraquy to the Lake Superior, was declared to be “along the middle of said river into Lake Ontario, through the middle of said lake, until it strikes the communication by water between that lake and Lake Erie, thence along the middle of said communication into Lake Erie, through the middle of said lake until it arrives at the water communication into Lake Huron, thence through the middle of said lake to the water communication between that lake and Lake Superior;” and whereas doubts have arisen what was the middle of the said river, lakes, and water communications, and whether certain islands lying in the same were within the dominions of His Britannic Majesty or of the United States: In order, therefore, finally to decide these doubts, they shall be referred to two Commissioners, to be appointed, sworn, and authorized to act exactly in the manner directed with respect to those mentioned in the next preceding article, unless otherwise specified in this present article. The said Commissioners shall meet, in the first instance, at Albany, in the State of New York, and shall have power to adjourn to such other place or places as they shall think fit. The said Commissioners shall, by a report or declaration, under their hands and seals, designate the boundary through the said river, lakes, and water communications, and decide to which of the two contracting parties the several islands lying within the said rivers, lakes, and water communications, do respectively belong, in conformity with the true intent of the said treaty of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three. And both parties agree to consider such designation and decision as final and conclusive. And in the event of the said two Commissioners differing, or both or either of them refusing, declining, or wilfully omitting to act, such reports, declarations, or statements shall be made by them, or either of them, and such reference to a friendly sovereign or State shall be made in all respects as in the latter part of the fourth article is contained and in as full a manner as if the same was herein repeated.


  Article VII


  It is further agreed that the said two last-mentioned Commissioners, after they shall have executed the duties assigned to them in the preceding article, shall be, and they are hereby, authorized upon their oaths impartially to fix and determine, according to the true intent of the said treaty of peace of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three, that part of the boundary between the dominions of the two Powers which extends from the water communication between Lake Huron and Lake Superior, to the most northwestern point of the Lake of the Woods, to decide to which of the two parties the several islands lying in the lakes, water communications, and rivers, forming the said boundary, do respectively belong, in conformity with the true intent of the said treaty of peace of one thousand seven hundred and eighty-three; and to cause such parts of the said boundary as require it to be surveyed and marked. The said Commissioners shall, by a report or declaration under their hands and seals, designate the boundary aforesaid, state their decision on the points thus referred to them, and particularize the latitude and longitude of the most northwestern point of the Lake of the Woods, and of such other parts of the said boundary as they may deem proper. And both parties agree to consider such designation and decision as final and conclusive. And in the event of the said two Commissioners differing, or both or either of them refusing, declining, or wilfully omitting to act, such reports, declarations, or statements shall be made by them, or either of them, and such reference to a friendly sovereign or state shall be made in all respects as in the latter part of the fourth article is contained, and in as full a manner as if the same was herein repeated.


  Article VIII


  The several boards of two Commissioners mentioned in the four preceding articles shall respectively have power to appoint a secretary, and to employ such surveyors or other persons as they shall judge necessary. Duplicates of all their respective reports, declarations, statements, and decisions, and of their accounts, and of the journal of their proceedings, shall be delivered by them to the agents of His Britannic Majesty and to the agents of the United States, who may be respectively appointed and authorized to manage the business on behalf of their respective Governments. The said Commissioners shall be respectively paid in such manner as shall be agreed between the two contracting parties, such agreement being to be settled at the time of the exchange of the ratifications of this treaty. And all other expenses attending the said commissions shall be defrayed equally by the two parties. And in the case of death, sickness, resignation, or necessary absence, the place of every such Commissioner, respectively, shall be supplied in the same manner as such Commissioner was first appointed, and the new Commissioner shall take the same oath or affirmation, and do the same duties. It is further agreed between the two contracting parties, that in case any of the islands mentioned in any of the preceding articles, which were in the possession of one of the parties prior to the commencement of the present war between the two countries, should, by the decision of any of the boards of commissioners aforesaid, or of the sovereign or State so referred to, as in the four next preceding articles contained, fall within the dominions of the other party, all grants of land made previous to the commencement of the war, by the party having had such possession, shall be as valid as if such island or islands had, by such decision or decisions, been adjudged to be within the dominions of the party having had such possession.


  Article IX


  The United States of America engage to put an end, immediately after the ratification of the present treaty, to hostilities with all the tribes or nations of Indians with whom they may be at war at the time of such ratification; and forthwith to restore to such tribes or nations, respectively, all the possessions, rights, and privileges which they may have enjoyed or been entitled to in one thousand eight hundred and eleven, previous to such hostilities. Provided always that such tribes or nations shall agree to desist from all hostilities against the United States of America, their citizens and subjects, upon the ratification of the present treaty being notified to such tribes or nations, and shall so desist accordingly. And his Britannic Majesty engages, on his part, to put an end immediately after the ratification of the present treaty, to hostilities with all the tribes or nations of Indians with whom he may be at war at the time of such ratification, and forthwith to restore to such tribes or nations respectively all the possessions, rights, and privileges which they may have enjoyed or been entitled to in one thousand eight hundred and eleven, previous to such hostilities. Provided always that such tribes or nations shall agree to desist from all hostilities against His Britannic Majesty, and his subjects, upon ratification of the present treaty being notified to such tribes or nations, and shall so desist accordingly.


  Article X


  Whereas the traffic in slaves is irreconcilable with the principles of humanity and justice, and whereas both His Majesty and the United States are desirous of continuing their efforts to promote its entire abolition, it is hereby agreed that both the contracting parties shall use their best endeavours to accomplish so desirable an object.


  Article XI


  This treaty, when the same shall have been ratified on both sides, without alteration by either of the contracting parties, and the ratifications mutually exchanged, shall be binding on both parties, and the ratifications shall be exchanged at Washington, in the space of four months from this day, or sooner if practicable.


  In faith whereof we, the respective Plenipotentiaries, have signed this treaty, and have thereunto affixed our seals.


  Done, in triplicate, at Ghent, the twenty-fourth day of December, one thousand eight hundred and fourteen.


  Gambier [L. S.]


  Henry Goulburn [L. S.]


  William Adams [L. S.]


  John Quincy Adams [L. S.]


  J. A. Bayard [L. S.]


  H. Clay [L. S.]


  Jona. Russell [L. S.]


  Albert Gallatin [L. S.]


  


  February 19. Earthly Experience of a Chinese Goddess


  Volume 45 pp. 693-701


  Sacred Writings, 2


  The thousandth celestial wife of the Garland God slipped and fell to earth, where she took mortal form and served as an attendant in a temple. Death finally released her and she went back to heaven to tell her lord of the ways of men.


  Buddhist Writings


  Translated and Annotated by


  Henry Clarke Warren


  II The Doctrine


  The Devoted Wife


  Translated from the Dhammapada, and from Buddhaghosa’s comment


  While eagerly man culls life’s flowers,


  With all his faculties intent,


  Of pleasure still insatiate—


  Death comes and overpowereth him.


  “While eagerly man culls life’s flowers.” This doctrinal instruction was given by The Teacher while dwelling at Sãvatthi, and it was concerning a woman called Husband-honorer. The affair began in the Heaven of the Suite of the Thirty-three.


  They say that a god of that heaven named Garland-wearer went to his pleasure-grounds in company with a thousand celestial nymphs. Five hundred of these goddesses ascended trees and threw down flowers, while five hundred picked up the flowers that were thrown down and decked the god therewith. One of these goddesses, while on the bough of a tree, fell from that existence, her body vanishing like the flame of a lamp.


  Then she was conceived in a high-caste family of Sãvatthi, and was born with a reminiscence of her previous existences. And saying to herself, “I am the wife of the god Garland-wearer,” she made offerings of perfumes, garlands, and the like, with the prayer that in her next rebirth she might again be with her husband. And when at the age of sixteen years she married into another family, with ticket-food, and fortnightly food, she continued to give alms, saying, “May this prove efficacious in bringing about my rebirth with my husband.”


  Thereupon the priests gave her the name of Husband-honorer, for they said: “She works early and late, and her only desire is for her husband.”


  Husband-honorer continually took care of the hall where the priests sat. She brought forward the drinking water, and spread out the mats to sit on. And when other people were desirous of giving ticket-food and other alms, they would bring it to her, and say, “Dear lady, prepare this for the congregation of the priests.” And by going to and fro in this manner, she acquired the fifty-six salutary qualities, all at one time.


  Then she conceived, and at the end of ten lunar months she brought forth a son; and when he was old enough to walk, another, until she had four sons.


  One day, after she had given alms and offerings, and had listened to the Doctrine, and kept the precepts, she died toward night-fall from a sudden disease, and was reborn into the presence of her husband.


  The other goddesses had continued to deck the god throughout the whole interval.


  “We have not seen you since morning,” said the god. “Where have you been?”


  “I fell from this existence, my lord.”


  “Are you in earnest?”


  “It was precisely so, my lord.”


  “Where were you born?”


  “At Sãvatthi, in a family of high caste.”


  “How long were you there?”


  “My lord, at the end of ten months I issued from my mother’s womb, and at the age of sixteen years I married into another family; and having borne four sons, and having given gifts and done other meritorious deeds with the prayer that I might again be with you, I have been born into your presence.”


  “How long is the life of men?”


  “Only a hundred years.”


  “Is that all?”


  “Yes, my lord.”


  “If that is the length of life to which men are born, pray, now, do they pass the time asleep and reckless, or do they give gifts and do other meritorious deeds?”


  “Nothing of the kind, my lord. Men are always reckless, as if they were born to a life of an incalculable number of years, and were never to grow old and die.”


  At this the god Garland-wearer became exceedingly agitated.


  “Men, it appears, are born to a life of only one hundred years, yet they recklessly lie down and sleep away their time. When will they ever get free from misery?”


  A hundred of our years make one day and night of the Gods of the Suite of the Thirty-three; thirty such days and nights their month; and twelve such months their year. And the length of their lives is a thousand such celestial years, or in human notation thirty-six million years. Thus for that god not one day has passed; but like a moment had the interval seemed to him. And thus he thought, “Recklessness for short-lived men is extremely unsuitable.”


  On the next day, when the priests entered the village, they found the hall had not been looked after; the mats had not been spread, and the drinking water had not been placed. Then they inquired,


  “Where is Husband-honorer?”


  “Reverend sirs, how could you expect to see her? Yesterday, after your worships had eaten and departed, she died at even-tide.”


  When the priests heard this, the unconverted among them, calling to mind her benefactions, were unable to restrain their tears, while those in whom depravity had come to an end had their elements of being agitated.


  After breakfast they returned to the monastery, and made inquiry of The Teacher:


  “Reverend Sir, Husband-honorer worked early and late doing many kinds of meritorious deeds, and prayed only for her husband. Now she is dead. Where, pray, has she been reborn?”


  “With her husband, O priests.”


  “But, Reverend Sir, she is not with her husband.”


  “O priests, it was not this husband she was praying for. She had a husband named Garland-wearer, a God of the Suite of the Thirty-three, and fell from that existence while he was decorating himself with flowers. Now she has returned and been born again at his side.”


  “Reverend Sir, is it really so?”


  “Assuredly, O priests.”


  “Alas, Reverend Sir, how very short is the life of all creatures! In the morning she waited on us, and in the evening a disease attacked her, and she died.”


  “Assuredly, O priests,” said The Teacher, “the life of creatures is indeed short. And thus it is that death gets creatures into his power, and drags them away howling and weeping, and still unsated in their senses and lusts.”


  So saying, he pronounced the following stanza:


  “While eagerly man culls life’s flowers,


  With all his faculties intent,


  Of pleasure still insatiate—


  Death comes and overpowereth him.”


  The Hare-mark in the Moon


  Translated from the Jãtaka (iii. 5110), and constituting Birth-Story 316


  “Some red-fish have I, seven in all.” This was related by The Teacher while dwelling in Jetavana monastery; and it was concerning a donation of all the requisites to the congregation of the priests.


  It seems that a householder of Sãvatthi prepared a donation of all the requisites for The Buddha and for the Order. At the door of his house he had a pavilion built and gotten ready, and having invited The Buddha and the congregation of the priests, he made them sit down on costly seats which had been spread for them in the pavilion, and gave them an excellent repast of savory dishes. Then he invited them again for the next day, and again for the next, until he had invited them seven times. And on the seventh day he made the donation of all the requisites to The Buddha and to five hundred priests.


  At the end of the breakfast The Teacher returned thanks and said,


  “Layman, it is fitting that you thus manifest a hearty zeal; for this alms-giving was also the custom of the wise of old time. For the wise of old time surrendered their own lives to chance suppliants, and gave their own flesh to be eaten.”


  Then, at the request of the householder, he related the by-gone occurrence:—


  Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was ruling at Benares, the Future Buddha was born as a hare, and dwelt in a wood. Now on one side of this wood was a mountain, on another a river, and on another a border village. And there were three other animals that were his comrades—a monkey, a jackal, and an otter. These four wise creatures dwelt together, catching their prey each in his own hunting ground, and at night resorting together. And the wise hare would exhort the other three, and teach them the Doctrine, saying, “Give alms, keep the precepts, and observe fast-days.” Then the three would approve of his admonition, and go each to his own lair in the thicket, and spend the night.


  Time was going by in this manner, when one day the Future Buddha looked up into the sky and saw the moon, and perceived that the next day would be fast-day. Then said he to the others,


  “To-morrow is fast-day. Do you three keep the precepts and observe the day; and as alms given while keeping the precepts bring great reward, if any suppliants present themselves, give them to eat of your own food.”


  “Very well,” said they, and passed the night in their lairs.


  On the next day the otter started out early, and went to the banks of the Ganges to hunt for prey. Now a fisherman had caught seven red-fish and strung them on a vine, and buried them in the sand on the banks of the Ganges, and had then gone on downstream catching fish as he went. The otter smelt the fishy odor, and scraping away the sand, perceived the fish and drew them out. Then he called out three times, “Does any one own these?” and when he saw no owner, he bit hold of the vine with his teeth, and drew them to his lair in the thicket. There he lay down, remembering that he was keeping the precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the proper time.”


  And the jackal also went out to hunt for prey, and found in the hut of a field-watcher two spits of meat, and one iguana, and a jar of sour cream. Then he called out three times, “Does any one own these?” and when he saw no owner, he placed the cord that served as a handle for the jar of sour cream about his neck, took hold of the spits of meat and of the iguana with his teeth, and brought them home, and placed them in his lair in the thicket. Then he lay down, remembering that he was keeping the precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the proper time.”


  And the monkey also, entering the forest, fetched home a bunch of mangoes, and placed them in his lair in the thicket. Then he lay down, remembering that he was keeping the precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the proper time.”


  The Future Buddha, however, remained in his thicket, thinking, “At the proper time I will go out and eat dabba-grass. [1]” Then he thought,


  “If any suppliants come, they will not want to eat grass, and I have no sesamum, rice, or other such food. If any suppliant comes, I will give him of my own flesh.”


  [1. Name of various kinds of grasses used for sacrificial purposes.]


  Such fieriness of zeal in keeping the precepts caused the marble throne of Sakka to grow hot. Then, looking carefully, Sakka discovered the cause, and proposed to himself to try the hare. And disguised as a Brahman, he went first to the lair of the otter.


  “Brahman, why stand you there?” said the otter.


  Said he, “Pandit, if I could but get something to eat, I would keep fast-day vows, and perform the duties of a monk.”


  “Very well,” said the otter; “I will give you food.” And he addressed him with the first stanza:


  “Some red-fish have I, seven in all,


  Found stranded on the river bank.


  All these, O Brahman, are my own;


  Come eat, and dwell within this wood.”


  “I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.”


  Then he went to the jackal. And the latter also asking, “Why stand you there?” the Brahman answered the same as before.


  “Very well,” said the jackal; “I will give you some food.” And he addressed him with the second stanza:


  “A watchman guards the field close by,


  His supper have I ta’en away;


  Two spits of meat, iguana one,


  One dish of butter clarified.


  All these, O Brahman, are my own;


  Come eat, and dwell within this wood.”


  “I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.”


  Then he went to the monkey. And the latter also asking, “Why stand you there?” the Brahman answered the same as before.


  “Very well,” said the monkey; “I will give you some food.” And he addressed him with the third stanza:


  “Ripe mangoes, water clear and cold,


  And cool and pleasant woodland shade—


  All these, O Brahman, are my own;


  Come eat, and dwell within this wood.”


  “I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.”


  Then he went to the wise hare. And he also asking, “Why stand you there?” the Brahman answered the same as before.


  The Future Buddha was delighted. “Brahman,” said he, “you have done well in coming to me for food. To-day I will give alms such as I never gave before; and you will not have broken the precepts by destroying life. Go, my friend, and gather wood, and when you have made a bed of coals, come and tell me. I will sacrifice my life by jumping into the bed of live coals. And as soon as my body is cooked, do you eat of my flesh, and perform the duties of a monk.” And he addressed him with the fourth stanza:


  “The hare no seed of sesamum


  Doth own, nor beans, nor winnowed rice.


  But soon my flesh this fire shall roast;


  Then eat, and dwell within this wood.”


  When Sakka heard this speech, he made a heap of live coals by his superhuman power, and came and told the Future Buddha. The latter rose from his couch of dabba-grass, and went to the spot. And saying, “If there are any insects in my fur, I must not let them die,” he shook himself three times. Then throwing his whole body into the jaws of his liberality, he jumped into the bed of coals, as delighted in mind as a royal flamingo when he alights in a cluster of lotuses. The fire, however, was unable to make hot so much as a hair-pore of the Future Buddha’s body. He felt as if he had entered the abode of cold above the clouds.


  Then, addressing Sakka, he said,


  “Brahman, the fire you have made is exceeding cold, and is not able to make hot so much as a hair-pore of my body. What does it mean?”


  “Pandit, I am no Brahman; I am Sakka, come to try you.”


  “Sakka, your efforts are useless; for if all beings who dwell in the world were to try me in respect of my liberality, they would not discover in me any unwillingness to give.” Thus the Future Buddha thundered.


  “Wise hare,” said then Sakka, “let your virtue be proclaimed to the end of this world-cycle.” And taking a mountain, he squeezed it, and with the juice drew the outline of a hare in the disk of the moon. Then in that wood, and in that thicket, he placed the Future Buddha on some tender dabba-grass, and taking leave of him, departed to his own celestial abode.


  And these four wise creatures lived happily and harmoniously, and kept the precepts, and observed fast-days, and passed away according to their deeds.


  When The Teacher had given this instruction, he expounded the truth, and identified the characters of the Birth-Story: [At the close of the exposition of the truths, the householder who had given all the requisites became established in the fruit of conversion.]


  “In that existence the other was Ananda, the jackal was Moggallãna, the monkey was Sãriputta, while the wise hare was I myself.”


  The Hare Birth-Story.


  


  February 20. Voltaire Observes the Quakers


  Volume 34, pp. 65-78


  French and English Philosophers


  Because the early Quakers shook, trembled, and quaked when they became inspired—they received the title of “Quakers.” This sect attracted the keen-minded Voltaire, who made interesting notes on them during his visit to England.


  Letters on the English


  (Lettres Philosophiques)


  by François-Marie Arouet (Voltaire)


  Letter I—On the Quakers


  I was of opinion that the doctrine and history of so extraordinary a people were worthy the attention of the curious. To acquaint myself with them I made a visit to one of the most eminent Quakers in England, who, after having traded thirty years, had the wisdom to prescribe limits to his fortune and to his desires, and was settled in a little solitude not far from London. Being come into it, I perceived a small but regularly built house, vastly neat, but without the least pomp of furniture. The Quaker who owned it was a hale, ruddy complexioned old man, who had never been afflicted with sickness because he had always been insensible to passions, and a perfect stranger to intemperance. I never in my life saw a more noble or a more engaging aspect than his. He was dressed like those of his persuasion, in a plain coat without pleats in the sides, or buttons on the pockets and sleeves; and had on a beaver, the brims of which were horizontal like those of our clergy. He did not uncover himself when I appeared, and advanced towards me without once stooping his body; but there appeared more politeness in the open, humane air of his countenance, than in the custom of drawing one leg behind the other, and taking that from the head which is made to cover it. “Friend,” says he to me, “I perceive thou art a stranger, but if I can do any thing for thee, only tell me.” “Sir,” said I to him, bending forwards and advancing, as is usual with us, one leg towards him, “I flatter myself that my just curiosity will not give you the least offense, and that you’ll do me the honour to inform me of the particulars of your religion.” “The people of thy country,” replied the Quaker, “are too full of their bows and compliments, but I never yet met with one of them who had so much curiosity as thy self. Come in, and let us first dine together.” I still continued to make some very unreasonable ceremonies, it not being easy to disengage one’s self at once from habits we have been long used to; and after taking part in a frugal meal, which began and ended with a prayer to God, I began to question my courteous host. I opened with that which good Catholics have more than once made to Huguenots. “My dear sir,” said I, “were you ever baptized?” “I never was,” replied the Quaker, “nor any of my brethren.” “Zounds!” said I to him, “you are not Christians, then.” “Friend,” replies the old man in a soft tone of voice, “swear not; we are Christians, and endeavour to be good Christians, but we are not of opinion that the sprinkling water on a child’s head makes him a Christian.” “Heavens!” said I, shocked at his impiety, “you have then forgot that Christ was baptised by St. John.” “Friend,” replies the mild Quaker once again, “swear not; Christ indeed was baptised by John, by He himself never baptised anyone. We are the disciples of Christ, not of John.” I pitied very much the sincerity of my worthy Quaker, and was absolutely for forcing him to get himself christened. “Were that all,” replied he very gravely, “we would submit cheerfully to baptism, purely in compliance with thy weakness, for we don’t condemn any person who uses it; but then we think that those who profess a religion of so holy, so spiritual a nature as that of Christ, ought to abstain to the utmost of their power from the Jewish ceremonies.” “O unaccountable!” said I: “what! baptism a Jewish ceremony?” “Yes, my friend,” says he, “so truly Jewish, that a great many Jews use the baptism of John to this day. Look into ancient authors, and thou wilt find that John only revived this practice; and that it had been used by the Hebrews, long before his time, in like manner as the Mahometans imitated the Ishmaelites in their pilgrimages to Mecca. Jesus indeed submitted to the baptism of John, as He had suffered Himself to be circumcised; but circumcision and the washing with water ought to be abolished by the baptism of Christ, that baptism of the Spirit, that ablution of the soul, which is the salvation of mankind. Thus the forerunner said, ‘I indeed baptise you with water unto repentance; but He that cometh after me is mightier that I, whose shoes I am not worthy to bear: He shall baptise you with the Holy Ghost and with fire.’ Likewise Paul, the great apostle of the Gentiles, writes as follows to the Corinthians, ‘Christ sent me not to baptise, but to preach the Gospel;’ and indeed Paul never baptised but two persons with water, and that very much against his inclinations. He circumcised his disciple Timothy, and the other disciples likewise all who were willing to submit to that carnal ordinance. “But art thou circumcised?” added he. “I have not the honour to be so,” said I. “Well, friend,” continued the Quaker, “thou art a Christian without being circumcised, and I am one without being baptised.” Thus did this pious man make a wrong, but very specious application of four or five texts of Scripture which seemed to favour the tenets of his sect; but at the same time forgot very sincerely a hundred texts which made directly against them. I had more sense than to contest with him, since there is no possibility of convincing an enthusiast. A man should never pretend to inform a lover of his mistress’ faults, no more than one who is at law of the badness of his cause; nor attempt to win over a fanatic by strength of reasoning. Accordingly I waived the subject.


  “Well”, said I to him, “what sort of a communion have you?” “We have none like that thou hintest at among us,” replied he. “How! no communion?” said I. “Only that spiritual one,” replied he, “of hearts.” He then began again to throw out his texts of Scripture; and preached a most eloquent sermon against that ordinance. He harangued in a tone as though he had been inspired, to prove that the sacraments were merely of human invention, and that the word “sacrament” was not once mentioned in the Gospel. “Excuse,” said he, “my ignorance, for I have not employed a hundredth part of the arguments which might be brought to prove the truth of our religion, but these thou thyself mayest peruse in the Exposition of our Faith written by Robert Barclay. It is one of the best pieces that ever was penned by man; and as our adversaries confess it to be of dangerous tendency, the arguments in it must necessarily be very convincing.” I promised to peruse this piece, and my Quaker imagined he had already made a convert of me. He afterwards gave me an account in few words of some singularities which make this sect the contempt of others. “Confess,” said he, “that it was very difficult for thee to refrain from laughter, when I answered all thy civilities without uncovering my head, and at the same time said ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ to thee. However, thou appearest to me too well read not to know that in Christ’s time no nation was so ridiculous as to put the plural number for the singular. Augustus Cæsar himself was spoken to in such phrases as these: ‘I love thee,’ ‘I beseech thee,’ ‘I thank thee;’ but he did not allow any person to call him ‘Domine,’ sir. It was not till many ages after that men would have the word ‘you,’ as though they were double, instead of ‘thou’ employed in speaking to them; and usurped the flattering titles of lordship, of eminence, and of holiness, which mere worms bestow on other worms by assuring them that they are with a most profound respect, and an infamous falsehood, their most obedient humble servants. It is to secure ourselves more strongly from such a shameless traffic of lies and flattery, that we ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ a king with the same freedom as we do a beggar, and salute no person; we owing nothing to mankind but charity, and to the laws respect and obedience.


  “Our apparel is also somewhat different from that of others, and this purely, that it may be a perpetual warning to us not to imitate them. Others wear the badges and marks of their several dignities, and we those of Christian humility. We fly from all assemblies of pleasure, from diversions of every kind, and from places where gaming is practised; and, indeed, our case would be very deplorable, should we fill with such levities as those I have mentioned the heart which ought to be the habitation of God. We never swear, not even in a court of justice, being of opinion that the most holy name of God ought not to be prostituted in the miserable contests betwixt man and man. When we are obliged to appear before a magistrate upon other people’s account (for lawsuits are unknown among the Friends), we give evidence to the truth by sealing it with our yea or nay; and the judges believe us on our bare affirmation, whilst so many other Christians forswear themselves on the holy Gospels. We never war or fight in any case; but it is not that we are afraid, for so far from shuddering at the thoughts of death, we on the contrary bless the moment which unites us with the Being of Beings; but the reason of our not using the outward sword is, that we are neither wolves, tigers, nor mastiffs, but men and Christians. Our God, who has commanded us to love our enemies, and to suffer without repining, would certainly not permit us to cross the seas, merely because murderers clothed in scarlet, and wearing caps two foot high, enlist citizens by a noise made with two little sticks on an ass’ skin extended. And when, after a victory is gained, the whole city of London is illuminated; when the sky is in a blaze with fireworks, and a noise is heard in the air, of thanksgivings, of bells, of organs, and of the cannon, we groan in silence, and are deeply affected with sadness of spirit and brokenness of heart, for the sad havoc which is the occasion of those public rejoicings.”


  Letter II—On the Quakers


  Such was the substance of the conversation I had with this very singular person; but I was greatly surprised to see him come the Sunday following and take me with him to the Quakers’ meeting. There are several of these in London, but that which he carried me to stands near the famous pillar called The Monument. The brethren were already assembled at my entering it with my guide. There might be about four hundred men and three hundred women in the meeting. The women hid their faces behind their fans, and the men were covered with their broad-brimmed hats. All were seated, and the silence was universal. I passed through them, but did not perceive so much as one lift up his eyes to look at me. This silence lasted a quarter of an hour, when at last one of them rose up, took off his hat, and, after making a variety of wry faces and groaning in a most lamentable manner, he, partly from his nose and partly from his mouth, threw out a strange, confused jumble of words (borrowed, as he imagined, from the Gospel) which neither himself nor any of his hearers understood. When this distorter had ended his beautiful soliloquy, and that the stupid, but greatly edified, congregation were separated, I asked my friend how it was possible for the judicious part of their assembly to suffer such a babbling? “We are obliged,” said he, “to suffer it, because no one knows when a man rises up to hold forth whether he will be moved by the Spirit or by folly. In this doubt and uncertainty we listen patiently to everyone; we even allow our women to hold forth. Two or three of these are often inspired at one and the same time, and it is then that a most charming noise is heard in the Lord’s house.” “You have, then, no priests?” said I to him. “No, no, friend,” replies the Quaker, “to our great happiness.” Then opening one of the Friends’ books, as he called it, he read the following words in an emphatic tone:—“‘God forbid we should presume to ordain anyone to receive the Holy Spirit on the Lord’s Day to the prejudice of the rest of the brethren.’ Thanks to the Almighty, we are the only people upon earth that have no priests. Wouldst thou deprive us of so happy a distinction? Why should we abandon our babe to mercenary nurses, when we ourselves have milk enough for it? These mercenary creatures would soon domineer in our houses and destroy both the mother and the babe. God has said, ‘Freely you have received, freely give.’ Shall we, after these words, cheapen, as it were, the Gospel, sell the Holy Ghost, and make of an assembly of Christians a mere shop of traders? We don’t pay a set of men clothed in black to assist our poor, to bury our dead, or to preach to the brethren. These offices are all of too tender a nature for us ever to entrust them to others.” “But how it is possible for you,” said I, with some warmth, “to know whether your discourse is really inspired by the Almighty?” “Whosoever,” says he, “shall implore Christ to enlighten him, and shall publish the Gospel truths, he may feel inwardly, such a one may be assured that he is inspired by the Lord.” He then poured forth a numberless multitude of Scripture texts which proved, as he imagined, that there is no such thing as Christianity without an immediate revelation, and added these remarkable words: “When thou movest one of thy limbs, is it moved by thy own power? Certainly not; for this limb is often sensible to involuntary motions. Consequently He who created thy body gives motion to this earthly tabernacle. And are the several ideas of which thy soul receives the impression formed by thyself? Much less are they, since these pour in upon thy mind whether thou wilt or no; consequently thou receivest thy ideas from Him who created thy soul. But as He leaves thy affections at full liberty, He gives thy mind such ideas as thy affections may deserve; if thou livest in God, thou actest, thou thinkest in God. After this thou needest only but open thine eyes to that light which enlightens all mankind, and it is then thou wilt perceive the truth, and make others perceive it.” “Why, this,” said I, “is Malebranche’s doctrine to a tittle.” “I am acquainted with thy Malebranche,” said he; “he had something of the Friend in him, but was not enough so.” These are the most considerable particulars I learned concerning the doctrine of the Quakers. In my next letter I shall acquaint you with their history, which you will find more singular than their opinions.


  Letter III—On the Quakers


  You have already heard that the Quakers date from Christ, who, according to them, was the first Quaker. Religion, say these, was corrupted a little after His death, and remained in that state of corruption about sixteen hundred years. But there were always a few Quakers concealed in the world, who carefully preserved the sacred fire, which was extinguished in all but themselves, until at last this light spread itself in England in 1642.


  It was at the time when Great Britain was torn to pieces by the intestine wars which three or four sects had raised in the name of God, that one George Fox, born in Leicestershire, and son to a silk weaver, took it into his head to preach, and, as he pretended, with all the requisites of a true apostle—that is, without being able either to read or write. He was about twenty-five years of age, irreproachable in his life and conduct, and a holy madman. He was equipped in leather from head to foot, and travelled from one village to another, exclaiming against war and the clergy. Had his invectives been levelled against the soldiery only he would have been safe enough, but he inveighed against ecclesiastics. Fox was seized at Derby, and being carried before a justice of peace, he did not once offer to pull off his leathern hat, upon which an officer gave him a great box of the ear, and cried to him, “Don’t you know you are to appear uncovered before his worship?” Fox presented his other cheek to the officer, and begged him to give him another box for God’s sake. The justice would have had him sworn before he asked him any questions. “Know, friend,” says Fox to him, “that I never swear.” The justice, observing he “thee’d” and “thou’d” him, sent him to the House of Correction, in Derby, with orders that he should be whipped there. Fox praised the Lord all the way he went to the House of Correction, where the justice’s order was executed with the utmost severity. The men who whipped this enthusiast were greatly surprised to hear him beseech them to give him a few more lashes for the good of his soul. There was no need of entreating these people; the lashes were repeated, for which Fox thanked them very cordially, and began to preach. At first the spectators fell a-laughing, but they afterwards listened to him; and as enthusiasm is an epidemical distemper, many were persuaded, and those who scourged him became his first disciples. Being set at liberty, he ran up and down the country with a dozen proselytes at his heels, still declaiming against the clergy, and was whipped from time to time. Being one day set in the pillory, he harangued the crowd in so strong and moving a manner, that fifty of the auditors became his converts, and he won the rest so much in his favour that, his head being freed tumultuously from the hole where it was fastened, the populace went and searched for the Church of England clergyman who had been chiefly instrumental in bringing him to this punishment, and set him on the same pillory where Fox had stood.


  Fox was bold enough to convert some of Oliver Cromwell’s soldiers, who thereupon quitted the service and refused to take the oaths. Oliver, having as great a contempt for a sect which would not allow its members to fight, as Sixtus Quintus had for another sect, Dove non si chiavava, [1] began to persecute these new converts. The prisons were crowded with them, but persecution seldom has any other effect than to increase the number of proselytes. These came, therefore, from their confinement more strongly confirmed in the principles they had imbibed, and followed by their gaolers, whom they had brought over to their belief. But the circumstances which contributed chiefly to the spreading of this sect were as follows:—Fox thought himself inspired, and consequently was of opinion that he must speak in a manner different from the rest of mankind. He thereupon began to writhe his body, to screw up his face, to hold in his breath, and to exhale it in a forcible manner, insomuch that the priestess of the Pythian god at Delphos could not have acted her part to better advantage. Inspiration soon became so habitual to him that he could scarce deliver himself in any other manner. This was the first gift he communicated to his disciples. These aped very sincerely their master’s several grimaces, and shook in every limb the instant the fit of inspiration came upon them, whence they were called Quakers. The vulgar attempted to mimic them; they trembled, they spake through the nose, they quaked and fancied themselves inspired by the Holy Ghost. The only thing now wanting was a few miracles, and accordingly they wrought some.


  [1. “Where there were no clandestine doings.”]


  Fox, this modern patriarch, spoke thus to a justice of peace before a large assembly of people: “Friend, take care what thou dost; God will soon punish thee for persecuting His saints.” This magistrate, being one who besotted himself every day with bad beer and brandy, died of an appolexy two days after, the moment he had signed a mittimus for imprisoning some Quakers. The sudden death with which this justice was seized was not ascribed to his intemperance, but was universally looked upon as the effect of the holy man’s predictions; so that this accident made more converts to Quakerism than a thousand sermons and as many shaking fits could have done. Oliver, finding them increase daily, was desirous of bringing them over to his party, and for that purpose attempted to bribe them by money. However, they were incorruptible, which made him one day declared that this religion was the only one he had ever met with that had resisted the charms of gold.


  The Quakers were several times persecuted under Charles II.; not upon a religious account, but for refusing to pay the tithes, for “theeing” and “thouing” the magistrates, and for refusing to take the oaths enacted by the laws.


  At last Robert Barclay, a native of Scotland, presented to the King, in 1675, his “Apology for the Quakers,” a work as well drawn up as the subject could possibly admit. The dedication to Charles II. is not filled with mean, flattering encomiums, but abounds with bold touches in favour of truth and with the wisest counsels. “Thou hast tasted,” said he to the King at the close of his epistle dedicatory, “of prosperity and adversity; thou knowest what it is to be banished thy native country; to be overruled as well as to rule and sit upon the throne; and, being oppressed, thou hast reason to know how hateful the oppressor is both to God and man. If, after all these warnings and advertisements, thou dost not turn unto the Lord with all thy heart, but forget Him who remembered thee in thy distress, and give up thyself to follow lust and vanity, surely great will be thy condemnation.


  “Against which snare, as well as the temptation of those that may or do feed thee and prompt thee to evil, the most excellent and prevalent remedy will be, to apply thyself to that light of Christ which shineth in thy conscience, which neither can nor will flatter thee nor suffer thee to be at ease in thy sins, but doth and will deal plainly and faithfully with thee, as those that are followers thereof have plainly done.—Thy faithful friend and subject, Robert Barclay.”


  A more surprising circumstance is, that this epistle, written by a private man of no figure, was so happy in its effects, as to put a stop to the persecution.


  Letter IV—On the Quakers


  About this time arose the illustrious William Penn, who established the power of the Quakers in America, and would have made them appear venerable in the eyes of the Europeans, were it possible for mankind to respect virtue when revealed in a ridiculous light. He was the only son of Vice-Admiral Penn, favourite of the Duke of York, afterwards King James II.


  William Penn, at twenty years of age, happening to meet with a Quaker [2] in Cork, whom he had known at Oxford, this man made a proselyte of him; and William being a sprightly youth, and naturally eloquent, having a winning aspect, and a very engaging carriage, he soon gained over some of his intimates. He carried matters so far, that he formed by insensible degrees a society of young Quakers, who met at his house; so that he was at the head of a sect when a little above twenty.


  [2. Thomas Loe.]


  Being returned, after his leaving Cork, to the Vice-Admiral his father, instead of falling upon his knees to ask his blessing, he went up to him with his hat on, and said, “Friend, I am very glad to see thee in good health.” The Vice-Admiral imagined his son to be crazy, but soon finding he was turned Quaker, he employed all the methods that prudence could suggest to engage him to behave and act like other people. The youth made no other answer to his father, than by exhorting him to turn Quaker also. At last his father confined himself to this single request, viz., “that he should wait upon the King and the Duke of York with his hat under his arm, and should not ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ them.” William answered, “that he could not do these things, for conscience’ sake,” which exasperated his father to such a degree, that he turned him out of doors. Young Penn gave God thanks for permitting him so suffer to early in His cause, after which he went into the city, where he held forth, and made a great number of converts.


  The Church of England clergy found their congregations dwindle away, daily; and Penn being young, handsome, and of a graceful stature, the court as well as the city ladies flocked very devoutly to his meeting. The patriarch, George Fox, hearing of his great reputation, came to London (though the journey was very long) purely to see and converse with him. Both resolved to go upon missions into foreign countries, and accordingly they embarked for Holland, after having left labourers sufficient to take care of the London vineyard.


  Their labours were crowned with success in Amsterdam, but a circumstance which reflected the greatest honour on them, and at the same time put their humility to the greatest trial, was the reception they met with from Elizabeth, the Princess Palatine, aunt to George I. of Great Britain, a lady conspicuous for her genius and knowledge, and to whom Descartes had dedicated his Philosophical Romance.


  She was then retired to The Hague, where she received these Friends, for so the Quakers were at that time called in Holland. This princess had several conferences with them in her palace, and she at last entertained so favourable an opinion of Quakerism, that they confessed she was not far from the kingdom of heaven. The Friends sowed likewise the good seed in Germany, but reaped very little fruit; for the mode of “theeing” and “thouing” was not approved of in a country where a man is perpetually obliged to employ the titles of “highness” and “excellency.” William Penn returned soon to England upon hearing of his father’s sickness, in order to see him before he died. The Vice-Admiral was reconciled to his son, and though of a different persuasion, embraced him tenderly. William made a fruitless exhortation to his father not to receive the sacrament, but to die a Quaker, and the good old man entreated his son William to wear buttons on his sleeves, and a crape hatband in his beaver, but all to no purpose.


  William Penn inherited very large possessions, part of which consisted in Crown debts due to the Vice-Admiral for sums he had advanced for the sea service. No moneys were at that time more insecure than those owing from the king. Penn was obliged to go more than once, and “thee” and “thou” King Charles and his Ministers, in order to recover the debt, and at last, instead of specie, the Government, invested him with the right and sovereignty of a province of America, to the south of Maryland. Thus was a Quaker raised to sovereign power. Penn set sail for his new dominions with two ships freighted with Quakers, who followed his fortune. The country was then called Pennsylvania from William Penn, who there founded Philadelphia, now the most flourishing city in that country. The first step he took was to enter into an alliance with his American neighbours, and this is the only treaty between those people and the Christians that was not ratified by an oath, and was never infringed. The new sovereign was at the same time the legislator of Pennsylvania, and enacted very wise and prudent laws, none of which have ever been changed since his time. The first is, to injure no person upon a religious account, and to consider as brethren all those who believe in one God.


  He had no sooner settled his government, but several American merchants came and peopled this colony. The natives of the country, instead of flying into the woods, cultivated by insensible degrees a friendship with the peaceable Quakers. They loved these foreigners as much as they detested the other Christians who had conquered and laid waste America. In a little time a great number of these savages (falsely so called), charmed with the mild and gentle disposition of their neighbours, came in crowds to William Penn, and besought him to admit them into the number of his vassals. It was very rare and uncommon for a sovereign to be “thee’d” and “thou’d” by the meanest of his subjects, who never took their hats off when they came into his presence; and as singular for a Government to be without one priest in it, and for a people to be without arms, either offensive or defensive; for a body of citizens to be absolutely undistinguished but by the public employments, and for neighbours not to entertain the least jealousy one against the other.


  William Penn might glory in having brought down upon earth the so much boasted golden age, which in all probability never existed but in Pennsylvania. He returned to England to settle some affairs relating to his new dominions. After the death of King Charles II., King James, who had loved the father, indulged the same affection to the son, and no longer considered him as an obscure sectary, but as a very great man. The king’s politics on this occasion agreed with his inclinations. He was desirous of pleasing the Quakers by annulling the laws made against Nonconformists, in order to have an opportunity, by this universal toleration, of establishing the Romish religion. All the sectarists in England saw the snare that was laid for them, but did not give into it; they never failing to unite when the Romish religion, their common enemy, is to be opposed. But Penn did not think himself bound in any manner to renounce his principles, merely to favour Protestants to whom he was odious, in opposition to a king who loved him. He had established a universal toleration with regard to conscience in America, and would not have it thought that he intended to destroy it in Europe, for which reason he adhered so inviolably to King James, that a report prevailed universally of his being a Jesuit. This calumny affected him very strongly, and he was obliged to justify himself in print. However, the unfortunate King James II., in whom, as in most princes of the Stuart family, grandeur and weakness were equally blended, and who, like them, as much overdid some things as he was short in others, lost his kingdom in a manner that is hardly to be accounted for.


  All the English sectarists accepted from William III. and his Parliament the toleration and indulgence which they had refused when offered by King James. It was then the Quakers began to enjoy, by virtue of the laws, the several privileges they possess at this time. Penn having at last seen Quakerism firmly established in his native country, went back to Pennsylvania. His own people and the Americans received him with tears of joy, as though he had been a father who was returned to visit his children. All the laws had been religiously observed in his absence, a circumstance in which no legislator had ever been happy but himself. After having resided some years in Pennsylvania he left it, but with great reluctance, in order to return to England, there to solicit some matters in favour of the commerce of Pennsylvania. But he never saw it again, he dying in Ruscombe, in Berkshire, in 1718.


  I am not able to guess what fate Quakerism may have in America, but I perceive it dwindles away daily in England. In all countries where liberty of conscience is allowed, the established religion will at last swallow up all the rest. Quakers are disqualified from being members of Parliament; nor can they enjoy any post or preferment, because an oath must always be taken on these occasions, and they never swear. They are therefore reduced to the necessity of subsisting upon traffic. Their children, whom the industry of their parents has enriched, are desirous of enjoying honours, of wearing buttons and ruffles; and quite ashamed of being called Quakers they become converts to the Church of England, merely to be in the fashion.


  


  February 21. Does Football Make a College?


  Volume 28, pp. 31-39


  Essays English and American


  Just what makes a university? A group of fine buildings? A library? A staff of well-trained teachers? A body of eager students? A winning football team? Cardinal Newman defines the prime functions of a university. (Cardinal Newman born Feb. 21, 1801.)


  The Idea of a University


  I. What Is a University?


  John Henry Newman


  If I were asked to describe as briefly and popularly as I could, what a University was, I should draw my answer from its ancient designation of a Studium Generale, or “School of Universal Learning.” This description implies the assemblage of strangers from all parts in one spot;—from all parts; else, how will you find professors and students for every department of knowledge? and in one spot; else, how can there be any school at all? Accordingly, in its simple and rudimental form, it is a school of knowledge of every kind, consisting of teachers and learners from every quarter. Many things are requisite to complete and satisfy the idea embodied in this description; but such as this a University seems to be in its essence, a place for the communication and circulation of thought, by means of personal intercourse, through a wide extent of country.


  There is nothing far-fetched or unreasonable in the idea thus presented to us; and if this be a University, then a University does but contemplate a necessity of our nature, and is but one specimen in a particular medium, out of many which might be adduced in others, of a provision for that necessity. Mutual education, in a large sense of the word, is one of the great and incessant occupations of human society, carried on partly with set purpose, and partly not. One generation forms another; and the existing generation is ever acting and reacting upon itself in the persons of its individual members. Now, in this process, books, I need scarcely say, that is, the litera scripta, are one special instrument. It is true; and emphatically so in this age. Considering the prodigious powers of the press, and how they are developed at this time in the never-intermitting issue of periodicals, tracts, pamphlets, works in series, and light literature, we must allow there never was a time which promised fairer for dispensing with every other means of information and instruction. What can we want more, you will say, for the intellectual education of the whole man, and for every man, than so exuberant and diversified and persistent a promulgation of all kinds of knowledge? Why, you will ask, need we go up to knowledge, when knowledge comes down to us? The Sibyl wrote her prophecies upon the leaves of the forest, and wasted them; but here such careless profusion might be prudently indulged, for it can be afforded without loss, in consequence of the almost fabulous fecundity of the instrument which these latter ages have invented. We have sermons in stones, and books in the running brooks; works larger and more comprehensive than those which have gained for ancients an immortality, issue forth every morning, and are projected onwards to the ends of the earth at the rate of hundreds of miles a day. Our seats are strewed, our pavements are powdered, with swarms of little tracts; and the very bricks of our city walls preach wisdom, by informing us by their placards where we can at once cheaply purchase it.


  I allow all this, and much more; such certainly is our popular education, and its effects are remarkable. Nevertheless, after all, even in this age, whenever men are really serious about getting what, in the language of trade, is called “a good article,” when they aim at something precise, something refined, something really luminous, something really large, something choice, they go to another market; they avail themselves, in some shape or other, of the rival method, the ancient method, of oral instruction, of present communication between man and man, of teachers instead of learning, of the personal influence of a master, and the humble initiation of a disciple, and, in consequence, of great centres of pilgrimage and throng, which such a method of education necessarily involves. This, I think, will be found to hold good in all those departments or aspects of society, which possess an interest sufficient to bind men together, or to constitute what is called “a world.” It holds in the political world, and in the high world, and in the religious world; and it holds also in the literary and scientific world.


  If the actions of men may be taken as any test of their convictions, then we have reason for saying this, viz.:—that the province and the inestimable benefit of the litera scripta is that of being a record of truth, and an authority of appeal, and an instrument of teaching in the hands of a teacher; but that, if we wish to become exact and fully furnished in any branch of knowledge which is diversified and complicated, we must consult the living man and listen to his living voice. I am not bound to investigate the cause of this, and anything I may say will, I am conscious, be short of its full analysis;—perhaps we may suggest, that no books can get through the number of minute questions which it is possible to ask on any extended subject, or can hit upon the very difficulties which are severally felt by each reader in succession. Or again, that no book can convey the special spirit and delicate peculiarities of its subject with that rapidity and certainty which attend on the sympathy of mind with mind, through the eyes, the look, the accent, and the manner, in casual expressions thrown off at the moment, and the unstudied turns of familiar conversation. But I am already dwelling too long on what is but an incidental portion of my main subject. Whatever be the cause, the fact is undeniable. The general principles of any study you may learn by books at home; but the detail, the colour, the tone, the air, the life which makes it live in us, you must catch all these from those in whom it lives already. You must imitate the student in French or German, who is not content with his grammar, but goes to Paris or Dresden: you must take example from the young artist, who aspires to visit the great Masters in Florence and in Rome. Till we have discovered some intellectual daguerreotype, which takes off the course of thought, and the form, lineaments, and features of truth, as completely and minutely as the optical instrument reproduces the sensible object, we must come to the teachers of wisdom to learn wisdom, we must repair to the fountain, and drink there. Portions of it may go from thence to the ends of the earth by means of books; but the fullness is in one place alone. It is in such assemblages and congregations of intellect that books themselves, the masterpieces of human genius, are written, or at least originated.


  The principle on which I have been insisting is so obvious, and instances in point are so ready, that I should think it tiresome to proceed with the subject, except that one or two illustrations may serve to explain my own language about it, which may not have done justice to the doctrine which it has been intended to enforce.


  For instance, the polished manners and high-bred bearing which are so difficult of attainment, and so strictly personal when attained,—which are so much admired in society, from society are acquired. All that goes to constitute a gentleman,—the carriage, gait, address, gestures, voice; the ease, the self—possession, the courtesy, the power of conversing, the talent of not offending; the lofty principle, the delicacy of thought, the happiness of expression, the taste and propriety, the generosity and forbearance, the candour and consideration, the openness of hand;—these qualities, some of them come by nature, some of them may be found in any rank, some of them are a direct precept of Christianity; but the full assemblage of them, bound up in the unity of an individual character, do we expect they can be learned from books? are they not necessarily acquired, where they are to be found, in high society? The very nature of the case leads us to say so; you cannot fence without an antagonist, nor challenge all comers in disputation before you have supported a thesis; and in like manner, it stands to reason, you cannot learn to converse till you have the world to converse with; you cannot unlearn your natural bashfulness, or awkwardness, or stiffness, or other besetting deformity, till you serve your time in some school of manners. Well, and is it not so in matter of fact? The metropolis, the court, the great houses of the land, are the centres to which at stated times the country comes up, as to shrines of refinement and good taste; and then in due time the country goes back again home, enriched with a portion of the social accomplishments, which those very visits serve to call out and heighten in the gracious dispensers of them. We are unable to conceive how the “gentlemanlike” can otherwise be maintained; and maintained in this way it is.


  And now a second instance: and here too I am going to speak without personal experience of the subject I am introducing. I admit I have not been in Parliament, any more than I have figured in the beau monde; yet I cannot but think that statesmanship, as well as high breeding, is learned, not by books, but in certain centres of education. If it be not presumption to say so, Parliament puts a clever man au courant with politics and affairs of state in a way surprising to himself. A member of the Legislature, if tolerably observant, begins to see things with new eyes, even though his views undergo no change. Words have a meaning now, and ideas a reality, such as they had not before. He hears a vast deal in public speeches and private conversation, which is never put into print. The bearings of measures and events, the action of parties, and the persons of friends and enemies, are brought out to the man who is in the midst of them with a distinctness, which the most diligent perusal of newspapers will fail to impart to them. It is access to the fountain-heads of political wisdom and experience, it is daily intercourse, of one kind or another, with the multitude who go up to them, it is familiarity with business, it is access to the contributions of fact and opinion thrown together by many witnesses from many quarters, which does this for him. However, I need not account for a fact, to which it is sufficient to appeal; that the Houses of Parliament and the atmosphere around them are a sort of University of politics.


  As regards the world of science, we find a remarkable instance of the principle which I am illustrating, in the periodical meetings for its advance, which have arisen in the course of the last twenty years, such as the British Association. Such gatherings would to many persons appear at first sight simply preposterous. Above all subjects of study, Science is conveyed, is propagated, by books, or by private teaching; experiments and investigations are conducted in silence; discoveries are made in solitude. What have philosophers to do with festive celebrities, and panegyrical solemnities with mathematical and physical truth? Yet on a closer attention to the subject, it is found that not even scientific thought can dispense with the suggestions, the instruction, the stimulus, the sympathy, the intercourse with mankind on a large scale, which such meetings secure. A fine time of year is chosen, when days are long, skies are bright, the earth smiles, and all nature rejoices; a city or town is taken by turns, of ancient name or modern opulence, where buildings are spacious and hospitality hearty. The novelty of place and circumstance, the excitement of strange, or the refreshment of well-known faces, the majesty of rank or of genius, the amiable charities of men pleased both with themselves and with each other; the elevated spirits, the circulation of thought, the curiosity; the morning sections, the outdoor exercise, the well-furnished, well-earned board, the not ungraceful hilarity, the evening circle; the brilliant lecture, the discussions or collisions or guesses of great men one with another, the narratives of scientific processes, of hopes, disappointments, conflicts, and successes, the splendid eulogistic orations; these and the like constituents of the annual celebration, are considered to do something real and substantial for the advance of knowledge which can be done in no other way. Of course they can but be occasional; they answer to the annual Act, or Commencement, or Commemoration of a University, not to its ordinary condition; but they are of a University nature; and I can well believe in their utility. They issue in the promotion of a certain living and, as it were, bodily communication of knowledge from one to another, of a general interchange of ideas, and a comparison and adjustment of science with science, of an enlargement of mind, intellectual and social, of an ardent love of the particular study, which may be chosen by each individual, and a noble devotion to its interests.


  Such meetings, I repeat, are but periodical, and only partially represent the idea of a University. The bustle and whirl which are their usual concomitants, are in ill keeping with the order and gravity of earnest intellectual education. We desiderate means of instruction which involve no interruption of our ordinary habits; nor need we seek it long, for the natural course of things brings it about, while we debate over it. In every great country, the metropolis itself becomes a sort of necessary University, whether we will or no. As the chief city is the seat of the court, of high society, of politics, and of law, so as a matter of course is it the seat of letters also; and at this time, for a long term of years, London and Paris are in fact and in operation Universities, though in Paris its famous University is no more, and in London a University scarcely exists except as a board of administration. The newspapers, magazines, reviews, journals, and periodicals of all kinds, the publishing trade, the libraries, museums, and academies there found, the learned and scientific societies, necessarily invest it with the functions of a University; and that atmosphere of intellect, which in a former age hung over Oxford or Bologna or Salamanca, has, with the change of times, moved away to the centre of civil government. Thither come up youths from all parts of the country, the students of law, medicine, and the fine arts, and the employés and attachés of literature. There they live, as chance determines; and they are satisfied with their temporary home, for they find in it all that was promised to them there. They have not come in vain, as far as their own object in coming is concerned. They have not learned any particular religion, but they have learned their own particular profession well. They have, moreover, become acquainted with the habits, manners, and opinions of their place of sojourn, and done their part in maintaining the tradition of them. We cannot then be without virtual Universities; a metropolis is such: the simple question is, whether the education sought and given should be based on principle, formed upon rule, directed to the highest ends, or left to the random succession of masters and schools, one after another, with a melancholy waste of thought and an extreme hazard of truth.


  Religious teaching itself affords us an illustration of our subject to a certain point. It does not indeed seat itself merely in centres of the world; this is impossible from the nature of the case. It is intended for the many, not the few; its subject matter is truth necessary for us, not truth recondite and rare; but it concurs in the principle of a University so far as this, that its great instrument, or rather organ, has ever been that which nature prescribes in all education, the personal presence of a teacher, or, in theological language, Oral Tradition. It is the living voice, the breathing form, the expressive countenance, which preaches, which catechizes. Truth, a subtle, invisible, manifold spirit, is poured into the mind of the scholar by his eyes and ears, through his affections, imagination, and reason; it is poured into his mind and is sealed up there is perpetuity, by propounding and repeating it, by questioning and requestioning, by correcting and explaining, by progressing and then recurring to first principles, by all those ways which are implied in the word “catechising.” In the first ages, it was a work of long time; months, sometimes years, were devoted to the arduous task of disabusing the mind of the incipient Christian of its pagan errors, and of moulding it upon the Christian faith. The Scriptures indeed were at hand for the study of those who could avail themselves of them; but St. Irenæus does not hesitate to speak of whole races, who had been converted to Christianity, without being able to read them. To be unable to read or write was in those times no evidence of want of learning: the hermits of the deserts were, in this sense of the word, illiterate; yet the great St. Anthony, though he knew not letters, was a match in disputation for the learned philosophers who came to try him. Didymus again, the great Alexandrian theologian, was blind. The ancient discipline, called the Disciplina Arcani, involved the same principle. The more sacred doctrines of Revelation were not committed to books but passed on by successive tradition. The teaching on the Blessed Trinity and the Eucharist appears to have been so handed down for some hundred years; and when at length reduced to writing, it has filled many folios, yet has not been exhausted.


  But I have said more than enough in illustration; I end as I began;—a University is a place of concourse, whither students come from every quarter for every kind of knowledge. You cannot have the best of every kind everywhere; you must go to some great city or emporium for it. There you have all the choicest productions of nature and art all together, which you find each in its own separate place elsewhere. All the riches of the land, and of the earth, are carried up thither; there are the best markets, and there the best workmen. It is the centre of trade, the supreme court of fashion, the umpire of rival talents, and the standard of things rare and precious. It is the place for seeing galleries of first—rate pictures, and for hearing wonderful voices and performers of transcendent skill. It is the place for great preachers, great orators, great nobles, great statesmen. In the nature of things, greatness and unity go together; excellence implies a centre. And such, for the third or fourth time, is a University; I hope I do not weary out the reader by repeating it. It is the place to which a thousand schools make contributions; in which the intellect may safely range and speculate, sure to find its equal in some antagonist activity, and its judge in the tribunal of truth. It is a place where inquiry is pushed forward, and discoveries verified and perfected, and rashness rendered innocuous, and error exposed, by the collision of mind with mind, and knowledge with knowledge. It is the place where the professor becomes eloquent, and is a missionary and a preacher, displaying his science in its most complete and most winning form, pouring it forth with the zeal of enthusiasm, and lighting up his own love of it in the breasts of his hearers. It is the place where the catechist makes good his ground as he goes, treading in the truth day by day into the ready memory, and wedging and tightening it into the expanding reason. It is a place which wins the admiration of the young by its celebrity, kindles the affections of the middle—aged by its beauty, and rivets the fidelity of the old by its associations. It is a seat of wisdom, a light of the world, a minister of the faith, an Alma Mater of the rising generation. It is this and a great deal more, and demands a somewhat better head and hand than mine to describe it well.


  Such is a University in its idea and in its purpose; such in good measure has it before now been in fact. Shall it ever be again? We are going forward in the strength of the Cross, under the patronage of the Blessed Virgin, in the name of St. Patrick, to attempt it.


  


  February 22. An Ode for Washington’s Birthday


  Volume 6, pp. 492-494


  The Poems and Songs of Robert Burns


  Burns asks for Columbia’s harp, and then sings of liberty. He bewails the sad state of the land of Alfred and Wallace which once championed liberty, and now fights for tyranny. (George Washington born Feb. 22, 1732.)


  Ode For General Washington's Birthday


  Robert Burns


  No Spartan tube, no Attic shell,


  No lyre Aeolian I awake;


  'Tis liberty's bold note I swell,


  Thy harp, Columbia, let me take!


  See gathering thousands, while I sing,


  A broken chain exulting bring,


  And dash it in a tyrant's face,


  And dare him to his very beard,


  And tell him he no more is feared—


  No more the despot of Columbia's race!


  A tyrant's proudest insults brav'd,


  They shout—a People freed! They hail an Empire saved.


  Where is man's god-like form?


  Where is that brow erect and bold—


  That eye that can unmov'd behold


  The wildest rage, the loudest storm


  That e'er created fury dared to raise?


  Avaunt! thou caitiff, servile, base,


  That tremblest at a despot's nod,


  Yet, crouching under the iron rod,


  Canst laud the hand that struck th' insulting blow!


  Art thou of man's Imperial line?


  Dost boast that countenance divine?


  Each skulking feature answers, No!


  But come, ye sons of Liberty,


  Columbia's offspring, brave as free,


  In danger's hour still flaming in the van,


  Ye know, and dare maintain, the Royalty of Man!


  Alfred! on thy starry throne,


  Surrounded by the tuneful choir,


  The bards that erst have struck the patriot lyre,


  And rous'd the freeborn Briton's soul of fire,


  No more thy England own!


  Dare injured nations form the great design,


  To make detested tyrants bleed?


  Thy England execrates the glorious deed!


  Beneath her hostile banners waving,


  Every pang of honour braving,


  England in thunder calls, “The tyrant's cause is mine!”


  That hour accurst how did the fiends rejoice


  And hell, thro' all her confines, raise the exulting voice,


  That hour which saw the generous English name


  Linkt with such damned deeds of everlasting shame!


  Thee, Caledonia! thy wild heaths among,


  Fam'd for the martial deed, the heaven-taught song,


  To thee I turn with swimming eyes;


  Where is that soul of Freedom fled?


  Immingled with the mighty dead,


  Beneath that hallow'd turf where Wallace lies


  Hear it not, Wallace! in thy bed of death.


  Ye babbling winds! in silence sweep,


  Disturb not ye the hero's sleep,


  Nor give the coward secret breath!


  Is this the ancient Caledonian form,


  Firm as the rock, resistless as the storm?


  Show me that eye which shot immortal hate,


  Blasting the despot's proudest bearing;


  Show me that arm which, nerv'd with thundering fate,


  Crush'd Usurpation's boldest daring!—


  Dark-quench'd as yonder sinking star,


  No more that glance lightens afar;


  That palsied arm no more whirls on the waste of war.


  


  February 23. Pepys’ Nose for News


  Volume 28, pp. 285-292


  Essays English and American


  Gossipy, witty Pepys had a curiosity that made him famous. He knew all the news of court and street. Stevenson, who never put his pen to a dull subject, writes of Pepys. (Samuel Pepys born Feb. 23, 1632.)


  Samuel Pepys


  Robert Louis Stevenson


  In two books a fresh light has recently been thrown on the character and position of Samuel Pepys. Mr. Mynors Bright has given us a new transcription of the Diary, increasing it in bulk by near a third, correcting many errors, and completing our knowledge of the man in some curious and important points. We can only regret that he has taken liberties with the author and the public. It is no part of the duties of the editor of an established classic to decide what may or may not be “tedious to the reader.” The book is either an historical document or not, and in condemning Lord Braybrooke Mr. Bright condemns himself. As for the time-honored phrase, “unfit for publication,” without being cynical, we may regard it as the sign of a precaution more or less commercial; and we may think, without being sordid, that when we purchase six huge and distressingly expensive volumes, we are entitled to be treated rather more like scholars and rather less like children. But Mr. Bright may rest assured: while we complain, we are still grateful. Mr. Wheatley, to divide our obligation, brings together, clearly and with no lost words, a body of illustrative material. Sometimes we might ask a little more; never, I think, less. And as a matter of fact, a great part of Mr. Wheatley’s volume might be transferred, by a good editor of Pepys, to the margin of the text, for it is precisely what the reader wants.


  In the light of these two books, at least, we have now to read our author. Between them they contain all we can expect to learn for, it may be, many years. Now, if ever, we should be able to form some notion of that unparalleled figure in the annals of mankind—unparalleled for three good reasons: first, because he was a man known to his contemporaries in a halo of almost historical pomp, and to his remote descendants with an indecent familiarity, like a tap-room comrade; second, because he has outstripped all competitors in the art or virtue of a conscious honesty about oneself; and, third, because, being in many ways a very ordinary person, he has yet placed himself before the public eye with such a fulness and such an intimacy of detail as might be envied by a genius like Montaigne. Not then for his own sake only, but as a character in a unique position, endowed with a unique talent, and shedding a unique light upon the lives of the mass of making, he is surely worthy of prolonged and patient study.


  The Diary


  That there should be such a book as Pepys’ Diary is incomparably strange. Pepys, in a corrupt and idle period, played the man in public employments, toiling hard and keeping his honor bright. Much of the little good that is set down to James the Second comes by right to Pepys; and if it were little for a king, it is much for a subordinate. To his clear, capable head was owing somewhat of the greatness of England on the seas. In the exploits of Hawke, Rodney, or Nelson, this dead Mr. Pepys of the Navy Office had some considerable share. He stood well by his business in the appalling plague of 1666. He was loved and respected by some of the best and wisest men in England. He was President of the Royal Society; and when he came to die, people said of his conduct in that solemn hour—thinking it needless to say more—that it was answerable to the greatness of his life. Thus he walked in dignity, guards of soldiers sometimes attending him in his walks, subalterns bowing before his periwig; and when he uttered his thoughts they were suitable to his state and services. On February 8, 1668, we find him writing to Evelyn, his mind bitterly occupied with the late Dutch war, and some thoughts of the different story of the repulse of the great Armada: “Sir, you will not wonder at the backwardness of my thanks for the present you made me, so many days since, of the Prospect of the Medway, while the Hollander rode master in it, when I have told you that the sight of it hath led me to such reflections on my particular interest, by my employment, in the reproach due to that miscarriage, as have given me little less disquiet than he is fancied to have who found his face in Michael Angelo’s hell. The same should serve me also in excuse for my silence in celebrating your mastery shown in the design and draught, did not indignation rather than courtship urge me so far to commend them, as to wish the furniture of our House of Lords changed from the story of ’88 to that of ’67 (of Evelyn’s designing), till the pravity of this were reformed to the temper of that age, wherein God Almighty found his blessings more operative than, I fear, he doth in ours his judgments.”


  This is a letter honorable to the writer, where the meaning rather than the words is eloquent. Such was the account he gave of himself to his contemporaries; such thoughts he chose to utter, and in such language: giving himself out for a grave and patriotic public servant. We turn to the same date in the Diary by which he is known, after two centuries, to his descendants. The entry begins in the same key with the letter, blaming the “madness of the House of Commons” and “the base proceedings, just the epitome of all our public proceedings in this age, of the House of Lords”; and then, without the least transition, this is how our diarist proceeds: “To the Strand, to my bookseller’s, and there bought an idle, rogueish French book, L’escholle des Filles, which I have bought in plain binding, avoiding the buying of it better bound, because I resolve, as soon as I have read it, to burn it, that it may not stand in the list of books, nor among them, to disgrace them, if it should be found.” Even in our day, when responsibility is so much more clearly apprehended, the man who wrote the letter would be notable; but what about the man, I do not say who bought a roguish book, but who was ashamed of doing so, yet did it, and recorded both the doing and the shame in the pages of his daily journal?


  We all, whether we write or speak, must somewhat drape ourselves when we address our fellows; at a given moment we apprehend our character and acts by some particular side; we are merry with one, grave with another, as befits the nature and demands of the relation. Pepys’ letter to Evelyn would have little in common with that other one to Mrs. Knipp which he signed by the pseudonym of Dapper Dicky; yet each would be suitable to the character of his correspondent. There is no untruth in this, for man, being a Protean animal, swiftly shares and changes with his company and surroundings; and these changes are the better part of his education in the world. To strike a posture once for all, and to march through life like a drum-major, is to be highly disagreeable to others and a fool for oneself into the bargain. To Evelyn and to Knipp we understand the double facing; but to whom was he posing in the Diary, and what, in the name of astonishment, was the nature of the pose? Had he suppressed all mention of the book, or had he bought it, gloried in the act, and cheerfully recorded his glorification, in either case we should have made him out. But no; he is full of precautions to conceal the “disgrace” of the purchase, and yet speeds to chronicle the whole affair in pen and ink. It is a sort of anomaly in human action, which we can exactly parallel from another part of the Diary.


  Mrs. Pepys had written a paper of her too just complaints against her husband, and written it in plain and very pungent English. Pepys, in an agony lest the world should come to see it, brutally seizes and destroys the tell-tale document; and then—you disbelieve your eyes—down goes the whole story with unsparing truth and in the cruellest detail. It seems he has no design but to appear respectable, and here he keeps a private book to prove he was not. You are at first faintly reminded of some of the vagaries of the morbid religious diarist; but at a moment’s thought the resemblance disappears. The design of Pepys is not at all to edify; it is not from repentance that he chronicles his peccadillos, for he tells us when he does repent, and, to be just to him, there often follows some improvement. Again, the sins of the religious diarist are of a very formal pattern, and are told with an elaborate whine. But in Pepys you come upon good, substantive misdemeanors; beams in his eye of which he alone remains unconscious; healthy outbreaks of the animal nature, and laughable subterfuges to himself that always command belief and often engage the sympathies.


  Pepys was a young man for his age, came slowly to himself in the world, sowed his wild oats late, took late to industry, and preserved till nearly forty the headlong gusto of a boy. So, to come rightly at the spirit in which the Diary was written, we must recall a class of sentiments which with most of us are over and done before the age of twelve. In our tender years we still preserve a freshness of surprise at our prolonged existence; events make an impression out of all proportion to their consequence; we are unspeakably touched by our own past adventures; and look forward to our future personality with sentimental interest. It was something of this, I think, that clung to Pepys. Although not sentimental in the abstract, he was sweetly sentimental about himself. His own past clung about his heart, an evergreen. He was the slave of an association. He could not pass by Islington, where his father used to carry him to cakes and ale, but he must light at the “King’s Head” and eat and drink “for remembrance of the old house sake.” He counted it good fortune to lie a night at Epsom to renew his old walks, “where Mrs. Hely and I did use to walk and talk, with whom I had the first sentiments of love and pleasure in a woman’s company, discourse and taking her by the hand, she being a pretty woman.” He goes about weighing up the Assurance, which lay near Woolwich under water, and cries in a parenthesis, “Poor ship, that I have been twice merry in, in Captain Holland’s time”; and after revisiting the Naseby, now changed into the Charles, he confesses “it was a great pleasure to myself to see the ship that I began my good fortune in.” The stone that he was cut for he preserved in a case; and to the Turners he kept alive such gratitude for their assistance that for years, and after he had begun to mount himself into higher zones, he continued to have that family to dinner on the anniversary of the operation. Not Hazlitt nor Rousseau had a more romantic passion for their past, although at times they might express it more romantically; and if Pepys shared with them this childish fondness, did not Rousseau, who left behind him the Confessions, or Hazlitt, who wrote the Liber Amoris, and loaded his essays with loving personal detail, share with Pepys in his unwearied egotism? For the two things go hand in hand; or, to be more exact, it is the first that makes the second either possible or pleasing.


  But, to be quite in sympathy with Pepys, we must return once more to the experience of children. I can remember to have written, in the fly-leaf of more than one book, the date and the place where I then was—if, for instance, I was ill in bed or sitting in a certain garden; these were jottings for my future self; if I should chance on such a note in after years, I thought it would cause me a particular thrill to recognize myself across the intervening distance. Indeed, I might come upon them now, and not be moved one title—which shows that I have comparatively failed in life, and grown older than Samuel Pepys. For in the Diary we can find more than one such note of perfect childish egotism; as when he explains that his candle is going out, “which makes me write thus slobberingly”; or as in this incredible particularity, “To my study, where I only wrote thus much of this day’s passage to this, and so out again”; or lastly, as here, with more of circumstance: “I staid up till the bellman came by with his bell under my window, as I was writing of this very line, and cried, ‘Past one of the clock, and a cold, frosty, windy morning.’” Such passages are not to be misunderstood. The appeal to Samuel Pepys years hence is unmistakable. He desires that dear, though unknown, gentleman keenly to realize his predecessor; to remember why a passage was uncleanly written; to recall (let us fancy, with a sigh) the tones of the bellman, the chill of the early, windy morning, and the very line his own romantic self was scribing at the moment. The man, you will perceive, was making reminiscences—a sort of pleasure by ricochet, which comforts many in distress, and turns some others into sentimental libertines: and the whole book, if you will but look at it in that way, is seen to be a work of art to Pepys’ own address.


  Here, then, we have the key to that remarkable attitude preserved by him throughout his Diary, to that unflinching—I had almost said, that unintelligent—sincerity which makes it a miracle among human books. He was not unconscious of his errors—far from it; he was often startled into shame, often reformed, often made and broke his vows of change. But whether he did ill or well, he was still his own unequalled self; still that entrancing ego of whom alone he cared to write; and still sure of his own affectionate indulgence, when the parts should be changed, and the writer come to read what he had written. Whatever he did, or said, or thought, or suffered, it was still a trait of Pepys, a character of his career; and as, to himself, he was more interesting than Moses or than Alexander, so all should be faithfully set down. I have called his Diary a work of art. Now when the artist has found something, word or deed, exactly proper to a favorite character in play or novel, he will neither suppress nor diminish it, though the remark be silly or the act mean. The hesitation of Hamlet, the credulity of Othello, the baseness of Emma Bovary, or the irregularities of Mr. Swiveller, caused neither disappointment nor disgust to their creators. And so with Pepys and his adored protagonist: adored not blindly, but with trenchant insight and enduring, human toleration. I have gone over and over the greater part of the Diary; and the points where, to the most suspicious scrutiny, he has seemed not perfectly sincere, are so few, so doubtful, and so petty, that I am ashamed to name them. It may be said that we all of us write such a diary in airy characters upon our brain; but I fear there is a distinction to be made; I fear that as we render to our consciousness an account of our daily fortunes and behavior, we too often weave a tissue of romantic compliments and dull excuses; and even if Pepys were the ass and coward that men call him, we must take rank as sillier and more cowardly than he. The bald truth about oneself, what we are all too timid to admit when we are not too dull to see it, that was what he saw clearly and set down unsparingly.


  It is improbable that the Diary can have been carried on in the same single spirit in which it was begun. Pepys was not such an ass, but he must have perceived, as he went on, the extraordinary nature of the work he was producing. He was a great reader, and he knew what other books were like. It must, at least, have crossed his mind that some one might ultimately decipher the manuscript, and he himself, with all his pains and pleasures, be resuscitated in some later day; and the thought, although discouraged, must have warmed his heart. He was not such an ass, besides, but he must have been conscious of the deadly explosives, the guncotton and the giant powder, he was hoarding in his drawer. Let some contemporary light upon the Journal, and Pepys was plunged forever in social and political disgrace. We can trace the growth of his terrors by two facts. In 1660, while the Diary was still in its youth, he tells about it, as a matter of course, to a lieutenant in the navy; but in 1669, when it was already near an end, he could have bitten his tongue out, as the saying is, because he had let slip his secret to one so grave and friendly as Sir William Coventry. And from two other facts I think we may infer that he had entertained, even if he had not acquiesced in, the thought of a far-distant publicity. The first is of capital importance: the Diary was not destroyed. The second—that he took unusual precautions to confound the cipher in “roguish” passages—proves, beyond question, that he was thinking of some other reader besides himself. Perhaps while his friends were admiring the “greatness of his behavior” at the approach of death, he may have had a twinkling hope of immortality. Mens cujusque is est quisque, said his chosen motto; and, as he had stamped his mind with every crook and foible in the pages of the Diary, he might feel that what he left behind him was indeed himself. There is perhaps no other instance so remarkable of the desire of man for publicity and an enduring name. The greatness of his life was open, yet he longed to communicate its smallness also; and, while contemporaries bowed before him, he must buttonhole posterity with the news that his periwig was once alive with nits. But this thought, although I cannot doubt he had it, was neither his first nor his deepest; it did not color one word that he wrote; the Diary, for as long as he kept it, remained what it was when he began, a private pleasure for himself. It was his bosom secret; it added a zest to all his pleasures; he lived in and for it, and might well write these solemn words, when he closed that confidant forever: “And so I betake myself to that course which is almost as much as to see myself go into the grave; for which, and all the discomforts that will accompany my being blind, the good God prepare me.”


  


  February 24. Lights and Shadows of Milton


  Volume 4, pp. 30-38


  The Complete Poems of John Milton


  In a superb poem, Milton bids Loathed Melancholy begone to some dark cell. He calls for the joys of youth and vows eternal faith with them. (John Milton marries his third wife, Elizabeth Marshall, Feb. 24, 1662.)


  Poems Written at Horton


  (1632-1638)


  L’Allegro


  (1633)


  Hence, loathèd Melancholy,


  Of Cerberus and blackest Midnight born,


  In Stygian cave forlorn


  ’Mongst horrid shapes, and shrieks, and sights unholy,


  Find out some uncouth cell,


  Where brooding Darkness spreads his jealous wings,


  And the night-raven sings;


  There under ebon shades, and low-browed rocks,


  As ragged as thy locks,


  In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell.


  But come, thou Goddess fair and free,


  In heaven yclep’d Euphrosyne,


  And by men, heart-easing Mirth,


  Whom lovely Venus at a birth


  With two sister Graces more


  To ivy-crownèd Bacchus bore;


  Or whether (as some sager sing)


  The frolic Wind that breathes the spring,


  Zephyr with Aurora playing,


  As he met her once a-Maying,


  There on beds of violets blue,


  And fresh-blown roses washed in dew,


  Filled her with thee, a daughter fair,


  So buxom, blithe and debonair.


  Haste thee, Nymph, and bring with thee


  Jest and youthful Jollity,


  Quips, and Cranks, and wanton Wiles,


  Nods, and Becks, and wreathèd Smiles,


  Such as hang on Hebe’s cheek,


  And love to live in dimple sleek;


  Sport that wrinkled Care derides,


  And Laughter holding both his sides.


  Come, and trip it as ye go,


  On the light fantastic toe;


  And in thy right hand lead with thee


  The mountain Nymph, sweet Liberty;


  And, if I give thee honour due,


  Mirth, admit me of thy crew,


  To live with her, and live with thee,


  In unreprovèd pleasures free;


  To hear the lark begin his flight,


  And singing startle the dull night,


  From his watch-tower in the skies,


  Till the dappled Dawn doth rise;


  Then to come, in spite of sorrow,


  And at my window bid good-morrow,


  Through the sweet-briar or the vine,


  Or the twisted eglantine;


  While the cock with lively din


  Scatters the rear of Darkness thin;


  And to the stack, or the barn-door,


  Stoutly struts his dames before:


  Oft listening how the hounds and horn


  Cheerily rouse the slumbering Morn,


  From the side of some hoar hill,


  Through the high wood echoing shrill:


  Sometime walking, not unseen,


  By hedgerow elms, on hillocks green,


  Right against the eastern gate,


  Where the great Sun begins his state,


  Robed in flames and amber light,


  The clouds in thousand liveries dight;


  While the ploughman, near at hand,


  Whistles o’er the furrowed land,


  And the milkmaid singeth blithe,


  And the mower whets his scythe,


  And every shepherd tells his tale


  Under the hawthorn in the dale.


  Straight mine eye hath caught new pleasures,


  Whilst the lantskip round it measures:


  Russet lawns, and fallows gray,


  Where the nibbling flocks do stray;


  Mountains on whose barren breast


  The labouring clouds do often rest;


  Meadows trim with daisies pied;


  Shallow brooks, and rivers wide.


  Towers and battlements it sees


  Bosomed high in tufted trees,


  Where perhaps some Beauty lies,


  The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes.


  Hard by, a cottage chimney smokes


  From betwixt two aged oaks,


  Where Corydon and Thyrsis met


  Are at their savoury dinner set


  Of hearbs and other country messes,


  Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses;


  And then in haste her bower she leaves,


  With Thestylis to bind the sheaves;


  Or, if the earlier season lead,


  To the tanned haycock in the mead.


  Sometimes with secure delight


  The upland hamlets will invite,


  When the merry bells ring round,


  And the jocond rebecks sound


  To many a youth and many a maid


  Dancing in the chequered shade;


  And young and old come forth to play


  On a sunshine holyday,


  Till the livelong daylight fail:


  Then to the spicy nut-brown ale,


  With stories told of many a feat,


  How fairy Mab the junkets eat:


  She was pinched and pulled, she said;


  And he, by Friar’s lanthorn led,


  Tells how the drudging Goblin sweat


  To earn his cream-bowl duly set,


  When in one night, ere glimpse of morn,


  His shadowy flail hath threshed the corn


  That ten day-labourers could not end;


  Then lies him down, the lubber fiend,


  And, stretched out all the chimney’s length,


  Basks at the fire his hairy strength,


  And crop-full out of doors he flings,


  Ere the first cock his matin rings.


  Thus done the tales, to bed they creep,


  By whispering winds soon lulled asleep.


  Towered cities please us then,


  And the busy hum of men,


  Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold,


  In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold,


  With store of Ladies, whose bright eyes


  Rain influence, and judge the prize


  Of wit or arms, while both contend


  Of win her grace whom all commend.


  There let Hymen oft appear


  In saffron robe, with taper clear,


  And pomp, and feast, and revelry,


  With mask and antique pageantry;


  Such sights as youthful Poets dream


  On summer eves by haunted stream.


  Then to the well-trod stage anon,


  If Johnson’s learned sock be on,


  Or sweetest Shakespeare, Fancy’s child,


  Warble his native wood-notes wild.


  And ever, against eating cares,


  Lap me in soft Lydian airs,


  Married to immortal verse,


  Such as the meeting soul may pierce,


  In notes with many a winding bout


  Of linkèd sweetness long drawn out


  With wanton heed and giddy cunning,


  The melting voice through mazes running,


  Untwisting all the chains that tie


  The hidden soul of harmony;


  That Orpheus’ self may heave his head


  From golden slumber on a bed


  Of heaped Elysian flowers, and hear


  Such strains as would have won the ear


  Of Pluto to have quite set free


  His half-regained Eurydice.


  These delights if thou canst give,


  Mirth, with thee I mean to live.


  Il Penseroso


  (1633)


  Hence, vain deluding Joys,


  The brood of Folly without father bred!


  How little you bested,


  Or fill the fixèd mind with all your toys!


  Dwell in some idle brain,


  And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess,


  As thick and numberless


  As the gay motes that people the sunbeams,


  Or likest hovering dreams,


  The fickle pensioners of Morpheus’ train.


  But hail! thou Goddess sage and holy!


  Hail, divinest Melancholy!


  Whose saintly visage is too bright


  To hit the sense of human sight,


  And therefore to our weaker view


  O’erlaid with black, staid Wisdom’s hue;


  Black, but such as in esteem


  Prince Memnon’s sister might beseem,


  Or that starred Ethiop Queen that strove


  To set her beauty’s praise above


  The Sea-Nymphs, and their powers offended.


  Yet thou art higher far descended:


  Thee bright-haired Vesta long of yore


  To solitary Saturn bore;


  His daughter she; in Saturn’s reign


  Such mixture was not held a stain.


  Oft in glimmering bowers and glades


  He met her, and in secret shades


  Of woody Ida’s inmost grove,


  Whilst yet there was no fear of Jove.


  Come, pensive Nun, devout and pure,


  Sober, steadfast, and demure,


  All in a robe of darkest grain,


  Flowing with majestic train,


  And sable stole of cypress lawn


  Over thy decent shoulders drawn.


  Come; but keep thy wonted state,


  With even step, and musing gait,


  And looks commercing with the skies,


  Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes:


  There, held in holy passion still,


  Forget thyself to marble, till


  With a sad leaden downward cast


  Thou fix them on the earth as fast.


  And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet,


  Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet,


  And hears the Muses in a ring


  Aye round about Jove’s altar sing;


  And add to these retirèd Leisure,


  That in trim gardens takes his pleasure;


  But, first and chieftest, with thee bring


  Him that yon soars on golden wing,


  Guiding the fiery-wheelèd throne,


  The Cherub Contemplation;


  And the mute Silence hist along,


  ’Less Philomel will deign a song,


  In her sweetest saddest plight,


  Smoothing the rugged brow of Night,


  While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke


  Gently o’er the accustomed oak.


  Sweet bird, that shunn’st the noise of folly,


  Most musical, most melancholy!


  Thee, Chauntress, oft the woods among


  I woo, to hear they even-song;


  And, missing thee, I walk unseen


  On the dry smooth-shaven green,


  To behold the wandering Moon,


  Riding near her highest noon,


  Like one that had been led astray


  Through the heaven’s wide pathless way,


  And oft, as if her head she bowed,


  Stooping through a fleecy cloud.


  Oft, on a plat of rising ground,


  I hear the far-off curfew sound,


  Over some wide-watered shore,


  Swinging slow with sullen roar;


  Or, if the air will not permit,


  Some still removèd place will fit,


  Where glowing embers through the room


  Teach light to counterfeit a gloom,


  Far from all resort of mirth,


  Save the cricket on the hearth,


  Or the Bellman’s drowsy charm


  To bless the doors from nightly harm.


  Or let my lamp, at midnight hour,


  Be seen in some high lonely tower,


  Where I may oft outwatch the Bear,


  With thrice-great Hermes, or unsphere


  The spirit of Plato, to unfold


  What worlds or what vast regions hold


  The immortal mind that hath forsook


  Her mansion in this fleshly nook;


  And of those Dæmons that are found


  In fire, air, flood, or underground,


  Whose power hath a true consent


  With planet or with element.


  Sometime let gorgeous Tragedy


  In sceptred pall come sweeping by,


  Presenting Thebs, or Pelops’ line,


  Or the tale of Troy divine,


  Or what (though rare) or later age


  Ennobled hath the buskined stage.


  But, O sad Virgin! that thy power


  Might raise Musæus from his bower;


  Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing


  Such notes as, warbled to the string,


  Drew iron tears down Pluto’s cheek,


  And made Hell grant what Love did seek;


  Or call up him that left half-told


  The story of Cambuscan bold,


  Of Camball, and of Algarsife,


  And who had Canace to wife,


  That owned the virtuous ring and glass,


  And of the wondrous horse of brass


  On which the Tartar King did ride;


  And if aught else great Bards beside


  In sage and solemn tunes have sung,


  Of turneys, and of trophies hung,


  Of forests, and inchantments drear,


  Where more is meant than meets the ear.


  Thus, Night, oft see me in thy pale career,


  Till civil-suited Morn appear,


  Not tricked and frounced, as she wont


  With the Attic boy to hunt,


  But kerchieft in a comely cloud,


  While rocking winds are piping loud,


  Or ushered with a shower still,


  When the gust hath blown his fill,


  Ending on the rustling leaves,


  With minute drops from off the eaves.


  And, when the sun begins to fling


  His flaring beams, me, Goddess, bring


  To archèd walks of twilight groves,


  And shadows brown, that Sylvan loves,


  Of pine, or monumental oak,


  Where the rude axe with heaved stroke


  Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt,


  Or fright them from their hallowed haunt.


  There, in close covert, by some brook,


  Where no profaner eye may look,


  Hide me from Day’s garish eye,


  While the bee with honeyed thigh,


  That at her flowery work doth sing,


  And the waters murmuring,


  With such consort as they keep,


  Entice the dewy-feathered Sleep.


  And let some strange mysterious dream,


  Wave at his wings in airy stream,


  Of lively portraiture displayed,


  Softly on my eyelids laid.


  And as I wake, sweet music breathe


  Above, about, or underneath,


  Sent by some Spirit to mortals good,


  Or the unseen Genius of the wood.


  But let my due feet never fail


  To walk the studious cloister’s pale,


  And love the high embowèd roof,


  With antick pillars massy proof,


  And storied windows richly dight,


  Casting a dim religious light.


  There let the pealing organ blow,


  To the full voiced Quire below,


  In service high and anthems clear,


  As may with sweetness, through mine ear,


  Dissolve me into ecstasies,


  And bring all Heaven before mine eyes.


  And may at last my weary age


  Find out the peaceful hermitage,


  The hairy gown and mossy cell,


  Where I may sit and rightly spell,


  Of every star that Heaven doth shew,


  And every hearb that sips the dew;


  Till old experience do attain


  To something like prophetic strain.


  These pleasures, Melancholy, give


  And I with thee will choose to live.


  


  February 25. Punished for Too Sharp a Wit


  Volume 27, pp. 133-147


  English Essays


  The brilliant wit and cutting satire of Defoe made for him friends and enemies—but mostly enemies. So piercing and two-edged was “The Shortest-Way with Dissenters” that he was fined, imprisoned and pilloried. (“The Shortest-Way with Dissenters” censored, Feb. 25. 1703.)


  The Shortest-Way with the Dissenters


  or


  Proposals for the Establishment of the Church


  Daniel Defoe


  Sir Roger L’Estrange tells us a story in his collection of Fables, of the Cock and the Horses. The Cock was gotten to roost in the stable among the horses; and there being no racks or other conveniences for him, it seems, he was forced to roost upon the ground. The horses jostling about for room, and putting the Cock in danger of his life, he gives them this grave advice, “Pray, Gentlefolks! let us stand still! for fear we should tread upon one another!”


  There are some people in the World, who, now they are unperched, and reduced to an equality with other people, and under strong and very just apprehensions of being further treated as they deserve, begin, with Esop’s Cock, to preach up Peace and Union and the Christian duty of Moderation; forgetting that, when they had the Power in their hands, those Graces were strangers in their gates!


  It is now, near fourteen years, (1688–1702), that the glory and peace of the purest and most flourishing Church in the world has been eclipsed, buffeted, and disturbed by a sort of men, whom, GOD in His Providence, has suffered to insult over her, and bring her down. These have been the days of her humiliation and tribulation. She has borne with an invincible patience, the reproach of the wicked: and GOD has at last heard her prayers, and delivered her from the oppression of the stranger.


  And now, they find their Day is over! their power gone! and the throne of this nation possessed by a Royal, English, true, and ever constant member of, and friend to, the Church of England! Now, they find that they are in danger of the Church of England’s just resentments! Now, they cry out, “Peace!” “Union!” “Forbearance!” and “Charity!”: as if the Church had not too long harboured her enemies under her wing! and nourished the viperous blood, till they hiss and fly in the face of the Mother that cherished them!


  No, Gentlemen! the time of mercy is past! your Day of Grace is over! you should have practised peace, and moderation, and charity, if you expected any yourselves!


  We have heard none of this lesson, for fourteen years past! We have been huffed and bullied with your Act of Toleration! You have told us, you are the Church established by Law, as well as others! have set up your canting Synagogues at our Church doors! and the Church and her members have been loaded with reproaches, with Oaths, Associations, Abjurations, and what not! Where has been the mercy, the forbearance, the charity you have shewn to tender consciences of the Church of England that could not take Oaths as fast as you made them? that having sworn allegiance to their lawful and rightful King, could not dispense with that Oath, their King being still alive; and swear to your new hodge podge of a Dutch Government? These have been turned out of their Livings, and they and their families left to starve! their estates double taxed to carry on a war they had no hand in, and you got nothing by!


  What account can you give of the multitudes you have forced to comply, against their consciences, with your new sophistical Politics, who, like New Converts in France, sin because they cannot starve? And now the tables are turned upon you; you must not be persecuted! it is not a Christian spirit!


  You have butchered one King! deposed another King! and made a Mock King of a third! and yet, you could have the face to expect to be employed and trusted by the fourth! Anybody that did not know the temper of your Party, would stand amazed at the impudence as well as the folly to think of it!


  Your management of your Dutch Monarch, who you reduced to a mere King of Cl[ub]s, is enough to give any future Princes such an idea of your principles, as to warn them sufficiently from coming into your clutches; and, GOD be thanked! the Queen is out of your hands! Knows you! and will have a care of you!


  There is no doubt but the Supreme Authority of a nation has in itself, a Power, and a right to that Power, to execute the Laws upon any part of that nation it governs. The execution of the known Laws of the land, and that with but a gentle hand neither, was all that the Fanatical Party of this land have ever called Persecution. This they have magnified to a height, that the sufferings of the Huguenots in France were not to be compared with them. Now to execute the known Laws of a nation upon those who transgress them, after having first been voluntarily consenting to the making of those Laws, can never be called Persecution, but Justice. But Justice is always Violence to the party offending! for every man is innocent in his own eyes.


  The first execution of the Laws against Dissenters in England, was in the days of King James I.; and what did it amount to? Truly, the worst they suffered was, at their own request, to let them go to New England, and erect a new colony; and give them great privileges, grants, and suitable powers; keep them under protection, and defend them against all invaders; and receive no taxes or revenue from them!


  This was the cruelty of the Church of England! Fatal lenity! It was the ruin of that excellent Prince, King Charles I. Had King James sent all the Puritans in England away to the West Indies; we had been a national unmixed Church! the Church of England had been kept undivided and entire!


  To requite the lenity of the Father, they take up arms against the Son, conquer, pursue, take, imprison, and a last to death the Anointed of GOD, and destroy the very Being and Nature of Government: setting up a sordid Impostor, who had neither title to govern, nor understanding to manage, but supplied that want, with power, bloody and desperate counsels and craft, without conscience.


  Had not King James I. withheld the full execution of the Laws: had he given them strict justice, he had cleared the nation of them! And the consequences had been plain; his son had never been murdered by them, nor the Monarchy overwhelmed. It was too much mercy shewn them that was the ruin of his posterity, and the ruin of the nation’s peace. One would think the Dissenters should not have the face to believe, that we are to be wheedled and canted into Peace and Toleration, when they know that they have once requited us with a Civil War, and once with an intolerable and unrighteous Persecution, for our former civility.


  Nay, to encourage us to be easy with them, it is apparent that they never had the upper hand of the Church, but they treated her with all the severity, with all the reproach and contempt as was possible! What Peace and what Mercy did they shew the loyal Gentry of the Church of England, in the time of their triumphant Commonwealth? How did they put all the Gentry of England to ransom, whether they were actually in arms for the King or not! making people compound for their estates, and starve their families! How did they treat the Clergy of the Church of England! sequester the Ministers! devour the patrimony of the Church, and divide the spoil, by sharing the Church lands among their soldiers, and turning her Clergy out to starve! Just such measures as they have meted, should be measured to them again!


  Charity and Love is the known doctrine of the Church of England, and it is plain She has put it in practice towards the Dissenters, even beyond what they ought [deserved], till She has been wanting to herself, and in effect unkind to her own sons: particularly, in the too much lenity of King James I., mentioned before. Had he so rooted the Puritans from the face of the land, which he had an opportunity early to have done; they had not had the power to vex the Church as since they have done.


  In the days of King Charles II., how did the Church reward their bloody doings, with lenity and mercy! Except the barbarous Regicides of the pretended Court of Justice, not a soul suffered, for all the blood in an unnatural war! King Charles came in all mercy and love, cherished them, preferred them, employed them, withheld the rigour of the law; and oftentimes, even against the advice of his Parliament, gave them Liberty of Conscience: and how did they requite him? With the villainous contrivance to depose and murder him and his successor, at the Rye [House] Plot!


  King James [II.], as if mercy was the inherent quality of the Family, began his reign with unusual favour to them. Nor could their joining with the Duke of Monmouth against him, move him to do himself justice upon them. But that mistaken Prince, thinking to win them by gentleness and love, proclaimed a Universal Liberty to them! and rather discountenanced the Church of England than them! How they required him, all the World knows!


  The late reign [William III.] is too fresh in the memory of all the World to need a comment. How under pretence of joining with the Church in redressing some grievances, they pushed things to that extremity, in conjunction with some mistaken Gentlemen, as to depose the late King: as if the grievance of the Nation could not have been redress but by the absolute ruin of the Prince!Here is an instance of their Temper, their Peace, and Charity!


  To what height they carried themselves during the reign of a King of their own! how they crope [creeped] into all Places of Trust and Profit! how they insinuated themselves into the favour of the King, and were at first preferred to the highest Places in the nation! how they engrossed the Ministry! and, above all, how pitifully they managed! is too plain to need any remarks.


  But particularly, their Mercy and Charity, the spirit of Union they tell us so much of, has been remarkable in Scotland. If any man would see the spirit of a Dissenter, let him look into Scotland! There, they made entire conquest of the Church! trampled down the sacred Orders and suppressed the Episcopal Government, with an absolute, and, as they supposed, irretrievable victory! though it is possible, they may find themselves mistaken!


  Now it would be a very proper question to ask their impudent advocate, the Observator, “Pray how much mercy and favour did the members of the Episcopal Church find in Scotland, from the Scotch Presbyterian Government?” and I shall undertake for the Church of England, that the Dissenters shall still receives as much here, though they deserve but little.


  In a small treatise of The Sufferings of the Episcopal Clergy in Scotland, it will appear what usage they met with! How they not only lost their Livings; but, in several places, were plundered and abused in their persons! the Ministers that could not conform, were turned out, with numerous families and no maintenance, and hardly charity enough left to relieve them with a bit of bread. The cruelties of the Party were innumerable, and are not to be attempted in this short Piece.


  And now, to prevent the distant cloud which they perceive to hang over their heads from England, with a true Presbyterian policy, they put it for a Union of Nations! that England might unite their Church with the Kirk of Scotland, and their Assembly of Scoth canting Long-Cloaks in our Convocation. What might have been, if our Fanatic Whiggish Statesmen continued, GOD only knows! but we hope we are out of fear of that now.


  It is alleged by some of the faction, and they have begun to bully us with it, that “if we won’t unite them, they will not settle the Crown with us again; but when Her Majesty dies, will choose a King for themselves!”


  If they won’t we must make them! and it is not the first time we have let them know that we are able! The Crowns of these Kingdoms have not so far disowned the Right of Succession, but they may retrieve it again; and if Scotland thinks to come off from a Successive to an Electric State of Government; England has not promised, not to assist the Right Heir, and put him into possession, without any regards to their ridiculous Settlements.


  THESE are the Gentlemen! these their ways of treating the Church, both at home and abroad!


  Now let us examine the Reasons they pretend to give, why we should be favourable to them? why we should continue and tolerate them among us?


  First. They are very numerous, they say. They are a great part of the nation, and we cannot suppress them!


  To this, may be answered,


  First. They are not so numerous as the Protestants in France: and yet the French King effectually cleared the nation of them, at once; and we don’t find he misses them at home!


  But I am not of the opinion, they are so numerous as is pretended. Their Party is more numerous than their Persons; and those mistaken people of the Church who are misled and deluded by their wheedling artifices to join with them, make their Party the greater: but those will open their eyes when the Government shall set heartily about the Work, and come off from them, as some animals, which they say, always desert a house when it is likely to fall.


  Secondly. The more numerous, the more dangerous; and therefore the more need to suppress them! and GOD has suffered us to bear them as goads in our sides, for not utterly extinguishing them long ago.


  Thirdly. If we are to allow them, only because we cannot suppress them; then it ought to be tried, Whether we can or not? And I am of opinion, it is easy to be done! and could prescribe Ways and Means, if it were proper: but I doubt not the Government will find effectual methods for the rooting of the contagion from the face of this land.


  Another argument they use, which is this. That this is a time of war, and we have need to unite against the common enemy.


  We answer, This common enemy had been no enemy, if they had not made him so! He was quiet, in peace, and no way disturbed and encroached upon us; and we know no reason we had to quarrel with him.


  But further. We make no question but we are able to deal with this common enemy without their help: but why must we unite with them, because of the enemy? Will they go over to the enemy, if we do not prevent it, by a Union with them? We are very well contented [that] they should! and make no question, we shall be ready to deal with them and the common enemy too; and better without them than with them! Besides, if we have a common enemy, there is the more need to be secure against our private enemies! If there is one common enemy, we have the less need to have an enemy in our bowels!


  It was a great argument some people used against suppressing the Old Money, that “it was a time of war, and it was too great a risque [risk] for the nation to run! If we should not master it, we should be undone!” And yet the sequel proved the hazard was not so great, but it might be mastered, and the success [i.e., of the new coinage] was answerable. The suppressing the Dissenters is not a harder work! nor a work of less necessity to the Public! We can never enjoy a settled uninterrupted union and tranquility in this nation, till the spirit of Whiggism, Faction, and Schism is melted down like the Old Money!


  To talk of difficulty is to frighten ourselves with Chimeras and notions of a powerful Party, which are indeed a Party without power. Difficulties often appear greater at a distance than when they are searched into with judgment, and distinguished from the vapours and shadows that attend them.


  We are not to be frightened with it! This Age is wiser than that, by all our own experience, and theirs too! King Charles I. had early suppressed this Party, if he had taken more deliberate measures! In short, it is not worth arguing, to talk of their arms. Their Monmouths, and Shaftesburys, and Argyles are gone! Their Dutch Sanctuary is at an end! Heaven has made way for their destruction! and if we do not close with the Divine occasion, we are to blame ourselves! and may hereafter remember, that we had, once, an opportunity to serve the Church of England, by extirpating her implacable enemies; and having let slip the Minute that Heaven presented, may experimentally complain, Post est Occasio Calvo!


  Here are some popular Objections in the way.


  As First, The Queen has promised them, to continue them in their tolerated Liberty; and has told us She will be a religious observer of her word.


  What Her Majesty will do, we cannot help! but what, as the Head of the Church, she ought to do, is another case. Her Majesty has promised to protect and defend the Church of England, and if she cannot effectually do that, without the destruction of the Dissenters; she must, of course, dispense with one promise to comply with another!


  But to answer this cavil more effectually. Her Majesty did never promise to maintain the Toleration to the destruction of the Church; but it was upon supposition that it may be compatible with the well-being and safety of the Church, which she had declared she would take especial care of. Now if these two Interests clash, it is plain Her Majesty’s intentions are to uphold, protect, defend, and establish the Church! and this, we conceive is impossible [that is, while maintaining the Toleration].


  Perhaps it may be said, That the Church is in no immediate danger from the Dissenters; and therefore it is time enough.


  But this is a weak answer. For first. If the danger be real, the distance of it is no argument against, but rather a spur to quicken us to Prevention, lest it be too late hereafter.


  And secondly. Here is the opportunity, and the only one perhaps, that ever the Church had to secure herself, and destroy her enemies.


  The Representatives of the Nation have now an opportunity! The Time is come, which all good men have wished for! that the Gentlemen of England may serve the Church of England, now they are protected and encouraged by a Church of England Queen!


  What will you do for your Sister in the day that she shall be spoken for?


  If ever you will establish the best Christian Church in the World?


  If ever you will suppress the Spirit of Enthusiasm?


  If ever you will free the nation from the viperous brood that have so long sucked the blood of their Mother?


  If ever you will leave your Posterity free from faction and rebellion, this is the time. This is the time to pull up this heretical Weed of Sedition, that has so long disturbed the Peace of the Church, and poisoned the good corn!


  But, says another hot and cold Objector, This is renewing Fire and Faggot! reviving the Act, De heretico comburendo! This will be cruelty in its nature! and barbarous to all the World!


  I answer, It is cruelty to kill a snake or a toad in cold blood, but the poison of their nature makes it a charity to our neighbours, to destroy those creatures! not for any personal injury received, but for prevention; not for the evil they have done, but the evil they may do! Serpents, toads, vipers, &c., are noxious to the body, and poison the sensitive life: these poison the soul! corrupt our posterity! ensnare our children! destroy the vitals of our happiness, our future felicity! and contaminate the whole mass!


  Shall any Law be given to such wild creatures! Some beasts are for sport, and the huntsmen give them the advantages of ground: but some are knocked on the head, by all possible ways of violence and surprise!


  I do not prescribe Fire and Faggot! but as Scipio said of Carthage, Delenda est Carthago! They are to be rooted out of this nation, if ever we will live in peace! serve GOD! or enjoy our own! As for the manner, I leave it to those hands, who have a Right to execute GOD’S Justice on the Nation’s and the Church’s enemies.


  But, if we must be frighted from this Justice, under the[se] specious pretences, and odious sense of cruelty; nothing will be effected! It will be more barbarous to our own children and dear posterity, when they shall reproach their fathers, as we ours, and tell us[!], “You had an Opportunity to root out this cursed race from the World, under the favour and protection of a True Church of England Queen! and out of your foolish pity, you spared them: because, forsooth, you would not be cruel! And now our Church is suppressed and persecuted, our Religion trampled under foot, our estates plundered; our persons imprisoned, and dragged to gaols, gibbets, and scaffolds! Your sparing this Amalekite race is our destruction! Your mercy to them, proves cruelty to your poor posterity!”


  How just will such reflections be, when our posterity shall fall under the merciless clutches of this uncharitable Generation! when our Church shall be swallowed up in Schism, Faction, Enthusiasm, and Confusion! when our Government shall be devolved upon Foreigners, and our Monarchy dwindled into a Republic!


  It would be more rational for us, if we must spare this Generation, to summon our own to a general massacre: and as we have brought them into the World free, to send them out so; and not betray them to destruction by our supine negligence, and then cry “It is mercy!”


  Moses was a merciful meek man; and yet with what fury did he run through the camp, and cut the throats of three and thirty thousand of his dear Israelites that were fallen into idolatry. What was the reason? It was mercy to the rest, to make these examples! to prevent the destruction of the whole army.


  How many millions of future souls, [shall] we save from infection and delusion, if the present race of Poisoned Spirits were purged from the face of the land!


  It is vain to trifle in this matter! The light foolish handling of them by mulcts, fines, &c.; ’tis their glory and their advantage! If the Gallows instead of the Counter, and the galleys instead of the fines; were the reward of going to a conventicle, to preach or hear, there would not be so many sufferers! The spirit of martyrdom is over! They that will go to church to be chosen Sheriffs and Mayors, would go to forty churches, rather than be hanged!


  If one severe Law were made, and punctually executed, that Whoever was found at a Conventicle should be banished the nation, and the Preacher be hanged; we should soon see an end of the tale! They would all come to church again, and one Age [generation] would make us all One again!


  To talk of Five Shillings a month for not coming to the Sacrament, and One Shilling per week, for not coming to Church: this is such a way of converting people as was never known! This is selling them a liberty to transgress, for so much money!


  If it be not a crime, why don’t we give them full license? and if it be, no price ought to compound for the committing of it! for that is selling a liberty to people to sin against GOD and the Government!


  If it be a crime of the highest consequence, both against the peace and welfare of the nation, the Glory of GOD, the good of the Church, and the happiness of the soul: let us rank it among capital offences! and let it receive punishment in proportion to it!


  We hang men for trifles, and banish them for things not worth naming; but that an offence against GOD and the Church, against the welfare of the World, and the dignity of Religion shall be bought off for Five Shillings: this is such a shame to a Christian Government, that it is with regret I transmit it to posterity.


  If men sin against GOD, affront His ordinances, rebel against His Church, and disobey the precepts of their superiors; let them suffer, as such capital crimes deserve! so will Religion flourish, and this divided nation be once again united.


  And yet the title of barbarous and cruel will soon be taken off from this Law too. I am not supposing that all the Dissenters in England should be hanged or banished. But as in case of rebellions and insurrections, if a few of the ringleaders suffer, the multitude are dismissed; so a few obstinate people being made examples, there is no doubt but the severity of the Law would find a stop in the compliance of the multitude.


  To make the reasonableness of this matter out of question, and more unanswerably plain, let us examine for what it is, that this nation is divided into Parties and factions? and let us see how they can justify a Separation? or we of the Church of England can justify our bearing the insults and inconveniences of the Party.


  One of their leading Pastors, and a man of as much learning as most among them, in his Answer to a Pamphlet entitled An Enquiry into the Occasional Conformity, hath these words, p. 27: “Do the Religion of the Church and the Meeting Houses make two religions? Wherein do they differ? The Substance of the same Religion is common to them both, and the Modes and Accidents are the things in which only they differ.” P. 28: “Thirty-nine Articles are given us for the Summary of our Religion: thirty-six contain the Substance of it, wherein we agree; three are additional Appendices, about which we have some differences.”


  Now, if as, by their own acknowledgment, the Church of England is a true Church; and the difference is only in a few “Modes and Accidents”: why should we expect that they will suffer the gallows and galleys, corporal punishment and banishment, for these trifles? There is no question, but they will be wiser! Even their own principles won’t bear them out in it!


  They will certainly comply with the Laws, and with Reason! And though, at the first, severity may seem hard, the next Age will feel nothing of it! the contagion will be rooted out. The disease being cured, there will be no need of the operation! But if they should venture to transgress, and fall into the pit; all the World must condemn their obstinacy, as being without ground from their own principles.


  Thus the pretence of cruelty will be taken off, and the Party actual suppressed; and the disquiets they have so often brought upon the Nation, prevented.


  Their numbers and their wealth make them haughty; and that is so far from being an argument to persuade us to forbear them, that it is a warning to us, without any more delay, to reconcile them to the Unity of the Church, or remove them from us.


  At present, Heaven be praised! they are not so formidable as they have been, and it is our own fault if ever we suffer them to be so! Providence and the Church of England seem to join in this particular, that now, the Destroyers of the Nation’s Peace may be overturned! and to this end, the present opportunity seems to put into our hands.


  To this end, Her present Majesty seems reserved to enjoy the Crown, that the Ecclesiastic as well as Civil Rights of the Nation may be restored by her hand.


  To this end, the face of affairs has received such a turn in the process of a few months as never has been before. The leading men of the Nation, the universal cry of the People, the unanimous request of the Clergy agree in this, that the Deliverance of our Church is at hand!


  For this end, has Providence given such a Parliament! such a Convocation! such a Gentry! and such a Queen! as we never had before.


  And what may be the consequences of a neglect of such opportunities? The Succession of the Crown has but a dark prospect! Another Dutch turn may make the hopes of it ridiculous, and the practice impossible! Be the House of our future Princes ever so well inclined, they will be Foreigners! Many years will be spent in suiting the Genius of Strangers to this Crown, and the Interests of the Nation! and how many Ages it may be, before the English throne be filled with so much zeal and candour, so much tenderness and hearty affection to the Church, as we see it now covered with, who can imagine?


  It is high time, then, for the friends of the Church of England to think of building up and establishing her in such a manner, that she may be no more invaded by Foreigners, nor divided by factions, schisms, and error.


  If this could be done by gentle and easy methods, I should be glad! but the wound is corroded, the vitals begin to mortify, and nothing but amputation of members can complete the cure! All the ways of tenderness and compassion, all persuasive arguments have been made use of in vain!


  The humour of the Dissenters has so increased among the people, that they hold the Church in defiance! and the House of GOD is an abomination among them! Nay, they have brought up their posterity in such prepossessed aversion to our Holy Religion, that the ignorant mob think we are all idolaters and worshippers of Baal! and account it a sin to come within the walls of our churches! The primitive Christians were not more shy of a heathen temple, or of meat offered to idols; nor the Jews, or swine’s flesh, than some of our Dissenters are of the church and the Divine Service solemnized therein.


  The Obstinacy must be rooted out, with the profession of it! While the Generation are left at liberty daily to affront GOD Almighty, and dishonour His holy worship; we are wanting in our duty to GOD, and to our Mother the Church of England.


  How can we answer it to GOD! to the Church! and to our posterity; to leave them entangled with Fanaticism! Error, and Obstinacy, in the bowels of the nation? to leave them an enemy in their streets, that, in time, may involve them in the same crimes, and endanger the utter extirpation of the Religion of the Nation!


  What is the difference betwixt this, and being subject to the power of the Church of Rome? from whence we have reformed. If one be an extreme to the one hand, and one on another: it is equally destructive to the Truth to have errors settled among us, let them be of what nature they will! Both are enemies of our Church, and of our peace! and why should it not be as criminal to admit an Enthusiast as a Jesuit? why should the Papist with his Seven Sacraments be worse than the Quaker with no Sacraments at all? Why should Religious Houses be more intolerable than Meeting Houses?


  Alas, the Church of England! What with Popery on one hand, and Schismatics on the other, how has She been crucified between two thieves. Now, let us crucify the thieves!


  Let her foundations be established upon the destruction of her enemies! The doors of Mercy being always open to the returning part of the deluded people, let the obstinate be ruled with the rod of iron!


  Let all true sons of so holy and oppressed a Mother, exasperated by her afflictions, harden their hearts against those who have oppressed her!


  And may GOD Almighty put it into the hearts of all the friends of Truth, to lift up a Standard against Pride and Antichrist! that the Posterity of the Sons of Error may be rooted out from the face of this land, for ever!


  


  February 26. A David Who Side-stepped Goliath
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  Prefaces and Prologues


  Hugo was insulted by the most powerful critics in France. He put into the preface of a play “his sling and his stone” by which others might slay “the classical Goliath.” (Victor Hugo born Feb. 26, 1802.)


  Victor Hugo


  Victor Hugo (1802–1885) the chief of the romantic school in France, issued in the Preface to “Cromwell” the manifesto of the movement. Poet, dramatist, and novelist, Hugo remained through a long life the most conspicuous man of letters in France; and in the document here printed he laid down the principles which revolutionized the literary world of his time.


  Preface to Cromwell


  The drama contained in the following pages has nothing to commend it to the attention or the good will of the public. It has not, to attract the interest of political disputants, the advantage of the veto of the official censorship, nor even, to win for it at the outset the literary sympathy of men of taste, the honour of having been formally rejected by an infallible reading committee.


  It presents itself, therefore, to the public gaze, naked and friendless, like the infirm man of the Gospel—solus, pauper, nudus.


  Not without some hesitation, moreover, did the author determine to burden his drama with a preface. Such things are usually of very little interest to the reader. He inquires concerning the talent of a writer rather than concerning his point of view; and in determining whether a work is good or bad, it matters little to him upon what ideas it is based, or in what sort of mind it germinated. One seldom inspects the cellars of a house after visiting its salons, and when one eats the fruit of a tree, one cares but little about its root.


  On the other hand, notes and prefaces are sometimes a convenient method of adding to the weight of a book, and of magnifying, in appearance at least, the importance of a work; as a matter of tactics this is not dissimilar to that of the general who, to make his battlefront more imposing, puts everything, even his baggage-trains, in the line. and then, while critics fall foul of the preface and scholars of the notes, it may happen that the work itself will escape them, passing uninjured between their cross-fires, as an army extricates itself from a dangerous position between two skirmishes of outposts and rear-guards.


  These reasons, weighty as they may seem, are not those which influenced the author. This volume did not need to be inflated, it was already too stout by far. Furthermore, and the author does not know why it is so, his prefaces, frank and ingenuous as they are, have always served rather to compromise him with the critics than to shield him. Far from being staunch and trusty bucklers, they have played him a trick like that played in a battle by an unusual and conspicuous uniform, which, calling attention to the soldier who wears it, attracts all the blows and is proof against none.


  Considerations of an altogether different sort acted upon the author. It seemed to him that, although in fact, one seldom inspects the cellars of a building for pleasure, one is not sorry sometimes to examine its foundations. He will, therefore, give himself over once more, with a preface, to the wrath of the feuilletonists. Che sara, sara. He has never given much though to the fortune of his works, and he is but little appalled by dread of the literary what will people say. In the discussion now raging, in which the theatre and the schools, the public and the academies, are at daggers drawn, one will hear, perhaps, not without some interest, the voice of a solitary apprentice of nature and truth, who has withdrawn betimes from the literary world, for pure love of letters, and who offers good faith in default of good taste, sincere conviction in default of talent, study in default of learning.


  He will confine himself, however, to general considerations concerning the art, without the slightest attempt to smooth the path of his own work, without pretending to write an indictment or a plea, against or for any person whomsoever. An attack upon or defence of his book is of less importance to him than to anybody else. Nor is personal controversy agreeable to him. It is always a pitiful spectacle to see two hostile self-esteems crossing swords. He protests, therefore, beforehand against every interpretation of his ideas, every personal application of his words, saying with the Spanish fablist:—


  Quien haga aplicaciones


  Con su pan se lo coma.


  In truth, several of the leading champions of “sound literary doctrines” have done him the honour to throw the gauntlet to him, even in his profound obscurity—to him, a simple, imperceptible spectator of this curious contest. He will not have the presumption to pick it up. In the following pages will be found the observations with which he might oppose them—there will be found his sling and his stone; but others, if they choose, may hurl them at the head of the classical Goliaths.


  This said, let us pass on.


  Let us set out from a fact. The same type of civilization, or to use a more exact, although more extended expression, the same society, has not always inhabited the earth. The human race as a whole has grown, has developed, has matured, like one of ourselves. It was once a child, it was once a man; we are now looking on at its impressive old age. Before the epoch which modern society has dubbed “ancient,” there was another epoch which the ancients called “fabulous,” but which it would be more accurate to call “primitive.” Behold then three great successive orders of things in civilization, from its origin down to our days. Now, as poetry is always superposed upon society, we propose to try to demonstrate, from the form of its society, what the character of the poetry must have been in those three great ages of the world—primitive times, ancient times, modern times.


  In primitive times, when man awakes in a world that is newly created, poetry awakes with him. In the face of the marvellous things that dazzle and intoxicate him, his first speech is a hymn simply. He is still so close to God that all his meditations are ecstatic, all his dreams are visions. His bosom swells, he sings as he breathes. His lyre has but three strings—God, the soul, creation; but this threefold mystery envelopes everything, this threefold idea embraces everything. The earth is still almost deserted. There are families, but no nations; patriarchs, but no kings. Each race exists at its own pleasure; no property, no laws, no contentions, no wars. Everything belongs to each and to all. Society is a community. Man is restrained in nought. He leads that nomadic pastoral life with which all civilizations begin, and which is so well adapted to solitary contemplation, to fanciful reverie. He follows every suggestion, he goes hither and thither, at random. His thought, like his life, resembles a could that changes its shape and its direction according to the wind that drives it. Such is the first man, such is the first poet. He is young, he is cynical. Prayer is his sole religion, the ode is his only form of poetry.


  This ode, this poem of primitive times, is Genesis.


  By slow degrees, however, this youth of the world passes away. All the spheres progress; the family becomes a tribe, the tribe becomes a nation. Each of these groups of men camps about a common centre, and kingdoms appear. The social instinct succeeds the nomadic instinct. The camp gives place to the city, the tent to the place, the ark to the temple. The chiefs of these nascent states are still shepherds, it is true, but shepherds of nations; the pastoral staff has already assumed the shape of a sceptre. Everything tends to become stationary and fixed. Religion takes on a definite shape; prayer is governed by rites; dogma sets bounds to worship. Thus the priest and king share the paternity of the people; thus theocratic society succeeds the patriarchal community.


  Meanwhile the nations are beginning to be packed too closely on the earth’s surface. They annoy and jostle one another; hence the clash of empires—war. They overflow upon another; hence, the migrations of nations—voyages. Poetry reflects these momentous events; from ideas it proceeds to things. It sings of ages, of nations, of empires. It becomes epic, it gives birth to Homer.


  Homer, in truth, dominates the society of ancient times. In that society, all is simple, all is epic. Poetry is religion, religion is law. The virginity of the earlier age is succeeded by the chastity of the later. A sort of solemn gravity is everywhere noticeable, in private manners no less than in public. The nations have retained nothing of the wandering life of the earlier time, save respect for the stranger and the traveller. The family has a fatherland; everything is connected therewith; it has the cult of the house and the cult of the tomb.


  We say again, such a civilization can find its one expression only in the epic. The epic will assume diverse forms, but will never lose its specific character. Pindar is more priestlike than patriarchal, more epic than lyrical. If the chroniclers, the necessary accompaniments of this second age of the world, set about collecting traditions and begin to reckon by centuries, they labour to no purpose—chronology cannot expel poesy; history remains an epic. Herodotus is a Homer.


  But it is in the ancient tragedy, above all, that the epic breaks out at every turn. It mounts the Greek stage without losing aught, so to speak, of its immeasurable, gigantic proportions. Its characters are still heroes, demi-gods, gods; its themes are visions, oracles, fatality; its scenes are battles, funeral rites, catalogues. That which the rhapsodists formerly sang, the actors declaim—that is the whole difference.


  There is something more. When the whole plot, the whole spectacle of the epic poem have passed to the stage, the Chorus takes all that remains. The Chorus annotates the tragedy, encourages the heroes, gives descriptions, summons and expels the daylight, rejoices, laments, sometimes furnishes the scenery, explains the moral bearing of the subject, flatters the listening assemblage. Now, what is the Chorus, this anomalous character standing between the spectacle and the spectator, if it be not the poet completing his epic?


  The theatre of the ancients is, like their dramas, huge, pontifical, epic. It is capable of holding thirty thousand spectators; the plays are given in the open air, in bright sunlight; the performances last all day. The actors disguise their voices, wear masks, increase their stature; they make themselves gigantic, like their rôles. The stage is immense. It may represent at the same moment both the interior and the exterior of a temple, a palace, a camp, a city. Upon it, vast spectacles are displayed. There is—we cite only from memory—Prometheus on his mountain; there is Antigone, at the top of a tower, seeking her brother Polynices in the hostile army (The Phœnicians); there is Evadne hurling herself from a cliff into the flames where the body of Capaneus is burning (The Suppliants of Euripides); there is a ship sailing into port and landing fifty princesses with their retinues (The Suppliants of Æschylus). Architecture, poetry, everything assumes a monumental character. In all antiquity there is nothing more solemn, more majestic. Its history and its religion are mingled on its stage. Its first actors are priests; its scenic performances are religious ceremonies, national festivals.


  One last observation, which completes our demonstration of the epic character of this epoch: in the subjects which it treats, no less than in the forms it adopts, tragedy simply re-echoes the epic. All the ancient tragic authors derive their plots from Homer. The same fabulous exploits, the same catastrophes, the same heroes. One and all drink from the Homeric stream. The Iliad and Odyssey are always in evidence. Like Achilles dragging Hector at his chariot-wheel, the Greek tragedy circles about Troy.


  But the age of the epic draws near its end. Like the society that it represents, this form of poetry wears itself out revolving upon itself. Rome reproduces Greece, Virgil copies Homer, and, as if to make a becoming end, epic poetry expires in the last parturition.


  It was time. Another era is about to begin, for the world and for poetry.


  A spiritual religion, supplanting the material and external paganism, makes its way to the heart of the ancient society, kills it, and deposits, in that corpse of a decrepit civilization, the germ of modern civilization. This religion is complete, because it is true; between its dogma and its cult, it embraces a deep-rooted moral. and first of all, as a fundamental truth, it teaches man that he has two lives to live, one ephemeral, the other immortal; one on earth, the other in heaven. It shows him that he, like his destiny, is twofold: that there is in him an animal and an intellect, a body and a soul; in a word, that he is the point of intersection, the common link of the two chains of beings which embrace all creation—of the chain of material beings and the chain of incorporeal beings; the first starting from the rock to arrive at man, the second starting from man to end at God.


  A portion of these truths had perhaps been suspected by certain wise men of ancient times, but their full, broad, luminous revelation dates from the Gospels. The pagan schools walked in darkness, feeling their way, clinging to falsehoods as well as to truths in their haphazard journeying. Some of their philosophers occasionally cast upon certain subjects feeble gleams which illuminated but one side and made the darkness of the other side more profound. Hence all the phantoms created by ancient philosophy. None but divine wisdom was capable of substituting an even and all-embracing light for all those flickering rays of human wisdom. Pythagoras, Epicurus, Socrates, Plato, are torches: Christ is the glorious light of day.


  Nothing could be more material, indeed, than the ancient theogony. Far from proposing, as Christianity does, to separate the spirit from the body, it ascribes form and features to everything, even to impalpable essences, even to the intelligence. In it everything is visible, tangible, fleshly. Its gods need a cloud to conceal themselves from men’s eyes. They eat, drink, and sleep. They are wounded and their blood flows; they are maimed, and lo! they limp forever after. That religion has gods and halves of gods. Its thunderbolts are forged on an anvil, and among other things three rays of twisted rain (tres imbris torti radios) enter into their composition. Its Jupiter suspends the world by a golden chain; its sun rides in a four-horse chariot; its hell is a precipice the brink of which is marked on the globe; its heaven is a mountain.


  Thus paganism, which moulded all creations from the same clay, minimizes divinity and magnifies man. Homer’s heroes are of almost the same stature as his gods. Ajax defies Jupiter, Achilles is the peer of Mars. Christianity on the contrary, as we have seen, draws a broad line of division between spirit and matter. It places an abyss between the soul and the body, an abyss between man and God.


  At this point—to omit nothing from the sketch upon which we have ventured—we will call attention to the fact that, with Christianity, and by its means, there entered into the mind of the nations a new sentiment, unknown to the ancients and marvellously developed among moderns, a sentiment which is more than gravity and less than sadness—melancholy. In truth, might not the heart of man, hitherto deadened by religions purely hierarchical and sacerdotal, awake and feel springing to life within it some unexpected faculty, under the breath of a religion that is human because it is divine, a religion which makes of the poor man’s prayer, the rich man’s wealth, religion of equality, liberty and charity? Might it not see all things in a new light, since the Gospel had shown it the soul through the senses, eternity behind life?


  Moreover, at that very moment the world was undergoing so complete a revolution that it was impossible that there should not be a revolution in men’s minds. Hitherto the catastrophes of empires had rarely reached the hearts of the people; it was kings who fell, majesties that vanished, nothing more. The lightning struck only in the upper regions, and, as we have already pointed out, events seemed to succeed one another with all the solemnity of the epic. In the ancient society, the individual occupied so lowly a place that, to strike him, adversity must needs descend to his family. So that he knew little of misfortune outside of domestic sorrows. It was an almost unheard-of thing that the general disasters of the state should disarrange his life. But the instant that Christian society became firmly established, the ancient continent was thrown into confusion. Everything was pulled up by the roots. Events, destined to destroy ancient Europe and to construct a new Europe, trod upon one another’s heels in their ceaseless rush, and drove the nations pellmell, some into the light, others into darkness. So much uproar ensued that it was impossible that some echoes of it should not reach the hearts of the people. It was more than an echo, it was a reflex blow. Man, withdrawing within himself in presence of these imposing vicissitudes, began to take pity upon mankind, to reflect upon the bitter disillusionments of life. of this sentiment, which to Cato the heathen was despair, Christianity fashioned melancholy.


  At the same time was born the spirit of scrutiny and curiosity. These great catastrophes were also great spectacles, impressive cataclysms. It was the North hurling itself upon the South; the Roman world changing shape; the last convulsive throes of a whole universe in the death agony. As soon as that world was dead, lo! clouds of rhetoricians, grammarians, sophists, swooped down like insects on its immense body. People saw them swarming and heard them buzzing in that seat of putrefaction. They vied with one another in scrutinizing, commenting, disputing. Each limb, each muscle, each fibre of the huge prostrate body was twisted and turned in every direction. Surely it must have been a keen satisfaction to those anatomists of the mind, to be able, at their debut, to make experiments on a large scale; to have a dead society to dissect, for their first “subject.”


  Thus we see melancholy and meditation, the demons of analysis and controversy, appear at the same moment, and, as it were, hand-in-hand. At one extremity of this era of transition is Longinus, at the other St. Augustine. We must beware of casting a disdainful eye upon that epoch wherein all that has since borne fruit was contained in germs; upon that epoch whose least eminent writers, if we may be pardoned a vulgar but expressive phrase, made fertilizer for the harvest that was to follow. The Middle Ages were grafted on the Lower Empire.


  Behold, then, a new religion, a new society; upon this twofold foundation there must inevitably spring up a new poetry. Previously—we beg pardon for setting forth a result which the reader has probably already foreseen from what has been said above—previously, following therein the course pursued by the ancient polytheism and philosophy, the purely epic muse of the ancients had studied nature in only a single aspect, casting aside without pity almost everything in art which, in the world subjected to its imitation, had not relation to a certain type of beauty. A type which was magnificent at first, but, as always happens with everything systematic, became in later times false, trivial and conventional. Christianity leads poetry to the truth. Like it, the modern muse will see things in a higher and broader light. It will realize that everything in creation is not humanly beautiful, that the ugly exists beside the beautiful, the unshapely beside the graceful, the grotesque on the reverse of the sublime, evil with good, darkness with light. It will ask itself if the narrow and relative sense of the artist should prevail over the infinite, absolute sense of the Creator; if it is for man to correct God; if a mutilated nature will be the more beautiful for the mutilation; if art has the right to duplicate, so to speak, man, life, creation; if things will progress better when their muscles and their vigour have been taken from them; if, in short, to be incomplete is the best way to be harmonious. Then it is that, with its eyes fixed upon events that are both laughable and redoubtable, and under the influence of that spirit of Christian melancholy and philosophical criticism which we described a moment ago, poetry will take a great step, a decisive step, a step which, like the upheaval of an earthquake, will change the whole face of the intellectual world. It will set about doing as nature does, mingling in its creations—but without confounding them—darkness and light, the grotesque and the sublime; in other words, the body and the soul, the beast and the intellect; for the starting-point of religion is always the starting-point of poetry. All things are connected.


  Thus, then, we see a principle unknown to the ancients, a new type, introduced in poetry; and as an additional element in anything modifies the whole of the thing, a new form of the art is developed. This type is the grotesque; its new form is comedy.


  And we beg leave to dwell upon this point; for we have now indicated the significant feature, the fundamental difference which, in our opinion, separates modern from ancient art, the present form from the defunct form; or, to use less definite but more popular terms, romantic literature from classical literature.


  “At last!” exclaim the people who for some time past have seen what we were coming at, “at last we have you—you are caught in the act. So then you put forward the ugly as a type for imitation, you make the grotesque an element of art. But the graces; but good taste! Don’t you know that art should correct nature? that we must ennoble art? that we must select? Did the ancients ever exhibit the ugly or the grotesque? Did they ever mingle comedy and tragedy? The example of the ancients, gentlemen! and Aristotle, too; and Boileau; and La Harpe. Upon my word!”


  These arguments are sound, doubtless, and, above all, of extraordinary novelty. But it is not our place to reply to them. We are constructing no system here—God protect us from systems! We are stating a fact. We are a historian, not a critic. Whether the fact is agreeable or not matters little; it is a fact. Let us resume, therefore, and try to prove that it is of the fruitful union of the grotesque and the sublime types that modern genius is born—so complex, so diverse in its forms, so inexhaustible in its creations; and therein directly opposed to the uniform simplicity of the genius of the ancients; let us show that that is the point from which we must set out to establish the real and radical difference between the two forms of literature.


  Not that it is strictly true that comedy and the grotesque were entirely unknown to the ancients. In fact, such a thing would be impossible. Nothing grows without a root; the germ of the second epoch always exists in the first. In the Iliad Thersites and Vulcan furnish comedy, one to the mortals, the other to the gods. There is too much nature and originality in the Greek tragedy for there not to be an occasional touch of comedy in it. For example, to cite only what we happen to recall, the scene between Menelaus and the portress of the palace. (Helen, Act I), and the scene of the Phrygian (Orestes, Act IV). The Tritons, the Satyrs, the Cyclops are grotesque; Polyphemus is a terrifying, Silenus a farcical grotesque.


  But one feels that this part of the art is still in its infancy. The epic, which at this period imposes its form on everything, the epic weighs heavily upon it and stifles it. The ancient grotesque is timid and forever trying to keep out of sight. It is plain that it is not on familiar ground, because it is not in its natural surroundings. It conceals itself as much as it can. The Satyrs, the Tritons, and the Sirens are hardly abnormal in form. The Fates and the Harpies are hideous in their attributes rather than in feature; the Furies are beautiful, and are called Eumenides, that is to say, gentle, beneficent. There is a veil of grandeur or of divinity over other grotesques. Polyphemus is a giant, Midas a king, Silenus a god.


  Thus comedy is almost imperceptible in the great epic ensemble of ancient times. What is the barrow of Thespis beside the Olympian chariots? What are Aristophanes and Plautus, beside the Homeric colossi, Æschylus, Sophocles, Euripides? Homer bears them along with him, as Hercules bore the pygmies, hidden in his lion’s skin!


  In the idea of men of modern times, however, the grotesque plays an enormous part. It is found everywhere; on the one hand it creates the abnormal and the horrible, on the other the comic and the burlesque. It fastens upon religion a thousand original superstitions, upon poetry a thousand picturesque fancies. It is the grotesque which scatters lavishly, in air, water, earth, fire, those myriads of intermediary creatures which we find all alive in the popular traditions of the Middle Ages; it is the grotesque which impels the ghastly antics of the witches’ revels, which gives Satan his horns, his cloven foot and his bat’s wings. It is the grotesque, still the grotesque, which now casts into the Christian hell the frightful faces which the severe genius of Dante and Milton will evoke, and again peoples it with those laughter-moving figures amid which Callot, the burlesque Michelangelo, will disport himself. If it passes from the world of imagination to the real world, it unfolds an inexhaustible supply of parodies of mankind. Creations of its fantasy are the Scaramouches, Crispins and Harlequins, grinning silhouettes of man, types altogether unknown to serious-minded antiquity, although they originated in classic Italy. It is the grotesque, lastly, which, colouring the same drama with the fancies of the North and of the South in turn, exhibits Sganarelle capering about Don Juan and Mephistopheles crawling about Faust.


  And how free and open it is in its bearing! how boldly it brings into relief all the strange forms which the preceding age had timidly wrapped in swaddling-clothes! Ancient poetry, compelled to provide the lame Vulcan with companions, tried to disguise their deformity by distributing it, so to speak, upon gigantic proportions. Modern genius retains this myth of the supernatural smiths, but gives it an entirely different character and one which makes it even more striking; it changes the giants to dwarfs and makes gnomes of the Cyclops. With like originality, it substitutes for the somewhat commonplace Lernæan hydra all the local dragons of our national legends—the gargoyle of Rouen, the gra-ouilli of Metz, the chair sallée of Troyes, the drée of Montlhéry, the tarasque of Tarascon—monsters of forms so diverse, whose outlandish names are an additional attribute. All these creations draw from their own nature that energetic and significant expression before which antiquity seems sometimes to have recoiled. Certain it is that the Greek Eumenides are much less horrible, and consequently less true, than the witches in Macbeth. Pluto is not the devil.


  In our opinion a most novel book might be written upon the employment of the grotesque in the arts. One might point out the powerful effects the moderns have obtained from that fruitful type, upon which narrow-minded criticism continues to wage war even in our own day. It may be that we shall be led by our subject to call attention in passing to some features of this vast picture. We will simply say here that, as a means of contrast with the sublime, the grotesque is, in our view, the richest source that nature can offer art. Rubens so understood it, doubtless, when it pleased him to introduce the hideous features of a court dwarf amid his exhibitions of royal magnificence, coronations and splendid ceremonial. The universal beauty which the ancients solemnly laid upon everything, is not without monotony; the same impression repeated again and again may prove fatiguing at last. Sublime upon sublime scarcely presents a contrast, and we need a little rest from everything, even the beautiful. On the other hand, the grotesque seems to be a halting-place, a mean term, a starting-point whence one rises toward the beautiful with a fresher and keener perception. The salamander gives relief to the water-sprite; the gnome heightens the charm of the sylph.


  And it would be true also to say that contact with the abnormal has imparted to the modern sublime a something purer, grander, more sublime, in short, than the beautiful of the ancients; and that is as it should be. When art is consistent with itself, it guides everything more surely to its goal. If the Homeric Elysium is a long, long way from the ethereal charm, the angelic pleasureableness of Milton’s Paradise, it is because under Eden there is a hell far more terrible than the heathen Tartarus. Do you think that Francesca da Rimini and Beatrice would be so enchanting in a poet who should not confine us in the tower of Hunger and compel us to share Ugolino’s revolting repast? Dante would have less charm, if he had less power. Have the fleshly naiads, the muscular Tritons, the wanton Zephyrs, the diaphanous transparency of our water-sprites and sylphs? Is it not because the modern imagination does not fear to picture the ghastly forms of vampires, ogres, ghouls, snake-charmers and jinns prowling about graveyards, that it can give to its fairies that incorporeal shape, that purity of essence, of which the heathen nymphs fall so far short? The antique Venus is beautiful, admirable, no doubt; but what has imparted to Jean Goujon’s faces that weird, tender, ethereal delicacy? What has given them that unfamiliar suggestion of life and grandeur, if not the proximity of the rough and powerful sculptures of the Middle Ages?
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  English Poetry, 3


  “Tell me not in mournful numbers,


  life is but an empty dream…”


  “Stars of the summer night!


  Far in yon azure deeps—”


  So begin poems that have charmed and cheered thousands. (Longfellow born Feb. 27, 1807.)


  Henry Wadsworth Longfellow


  (1807–1882)


  A Psalm of Life


  What the Heart of the Young Man Said to the Psalmist


  Tell me not, in mournful numbers,


  Life is but an empty dream!


  For the soul is dead that slumbers,


  And things are not what they seem.


  Life is real! Life is earnest!


  And the grave is not its goal;


  Dust thou art, to dust returnest,


  Was not spoken of the soul.


  Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,


  Is our destined end or way;


  But to act, that each to-morrow


  Find us farther than to-day.


  Art is long, and Time is fleeting,


  And our hearts, though stout and brave,


  Still, like muffled drums, are beating


  Funeral marches to the grave.


  In the world’s broad field of battle,


  In the bivouac of Life,


  Be not like dumb, driven cattle!


  Be a hero in the strife!


  Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!


  Let the dead Past bury its dead!


  Act,—act in the living Present!


  Heart within, and God o’erhead!


  Lives of great men all remind us


  We can make our lives sublime,


  And, departing, leave behind us


  Footprints on the sands of time;


  Footprints, that perhaps another,


  Sailing o’er life’s solemn main,


  A forlorn and shipwrecked brother,


  Seeing, shall take heart again.


  Let us, then, be up and doing,


  With a heart for any fate;


  Still achieving, still pursuing,


  Learn to labor and to wait.


  ————


  The Light of Stars


  The night is come, but not too soon;


  And sinking silently,


  All silently, the little moon


  Drops down behind the sky.


  There is no light in earth or heaven


  But the cold light of stars;


  And the first watch of night is given


  To the red planet Mars.


  Is it the tender star of love?


  The star of love and dreams?*


  Oh no! from that blue tent above


  A hero’s armor gleams.


  And earnest thoughts within me rise,


  When I behold afar,


  Suspended in the evening skies,


  The shield of that red star.


  O star of strength! I see thee stand


  And smile upon my pain;


  Thou beckonest with thy mailed hand,


  And I am strong again.


  Within my breast there is no light


  But the cold light of stars;


  I give the first watch of the night


  To the red planet Mars.


  The star of the unconquered will,


  He rises in my breast,


  Serene, and resolute, and still,


  And calm, and self-possessed.


  And thou, too, whosoe’er thou art,


  That readest this brief psalm,


  As one by one thy hopes depart,


  Be resolute and calm.


  Oh, fear not in a world like this,


  And thou shalt know erelong,


  Know how sublime a thing it is


  To suffer and be strong.


  ————


  Hymn to the Night


  [Greek]


  I heard the trailing garments of the Night


  Sweep through her marble halls!


  I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light


  From the celestial walls!


  I felt her presence, by its spell of might,


  Stoop o’er me from above;


  The calm, majestic presence of the Night,


  As of the one I love.


  I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,


  The manifold, soft chimes,


  That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,


  Like some old poet’s rhymes.


  From the cool cisterns of the midnight air


  My spirit drank repose;


  The fountain of perpetual peace flows there,—


  From those deep cisterns flows.


  O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear


  What man has borne before!


  Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,


  And they complain no more.


  Peace! Peace! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer!


  Descend with broad-winged flight,


  The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,


  The best-beloved Night!


  ————


  Footsteps of Angels


  When the hours of Day are numbered,


  And the voices of the Night


  Wake the better soul, that slumbered,


  To a holy, calm delight;


  Ere the evening lamps are lighted,


  And, like phantoms grim and tall,


  Shadows from the fitful firelight


  Dance upon the parlor wall;


  Then the forms of the departed


  Enter at the open door;


  The beloved, the true-hearted,


  Come to visit me once more;


  He, the young and strong, who cherished


  Noble longings for the strife,


  By the roadside fell and perished,


  Weary with the march of life!


  They, the holy ones and weakly,


  Who the cross of suffering bore,


  Folded their pale hands so meekly,


  Spake with us on earth no more!


  And with them the Being Beauteous,


  Who unto my youth was given,


  More than all things else to love me,


  And is now a saint in heaven.


  With a slow and noiseless footstep


  Comes that messenger divine,


  Takes the vacant chair beside me,


  Lays her gentle hand in mine.


  And she sits and gazes at me


  With those deep and tender eyes,


  Like the stars, so still and saint-like,


  Looking downward from the skies


  Uttered not, yet comprehended,


  Is the spirit’s voiceless prayer,


  Soft rebukes, in blessings ended,


  Breathing from her lips of air.


  Oh, though oft depressed and lonely,


  All my fears are laid aside,


  If I but remember only


  Such as these have lived and died!


  ————


  The Wreck of the Hesperus


  It was the schooner Hesperus,


  That sailed the wintry sea;


  And the skipper had taken his little daughter,


  To bear him company.


  Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax,


  Her cheeks like the dawn of day,


  And her bosom white as the hawthorn buds,


  That ope in the month of May.


  The skipper he stood beside the helm,


  His pipe was in his mouth,


  And he watched how the veering flaw did blow


  The smoke now West, now South.


  Then up and spake an old Sailòr,


  Had sailed to the Spanish Main,


  ‘I pray thee, put into yonder port,


  For I fear a hurricane.


  ‘Last night, the moon had a golden ring,


  And to-night no moon we see!’


  The skipper, he blew a whiff from his pipe,


  And a scornful laugh laughed he.


  Colder and louder blew the wind,


  A gale from the Northeast,


  The snow fell hissing in the brine,


  And the billows frothed like yeast.


  Down came the storm, and smote amain


  The vessel in its strength;


  She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed,


  Then leaped her cable’s length.


  ‘Come hither! come hither! my little daughtèr,


  And do not tremble so;


  For I can weather the roughest gale


  That ever wind did blow.’


  He wrapped her warm in his seaman’s coat


  Against the stinging blast;


  He cut a rope from a broken spar,


  And bound her to the mast.


  ‘O father! I hear the church-bells ring,


  Oh say, what may it be?’


  ‘’Tis a fog-bell on a rock-bound coast!’—


  And he steered for the open sea.


  ‘O father! I hear the sound of guns,


  Oh say, what may it be?’


  ‘Some ship in distress, that cannot live


  In such an angry sea!’


  ‘O father. I see a gleaming light,


  Oh say, what may it be?’


  But the father answered never a word,


  A frozen corpse was he.


  Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark,


  With his face turned to the skies,


  The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow


  On his fixed and glassy eyes.


  Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed


  That savèd she might be;


  And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave,


  On the Lake of Galilee.


  And fast through the midnight dark and drear,


  Through the whistling sleet and snow,


  Like a sheeted ghost, the vessel swept


  Tow’rds the reef of Norman’s Woe.


  And ever the fitful gusts between


  A sound came from the land;


  It was the sound of the trampling surf


  On the rocks and the hard sea-sand.


  The breakers were right beneath her bows,


  She drifted a dreary wreck,


  And a whooping billow swept the crew


  Like icicles from her deck.


  She struck where the white and fleecy waves


  Looked soft as carded wool,


  But the cruel rocks, they gored her side


  Like the horns of an angry bull.


  Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice,


  With the masts went by the board;


  Like a vessel of glass, she stove and sank,


  Ho! ho! the breakers roared!


  At daybreak, on the bleak sea-beach,


  A fisherman stood aghast,


  To see the form of a maiden fair,


  Lashed close to a drifting mast.


  The salt sea was frozen on her breast,


  The salt tears in her eyes;


  And he saw her hair, like the brown seaweed,


  On the billows fall and rise.


  Such was the wreck of the Hesperus,


  In the midnight and the snow!


  Christ save us all from a death like this,


  On the reef of Norman’s Woe!


  ————


  The Village Blacksmith


  Under a spreading chestnut-tree


  The village smithy stands;


  The smith, a mighty man is he,


  With large and sinewy hands;


  And the muscles of his brawny arm


  Are strong as iron bands.


  His hair is crisp, and black, and long,


  His face is like the tan;


  His brow is wet with honest sweat,


  He earns whate’er he can,


  And looks the whole world in the face,


  For he owes not any man.


  Week in, week out, from morn till night,


  You can hear his bellows blow;


  You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,


  With measured beat and slow,


  Like a sexton ringing the village bell,


  When the evening sun is low.


  And children coming home from school


  Look in at the open door;


  They love to see the flaming forge,


  And hear the bellows roar,


  And catch the burning sparks that fly,


  Like chaff from a threshing-floor.


  He goes on Sunday to the church,


  And sits among his boys;


  He hears the parson pray and preach,


  He hears his daughter’s voice,


  Singing in the village choir,


  And it makes his heart rejoice.


  It sounds to him like her mother’s voice,


  Singing in Paradise!


  He needs must think of her once more


  How in the grave she lies;


  And with his hard, rough hand he wipes


  A tear out of his eyes.


  Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,


  Onward through life he goes;


  Each morning sees some task begin,


  Each evening sees it close;


  Something attempted, something done.


  Has earned a night’s repose.


  Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,


  For the lesson thou hast taught!


  Thus at the flaming forge of life


  Our fortunes must be wrought;


  Thus on its sounding anvil shaped


  Each burning deed and thought.


  ————


  Serenade


  From ‘The Spanish Student’


  stars of the summer night!


  Far in yon azure deeps,


  Hide, hide your golden light!


  She sleeps!


  My lady sleeps!


  Sleeps!


  Moon of the summer night!


  Far down yon western steeps,


  Sink, sink in silver light!


  She sleeps!


  My lady sleeps!


  Sleeps!


  Wind of the summer night!


  Where yonder woodbine creeps,


  Fold, fold thy pinions light!


  She sleeps!


  My lady sleeps!


  Sleeps!


  Dreams of the summer night!


  Tell her, her lover keeps


  Watch! while in slumbers light


  She sleeps!


  My lady sleeps!


  Sleeps!


  ————


  The Rainy Day


  The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;


  It rains, and the wind is never weary;


  The vine still clings to the mouldering wall,


  But at every gust the dead leaves fall,


  And the day is dark and dreary.


  My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;


  It rains, and the wind is never weary;


  My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past,


  But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast,


  And the days are dark and dreary.


  Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;


  Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;


  Thy fate is the common fate of all,


  Into each life some rain must fall,


  Some days must be dark and dreary.


  ————


  The Day is Done


  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.


  ————


  The Bridge


  I STOOD on the bridge at midnight,


  As the clocks were striking the hour,


  And the moon rose o’er the city,


  Behind the dark church-tower.


  I saw her bright reflection


  In the waters under me,


  Like a golden goblet falling


  And sinking into the sea.


  And far in the hazy distance


  Of that lovely night in June,


  The blaze of the flaming furnace


  Gleamed redder than the moon.


  Among the long, black rafters


  The wavering shadows lay,


  And the current that came from the ocean


  Seemed to lift and bear them away;


  As, sweeping and eddying through them,


  Rose the belated tide,


  And, streaming into the moonlight,


  The seaweed floated wide.


  And like those waters rushing


  Among the wooden piers,


  A flood of thoughts came o’er me


  That filled my eyes with tears.


  How often, oh how often,


  In the days that had gone by,


  I had stood on that bridge at midnight


  And gazed on that wave and sky!


  How often, oh how often,


  I had wished that the ebbing tide


  Would bear me away on its bosom


  O’er the ocean wild and wide!


  For my heart was hot and restless,


  And my life was full of care,


  And the burden laid upon me


  Seemed greater than I could bear.


  But now it has fallen from me,


  It is buried in the sea;


  And only the sorrow of others


  Throws its shadow over me,


  Yet whenever I cross the river


  On its bridge with wooden piers,


  Like the odor of brine from the ocean


  Comes the thought of other years.


  And I think how many thousands


  Of care-encumbered men,


  Each bearing his burden of sorrow,


  Have crossed the bridge since then.


  I see the long procession


  Still passing to and fro,


  The young heart hot and restless,


  And the old subdued and slow!


  And forever and forever,


  As long as the river flows,


  As long as the heart has passions,


  As long as life has woes;


  The moon and its broken reflection


  And its shadows shall appear,


  As the symbol of love in heaven,


  And its wavering image here.


  ————


  Resignation


  There is no flock, however watched and tended,


  But one dead lamb is there!


  There is no fireside, howsoe’er defended,


  But has one vacant chair!


  The air is full of farewells to the dying,


  And mournings for the dead;


  The heart of Rachel, for her children crying,


  Will not be comforted!


  Let us be patient! These severe afflictions


  Not from the ground arise,


  But oftentimes celestial benedictions


  Assume this dark disguise.


  We see but dimly through the mists and vapors;


  Amid these earthly damps


  What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers


  May be heaven’s distant lamps.


  There is no Death! What seems so is transition;


  This life of mortal breath


  Is but a suburb of the life elysian,


  Whose portal we call Death.


  She is not dead,—the child of our affection,—


  But gone unto that school


  Where she no longer needs our poor protection,


  And Christ himself doth rule.


  In that great cloister’s stillness and seclusion,


  By guardian angels led,


  Safe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollution,


  She lives whom we call dead.


  Day after day we think what she is doing


  In those bright realms of air;


  Year after year, her tender steps pursuing,


  Behold her grown more fair.


  Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken,


  The bond which nature gives,


  Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken,


  May reach her where she lives.


  Not as a child shall we again behold her;


  For when with raptures wild


  In our embraces we again enfold her,


  She will not be a child;


  But a fair maiden, in her Father’s mansion,


  Clothed with celestial grace;


  And beautiful with all the soul’s expansion


  Shall we behold her face.


  And though at times impetuous with emotion


  And anguish long suppressed,


  The swelling heart heaves moaning like the ocean,


  That cannot be at rest,—


  We will be patient, and assuage the feeling


  We may not wholly stay;


  By silence sanctifying, not concealing,


  The grief that must have way.


  ————


  Children


  Come to me, O ye children!


  For I hear you at your play,


  And the questions that perplexed me


  Have vanished quite away.


  Ye open the eastern windows,


  That look towards the sun,


  Where thoughts are singing swallows


  And the brooks of morning run.


  In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine,


  In your thoughts the brooklet’s flow,


  But in mine is the wind of Autumn


  And the first fall of the snow.


  Ah! what would the world be to us


  If the children were no more?


  We should dread the desert behind us


  Worse than the dark before.


  What the leaves are to the forest,


  With light and air for food,


  Ere their sweet and tender juices


  Have been hardened into wood,—


  That to the world are children;


  Through them it feels the glow


  Of a brighter and sunnier climate


  Than reaches the trunks below.


  Come to me, O ye children!


  And whisper in my ear


  What the birds and the winds are singing


  In your sunny atmosphere.


  For what are all our contrivings,


  And the wisdom of our books,


  When compared with your caresses,


  And the gladness of your looks?


  Ye are better than all the ballads


  That ever were sung or said;


  For ye are living poems,


  And all the rest are dead.


  


  February 28. Spoke Latin First


  Volume 32, pp. 29-40


  Literary and Philosophical Essays


  Proficient in Latin even before he knew his own tongue, Montaigne received an unusual education. His whole life was spent in storing up his choice thoughts for our profit and pleasure. (Michel de Montaigne born Feb. 28, 1533.)


  Of the Institution and Education of Children


  To the Ladie Diana of Foix, Countesse of Gurson


  Michel Eyquem de Montaigne


  I Never knew father, how crooked and deformed soever his sonne were, that would either altogether cast him off, or not acknowledge him for his owne: and yet (unlesse he be meerely besotted or blinded in his affection) it may not be said, but he plainly perceiveth his defects, and hath a feeling of his imperfections. But so it is, he is his owne. So it is in my selfe. I see better than any man else, that what I have set downe is nought but the fond imaginations of him who in his youth hath tasted nothing but the paring, and seen but the superficies of true learning: whereof he hath retained but a generall and shapelesse forme: a smacke of every thing in generall, but nothing to the purpose in particular: After the French manner. To be short, I know there is an art of Phisicke; a course of lawes; foure parts of the Mathematikes; and I am not altogether ignorant what they tend unto. And perhaps I also know the scope and drift of Sciences in generall to be for the service of our life. But to wade further, or that ever I tired my selfe with plodding upon Aristotle (the Monarch of our moderne doctrine(131)) or obstinately continued in search of any one science: I confesse I never did it. Nor is there any one art whereof I am able so much as to draw the first lineaments. And there is no sholler (be he of the lowest forme) that may not repute himselfe wiser than I, who am not able to oppose him in his first lesson: and if I be forced to it, I am constrained verie impertinently to draw in matter from some generall discourse, whereby I examine, and give a guesse at his natural judgement: a lesson as much unknowne to them as theirs is to me. I have not dealt or had commerce with any excellent booke, except Plutarke or Seneca, from whom (as the Danaides) I draw my water, uncessantly filling, and as fast emptying: some thing whereof I fasten to this paper, but to my selfe nothing at all. And touching bookes: Historie is my chiefe studie, Poesie my only delight, to which I am particularly affected: for as Cleanthes said, that as the voice being forciblie pent in the narrow gullet of a trumpet, at last issueth forth more strong and shriller, so me seemes, that a sentence cunningly and closely couched in measure-keeping Poesie, darts it selfe forth more furiously, and wounds me even to the quicke. And concerning the natural faculties that are in me (whereof behold here an essay), I perceive them to faint under their owne burthen; my conceits,(132) and my judgment march but uncertaine, and as it were groping, staggering, and stumbling at every rush: And when I have gone as far as I can, I have no whit pleased my selfe: for the further I saile the more land I descrie, and that so dimmed with fogges, and overcast with clouds, that my sight is so weakened, I cannot distinguish the same. And then undertaking to speake indifferently of all that presents it selfe unto my fantasie, and having nothing but mine owne natural meanes to imploy therein, if it be my hap (as commonly it is) among good Authors, to light upon those verie places which I have undertaken to treat off, as even now I did in Plutarke, reading his discourse of the power of imagination, wherein in regard of those wise men, I acknowledge my selfe so weake and so poore, so dull and grose-headed, as I am forced both to pittie and disdaine my selfe, yet am I pleased with this, that my opinions have often the grace to jump with theirs, and that I follow them a loofe-off,(133) and thereby possesse at least, that which all other men have not; which is, that I know the utmost difference betweene them and my selfe: all which notwithstanding, I suffer my inventions to run abroad, as weake and faint as I have produced them, without bungling and botching the faults which this comparison hath discovered to me in them. A man had need have a strong backe, to undertake to march foot to foot with these kind of men. The indiscreet writers of our age, amidst their triviall(134) compositions, intermingle and wrest in whole sentences taken from ancient Authors, supposing by such filching-theft to purchase honour and reputation to themselves, doe cleane contrarie. For, this infinite varietie and dissemblance of lustres, makes a face so wan, so ill-favored, and so uglie, in respect of theirs, that they lose much more than gaine thereby. These were two contrarie humours: The Philosopher Chrisippus was wont to foist-in amongst his books, not only whole sentences and other long-long discourses, but whole books of other Authors, as in one, he brought in Euripides his Medea. And Apollodorus was wont to say of him, that if one should draw from out his bookes what he had stolne from others, his paper would remaine blanke. Whereas Epicurus cleane contrarie to him in three hundred volumes he left behind him, had not made use of one allegation.(135) It was my fortune not long since to light upon such a place: I had languishingly traced after some French words, so naked and shallow, and so void either of sense or matter, that at last I found them to be nought but meere French words; and after a tedious and wearisome travell, I chanced to stumble upon an high, rich, and even to the clouds-raised piece, the descent whereof had it been somewhat more pleasant or easie, or the ascent reaching a little further, it had been excusable, and to be borne with-all; but it was such a steepie downe-fall, and by meere strength hewen out of the maine rocke, that by reading of the first six words, me thought I was carried into another world: whereby I perceive the bottome whence I came to be so low and deep, as I durst never more adventure to go through it; for, if I did stuffe any one of my discourses with those rich spoiles, it would manifestly cause the sottishnesse(136) of others to appeare. To reprove mine owne faults in others, seemes to me no more unsufferable than to reprehend (as I doe often) those of others in my selfe. They ought to be accused every where, and have all places of Sanctuarie taken from them: yet do I know how over boldly, at all times I adventure to equall my selfe unto my filchings, and to march hand in hand with them; not without a fond hardie hope, that I may perhaps be able to bleare the eyes of the Judges from discerning them. But it is as much for the benefit of my application, as for the good of mine invention and force. And I doe not furiously front, and bodie to bodie wrestle with those old champions: it is but by flights, advantages, and false offers I seek to come within them, and if I can, to give them a fall. I do not rashly take them about the necke, I doe but touch them, nor doe I go so far as by my bargaine I would seeme to doe; could I but keepe even with them, I should then be an honest man; for I seeke not to venture on them, but where they are strongest. To doe as I have seen some, that is, to shroud themselves under other armes, not daring so much as to show their fingers ends unarmed, and to botch up all their works (as it is an easie matter in a common subject, namely for the wiser sort) with ancient inventions, here and there hudled up together. And in those who endeavoured to hide what they have filched from others, and make it their owne, it is first a manifest note of injustice, then a plaine argument of cowardlinesse; who having nothing of any worth in themselves to make show of, will yet under the countenance of others sufficiencie goe about to make a faire offer: Moreover (oh great foolishnesse) to seek by such cosening(137) tricks to forestall the ignorant approbation of the common sort, nothing fearing to discover their ignorance to men of understanding (whose praise only is of value) who will soone trace out such borrowed ware. As for me, there is nothing I will doe lesse. I never speake of others, but that I may the more speake of my selfe. This concerneth not those mingle-mangles of many kinds of stuffe, or as the Grecians call them Rapsodies, that for such are published, of which kind I have (since I came to yeares of discretion) seem divers most ingenious and wittie; amongst others, one under the name of Capilupus; besides many of the ancient stampe. These are wits of such excellence, as both here and elsewhere they will soone be perceived, as our late famous writer Lipsius, in his learned and laborious work of the Politikes: yet whatsoever come of it, for so much as they are but follies, my intent is not to smother them, no more than a bald and hoarie picture of mine, where a Painter hath drawne not a perfect visage, but mine owne. For, howsoever, these are but my humors and opinions, and I deliver them but to show what my conceit(138) is, and not what ought to be beleeved. Wherein I ayme at nothing but to display my selfe, who peradventure (if a new prentiship change me) shall be another tomorrow. I have no authoritie to purchase believe, neither do I desire it; knowing well that I am not sufficiently taught to instruct others. Some having read my precedent Chapter,(139) told me not long since in mine owne house, I should somewhat more have extended my selfe in the discourse concerning the institution of children. Now (Madam) if there were any sufficiencie in me touching that subject, I could not better employ the same than to bestow it as a present upon that little lad, which ere long threatneth to make a happie issue from out your honorable woombe; for (Madame) you are too generous to begin with other than a man childe. And having had so great a part in the conduct of your successful marriage, I may challenge some right and interest in the greatnesse and prosperitie of all that shall proceed from it: moreover, the ancient and rightfull possession, which you from time to time have ever had, and still have over my sevice, urgeth me with more than ordinarie respects, to wish all honour, well-fare and advantage to whatsoever may in any sort concerne you and yours. And truly, my meaning is but to show that the greatest difficultie, and importing all humane knowledge, seemeth to be in this point, where the nurture and institution of young children is in question. For, as in matters of husbandrie, the labor that must be used before sowing, setting, and planting, yea in planting itselfe, is most certaine and easie. But when that which was sowen, set and planted, commeth to take life; before it come to ripenesse, much adoe, and great varietie of proceeding belongeth to it. So in men, it is no great matter to get them, but being borne, what continuall cares, what diligent attendance, what doubts and feares, doe daily wait to their parents and tutors, before they can be nurtured and brought to any good? The fore-shew of their inclination whilest they are young is so uncertaine, their humours so variable, their promises so changing, their hopes so false, and their proceedings so doubtful, that it is very hard (yea for the wisest) to ground any certaine judgment, or assured successe upon them. Behold Cymon, view Themistocles, and a thousand others, how they have differed, and fallen to better from themselves, and deceive the expectation of such as knew them. The young whelps both of Dogges and Beares at first sight shew their natural disposition, but men headlong embracing this custome or fashion, following that humor or opinion, admitting this or that passion, allowing of that or this law, are easily changed, and soone disguised; yet it is hard to force the natural propension or readinesse of the mind, whereby it followeth, that for want of heedie fore-sight in those that could not guide their course well, they often employ much time in vaine, to addresse young children in those matters whereunto they are not naturally addicted. All which difficulties notwithstanding, mine opinion is, to bring them up in the best and profitablest studies, and that a man should slightly passe over those fond presages, and deceiving prognostikes, which we over precisely gather in their infancie. And (without offence be it said) me thinks that Plato in hisCommonwealth allowed them too-too much authoritie.


  Madame, Learning joyned with true knowledge is an especiall and gracefull ornament, and an implement of wonderful use and consequence, namely, in persons raised to that degree of fortune wherein you are. And in good truth, learning hath not her owne true forme, nor can she make shew of her beauteous lineaments, if she fall into the hands of base and vile persons. [For, as famous Torquato Tasso saith: “Philosophie being a rich a and noble Queene, and knowing her owne worth, graciously smileth upon and lovingly embraceth Princes and noble men, if they become suiters to her, admitting them as her minions, and gently affoording them all the favours she can; whereas upon the contrarie, if she be wooed, and sued unto by clownes, mechanicall fellowes, and such base kind of people, she holds herselfe disparaged and disgraced, as holding no proportion with them. And therefore see we by experience, that if a true Gentleman or nobleman follow her with any attention, and woo her with importunitie, he shall learne and know more of her, and prove a better scholler in one yeare, than an ungentle or base fellow shall in seven, though he pursue her never so attentively.”] She is much more readie and fierce to lend her furtherance and direction in the conduct of a warre, to attempt honourable actions, to command a people, to treat a peace with a prince of forraine nation, than she is to forme an argument in Logick, to devise a Syllogisme, to canvase a case at the barre, or to prescribe a receit of pills. So (noble Ladie) forsomuch as I cannot perswade myselfe, that you will either forget or neglect this point, concerning the institution of yours, especially having tasted the sweetnesse thereof, and being descended of so noble and learned a race. For we yet possesse the learned compositions of the ancient and noble Earles of Foix, from out whose heroicke loynes your husband and you take your ofspring. And Francis Lord of Candale, your worthie uncle, doth daily bring forth such fruits thereof, as the knowledge of the matchlesse qualitie of your house shall hereafter extend itselfe to many ages; I will therefore make you acquainted with one conceit of mine, which contrarie to the common use I hold, and that is all I am able to affoord you concerning that matter. The charge of the Tutor, which you shall appoint your sonne, in the choice of whom consisteth the whole substance of his education and bringing up; on which are many branches depending, which (forasmuch as I can adde nothing of any moment to it) I will not touch at all. And for that point, wherein I presume to advise him, he may so far forth give credit unto it, as he shall see just cause. To a gentleman borne of noble parentage, and heire of a house that aymeth at true learning, and in it would be disciplined, not so much for gane or commoditie to himselfe (because so abject an end is far unworthie the grace and favour of the Muses, and besides, hath a regard or dependencie of others) nor for externall shew and ornament, but to adorne and enrich his inward minde, desiring rather to shape and institute an able and sufficient man, than a bare learned man; my desire is therefore, that the parents or overseers of such a gentleman be very circumspect, and careful in chusing his director, whom I would rather commend for having a well composed and temperate braine, than a full stuft head, yet both will doe well. And I would rather prefer wisdome, judgement, civill customes, and modest behaviour, than bare and meere literall learning; and that in his charge he hold a new course. Some never cease brawling in their schollers eares (as if they were still pouring in a tonell) to follow their booke, yet is their charge nothing else but to repeat what hath beene told them before. I would have a tutor to correct this part, and that at first entrance, according to the capacitie of the wit he hath in hand, he should begin to make shew of it, making him to have a smacke of all things, and how to choose and distinguish them, without helpe of others, sometimes opening him the way, other times leaving him to open it by himselfe. I would not have him to invent and speake alone, but suffer his disciple to speake when his turne commeth. Socrates, and after him Arcesilaus, made their schollers to speake first, and then would speake themselves. Obest plerumque iis qui discere volunt, auctoritas eorum qui docent:(140) “Most commonly the authoritie of them that teach, hinders them that would learne.”


  It is therefore meet that he make him first trot-on before him, whereby he may the better judge of his pace, and so guesse how long he will hold out, that accordingly he may fit his strength; for want of which proportion we often marre all. And to know how to make a good choice, and how far forth one may proceed (still keeping a due measure), is one of the hardest labours I know. It is a signe of a noble, and effect of an undanted spirit, to know how to second, and how far forth he shall condescend to his childish proceedings, and how to guide them. As for myselfe, I can better and with more strength walke up than downe a hill. Those which, according to our common fashion, undertake with one selfe-same lesson, and like maner of education, to direct many spirits of divers formes and different humours, it is no marvell if among a multitude of children, they scarce meet with two or three that reap any good fruit by their discipline, or that come to any perfection. I would not only have him to demand an accompt of the words contained in his lesson, but of the sense and substance thereof, and judge of the profit he hath made of it, not by the testimonie of his memorie, but by the witnesse of his life. That what he lately learned, he cause him to set forth and pourtray the same into sundrie shapes, and then to accommodate it to as many different and severall subjects, whereby he shall perceive, whether he have yet apprehended the same, and therein enfeoffed himselfe,(141) at due times taking his instruction from the institution given by Plato. It is a signe of cruditie and indigestion for a man to yeeld up his meat, even as he swallowed the same; the stomacke hath not wrought his full operation, unlesse it have changed forme, and altered fashion of that which was given him to boyle and concoct.


  [Wee see men gape after no reputation but learning, and when they say, such a one is a learned man, they thinke they have said enough;] Our minde doth move at others pleasure, and tyed and forced to serve the fantasies of others, being brought under by authoritie, and forced to stoope to the lure of their bare lesson; wee have beene so subjected to harpe upon one string, that we have no way left us to descant upon voluntairie; our vigor and libertie is cleane extinct. Nunquam tutelœ suæ fiunt: “They never come to their owne tuition.” It was my hap to bee familiarlie acquainted with an honest man at Pisa, but such an Aristotelian, as he held this infallible position; that a conformitie to Aristotles doctrine was the true touchstone and squire(142) of all solid imaginations and perfect veritie; for, whatsoever had no coherencie with it, was but fond Chimeraes and idle humors; inasmuch as he had knowne all, seene all, and said all. This proposition of his being somewhat over amply and injuriously interpreted by some, made him a long time after to be troubled in the inquisition of Rome. I would have him make his scholler narrowly to sift all things with discretion, and harbour nothing in his head by mere authoritie, or upon trust. Aristotles principles shall be no more axiomes unto him, than the Stoikes or Epicurians. Let this diversitie of judgments be proposed unto him, if he can, he shall be able to distinguish the truth from falsehood, if not, he will remaine doubtful.


  Che non men che saper dubbiar m’aggrata.(143)


  No lesse it pleaseth me,


  To doubt, than wise to be.


  For if by his owne discourse he embrace the opinions of Xenophon or of Plato, they shall be no longer theirs, but his. He that meerely followeth another, traceth nothing, and seeketh nothing: Non sumus sub Rege, sibi quisque se vindicet:(144) “We are not under a Kings command, every one may challenge himselfe, for let him at least know that he knoweth.” It is requisite he endevour as much to feed himselfe with their conceits, as labour to learne their precepts, which, so he know how to applie, let him hardily forget, where or whence he had them. Truth and reason are common to all, and are no more proper unto him that spake them heretofore, then unto him that shall speake them hereafter. And it is no more according to Platoes opinion than to mine, since both he and I understand and see alike. The Bees do here and there sucke this and cull that flower, but afterward they produce the hony, which is peculiarly their owne, then is it no more Thyme or Majoram. So of peeces borrowed of others, he may lawfully alter, transforme, and confound them, to shape out of them a perfect peece of worke, altogether his owne; alwaies provided his judgment, his travell,(145) studie, and institution tend to nothing, but to frame the same perfect. Let him hardily conceale where or whence he hath had any helpe, and make no shew of anything, but of that which he hath made himselfe. Pirates, pilchers, and borrowers, make a shew of their purchases and buildings, but not of that which they have taken from others: you see not the secret fees or bribes Lawyers take of their Clients, but you shall manifestly discover the alliances they make, the honours they get for their children, and the goodly houses they build. No man makes open shew of his receits, but every one of his gettings. The good that comes of studie (or at least should come) is to prove better, wiser and honester. It is the understanding power (said Epicharmus) that seeth and heareth, it is it that profiteth all and disposeth all, that moveth, swayeth, and ruleth all: all things else are but blind, senselesse, and without spirit. And truly in barring him of libertie to doe any thing of himselfe, we make him thereby more servile and more coward. Who would ever enquire of his scholler what he thinketh of Rhetorike, of Grammar, of this or of that sentence of Cicero? Which things thoroughly fethered (as if they were oracles) are let flie into our memorie; in which both letters and syllables are substantiall parts of the subject. To know by roat is no perfect knowledge, but to keep what one hath committed to his memories charge, is commendable: what a man directly knoweth, that will he dispose-of, without turning still to his booke or looking to his pattern. A meere bookish sufficiencie is unpleasant. All I expect of it is an imbellishing of my actions, and not a foundation of them, according to Platoes mind, who saith, constancie, faith, and sinceritie are true Philosophie; as for other Sciences, and tending elsewhere, they are but garish paintings. I would faine have Paluel or Pompey, those two excellent dauncers of our time, with all their nimblenesse, teach any man to doe their loftie tricks and high capers, only with seeing them done, and without stirring out of his place, as some Pedanticall fellowes would instruct our minds without moving or putting it in practice. And glad would I be to find one that would teach us how to manage a horse, to tosse a pike, to shoot-off a peece, to play upon the lute, or to warble with the voice, without any exercise, as these kind of men would teach us to judge, and how to speake well, without any exercise of speaking or judging. In which kind of life, or as I may terme it, Prentiship, what action or object soever presents it-selfe into our eies, may serve us in stead of a sufficient booke. A prettie pranke of a boy, a knavish tricke of a page, a foolish part of a lackey, an idle tale of any discourse else, spoken either in jest or earnest, at the table or in companie, are even as new subjects for us to worke upon: for furtherance whereof, commerce or common societie among men, visiting of forraine countries, and observing of strange fashions, are verie necessary, not only to be able (after the manner of our yong gallants of France) to report how many paces the Church of Santa Rotonda is in length or breadth, or what rich garments the curtezan Signora Livia weareth, and the worth of her hosen; or as some do, nicely to dispute how much longer or broader the face of Nero is, which they have seene in some old ruines of Italie, than that which is made for him in other old monuments else-where. But they should principally observe, and be able to make certaine relation of the humours and fashions of those countries they have seene, that they may the better know how to correct and prepare their wits by those of others. I would therefore have him begin even from his infancie to travell abroad; and first, that at one shoot he may hit two markes he should see neighbor-countries, namely where languages are most different from ours; for, unlesse a mans tongue be fashioned unto them in his youth, he shall never attaine to the true pronunciation of them if he once grow in yeares. Moreover, we see it received as a common opinion of the wiser sort, that it agreeth not with reason, that a childe be alwaies nuzzled, cockered, dandled, and brought up in his parents lap or sight; forsomuch as their natural kindnesse, or (as I may call it) tender fondnesse, causeth often, even the wisest to prove so idle, so overnice, and so base-minded. For parents are not capable, neither can they find in their hearts to see them checkt, corrected, or chastised, nor indure to see them brought up so meanly, and so far from daintinesse, and many times so dangerously, as they must needs be. And it would grieve them to see their children come home from those exercises, that a Gentleman must necessarily acquaint himselfe with, sometimes all wet and bemyred, other times sweatie and full of dust, and to drinke being either extreme hot or exceeding cold; and it would trouble them to see him ride a rough-untamed horse, or with his weapon furiously incounter a skilful Fencer, or to handle or shoot-off a musket; against which there is no remedy, if he will make him prove a sufficient, compleat, or honest man: he must not be spared in his youth; and it will come to passe, that he shall many times have occasion and be forced to shocke the rules of Physicke.


  Vitamque sub dio et trepidis agat


  In rebus.(146)


  Leade he his life in open aire,


  And in affaires full of despaire.


  


  February 29. Goethe’s Tale of a Maiden in Love


  Volume 19, p. 337; also pp. 395-410


  Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


  To either Saint Patrick or the Scottish Parliament of 1228 go the honors—or dishonors—of originating the traditions attending this day; says the latter, “ilka maiden ladee, of baith high and lowe estait, shall hae libertie to speak ye man she likes.” The course of true love runs smooth in Goethe's narrative poem, enduring today for its characterization and swift-flowing lines.


  Johann Wolfgang von Goethe


  (1749-1832)


  Calliope


  Fate and Sympathy


  ‘Truly, I never have seen the market and street so deserted!


  How as if it were swept looks the town, or had perished! Not fifty


  Are there, methinks, of all our inhabitants in it remaining.


  What will not curiosity do! here is every one running,


  Hurrying to gaze on the sad procession of pitiful exiles.


  Fully a league it must be to the causeway they have to pass over,


  Yet all are hurrying down in the dusty heat of the noonday.


  I, in good sooth, would not stir from my place to witness the sorrows


  Borne by good, fugitive people, who now, with their rescued possessions,


  Driven, alas! from beyond the Rhine, their beautiful country,


  Over to us are coming, and through the prosperous corner


  Roam of this our luxuriant valley, and traverse its windings.


  Well hast thou done, good wife, our son in thus kindly dispatching,


  Laden with something to eat and to drink, and with store of old linen,


  ’Mongst the poor folk to distribute; for giving belongs to the wealthy.


  How the youth drives, to be sure! What control he has over the horses!


  Makes not our carriage a handsome appearance,—the new one? With comfort,


  Four could be seated within, with a place on the box for the coachman.


  This time, he drove by himself. How lightly it rolled round the corner!”


  Thus, as he sat at his ease in the porch of his house on the market,


  Unto his wife was speaking mine host of the Golden Lion.


  ————


  Melpomene


  Hermann and Dorothea


  Towards the setting sun the two thus went on their journey:


  Close he had wrapped himself round with clouds portending a tempest.


  Out from the veil, now here and now there, with fiery flashes,


  Gleaming over the field shot forth the ominous lightning.


  “May not these threatening heavens,” said Hermann, “be presently sending


  Hailstones upon us and violent rains; for fair is the harvest.”


  And in the waving luxuriant grain they delighted together:


  Almost as high it reached as the lofty shapes that moved through it.


  Thereupon spoke the maiden, and said to her guide and companion:


  “Friend, unto whom I soon am to owe so kindly a fortune,


  Shelter and home, while many an exile’s exposed to the tempest,


  Tell me concerning thy parents, I pray thee, and teach me to know them,


  Them whom with all my heart I desire to serve in the future.


  Who understands his master, more easily gives satisfaction,


  Having regard to the things which to him seem chief in importance,


  And on the doing of which his firm-set mind is determined.


  Tell me therefore, I pray, how to win thy father and mother.”


  And to her question made answer the good and intelligent Hermann:


  “Ah, what wisdom thou showest, thou good, thou excellent maiden,


  Asking thus first of all concerning the tastes of my parents!


  Know that in vain hitherto I have labored in serving my father,


  Taking upon me as were it my own, the charge of the household;


  Early and late at work in the fields, and o’er seeing the vineyard.


  But my mother I fully content, who can value my service;


  And thou wilt also appear in her eyes the worthiest of maidens,


  If for the house thou carest, as were it thine own thou wast keeping.


  Otherwise is it with father, who cares for the outward appearance.


  Do not regard me, good maiden, as one who is cold and unfeeling,


  That unto thee a stranger I straightway discover my father.


  Nay, I assure thee that never before have words such as these are


  Freely dropped from my tongue, which is not accustomed to prattle;


  But from out of my bosom thou lurest its every secret.


  Some of the graces of life my good father covets about him,


  Outward signs of affection he wishes, as well as of honor;


  And an inferior servant might possibly give satisfaction,


  Who could turn these to account, while he might be displeased with a better.”


  Thereupon said she with joy, the while her hastening footsteps


  Over the darkening pathway with easy motion she quickened:


  “Truly I hope to them both I shall equally give satisfaction:


  For in thy mother’s nature I find such an one as mine own is,


  And to the outward graces I’ve been from my childhood accustomed.


  Greatly was courtesy valued among our neighbors the Frenchmen,


  During their earlier days; it was common to noble and burgher,


  As to the peasant, and every one made it the rule of his household.


  So, on the side of us Germans, the children were likewise accustomed


  Daily to bring to their parents, with kissing of hands and with curtseys,


  Morning good-wishes, and all through the day to be prettily mannered.


  Every thing thus that I learned, and to which I’ve been used from my childhood,


  All that my heart shall suggest, shall be brought into play for thy father.


  But who shall tell me of thee, and how thyself shouldst be treated,


  Thou the only son of the house, and henceforth my master?”


  Thus she said, and e’en as she spoke they stood under the pear-tree.


  Down from the heavens the moon at her full was shedding her splendor.


  Night had come on, and wholly obscured was the last gleam of sunlight,


  So that contrasting masses lay side by side with each other,


  Clear and bright as the day, and black with the shadows of midnight;


  Gratefully fell upon Hermann’s ear the kindly asked question


  Under the shade of the glorious tree, the spot he so treasured,


  Which but this morning had witnessed the tears he had shed for the exile.


  And while they sat themselves down to rest them here for a little,


  Thus spoke the amorous youth, as he grasped the hand of the maiden:


  “Suffer thy heart to make answer, and follow it freely in all things.”


  Yet naught further he ventured to say although so propitious


  Seemed the hour: he feared he should only haste on a refusal.


  Ah, and he felt besides the ring on her finger, sad token!


  Therefore they sat there, silent and still, beside one another.


  First was the maiden to speak: “How sweet is this glorious moonlight!”


  Said she at length: “It is as the light of the day in its brightness.


  There in the city I plainly can see the houses and courtyards,


  And in the gable—methinks I can number its panes—is a window.”


  “What thou seest,” the modest youth thereupon made her answer,—


  “What thou seest is our dwelling, to which I am leading thee downward,


  And that window yonder belongs to my room in the attic,


  Which will be thine perhaps, for various changes are making.


  All these fields, too, are ours; they are ripe for the harvest to-morrow.


  Here in the shade we will rest, and partake of our noontide refreshment.


  But it is time we began our descent through the vineyard and garden;


  For dost thou mark how yon threatening storm-cloud comes nearer and nearer,


  Charged with lightning, and ready our fair full moon to extinguish?”


  So they arose from their seats, and over the cornfields descended,


  Through the luxuriant grain, enjoying the brightness of evening,


  Until they came to the vineyard, and so entered into its shadow.


  Then he guided her down o’er the numerous blocks that were lying,


  Rough and unhewn on the pathway, and served as the steps of the alley.


  Slowly the maiden descended, and leaning her hands on his shoulder,


  While with uncertain beams, the moon through the leaves overlooked them,


  Ere she was veiled by the cloud, and so left the couple in darkness.


  Carefully Hermann’s strength supported the maid that hung o’er him;


  But not knowing the path and the rough-hewn steps that led down it,


  Missed she her footing, her ankle turned, and she surely had fallen,


  Had not the dexterous youth his arm outstretched in an instant,


  And his beloved upheld. She gently sank on his shoulder;


  Breast was pressed against breast, and cheek against cheek. Thus he stood there


  Fixed as a marble statue, the force of will keeping him steadfast,


  Drew her not to him more closely, but braced himself under her pressure.


  Thus he the glorious burden felt, the warmth of her bosom,


  And the perfume of her breath, that over his lips was exhaling;


  Bore with the heart of a man the majestic form of the woman.


  But she with playfulness said, concealing the pain that she suffered:


  “That is a sign of misfortune, so timorous person would tell us,


  When on approaching a house we stumble not far from the threshold;


  And for myself, I confess, I could wish for a happier omen.


  Let us here linger awhile that thy parents may not have to blame thee,


  Seeing a limping maid, and thou seem an incompetent landlord.”


  ————


  Urania


  Prospect


  Muses, O ye who the course of true love so willingly favor,


  Ye who thus far on his way the excellent youth have conducted,


  Even before the betrothal have pressed to his bosom the maiden;


  Further your aid vouchsafe this charming pair in uniting,


  Straightway dispersing the clouds which over their happiness lower!


  Yet first of all declare what is passing meanwhile at the Lion.


  Now for the third time again the mother impatient had entered


  Where were assembled the men, whom anxious but now she had quitted;


  Spoke of the gathering storm, and the moonlight’s rapid obscuring;


  Then of her son’s late tarrying abroad and the dangers of nightfall;


  Sharply upbraided her friends that without having speech of the maiden,


  And without urging his suit, they had parted from Hermann so early.


  “Make it not worse that it is,” the father replied with displeasure.


  “For, as thou seest, we tarry ourselves and are waiting the issue.”


  Calmly, however, from where he was sitting the neighbor made answer:


  “Never in hours of disquiet like this do I fail to be grateful


  Unto my late, blessed father, who every root of impatience


  Tore from my heart when a child, and left no fibre remaining;


  So that I learned on the instant to wait as do none of your sages.”


  “Tell us,” the pastor returned, “what legerdemain he made use of.”


  “That will I gladly relate, for all may draw from it a lesson;”


  So made the neighbor reply. “When a boy I once stood of a Sunday


  Full of impatience, and looking with eagerness out for the carriage


  Which was to carry us forth to the spring that lies under the lindens.


  Still the coach came not. I ran, like a weasel, now hither, now thither,


  Up stairs and down, and forward and back, ’twixt the door and the window;


  Even my fingers itched to be moving; I scratched on the tables,


  Went about pounding and stamping, and hardly could keep me from weeping.


  All was observed by the calm-tempered man; but at last when my folly


  Came to be carried too far, by the arm he quietly took me,


  Led me away to the window, and spoke in this serious language:


  ‘Seest thou yonder the carpenter’s shop that is closed for the Sunday?


  He will re-open to-morrow, when plane and saw will be started,


  And will keep on through the hours of labor from morning till evening.


  But consider you this,—a day will be presently coming


  When that man shall himself be astir and all of his workmen,


  Making a coffin for thee to be quickly and skilfully finished.


  Then that house of boards they will busily bring over hither,


  Which must at last receive alike the impatient and patient,


  And which is destined soon with close-pressing roof to be covered.’


  Straightway I saw the whole thing in my mind as if it were doing;


  Saw the boards fitting together, and saw the black color preparing,


  Sat me down patiently then, and in quiet awaited the carriage.


  Now when others I see, in seasons of anxious expectance,


  Running distracted about, I cannot but think of the coffin.”


  Smiling, the pastor replied: “The affecting picture of death stands


  Not as a dread to the wise, and not as an end to the pious.


  Those it presses again into life, and teaches to use it;


  These by affliction it strengthens in hope to future salvation.


  Death becomes life unto both. Thy father was greatly mistaken


  When to a sensitive boy he death in death thus depicted.


  Let us the value of nobly ripe age, point out to the young man,


  And to the aged the youth, that in the eternal progression


  Both may rejoice, and life may in life thus find its completion.”


  But the door was now opened, and showed the majestical couple.


  Filled with amaze were the friends, and amazed the affectionate parents,


  Seeing the form of the maid so well matched with that of her lover.


  Yea, the door seemed too low to allow the tall figures to enter,


  As they together now appeared coming over the threshold.


  Hermann, with hurried words, presented her thus to his parents:


  “Here is a maiden,” he said; “such a one as ye wish in the household.


  Kindly receive her, dear father: she merits it well; and thou, mother,


  Question her straightway on all that belongs to a housekeeper’s duty,


  That ye may see how well she deserves to ye both to be nearer.”


  Quickly he then drew aside the excellent clergyman, saying:


  “Help me, O worthy sir, and speedily out of this trouble;


  Loosen, I pray thee, this knot, at whose untying I tremble.


  Know that ’tis not as a lover that I have brought hither the maiden;


  But she believes that as servant she comes to the house, and I tremble


  Lest in displeasure she fly as soon as there’s mention of marriage.


  But be it straightway decided; for she no longer in error


  Thus shall be left, and I this suspense no longer can suffer.


  Hasten and show us in this a proof of the wisdom we honor.”


  Towards the company then the clergyman instantly turned him;


  But already, alas! had the soul of the maiden been troubled,


  Hearing the father’s speech; for he, in his sociable fashion,


  Had in these playful words, with the kindest intention addressed her:


  “Ay, this is well, my child! with delight I perceive that my Hermann


  Has the good taste of his father, who often showed his in his young days,


  Leading out always the fairest to dance, and bringing the fairest


  Finally home as his wife; our dear little mother here that was.


  For by the bride that a man shall elect we can judge what himself is,


  Tell what the spirit is in him, and whether he feel his own value.


  Nor didst thou need for thyself, I’ll engage, much time for decision;


  For, in good sooth, methinks, he’s no difficult person to follow.”


  Hermann had heard but in part; his limbs were inwardly trembling,


  And of a sudden a stillness had fallen on all of the circle.


  But by these words of derision, for such she could not but deem them,


  Wounded, and stung to the depths of her soul, the excellent maiden,


  Stood, while the fugitive blood o’er her cheeks and e’en to her bosom


  Poured its flush. But she governed herself, and her courage collecting,


  Answered the old man thus, her pain not wholly concealing:


  “Truly for such a reception thy son had in no wise prepared me,


  When he the ways of his father described, the excellent burgher.


  Thou art a man of culture, I know, before whom I am standing;


  Dealest with every one wisely, according as suits his position;


  But thou hast scanty compassion, it seems, on one such as I am,


  Who, a poor girl, am now crossing thy threshold with purpose to serve thee;


  Else, with such bitter derision, thou wouldst not have made me remember


  How far removed my fortune from that of thyself and thy son is.


  True, I come poor to thy house, and bring with me naught but my bundle


  Here where is every abundance to gladden the prosperous inmates.


  Yet I know well myself; I feel the relations between us.


  Say, is it noble, with so much of mockery straightway to greet me,


  That I am sent from the house while my foot is scarce yet on the threshold?”


  Anxiously Hermann turned and signed to his ally the pastor


  That he should rush to the rescue and straightway dispel the delusion.


  Then stepped the wise man hastily forward and looked on the maiden’s


  Tearful eyes, her silent pain and repressed indignation,


  And in his heart was impelled not at once to clear up the confusion,


  Rather to put to the test the girl’s disquieted spirit.


  Therefore he unto her said in language intended to try her:


  “Surely, thou foreign-born maiden, thou didst not maturely consider,


  When thou too rashly decidedst to enter the service of strangers,


  All that is meant by the placing thyself ’neath the rule of a master;


  For by our hand to a bargain the fate of the year is determined,


  And but a single ‘yea’ compels to much patient endurance.


  Not the worst part of the service the wearisome steps to be taken,


  Neither the bitter sweat of a labor that presses unceasing;


  Since the industrious freeman must toil as well as the servant.


  But ’tis to bear with the master’s caprice when he censures unjustly,


  Or when, at variance with self, he orders now this, now the other;


  Bear with the petulance, too, of the mistress, easily angered,


  And with the rude, overbearing ways of unmannerly children.


  All this is hard to endure, and yet to go on with thy duties


  Quickly, without delay, nor thyself grow sullen and stubborn.


  Yet thou appearest ill-fitted for this, since already so deeply


  Stung by the father’s jests: whereas there is nothing more common


  Than for a girl to be teased on account of a youth she may fancy.”


  Thus he spoke. The maiden had felt the full force of his language,


  And she restrained her no more; but with passionate outburst her feelings


  Made themselves way; a sob broke forth from her now heaving bosom,


  And, while the scalding tears poured down, the straightway made answer:


  “Ah, that rational man who thinks to advise us in sorrow,


  Knows not how little of power his cold words have in relieving


  Ever a heart from that woe which a sovereign fate has inflicted.


  Ye are prosperous and glad; how then should a pleasantry wound you?


  Yet but the lightest touch is a source of pain to the sick man.


  Nay, concealment itself, if successful, had profited nothing.


  Better show now what had later increased to a bitterer anguish,


  And to an inward consuming despair might perhaps have reduced me.


  Let me go back! for here in this house I can tarry no longer.


  I will away, and wander in search of my hapless companions,


  Whom I forsook in their need; for myself alone choosing the better.


  This is my firm resolve, and I therefore may make a confession


  Which might for years perhaps have else lain hid in my bosom.


  Deeply indeed was I hurt by the father’s words of derision;


  Not that I’m sensitive, proud beyond what is fitting a servant;


  But that my heart in truth had felt itself stirred with affection


  Towards the youth who to-day had appeared to my eyes as a savior.


  When he first left me there on the road, he still remained present,


  Haunting my every thought; I fancied the fortunate maiden


  Whom as a bride, perhaps, his heart had already elected.


  When at the fountain I met him again, the sight of him wakened


  Pleasure as great as if there had met me an angel from heaven;


  And with what gladness I followed, when asked to come as his servant.


  True, that I flattered myself in my heart,—I will not deny it,—


  While we were hitherward coming, I might peradventure deserve him,


  Should I become at last the important stay of the household.


  Now I, alas! for the first time see what risk I was running,


  When I would make my home so near to the secretly loved one;


  Now for the first time feel how far removed a poor maiden


  Is from an opulent youth, no matter how great her deserving.


  All this I now confess, that my heart ye may not misinterpret,


  In that ’twas hurt by a chance to which I owe my awaking.


  Hiding my secret desires, this dread had been ever before me,


  That at some early day he would bring him a bride to his dwelling;


  And ah, how could I then my inward anguish have suffered!


  Happily I have been warned, and happily now has my bosom


  Been of its secret relieved, while yet there is cure for the evil.


  But no more; I have spoken; and now shall nothing detain me


  Longer here in a house where I stay but in shame and confusion,


  Freely confessing my love and that foolish hope that I cherished.


  Not the night which abroad is covered with lowering storm clouds;


  Not the roll of the thunder—I hear its peal—shall deter me;


  Not the pelt of the rain which without is beating in fury;


  Neither the blustering tempest; for all these things have I suffered


  During our sorrowful flight, and while the near foe was pursuing.


  Now I again go forth, as I have so long been accustomed,


  Carried away by the whirl of the times, and from every thing parted.


  Fare ye well! I tarry no longer; all now is over.”


  Thus she spoke and back to the door she hastily turned her,


  Still bearing under her arm, as she with her had brought it, her bundle.


  But with both of her arms the mother seized hold of the maiden,


  Clasping her round the waist, and exclaiming, amazed and bewildered:


  “Tell me, what means all this? and these idle tears, say, what mean they?


  I will not let thee depart: thou art the betrothed of my Hermann.”


  But still the father stood, observing the scene with displeasure,


  Looked on the weeping girl, and said in a tone of vexation:


  “This then must be the return that I get for all my indulgence,


  That at the close of the day this most irksome of all things should happen!


  For there is naught I can tolerate less than womanish weeping,


  Violent outcries, which only involve in disorder and passion,


  What with a little of sense had been more smoothly adjusted.


  Settle the thing for yourselves: I’m going to bed; I’ve no patience


  Longer to be a spectator of these your marvellous doings.”


  Quickly he turned as he spoke, and hastened to go to the chamber


  Where he was wonted to rest, and his marriage bed was kept standing,


  But he was held by his son, who said in a tone of entreaty:


  “Father, hasten not from us, and be thou not wroth with the maiden.


  I, only I, am to blame as the cause of all this confusion,


  Which by his dissimulation our friend unexpectedly heightened.


  Speak, O worthy sir; for to thee my cause I intrusted.


  Heap not up sorrow and anger, but rather let all this be ended;


  For I could hold thee never again in such high estimation,


  If thou shouldst show but delight in pain, not superior wisdom.”


  Thereupon answered and said the excellent clergyman, smiling:


  “Tell me, what other device could have drawn this charming confession


  Out of the good maiden’s lips, and thus have revealed her affection?


  Has not the trouble been straightway transformed into gladness and rapture?


  Therefore speak up for thyself; what need of the tongue of another?”


  Thereupon Hermann came forward, and spoke in these words of affection:


  “Do not repent of thy tears, nor repent of these passing distresses;


  For they complete my joy, and—may I not hope it—thine also?


  Not to engage the stranger, the excellent maid, as a servant,


  Unto the fountain I came; but to sue for thy love I came thither.


  Only, alas! my timorous look could thy heart’s inclination


  Nowise perceive; I read in thine eyes of nothing but kindness,


  As from the fountain’s tranquil mirror thou gavest me greeting.


  Might I but bring thee home, the half of my joy was accomplished.


  But thou completest it unto me now; oh, blest be thou for it!”


  Then with a deep emotion the maiden gazed on the stripling;


  Neither forbade she embrace and kiss, the summit of rapture,


  When to a loving pair they come as the longed-for assurance,


  Pledge of a lifetime of bliss, that appears to them now never-ending.


  Unto the others, meanwhile, the pastor had made explanation.


  But with feeling and grace the maid now advanced to the father,


  Bent her before him, and kissing the hand he would fain have withholden,


  Said: “Thou wilt surely be just and forgive one so startled as I was,


  First for my tears of distress, and now for the tears of my gladness.


  That emotion forgive me, and oh! forgive me this also.


  For I can scarce comprehend the happiness newly vouchsafed me.


  Yes, let that first vexation of which I, bewildered, was guilty


  Be too the last. Whatever the maid of affectionate service


  Faithfully promised, shall be to thee now performed by the daughter.”


  Straightway then, concealing his tears, the father embraced her,


  Cordially, too, the mother came forward and kissed her with fervor,


  Pressing her hands in her own: the weeping women were silent.


  Thereupon quickly he seized, the good and intelligent pastor,


  First the father’s hand, and the wedding-ring drew from his finger,—


  Not so easily either: the finger was plump and detained it,—


  Next took the mother’s ring also, and with them betrothed he the children,


  Saying: “These golden circlets once more their office performing


  Firmly a tie shall unite, which in all things shall equal the old one,


  Deeply is this young man imbued with love of the maiden,


  And, as the maiden confesses, her heart is gone out to him also.


  Here do I therefore betroth you and bless for the years that are coming,


  With the consent of the parents, and having this friend as a witness.”


  Then the neighbor saluted at once, and expressed his good wishes;


  But when the clergyman now the golden circlet was drawing


  Over the maiden’s hand, he observed with amazement the other,


  Which had already by Hermann been anxiously marked at the fountain.


  And with a kindly raillery thus thereupon he addressed her:


  “So, then thy second betrothal is this? let us hope the first bridegroom


  May not appear at the altar, and so prohibit the marriage.”


  But she, answering, said: “Oh, let me to this recollection


  Yet one moment devote; for so much is due the good giver,


  Him who bestowed it at parting, and never came back to his kindred.


  All that should come he foresaw, when in haste the passion for freedom,


  When a desire in the newly changed order of things to be working,


  Urged him onward to Paris, where chains and death he encountered.


  ‘Fare thee well,’ were his words; ‘I go, for all is in motion


  Now for a time on the earth, and every thing seems to be parting.


  E’en in the firmest states fundamental laws are dissolving;


  Property falls away from the hand of the ancient possessor;


  Friend is parted from friend; and so parts lover from lover.


  Here I leave thee, and where I shall find thee again, or if ever,


  Who can tell? Perhaps these words are our last ones together.


  Man’s but a stranger here on the earth, we are told and with reason;


  And we are each of us now become more of strangers than ever.


  Ours no more is the soil, and our treasures are all of them changing:


  Silver and gold are melting away from their time-honored patterns.


  All is in motion as though the already-shaped world into chaos


  Meant to resolve itself backward into night, and to shape itself over.


  Mine thou wilt keep thine heart, and should we be ever united


  Over the ruins of earth, it will be as newly made creatures,


  Beings transformed and free, no longer dependent on fortune;


  For can aught fetter the man who has lived through days such as these are!


  But if it is not to be, that, these dangers happily over,


  Ever again we be granted the bliss of mutual embraces,


  Oh, then before thy thoughts so keep my hovering image


  That with unshaken mind thou be ready for good or for evil!


  Should new ties allure thee again, and a new habitation,


  Enter with gratitude into the joys that fate shall prepare thee;


  Love those purely who love thee; be grateful to them who show kindness.


  But thine uncertain foot should yet be planted but lightly,


  For there is lurking the twofold pain of a new separation.


  Blessings attend thy life; but value existence no higher


  Than thine other possessions, and all possessions are cheating!’


  Thus spoke the noble youth, and never again I beheld him.


  Meanwhile I lost my all, and a thousand times thought of his warning.


  Here, too, I think of his words, when love is sweetly preparing


  Happiness for me anew, and glorious hopes are reviving.


  Oh forgive me, excellent friend, that e’en while I hold thee


  Close to my side I tremble! So unto the late-landed sailor


  Seem the most solid foundations of firmest earth to be rocking.”


  Thus she spoke, and placed the two rings on her finger together.


  But her lover replied with a noble and manly emotion:


  “So much the firmer then, amid these universal convulsions,


  Be, Dorothea, our union! We two will hold fast and continue,


  Firmly maintaining ourselves, and the right to our ample possessions.


  For that man, who, when times are uncertain, is faltering in spirit,


  Only increases the evil, and further and further transmits it;


  While he refashions the world, who keeps himself steadfastly minded.


  Poorly becomes it the German to give to these fearful excitements


  Aught of continuance, or to be this way and that way inclining.


  This is our own! let that be our word, and let us maintain it!


  For to those resolute peoples respect will be ever accorded,


  Who for God and the laws, for parents, women and children,


  Fought and died, as together they stood with their front to the foeman.


  Thou art mine own; and now what is mine, is mine more than ever.


  Not with anxiety will I preserve it, and trembling enjoyment;


  Rather with courage and strength. To-day should the enemy threaten,


  Or in the future, equip me thyself and hand me my weapons.


  Let me but know that under thy care are my house and dear parents,


  Oh! I can then with assurance expose my breast to the foreman.


  And were but every man minded like me, there would be an upspring


  Might against might, and peace should revisit us all with its gladness.”
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    	[←15]


    	
      Garments.


      

    

  


  
    	[←16]


    	
      Pleaders.


      

    

  


  
    	[←17]


    	
      A wild dance.


      

    

  


  
    	[←18]


    	
      Accused.


      

    

  


  
    	[←19]


    	
      Call.


      

    

  


  
    	[←20]


    	
      Title.


      

    

  


  
    	[←21]


    	
      Flaw.


      

    

  


  
    	[←22]


    	
      Disposition.


      

    

  


  
    	[←23]


    	
      Pleasing.


      

    

  


  
    	[←24]


    	
      Whether due to nature or fortune.


      

    

  


  
    	[←25]


    	
      Opinion.


      

    

  


  
    	[←26]


    	
      Small quantity of evil (?).


      

    

  


  
    	[←27]


    	
      Drive out, efface (?). The passage is probably corrupt.


      

    

  


  
    	[←28]


    	
      Inviting discussion.


      

    

  


  
    	[←29]


    	
      Waxed shroud.


      

    

  


  
    	[←30]


    	
      Hinders.


      

    

  


  
    	[←31]


    	
      Porcupine.


      

    

  


  
    	[←32]


    	
      Declaration about the eternal world.


      

    

  


  
    	[←33]


    	
      Bank.


      

    

  


  
    	[←34]


    	
      Account.


      

    

  


  
    	[←35]


    	
      Deceived.


      

    

  


  
    	[←36]


    	
      An unknown poison.


      

    

  


  
    	[←37]


    	
      Thicken.


      

    

  


  
    	[←38]


    	
      Sour.


      

    

  


  
    	[←39]


    	
      Scurf.


      

    

  


  
    	[←40]


    	
      Without the sacrament.


      

    

  


  
    	[←41]


    	
      Unprepared.


      

    

  


  
    	[←42]


    	
      Without extreme unction.


      

    

  


  
    	[←43]


    	
      Foolish.


      

    

  


  
    	[←44]


    	
      Sayings.


      

    

  


  
    	[←45]


    	
      Lat. Here and everywhere.


      

    

  


  
    	[←46]


    	
      Pioneer.


      

    

  


  
    	[←47]


    	
      A room in Lovewit’s house.


      

    

  


  
    	[←48]


    	
      Drop your tricks.


      

    

  


  
    	[←49]


    	
      Poorly paid servant.


      

    

  


  
    	[←50]


    	
      The precinct of Blackfriars.


      

    

  


  
    	[←51]


    	
      I. e., sallow.


      

    

  


  
    	[←52]


    	
      Grains of powder.


      

    

  


  
    	[←53]


    	
      Chilblains.


      

    

  


  
    	[←54]


    	
      A hat of coarse material.


      

    

  


  
    	[←55]


    	
      Don’t pretend to forget.


      

    

  


  
    	[←56]


    	
      Sell the beer intended for the poor to liquor-dealers.


      

    

  


  
    	[←57]


    	
      Tips.


      

    

  


  
    	[←58]


    	
      A game of cards.


      

    

  


  
    	[←59]


    	
      I. e., to the card-players.


      

    

  


  
    	[←60]


    	
      Technical jargon of alchemy.


      

    

  


  
    	[←61]


    	
      Accomplishment.


      

    

  


  
    	[←62]


    	
      At the moment when success is near.


      

    

  


  
    	[←63]


    	
      Astrological tricks.


      

    

  


  
    	[←64]


    	
      A notorious highwayman.


      

    

  


  
    	[←65]


    	
      Eating more than his share of rations.


      

    

  


  
    	[←66]


    	
      Bitch.


      

    

  


  
    	[←67]


    	
      Henry VIII, the first act against witchcraft in England.


      

    

  


  
    	[←68]


    	
      “Sweating” and clipping the coinage.


      

    

  


  
    	[←69]


    	
      Halter.


      

    

  


  
    	[←70]


    	
      A liquid which dissolves solids.


      

    

  


  
    	[←71]


    	
      Transmute metals.


      

    

  


  
    	[←72]


    	
      Alchemical terms.


      

    

  


  
    	[←73]


    	
      Seven years before.


      

    

  


  
    	[←74]


    	
      In the pillory.


      

    

  


  
    	[←75]


    	
      Have your ears cut off.


      

    

  


  
    	[←76]


    	
      Familiar puns.


      

    

  


  
    	[←77]


    	
      Familiar puns.


      

    

  


  
    	[←78]


    	
      The heroine of the “Mirror of Knighthood.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←79]


    	
      Green apple, a youth.


      

    

  


  
    	[←80]


    	
      The Same. The scene-divisions are Jonson’s.


      

    

  


  
    	[←81]


    	
      Watch.


      

    

  


  
    	[←82]


    	
      Opened the matter.


      

    

  


  
    	[←83]


    	
      Has such scruples.


      

    

  


  
    	[←84]


    	
      A magician recently convicted.


      

    

  


  
    	[←85]


    	
      Reveal.


      

    

  


  
    	[←86]


    	
      A Turkish interpreter, like the one who had recently cheated some merchants.


      

    

  


  
    	[←87]


    	
      Familiar spirits.


      

    

  


  
    	[←88]


    	
      An outlaw hero.


      

    

  


  
    	[←89]


    	
      Probably a hero of romance. The name occurs in Spenser.


      

    

  


  
    	[←90]


    	
      Five-and-fifty was the highest number to stand on at the old game of Primero.


      

    

  


  
    	[←91]


    	
      The Quarto reads Testament.


      

    

  


  
    	[←92]


    	
      Niggard.


      

    

  


  
    	[←93]


    	
      That he has undertaken the affair.


      

    

  


  
    	[←94]


    	
      Stake against.


      

    

  


  
    	[←95]


    	
      To be used in raffles.


      

    

  


  
    	[←96]


    	
      Table d’hote restaurant.


      

    

  


  
    	[←97]


    	
      The gamblers (who frequented ordinaries) will be so impoverished through his winnings that they will have to eat on credit.


      

    

  


  
    	[←98]


    	
      Supposed to refer to two alchemists, but the dates do not agree.


      

    

  


  
    	[←99]


    	
      Strip to the cloak.


      

    

  


  
    	[←100]


    	
      Faith.


      

    

  


  
    	[←101]


    	
      Faith.


      

    

  


  
    	[←102]


    	
      plots


      

    

  


  
    	[←103]


    	
      gutter


      

    

  


  
    	[←104]


    	
      Planned.


      

    

  


  
    	[←105]


    	
      A very heavy burden.


      

    

  


  
    	[←106]


    	
      I have undertaken that office.


      

    

  


  
    	[←107]


    	
      I am too great for fortune to injure. Ovid, Metam. VI. 195.


      

    

  


  
    	[←108]


    	
      Let this man die.


      

    

  


  
    	[←109]


    	
      Perhaps for “lock.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←110]


    	
      Business.


      

    

  


  
    	[←111]


    	
      War had broken out in 1521 between Charles V and Francis I, which disturbed all Europe and involved the States of Italy in serious complications. At the moment when this chapter opens, the Imperialist army under the Constable of Bourbon was marching upon Rome in 1527.


      

    

  


  
    	[←112]


    	
      These troops entered Rome in October 1526. They were disbanded in March, 1527.


      

    

  


  
    	[←113]


    	
      Cellini here refers to the attack made upon Rome by the great Ghibelline house of Colonna, led by their chief captain, Pompeo, in September 1526. They took possession of the city and drove Clement into the Castle of S. Angelo, where they forced him to agree to terms favouring the Imperial cause. It was customary for Roman gentlemen to hire bravi for the defence of their palaces when any extraordinary disturbance was expected, as, for example, upon the vacation of the Papal Chair.


      

    

  


  
    	[←114]


    	
      All historians of the sack of Rome agree in saying that Bourbon was shot dead while placing ladders against the outworks near the shop Cellini mentions. But the honour of firing the arquebuse which brought him down cannot be assigned to any one in particular. Very different stories were current on the subject. See Gregorovius, Stadt Rom., vol. viii. p. 522.


      

    

  


  
    	[←115]


    	
      For Renzo di Ceri see above. Orazio Baglioni, of the semi-princely Perugian family, was a distinguished Condottiere. He subsequently obtained the captaincy of the Bande Nere, and died fighting near Naples in 1528. Orazio murdered several of his cousins in order to acquire the lordship of Perugia. His brother Malatesta undertook to defend Florence in the siege of 1530, and sold the city by treason to Clement.


      

    

  


  
    	[←116]


    	
      Giovio, in his Life of the Cardinal Prospero Colonna, relates how he accompanied Clement in his flight from the Vatican to the castle. While passing some open portions of the gallery, he threw his violent mantle and cap of a Monsignore over the white stole of the Pontiff, for fear he might be shot at by the soldiers in the streets below.


      

    

  


  
    	[←117]


    	
      The short autobiography of Raffaello da Montelupo, a man in many respects resembling Cellini, confirms this part of our author’s narrative. It is one of the most interesting pieces of evidence regarding what went on inside the castle during the sack of Rome. Montelupo was also a gunner, and commanded two pieces.


      

    

  


  
    	[←118]


    	
      This is an instance of Cellini’s exaggeration. He did more than yeoman’s service, no doubt. But we cannot believe that, without him, the castle would have been taken.


      

    

  


  
    	[←119]


    	
      Francesco Maria della Rovere, Duke of Urbino, commanded a considerable army as general of the Church, and was now acting for Venice. Why he effected no diversion while the Imperial troops were marching upon Rome, and why he delayed to relieve the city, was never properly explained. Folk attributed his impotent conduct partly to a natural sluggishness in warfare, and partly to his hatred for the house of Medici. Leo X had deprived him of his dukedom, and given it to a Medicean prince. It is to this that Cellini probably refers in the cautious phrase which ends the chapter.


      

    

  


  
    	[←120]


    	
      Benedetto Accolti of Arezzo, Archbishop of Ravenna in 1524, obtained the hat in 1527, three days before the sack of Rome. He was a distinguished man of letters. Niccolò Gaddi was created Cardinal on the same day as Accolti. We shall hear more of him in Cellini’s pages.


      

    

  


  
    	[←121]


    	
      Alessandro Farnese, Dean of the Sacred College, and afterwards Pope Paul III. Of Giacopo Salviati we have already heard, p. 14.


      

    

  


  
    	[←122]


    	
      Loro preti. Perhaps their priests.


      

    

  


  
    	[←123]


    	
      The Mastio or main body of Hadrian’s Mausoleum, which was converted into a fortress during the Middle Ages.


      

    

  


  
    	[←124]


    	
      S’aveva messo la spada dinanzi. Perhaps was bearing his sword in front of him.


      

    

  


  
    	[←125]


    	
      Soffioni, the cannon being like tubes to blow a fire up.


      

    

  


  
    	[←126]


    	
      This captain was a Spaniard, who played a very considerable figure in the war, distinguishing himself at the capture of Genoa and the battle of Lodi in 1522, and afterwards acting as Lieutenant-General to the Prince of Orange. He held Naples against Orazio Baglioni in 1528, and died before Spello in 1529.


      

    

  


  
    	[←127]


    	
      This personage cannot be identified. The Filippo Strozzi mentioned as having been his master was the great opponent of the Medicean despotism, who killed himself in prison after the defeat of Montemurlo in 1539. He married in early life a daughter of Piero de’ Medici.


      

    

  


  
    	[←128]


    	
      Passatojacci.


      

    

  


  
    	[←129]


    	
      Franciotto Orsini was educated in the household of his kinsman Lorenzo de’ Medici. He followed the profession of arms, and married; but after losing his wife took orders, and received the hat in 1517.


      

    

  


  
    	[←130]


    	
      Io che non potevo stare alle mosse.


      

    

  


  
    	[←131]


    	
      Learning.


      

    

  


  
    	[←132]


    	
      Ideas.


      

    

  


  
    	[←133]


    	
      At a distance.


      

    

  


  
    	[←134]


    	
      Commonplace.


      

    

  


  
    	[←135]


    	
      Citation.


      

    

  


  
    	[←136]


    	
      Foolishness.


      

    

  


  
    	[←137]


    	
      Cheating.


      

    

  


  
    	[←138]


    	
      Notion.


      

    

  


  
    	[←139]


    	
      “Of Pedantism.”


      

    

  


  
    	[←140]


    	
      Cic. De Nat. l. i.


      

    

  


  
    	[←141]


    	
      Taken possession.


      

    

  


  
    	[←142]


    	
      Square.


      

    

  


  
    	[←143]


    	
      Dante, Inferno, cant. xi. 93.


      

    

  


  
    	[←144]


    	
      Sen. Epist. xxxiii.


      

    

  


  
    	[←145]


    	
      Travail, labor.


      

    

  


  
    	[←146]


    	
      Hor. l. i. Od. ii. 4.


      

    

  

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
Harvard Classics

Volume 52
Part 2

FEBRUARY

Fifteen Minute Reading Guide
Reading Assignments






OEBPS/Images/image.jpeg





