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March 1. Invented Sir Roger de Coverly

	Volume 27, pp. 83-87

	English Essays

	Word pictures are often more vivid than photographs. Steele had a gift for originating characters that are remembered longer than flesh and blood people. Sir Roger de Coverly and Will Honeycomb are now bold figures in literature. (First issue of the “Spectator,” published March 1, 1711.)

	The Spectator Club [1]

	Sir Richard Steele

	Ast alii sex

	Et plures uno conclamant ore.

	—Juvenal, “Satires,” vii. 166.

	Six more at least join their consenting voice.

	[1. Published in “The Spectator,” March 1, 1711.]

	The first of our society is a gentleman of Worcestershire, of an ancient descent, a baronet, his name Sir Roger de Coverley. His great-grandfather was inventor of that famous country-dance which is called after him. All who know that shire are very well acquainted with the parts and merits of Sir Roger. He is a gentleman that is very singular in his behavior, but his singularities proceed from his good sense, and are contradictions to the manners of the world, only as he thinks the world is in the wrong. However, this humor creates him no enemies, for he does nothing with sourness or obstinacy; and his being unconfined to modes and forms makes him but the readier and more capable to please and oblige all who know him. When he is in town he lives in Soho Square. It is said he keeps himself a bachelor by reason he was crossed in love by a perverse beautiful widow of the next county to him. Before this disappointment, Sir Roger was what you call a fine gentleman, had often supped with my Lord Rochester and Sir George Etherege, fought a duel upon his first coming to town, and kicked bully Dawson in a public coffee-house for calling him youngster. But being ill-used by the above-mentioned widow, he was very serious for a year and a half; and though, his temper being naturally jovial, he at last got over it, he grew careless of himself and never dressed afterwards. He continues to wear a coat and doublet of the same cut that were in fashion at the time of his repulse, which, in his merry humors, he tells us, has been in and out twelve times since he first wore it. It is said Sir Roger grew humble in his desires after he had forgot his cruel beauty, insomuch that it is reported he has frequently offended with beggars and gypsies; but this is looked upon, by his friends, rather as matter of raillery than truth. He is now in his fifty-sixth year, cheerful, gay, and hearty; keeps a good house both in town and country; a great lover of mankind; but there is such a mirthful cast in his behavior, that he is rather beloved than esteemed. His tenants grow rich, his servants look satisfied, all the young women profess love to him, and the young men are glad of his company. When he comes into a house, he calls the servants by their names, and talks all the way upstairs to a visit. I must not omit that Sir Roger is a justice of the quorum; that he fills the chair at a quarter-session with great abilities, and three months ago gained universal applause, by explaining a passage in the Game Act.

	The gentleman next in esteem and authority among us is another bachelor, who is a member of the Inner Temple, a man of great probity, wit, and understanding; but he has chosen his place of residence rather to obey the direction of an old humorsome father than in pursuit of his own inclinations. He was placed there to study the laws of the land, and is the most learned of any of the house in those of the stage. Aristotle and Longinus are much better understood by him than Littleton or Coke. The father sends up every post questions relating to marriage-articles, leases, and tenures, in the neighborhood; all which questions he agrees with an attorney to answer and take care of in the lump. He is studying the passions themselves, when he should be inquiring into the debates among men which arise from them. He knows the argument of each of the orations of Demosthenes and Tully, but not one case in the reports of our own courts. No one ever took him for a fool; but none, except his intimate friends, know he has a great deal of wit. This turn makes him at once both disinterested and agreeable. As few of his thoughts are drawn from business, they are most of them fit for conversation. His taste for books is a little too just for the age he lives in; he has read all, but approves of very few. His familiarity with the customs, manners, actions, and writings of the ancients, makes him a very delicate observer of what occurs to him in the present world. He is an excellent critic, and the time of the play is his hour of business; exactly at five he passes through New-inn, crosses through Russell-court, and takes a turn at Will’s till the play begins; he has his shoes rubbed and his periwig powdered at the barber’s as you go into the Rose. It is for the good of the audience when he is at the play, for the actors have an ambition to please him.

	The person of next consideration is Sir Andrew Freeport, a merchant of great eminence in the city of London; a person of indefatigable industry, strong reason, and great experience. His notions of trade are noble and generous, and (as every rich man has usually some sly way of jesting, which would make no great figure were he not a rich man) he calls the sea the British Common. He is acquainted with commerce in all its parts, and will tell you that it is a stupid and barbarous way to extend dominion by arms; for true power is to be got by arts and industry. He will often argue that, if this part of our trade were well cultivated, we should gain from one nation; and if another, from another. I have heard him prove that diligence makes more lasting acquisitions than valor, and that sloth has ruined more nations than the sword. He abounds in several frugal maxims, amongst which the greatest favorite is, “A penny saved is a penny got.” A general trader of good sense is pleasanter company than a general scholar; and Sir Andrew having a natural unaffected eloquence, the perspicuity of his discourse gives the same pleasure that wit would in another man. He has made his fortune himself; and says that England may be richer than other kingdoms by as plain methods as he himself is richer than other men; though at the same time I can say this of him, that there is not a point in the compass but blows home a ship in which he is an owner.

	Next to Sir Andrew in the clubroom sits Captain Sentry, a gentleman of great courage, good understanding, but invincible modesty. He is one of those that deserve very well, but are very awkward at putting their talents within the observation of such as should take notice of them. He was some years a captain, and behaved himself with great gallantry in several engagements and at several sieges; but having a small estate of his own, and being next heir to Sir Roger, he has quitted a way of life in which no man can rise suitably to his merit, who is not something of a courtier as well as a soldier. I have heard him often lament that, in a profession where merit is placed in so conspicuous a view, impudence should get the better of modesty. When he has talked to this purpose, I never heard him make a sour expression, but frankly confess that he left the world because he was not fit for it. A strict honesty and an even regular behavior are in themselves obstacles to him that must press through crowds, who endeavor at the same end with himself, the favor of a commander. He will, however, in his way of talk excuse generals for not disposing according to men’s dessert, or inquiring into it; for, says he, that great man who has a mind to help me has as many to break through to come to me as I have to come at him: therefore he will conclude that the man who would make a figure, especially in a military way, must get over all false modesty, and assist his patron against the importunity of other pretenders, by a proper assurance in his own vindication. He says it is a civil cowardice to be backward in asserting what you ought to expect, as it is a military fear to be slow in attacking when it is your duty. With this candor does the gentleman speak of himself and others. The same frankness runs through all his conversation. The military part of his life has furnished him with many adventures, in the relation of which he is very agreeable to the company; for he is never overbearing, though accustomed to command men in the utmost degree below him; nor ever too obsequious, from an habit of obeying men highly above him.

	But that our society may not appear a set of humorists, [2] unacquainted with the gallantries and pleasures of the age, we have amongst us the gallant Will Honeycomb, a gentleman who, according to his years, should be in the decline of his life; but having ever been very careful of his person, and always had a very easy fortune, time has made but a very little impression either by wrinkles on his forehead, or traces on his brain. His person is well turned, and of a good height. He is very ready at that sort of discourse with which men usually entertain women. He has all his life dressed very well, and remembers habits as others do men. He can smile when one speaks to him, and laughs easily. He knows the history of every mode, and can inform you from which of the French king’s wenches our wives and daughters had this manner of curling their hair, that way of placing their hoods; whose frailty was covered by such a sort of a petticoat, and whose vanity to show her foot made that part of the dress so short in such a year. In a word, all his conversation and knowledge have been in the female world. As other men of his age will take notice to you what such a minister said upon such and such an occasion, he will tell you when the Duke of Monmouth danced at court, such a woman was then smitten, another was taken with him at the head of his troop in the park. In all these important relations, he has ever about the same time received a kind glance, or a blow of a fan from some celebrated beauty, mother of the present Lord Such-a-one. If you speak of a young commoner that said a lively thing in the House, he starts up, “He has good blood in his veins; Tom Mirable begot him; the rogue cheated me in that affair; that young fellow’s mother used me more like a dog than any woman I ever made advances to.” This way of talking of his very much enlivens the conversation among us of a more sedate turn, and I find there is not one of the company, but myself, who rarely speak at all, but speaks of him as of that sort of a man who is usually called a well-bred fine gentleman. To conclude his character, where women are not concerned, he is an honest worthy man.

	[2. Whimsical characters.]

	I cannot tell whether I am to account him, whom I am next to speak of, as one of our company; for he visits us but seldom, but when he does, it adds to every man else a new enjoyment of himself. He is a clergyman, a very philosophic man, of general learning, great sanctity of life, and the most exact good breeding. He has the misfortune to be of a very weak constitution, and consequently cannot accept of such cares and business as preferments in his function would oblige him to; he is therefore among divines what a chamber-counsellor is among lawyers. The probity of his mind, and the integrity of his life, create him followers, as being eloquent or loud advances others. He seldom introduces the subject he speaks upon; but we are so far gone in years that he observes, when he is among us, an earnestness to have him fall on some divine topic, which he always treats with much authority, as one who has no interest in this world, as one who is hastening to the object of all his wishes, and conceives hope from his decays and infirmities. These are my ordinary companions.

	 


March 2. What Sailors Do on Sunday

	Volume 23, pp. 112-119

	Two Years Before the Mast

	“A sailor’s liberty is but for a day,” as Dana explains. Dressed in his Sunday best, the sailor feels like a dashing Beau Brummel; and sets out to enjoy his freedom. “While it lasts it is perfect. He is under no one’s eye and can do whatever he pleases.”

	Two Years Before the Mast

	Richard Henry Dana, Jr.

	Chapter XVI

	Liberty-Day on Shore

	The next day being Sunday, after washing and clearing decks, and getting breakfast, the mate came forward with leave for one watch to go ashore, on liberty. We drew lots, and it fell to the larboard, which I was in. Instantly all was preparation. Buckets of fresh water, (which we were allowed in port,) and soap, were put in use; go-ashore jackets and trowsers got out and brushed; pumps, neckerchiefs, and hats overhauled; one lending to another; so that among the whole each one got a good fit-out. A boat was called to pull the “liberty men” ashore, and we sat down in the stern sheets, “as big as pay passengers,” and jumping ashore, set out on our walk for the town, which was nearly three miles off.

	It is a pity that some other arrangement is not made in merchant vessels, with regard to the liberty-day. When in port, the crews are kept at work all the week, and the only day they are allowed for rest or pleasure is the Sabbath; and unless they go ashore on that day, they cannot go at all. I have heard of a religious captain who gave his crew liberty on Saturdays, after twelve o’clock. This would be a good plan, if shipmasters would bring themselves to give their crews so much time. For young sailors especially, many of whom have been brought up with a regard for the sacredness of the day, this strong temptation to break it, is exceedingly injurious. As it is, it can hardly be expected that a crew, on a long and hard voyage, refuse a few hours of freedom from toil and the restraints of a vessel, and an opportunity to tread the ground and see the sights of society and humanity, because it is on a Sunday. It is too much like escaping from prison, or being drawn out of a pit, on the Sabbath day.

	I shall never forget the delightful sensation of being in the open air, with the birds singing around me, and escaped from the confinement, labor, and strict rule of a vessel—of being once more in my life, though only for a day, my own master. A sailor’s liberty is but for a day; yet while it lasts it is perfect. He is under no one’s eye, and can do whatever, and go wherever, he pleases. This day, for the first time, I may truly say, in my whole life, I felt the meaning of a term which I had often heard—the sweets of liberty. My friend S—— was with me, and turning our backs upon the vessels, we walked slowly along, talking of the pleasure of being our own masters, of the times past, and when we were free in the midst of friends, in America, and of the prospect of our return; and planning where we would go, and what we would do, when we reached home. It was wonderful how the prospect brightened, and how short and tolerable the voyage appeared, when viewed in this new light. Things looked differently from what they did when we talked them over in the little dark forecastle, the night after the flogging at San Pedro. It is not the least of the advantages of allowing sailors occasionally a day of liberty, that it gives them a spring, and makes them feel cheerful and independent, and leads them insensibly to look on the bright side of everything for some time after.

	S—— and myself determined to keep as much together as possible, though we knew that it would not do to cut our shipmates; for, knowing our birth and education, they were a little suspicious that we would try to put on the gentleman when we got ashore, and would be ashamed of their company; and this won’t do with Jack. When the voyage is at an end, you may do as you please, but so long as you belong to the same vessel, you must be a shipmate to him on shore, or he will not be a shipmate to you on board. Being forewarned of this before I went to sea, I took no “long togs” with me, and being dressed like the rest, in white duck trowsers, blue jacket and straw hat, which would prevent my going in better company, and showing no disposition to avoid them, I set all suspicion at rest. Our crew fell in with some who belonged to the other vessels, and, sailor-like, steered for the first grog-shop. This was a small mud building, of only one room, in which were liquors, dry and West India goods, shoes, bread, fruits, and everything which is vendible in California. It was kept by a Yankee, a one-eyed man, who belonged formerly to Fall River, came out to the Pacific in a whale-ship, left her at the Sandwich Islands, and came to California and set up a “Pulperia.” S—— and I followed in our shipmates’ wake, knowing that to refuse to drink with them would be the highest affront, but determining to slip away at the first opportunity. It is the universal custom with sailors for each one, in his turn, to treat the whole, calling for a glass all round, and obliging every one who is present, even the keeper of the shop, to take a glass with him. When we first came in, there was some dispute between our crew and the others, whether the new comers or the old California rangers should treat first; but it being settled in favor of the latter, each of the crews of the other vessels treated all round in their turn, and as there were a good many present, (including some “loafers” who had dropped in, knowing what was going on, to take advantage of Jack’s hospitality,) and the liquor was a real (12.5 cents) a glass, it made somewhat of a hole in their lockers. It was now our ship’s turn, and S—— and I, anxious to get away, stepped up to call for glasses; but we soon found that we must go in order—the oldest first, for the old sailors did not choose to be preceded by a couple of youngsters; and bon gré mal gré, we had to wait our turn, with the twofold apprehension of being too late for our horses, and of getting corned, for drink you must, every time; and if you drink with one and not with another, it is always taken as an insult.

	Having at length gone through our turns and acquitted ourselves of all obligations, we slipped out, and went about among the houses, endeavoring to get horses for the day, so that we might ride round and see the country. At first we had but little success, all that we could get out of the lazy fellows, in reply to our questions, being the eternal drawling “Quien sabe?” (“who knows?”) which is an answer to all questions. After several efforts, we at length fell in with a little Sandwich Island boy, who belonged to Captain Wilson of the Ayacucho, and was well acquainted in the place; and he, knowing where to go, soon procured us two horses, ready saddled and bridled, each with a lasso coiled over the pommel. These we were to have all day, with the privilege of riding them down to the beach at night, for a dollar, which we had to pay in advance. Horses are the cheapest thing in California; the very best not being worth more than ten dollars apiece, and very good ones being often sold for three, and four. In taking a day’s ride, you pay for the use of the saddle, and for the labor and trouble of catching the horses. If you bring the saddle back safe, they care but little what becomes of the horse. Mounted on our horses, which were spirited beasts, and which, by the way, in this country, are always steered by pressing the contrary rein against the neck, and not by pulling on the bit,—we started off on a fine run over the country. The first place we went to was the old ruinous presidio, which stands on a rising ground near the village, which it overlooks. It is built in the form of an open square, like all the other presidios, and was in a most ruinous state, with the exception of one side, in which the commandant lived, with his family. There were only two guns, one of which was spiked, and the other had no carriage. Twelve, half clothed, and half starved looking fellows, composed the garrison; and they, it was said, had not a musket apiece. The small settlement lay directly below the fort, composed of about forty dark brown looking huts, or houses, and two larger ones, plastered, which belonged to two of the “gente de razón.” This town is not more than half as large as Monterey, or Santa Barbara, and has little or no business. From the presidio, we rode off in the direction of the mission, which we were told was three miles distant. The country was rather sandy, and there was nothing for miles which could be called a tree, but the grass grew green and rank, and there were many bushes and thickets, and the soil is said to be good. After a pleasant ride of a couple of miles, we saw the white walls of the mission, and fording a small river, we came directly before it. The mission is built of mud, or rather of the unburnt bricks of the country, and plastered. There was something decidedly striking in its appearance: a number of irregular buildings, connected with one another, and disposed in the form of a hollow square, with a church at one end, rising above the rest, with a tower containing five belfries, in each of which hung a large bell, and with immense rusty iron crosses at the tops. Just outside of the buildings, and under the walls, stood twenty or thirty small huts, built of straw and of the branches of trees, grouped together, in which a few Indians lived, under the protection and in the service of the mission.

	Entering a gate-way, we drove into the open square, in which the stillness of death reigned. On one side was the church; on another, a range of high buildings with grated windows; a third was a range of smaller buildings, or offices; and the fourth seemed to be little more than a high connecting wall. Not a living creature could we see. We rode twice round the square, in the hope of waking up some one; and in one circuit, saw a tall monk, with shaven head, sandals, and the dress of the Grey Friars, pass rapidly through a gallery, but he disappeared without noticing us. After two circuits, we stopped our horses, and saw, at last, a man show himself in front of one of the small buildings. We rode up to him, and found him dressed in the common dress of the country, with a silver chain round his neck, supporting a large bunch of keys. From this, we took him to be the steward of the mission, and addressing him as “Mayordomo,” received a low bow and an invitation to walk into his room. Making our horses fast, we went in. It was a plain room, containing a table, three or four chairs, a small picture or two of some saint, or miracle, or martyrdom, and a few dishes and glasses. “Hay algunas cosa de comer?” said I. “Si Señor!” said he. “Que gusta usted?” Mentioning frijoles, which I knew they must have if they had nothing else, and beef and bread, and a hint for wine, if they had any, he went off to another building, across the court, and returned in a few moments, with a couple of Indian boys, bearing dishes and a decanter of wine. The dishes contained baked meats, frijoles stewed with peppers and onions, boiled eggs, and California flour baked into a kind of macaroni. These, together with the wine, made the most sumptuous meal we had eaten since we left Boston; and, compared with the fare we had lived upon for seven months, it was a regal banquet. After despatching our meal, we took out some money and asked him how much we were to pay. He shook his head, and crossed himself, saying that it was charity:—that the Lord gave it to us. Knowing the amount of this to be that he did not sell it, but was willing to receive a present, we gave him ten or twelve reals, which he pocketed with admirable nonchalance, saying, “Dios se lo pague.” Taking leave of him, we rode out to the Indians’ huts. The little children were running about among the huts, stark naked, and the men were not much better; but the women had generally coarse gowns, of a sort of tow cloth. The men are employed, most of the time, in tending the cattle of the mission, and in working in the garden, which is a very large one, including several acres, and filled, it is said, with the best fruits of the climate. The language of these people, which is spoken by all the Indians of California, is the most brutish and inhuman language, without any exception, that I ever heard, or that could well be conceived of. It is a complete slabber. The words fall off of the ends of their tongues, and a continual slabbering sound is made in the cheeks, outside of the teeth. It cannot have been the language of Montezuma and the independent Mexicans.

	Here, among the huts, we saw the oldest man that I had ever seen; and, indeed, I never supposed that a person could retain life and exhibit such marks of age. He was sitting out in the sun, leaning against the side of a hut; and his legs and arms, which were bare, were of a dark red color, the skin withered and shrunk up like burnt leather, and the limbs not larger round than those of a boy of five years. He had a few grey hairs, which were tied together at the back of his head; and he was so feeble that, when we came up to him, he raised his hands slowly to his face, and taking hold of his lids with his fingers, lifted them up to look at us; and being satisfied, let them drop again. All command over the lid seemed to have gone. I asked his age, but could get no answer but “Quien sabe?” and they probably did not know the age.

	Leaving the mission, we returned to village, going nearly all the way on a full run. The California horses have no medium gait, which is pleasant, between walking and running; for as there are no streets and parades, they have no need of the genteel trot, and their riders usually keep them at the top of their speed until they are tired, and then let them rest themselves by walking. The fine air of the afternoon; the rapid rate of the animals, who seemed almost to fly over the ground; and the excitement and novelty of the motion to us, who had been so long confined on shipboard, were exhilarating beyond expression, and we felt willing to ride all day long. Coming into the village, we found things looking very lively. The Indians, who always have a holyday on Sunday, were engaged at playing a kind of running game of ball, on a level piece of ground, near the houses. The old ones sat down in a ring, looking on, while the young ones—men, boys and girls—were chasing the ball, and throwing it with all their might. Some of the girls ran like greyhounds. At every accident, or remarkable feat, the old people set up a deafening screaming and clapping of hands. Several blue jackets were reeling about among the houses, which showed that the pulperias had been well patronized. One or two of the sailors had got on horseback, but being rather indifferent horsemen, and the Spaniards having given them vicious horses, they were soon thrown, much to the amusement of the people. A half dozen Sandwich Islanders, from the hide-houses and the two brigs, who are bold riders, were dashing about on the full gallop, hallooing and laughing like so many wild men.

	It was now nearly sundown, and S—— and myself went into a house and sat quietly down to rest ourselves before going down to the beach. Several people were soon collected to see “los Ingles marineros,” and one of them—a young woman—took a great fancy to my pocket handkerchief, which was a large silk one that I had before going to sea, and a handsomer one than they had been in the habit of seeing. Of course, I gave it to her; which brought us into high favor; and we had a present of some pears and other fruits, which we took down to the beach with us. When we came to leave the house, we found that our horses, which we left tied at the door, were both gone. We had paid for them to ride down to the beach, but they were not to be found. We went to the man of whom we hired them, but he only shrugged his shoulders, and to our question, “Where are the horses?” only answered—“Quien sabe?” but as he was very easy, and made no inquiries for the saddles, we saw that he knew very well where they were. After a little trouble, determined not to walk down,—a distance of three miles—we procured two, at four reals apiece, with an Indian boy to run on behind and bring them back. Determined to have “the go” out of the horses, for our trouble, we went down at full speed, and were on the beach in fifteen minutes. Wishing to make our liberty last as long as possible, we rode up and down among the hide-houses, amusing ourselves with seeing the men, as they came down, (it was now dusk,) some on horseback and others on foot. The Sandwich Islanders rode down, and were in “high snuff.” We inquired for our shipmates, and were told that two of them had started on horseback and had been thrown or had fallen off, and were seen heading for the beach, but steering pretty wild, and by the looks of things, would not be down much before midnight.

	The Indian boys having arrived, we gave them our horses, and having seen them safely off, hailed for a boat and went aboard. Thus ended our first liberty-day on shore. We were well tired, but had a good time, and were more willing to go back to our old duties. About midnight, we were waked up by our two watch-mates, who had come aboard in high dispute. It seems they had started to come down on the same horse, double-backed; and each was accusing the other of being the cause of his fall. They soon, however, turned-in and fell asleep, and probably forgot all about it, for the next morning the dispute was not renewed.

	 


March 3. For Poets and Fishermen

	Volume 15, pp. 373-382

	The Life of Mr. George Herbert, Izaak Walton

	Isaak Walton, famed patron of fishermen, appreciated other arts and hobbies. He writes of George Herbert, a preacher whose hobby was poetry. (George Herbert died March 3, 1633.)

	The Life of Mr. George Herbert

	Izaak Walton

	George Herbert was born the third day of April, in the year of our redemption 1593. The place of his birth was near to the town of Montgomery, and in that castle that did then bear the name of that town and county; that castle was then a place of state and strength, and had been successively happy in the family of the Herberts, who had long possessed it; and with it, a plentiful estate, and hearts as liberal to their poor neighbours. A family that hath been blessed with men of remarkable wisdom, and a willingness to serve their country, and, indeed, to do good to all mankind; for which they are eminent: But alas! this family did in the late rebellion suffer extremely in their estates; and the heirs of that castle saw it laid level with that earth that was too good to bury those wretches that were the cause of it.

	The father of our George was Richard Herbert, the son of Edward Herbert, Knight, the son of Richard Herbert, Knight, the son of the famous Sir Richard Herbert of Colebrook, in the county of Monmouth, Banneret, who was the youngest brother of that memorable William Herbert, Earl of Pembroke, that lived in the reign of our King Edward the Fourth.

	His mother was Magdalen Newport, the youngest daughter of Sir Richard, and sister to Sir Francis Newport of High Arkall, in the county of Salop, Knight, and grandfather of Francis Lord Newport, now Controller of his Majesty’s Household. A family that for their loyalty have suffered much in their estates, and seen the ruin of that excellent structure where their ancestors have long lived, and been memorable for their hospitality.

	This mother of George Herbert—of whose person, and wisdom, and virtue, I intend to give a true account in a seasonable place—was the happy mother of seven sons and three daughters, which she would often say was Job’s number, and Job’s distribution; and as often bless God, that they were neither defective in their shapes nor in their reason; and very often reprove them that did not praise God for so great a blessing. I shall give the reader a short account of their names, and not say much of their fortunes.

	Edward, the eldest, was first made Knight of the Bath, at that glorious time of our late Prince Henry’s being installed Knight of the Garter; and after many years’ useful travel, and the attainment of many languages, he was by King James sent ambassador resident to the then French king, Lewis the Thirteenth. There he continued about two years; but he could not subject himself to a compliance with the humours of the Duke de Luisens, who was then the great and powerful favourite at court: so that upon a complaint to our King, he was called back into England in some displeasure; but at his return he gave such an honourable account of his employment, and so justified his comportment to the Duke and all the court, that he was suddenly sent back upon the same embassy, from which he returned in the beginning of the reign of our good King Charles the First, who made him first Baron of Castleisland, and not long after of Cherbury in the county of Salop. He was a man of great learning and reason, as appears by his printed book De Veritate, and by his History of the Reign of King Henry the Eighth, and by several other tracts.

	The second and third brothers were Richard and William, who ventured their lives to purchase honour in the wars of the Low Countries, and died officers in that employment. Charles was the fourth, and died fellow of New College in Oxford. Henry was the sixth, who became a menial servant to the crown in the days of King James, and hath continued to be so for fifty years; during all which time he hath been Master of the Revels, a place that requires a diligent wisdom, with which God hath blessed him. The seventh son was Thomas, who, being made captain of a ship in that fleet with which Sir Robert Mansell was sent against Algiers, did there show a fortunate and true English valour. Of the three sisters I need not say more than that they were all married to persons of worth and plentiful fortunes; and lived to be examples of virtue, and to do good in their generations.

	I now come to give my intended account of George, who was the fifth of those seven brothers.

	George Herbert spent much of his childhood in a sweet content under the eye and care of his prudent mother, and the tuition of a chaplain, or tutor to him and two of his brothers, in her own family,—for she was then a widow,—where he continued till about the age of twelve years; and being at that time well instructed in the rules of grammar, he was not long after commended to the care of Dr. Neale, who was then Dean of Westminster; and by him to the care of Mr. Ireland, who was then chief master of that school; where the beauties of his pretty behaviour and wit shined, and became so eminent and lovely in this his innocent age, that he seemed to be marked out for piety, and to become the care of heaven, and of a particular good angel to guard and guide him. And thus he continued in that school, till he came to be perfect in the learned languages, and especially in the Greek tongue, in which he after proved an excellent critic.

	About the age of fifteen—he being then a King’s scholar—he was elected out of that school for Trinity College in Cambridge, to which place he was transplanted about the year 1608; and his prudent mother, well knowing that he might easily lose or lessen that virtue and innocence which her advice and example had planted in his mind, did therefore procure the generous and liberal Dr. Nevil, who was then Dean of Canterbury, and master of that College, to take him into his particular care, and provide him a tutor; which he did most gladly undertake, for he knew the excellencies of his mother, and how to value such a friendship.

	This was the method of his education, till he was settled in Cambridge; where we will leave him in his study, till I have paid my promised account of his excellent mother; and I will endeavour to make it short.

	I have told her birth, her marriage, and the number of her children, and have given some short account of them. I shall next tell the reader that her husband died when our George was about the age of four years: I am next to tell, that she continued twelve years a widow; that she then married happily to a noble gentleman, the brother and heir of the Lord Danvers, Earl of Danby, who did highly value both her person and the most excellent endowments of her mind.

	In this time of her widowhood, she being desirous to give Edward her eldest son, such advantages of learning, and other education, as might suit his birth and fortune, and thereby make him the more fit for the service of his country, did, at his being of a fit age, remove from Montgomery Castle with him, and some of her younger sons, to Oxford; and having entered Edward into Queen’s College, and provided him a fit tutor, she commended him to his care, yet she continued there with him, and still kept him in a moderate awe of herself, and so much under her own eye, as to see and converse with him daily: but she managed this power over him without any such rigid sourness as might make her company a torment to her child; but with such a sweetness and compliance with the recreations and pleasures of youth, as did incline him willingly to spend much of his time in the company of his dear and careful mother; which was to her great content: for she would often say, “That as our bodies take a nourishment suitable to the meat on which we feed; so our souls do as insensibly take in vice by the example or conversation with wicked company:” and would therefore as often say, “That ignorance of vice was the best preservation of virtue; and that the very knowledge of wickedness was as tinder to inflame and kindle sin and keep it burning.” For these reasons she endeared him to her own company, and continued with him in Oxford four years; in which time her great and harmless wit, her cheerful gravity, and her obliging behaviour, gained her an acquaintance and friendship with most of any eminent worth or learning that were at that time in or near that university, and particularly with Mr. John Donne, who then came accidentally to that place, in this time of her being there. It was that John Donne, who was after Dr. Donne, and Dean of St. Paul’s, London: and he, at his leaving Oxford, writ and left there, in verse, a character of the beauties of her body and mind: of the first he says,

	No spring nor summer-beauty has such grace,

	As I have seen in an autumnal face.

	Of the latter he says,

	In all her words to every hearer fit,

	You may at revels, or at council sit.

	The rest of her character may be read in his printed poems, in that elegy which bears the name of “The Autumnal Beauty.” For both he and she were then past the meridian of man’s life.

	This amity, begun at this time and place, was not an amity that polluted their souls; but an amity made up of a chain of suitable inclinations and virtues; an amity like that of St. Chrysostom’s to his dear and virtuous Olympias; whom, in his letters, he calls his saint: or an amity, indeed, more like that of St. Hierome to his Paula; whose affection to her was such, that he turned poet in his old age, and then made her epitaph; wishing all his body were turned into tongues that he might declare her just praises to posterity. And this amity betwixt her and Mr. Donne was begun in a happy time for him, he being then near to the fortieth year of his age,—which was some years before he entered into sacred orders;—a time when his necessities needed a daily supply for the support of his wife, seven children, and a family. And in this time she proved one of his most bountiful benefactors; and he as grateful an acknowledger of it. You may take one testimony for what I have said of these two worthy persons, from this following letter and sonnet:—

	“Madam,

	“Your favours to me are everywhere: I use them and have them. I enjoy them at London, and leave them there; and yet find them at Mitcham. Such riddles as these become things inexpressible; and such is your goodness. I was almost sorry to find your servant here this day, because I was loth to have any witness of my not coming home last night, and indeed of my coming this morning. But my not coming was excusable, because earnest business detained me; and my coming this day is by the example of your St. Mary Magdalen, who rose early upon Sunday to seek that which she loved most; and so did I. And, from her and myself, I return such thanks as are due to one to whom we owe all the good opinion that they, whom we need most, have of us. By this messenger, and on this good day, I commit the enclosed holy hymns and sonnets—which for the matter, not the workmanship, have yet escaped the fire—to your judgment, and to your protection too, if you think them worthy of it; and I have appointed this enclosed sonnet to usher them to your happy hand.

	Your unworthiest servant,

	Unless your accepting him to be so

	have mended him,

	Jo. Donne.”

	Mitcham,

	July 11, 1607.

	To the Lady Magdalen Herbert:

	Of St. Mary Magdalen

	Her of your name, whose fair inheritance

	Bethina was, and jointure Magdalo,

	An active faith so highly did advance,

	That she once knew more than the Church did know,

	The Resurrection! so much good there is

	Delivered of her, that some Fathers be

	Loth to believe one woman could do this,

	But think these Magdalens were two or three.

	Increase their number, Lady, and their fame:

	To their devotion add your innocence:

	Take so much of th’ example, as of the name;

	The latter half; and in some recompense

	That they did harbour Christ himself, a guest,

	Harbour these Hymns, to his dear name addrest.

	J. D.

	These hymns are now lost to us; but doubtless they were such as they two now sing in heaven.

	There might be more demonstrations of the friendship, and the many sacred endearments betwixt these two excellent persons,—for I have many of their letters in my hand,—and much more might be said of her great prudence and piety; but my design was not to write hers, but the life of her son; and therefore I shall only tell my reader, that about that very day twenty years that this letter was dated and sent her, I saw and heard this Mr. John Donne—who was then Dean of St. Paul’s—weep, and preach her funeral sermon, in the Parish Church of Chelsea, near London, where she now rests in her quiet grave: and where we must now leave her, and return to her son George, whom we left in his study in Cambridge.

	And in Cambridge we may find our George Herbert’s behaviour to be such, that we may conclude he consecrated the first-fruits of his early age to virtue, and a serious study of learning. And that he did so, this following letter and sonnet, which were, in the first year of his going to Cambridge, sent his dear mother for a New Year’s gift, may appear to be some testimony:—

	“…But I fear the heat of my late ague hath dried up those springs by which scholars say the Muses use to take up their habitations. However, I need not their help to reprove the vanity of those many love-poems that are daily writ and consecrated to Venus; nor to bewail that so few are writ that look towards God and heaven. For my own part, my meaning—dear mother—is, in these sonnets, to declare my resolution to be, that my poor abilities in poetry shall be all and ever consecrated to God’s glory: and I beg you to receive this as one testimony.”

	My God, where is that ancient heat towards thee,

	Wherewith whole shoals of Martyrs once did burn,

	Besides their other flames? Doth Poetry

	Wear Venus’ livery? only serve her turn?

	Why are not Sonnets made of thee? and lays

	Upon thine altar burnt? Cannot thy love

	Heighten a spirit to sound out thy praise

	As well as any she? Cannot thy Dove

	Outstrip their Cupid easily in flight?

	Or, since thy ways are deep, and still the same,

	Will not a verse run smooth that bears thy name?

	Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might

	Each breast does feel, no braver fuel choose

	Than that, which one day, worms may chance refuse?

	Sure, Lord, there is enough in thee to dry

	Oceans of ink; for as the Deluge did

	Cover the Earth, so doth thy Majesty;

	Each cloud distils thy praise, and doth forbid

	Poets to turn it to another use.

	Roses and lilies speak Thee; and to make

	A pair of cheeks of them, is thy abuse.

	Why should I women’s eyes for crystal take?

	Such poor invention burns in their low mind

	Whose fire is wild, and doth not upward go

	To praise, and on thee, Lord, some ink bestow.

	Open the bones, and you shall nothing find

	In the best face but filth; when Lord, in Thee

	The beauty lies in the discovery.

	G. H.

	This was his resolution at the sending this letter to his dear mother, about which time he was in the seventeenth year of his age; and as he grew older, so he grew in learning, and more and more in favour both with God and man: insomuch that, in this morning of that short day of his life, he seemed to be marked out for virtue, and to become the care of Heaven; for God still kept his soul in so holy a frame, that he may, and ought to be a pattern of virtue to all posterity, and especially to his brethren of the clergy, of which the reader may expect a more exact account in what will follow.

	I need not declare that he was a strict student, because, that he was so, there will be many testimonies in the future part of his life. I shall therefore only tell, that he was made Minor Fellow in the year 1609, Bachelor of Arts in the year 1611; Major Fellow of the College, March 15th, 1615: and that in that year he was also made Master of Arts, he being then in the twenty-second year of his age; during all which time, all, or the greatest diversion from his study, was the practice of music, in which he became a great master; and of which he would say, “That it did relieve his drooping spirits, compose his distracted thoughts, and raised his weary soul so far above earth, that it gave him an earnest of the joys of heaven, before he possessed them.” And it may be noted, that from his first entrance into the college, the generous Dr. Nevil was a cherisher of his studies, and such a lover of his person, his behaviour, and the excellent endowments of his mind, that he took him often into his own company; by which he confirmed his native gentleness: and if during his time he expressed any error, it was that he kept himself too much retired, and at too great a distance with all his inferiors; and his clothes seemed to prove that he put too great a value on his parts and parentage.

	This may be some account of his disposition, and of the employment of his time till he was Master of Arts, which was anno 1615, and in the year 1619 he was chosen Orator for the University. His two precedent Orators were Sir Robert Naunton and Sir Francis Nethersole. The first was not long after made Secretary of State, and Sir Francis, not very long after his being Orator, was made secretary to the Lady Elizabeth, Queen of Bohemia. In this place of Orator our George Herbert continued eight years; and managed it with as becoming and grave a gaiety as any had ever before or since his time. For “he had acquired great learning, and was blessed with a high fancy, a civil and sharp wit; and with a natural elegance, both in his behaviour, his tongue, and his pen.” Of all which there might be very many particular evidences; but I will limit myself to the mention of but three.

	And the first notable occasion of showing his fitness for this employment of Orator was manifested in a letter to King James, upon the occasion of his sending that university his book called Basilicon Doron; and their Orator was to acknowledge this great honour, and return their gratitude to his Majesty for such a condescension; at the close of which letter he writ,

	Quid Vaticanam Bodleianamque objicis, hospes!

	Unicus est nobis Bibliotheca Liber.

	This letter was writ in such excellent Latin, was so full of conceits, and all the expressions so suited to the genius of the King, that he inquired the Orator’s name, and then asked William, Earl of Pembroke, if he knew him? whose answer was, “That he knew him very well, and that he was his kinsman; but he loved him more for his learning and virtue than for that he was of his name and family.” At which answer the King smiled, and asked the Earl leave that he might love him too, for he took him to be the jewel of that university.

	The next occasion he had and took to show his great abilities was, with them, to show also his great affection to that Church in which he received his baptism, and of which he professed himself a member; and the occasion was this: There was one Andrew Melvin, a minister of the Scotch Church, and Rector of St. Andrew’s; who, by a long and constant converse with a discontented part of that clergy which opposed episcopacy, became at last to be a chief leader of that faction; and had proudly appeared to be so to King James, when he was but King of that nation, who, the second year after his coronation in England, convened a part of the bishops, and other learned divines of his Church, to attend him at Hampton Court, in order to a friendly conference with some dissenting brethren, both of this and the Church of Scotland: of which Scotch party Andrew Melvin was one; and he being a man of learning, and inclined to satirical poetry, had scattered many malicious, bitter verses against our Liturgy, our ceremonies, and our Church government; which were by some of that party so magnified for the wit, that they were therefore brought into Westminster School, where Mr. George Herbert, then, and often after, made such answers to them, and such reflections on him and his Kirk, as might unbeguile any man that was not too deeply pre-engaged in such a quarrel. But to return to Mr. Melvin at Hampton Court conference: he there appeared to be a man of an unruly wit, of a strange confidence, of so furious a zeal, and of so ungoverned passions, that his insolence to the King, and others at this conference, lost him both his Rectorship of St. Andrew’s and his liberty too; for his former verses, and his present reproaches there used against the Church and State, caused him to be committed prisoner to the Tower of London; where he remained very angry for three years. At which time of his commitment he found the Lady Arabella an innocent prisoner there; and he pleased himself much in sending, the next day after his commitment, these two verses to the good lady; which I will underwrite, because they may give the reader a taste of his others, which were like these:

	Casua tibi mecum est communis, carceris, Ara-

	Bella, tibi causa est, Araque sacra mihi.

	I shall not trouble my reader with an account of his enlargement from that prison, or his death; but tell him Mr. Herbert’s verses were thought so worthy to be preserved, that Dr. Duport, the learned Dean of Peterborough, hath lately collected and caused many of them to be printed, as an honourable memorial of his friend Mr. George Herbert, and the cause he undertook.
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	Some Fruits of Solitude, William Penn

	Penn, true to Quaker beliefs, came before the king with his hat on. The king overlooked this and later made him governor of Pennsylvania. A sagacious Penn is revealed in his writings. (King Charles grants Penn charter of Pennsylvania, March 4, 1681.)

	Some Fruits of Solitude In Reflections and Maxims

	By William Penn

	Part I

	Ignorance

	1. It is admirable to consider how many Millions of People come into, and go out of the World, Ignorant of themselves, and of the World they have lived in.

	2. If one went to see Windsor-Castle, or Hampton-Court, it would be strange not to observe and remember the Situation, the Building, the Gardens, Fountains, &c. that make up the Beauty and Pleasure of such a Seat? And yet few People know themselves; No, not their own Bodies, the Houses of their Minds, the most curious Structure of the World; a living walking Tabernacle: Nor the World of which it was made, and out of which it is fed; which would be so much our Benefit, as well as our Pleasure, to know. We cannot doubt of this when we are told that the Invisible Things of God are brought to light by the Things that are seen; and consequently we read our Duty in them as often as we look upon them, to him that is the Great and Wise Author of them, if we look as we should do.

	3. The World is certainly a great and stately Volume of natural Things; and may be not improperly styled the Hieroglyphicks of a better: But, alas! how very few Leaves of it do we seriously turn over! This ought to be the Subject of the Education of our Youth, who, at Twenty, when they should be fit for Business, know little or nothing of it.

	Education

	4. We are in Pain to make them Scholars, but not Men! To talk, rather than to know, which is true Canting.

	5. The first Thing obvious to Children is what is sensible; and that we make no Part of their rudiments.

	6. We press their Memory too soon, and puzzle, strain, and load them with Words and Rules; to know Grammer and Rhetorick, and a strange Tongue or two, that it is ten to one may never be useful to them; Leaving their natural Genius to Mechanical and Physical, or natural Knowledge uncultivated and neglected; which would be of exceeding Use and Pleasure to them through the whole Course of their Life.

	7. To be sure, Languages are not to be despised or neglected. But Things are still to be preferred.

	8. Children had rather be making of Tools and Instruments of Play; Shaping, Drawing, Framing, and Building, &c. than getting some Rules of Propriety of Speech by Heart: And those also would follow with more Judgment, and less Trouble and Time.

	9. It were Happy if we studied Nature more in natural Things; and acted according to Nature; whose rules are few, plain and most reasonable.

	10. Let us begin where she begins, go her Pace, and close always where she ends, and we cannot miss of being good Naturalists.

	11. The Creation would not be longer a Riddle to us: The Heavens, Earth, and Waters, with their respective, various and numerous Inhabitants: Their Productions, Natures, Seasons, Sympathies and Antipathies; their Use, Benefit and Pleasure, would be better understood by us: And an eternal Wisdom, Power, Majesty, and Goodness, very conspicuous to us, thro' those sensible and passing Forms: The World wearing the Mark of its Maker, whose Stamp is everywhere visible, and the Characters very legible to the Children of Wisdom.

	12. And it would go a great way to caution and direct People in their Use of the World, that they were better studied and known in the Creation of it.

	13. For how could Man find the Confidence to abuse it, while they should see the Great Creator stare them in the Face, in all and every part thereof?

	14. Their Ignorance makes them insensible, and that Insensibility hardy in misusing this noble Creation, that has the Stamp and Voice of a Deity every where, and in every Thing to the Observing.

	15. It is pity therefore that Books have not been composed for Youth, by some curious and careful Naturalists, and also Mechanicks, in the Latin Tongue, to be used in Schools, that they might learn Things with Words: Things obvious and familiar to them, and which would make the Tongue easier to be obtained by them.

	16. Many able Gardiners and Husbandmen are yet Ignorant of the Reason of their Calling; as most Artificers are of the Reason of their own Rules that govern their excellent Workmanship. But a Naturalist and Mechanick of this sort is Master of the Reason of both, and might be of the Practice too, if his Industry kept pace with his Speculation; which were very commendable; and without which he cannot be said to be a complete Naturalist or Mechanick.

	17. Finally, if Man be the Index or Epitomy of the World, as Philosophers tell us, we have only to read our selves well to be learned in it. But because there is nothing we less regard than the Characters of the Power that made us, which are so clearly written upon us and the World he has given us, and can best tell us what we are and should be, we are even Strangers to our own Genius: The Glass in which we should see that true instructing and agreeable Variety, which is to be observed in Nature, to the Admiration of that Wisdom and Adoration of that Power which made us all.

	Pride

	18. And yet we are very apt to be full of our selves, instead of Him that made what we so much value; and, but for whom we can have no Reason to value our selves. For we have nothing that we can call our own; no, not our selves: For we are all but Tenants, and at Will too, of the great Lord of our selves, and the rest of this great Farm, the World that we live upon.

	19. But methinks we cannot answer it to our Selves as well as our Maker, that we should live and die ignorant of our Selves, and thereby of Him and the Obligations we are under to Him for our Selves.

	20. If the worth of a Gift sets the Obligation, and directs the return of the Party that receives it; he that is ignorant of it, will be at a loss to value it and the Giver, for it.

	21. Here is Man in his Ignorance of himself. He knows not how to estimate his Creator, because he knows not how to value his Creation. If we consider his Make, and lovely Compositure; the several Stories of his lovely Structure. His divers Members, their Order, Function and Dependency: The Instruments of Food, the Vessels of Digestion, the several Transmutations it passes. And how Nourishment is carried and diffused throughout the whole Body, by most innate and imperceptible Passages. How the Animal Spirit is thereby refreshed, and with an unspeakable Dexterity and Motion sets all Parts at work to feed themselves. And last of all, how the Rational Soul is seated in the Animal, as its proper House, as is the Animal in the Body: I say if this rare Fabrick alone were but considered by us, with all the rest by which it is fed and comforted, surely Man would have a more reverent Sense of the Power, Wisdom and Goodness of God, and of that Duty he owes to Him for it. But if he would be acquainted with his own Soul, its noble Faculties, its Union with the Body, its Nature and End, and the Providences by which the whole Frame of Humanity is preserved, he would Admire and Adore his Good and Great God. But Man is become a strange Contradiction to himself; but it is of himself; Not being by Constitution, but Corruption, such.

	22. He would have others obey him, even his own kind; but he will not obey God, that is so much above him, and who made him.

	23. He will lose none of his Authority; no, not bate an Ace of it: He is humorous [*] to his Wife, he beats his Children, is angry with his Servants, strict with his Neighbors, revenges all Affronts to Extremity; but, alas, forgets all the while that he is the Man; and is more in Arrear to God, that is so very patient with him, than they are to him with whom he is so strict and impatient.

	[* Capricious]

	24. He is curious to wash, dress, and perfume his Body, but careless of his Soul. The one shall have many Hours, the other not so many Minutes. This shall have three or four new Suits in a Year, but that must wear its old Cloaths still.

	25. If he be to receive or see a great Man, how nice and anxious is he that all things be in order? And with what Respect and Address does he approach and make his Court? But to God, how dry and formal and constrained in his Devotion?

	26. In his Prayers he says, Thy Will be done: But means his own: At least acts so.

	27. It is too frequent to begin with God and end with the World. But He is the good Man's Beginning and End; his Alpha and Omega.

	Luxury

	28. Such is now become our Delicacy, that we will not eat ordinary Meat, nor drink small, pall'd [*] Liquor; we must have the best, and the best cook'd for our Bodies, while our Souls feed on empty or corrupted Things.

	[* Stale]

	29. In short, Man is spending all upon a bare House, and hath little or no Furniture within to recommend it; which is preferring the Cabinet before the Jewel, a Lease of seven Years before an Inheritance. So absurd a thing is Man, after all his proud Pretences to Wit and Understanding.

	Inconsideration

	30. The want of due Consideration is the Cause of all the Unhappiness Man brings upon himself. For his second Thoughts rarely agree with his first, which pass not without a considerable Retrenchment or Correction. And yet that sensible Warning is, too frequently, not Precaution enough for his future Conduct.

	31. Well may we say our Infelicity is of our selves; since there is nothing we do that we should not do, but we know it, and yet do it.

	Disappointment and Resignation

	32. For Disappointments, that come not by our own Folly, they are the Tryals or Corrections of Heaven: And it is our own Fault, if they prove not our Advantage.

	33. To repine at them does not mend the Matter: It is only to grumble at our Creator. But to see the Hand of God in them, with an humble submission to his Will, is the Way to turn our Water into Wine, and engage the greatest Love and Mercy on our side.

	34. We must needs disorder our selves, if we only look at our Losses. But if we consider how little we deserve what is left, our Passion will cool, and our Murmurs will turn into Thankfulness.

	35. If our Hairs fall not to the Ground, less do we or our Substance without God's Providence.

	36. Nor can we fall below the Arms of God, how low soever it be we fall.

	37. For though our Saviour's Passion is over, his Compassion is not. That never fails his humble, sincere Disciples: In him, they find more than all that they lose in the World.

	Murmuring

	38. Is it reasonable to take it ill, that any Body desires of us that which is their own? All we have is the Almighty's: And shall not God have his own when he calls for it?

	39. Discontentedness is not only in such a Case Ingratitude, but Injustice. For we are both unthankful for the time we had it, and not honest enough to restore it, if we could keep it.

	40. But it is hard for us to look on things in such a Glass, and at such a Distance from this low World; and yet it is our Duty, and would be our Wisdom and our Glory to do so.

	Censoriousness

	41. We are apt to be very pert at censuring others, where we will not endure advice our selves. And nothing shews our Weakness more than to be so sharp-sighted at spying other Men's Faults, and so purblind about our own.

	42. When the Actions of a Neighbor are upon the Stage, we can have all our Wits about us, are so quick and critical we can split an Hair, and find out ever Failure and Infirmity: But are without feeling, or have but very little Sense of our own.

	43. Much of this comes from Ill Nature, as well as from an inordinate Value of our selves: For we love Rambling better than home, and blaming the unhappy, rather than covering and relieving them.

	44. In such Occasions some shew their Malice, and are witty upon Misfortunes; others their Justice, they can reflect a pace: But few or none their Charity; especially if it be about Money Matters.

	45. You shall see an old Miser come forth with a set Gravity, and so much Severity against the distressed, to excuse his Purse, that he will, e'er he has done, put it out of all Question, That Riches is Righteousness with him. This, says he, is the Fruit of your Prodigality (as if, poor Man, Covetousness were no Fault) Or, of your Projects, or grasping after a great Trade: While he himself would have done the same thing, but that he had not the Courage to venture so much ready Money out of his own trusty Hands, though it had been to have brought him back the Indies in return. But the Proverb is just, Vice should not correct Sin.

	46. They have a Right to censure, that have a Heart to help: The rest is Cruelty, not Justice.

	Bounds of Charity

	47. Lend not beyond thy Ability, nor refuse to lend out of thy Ability; especially when it will help others more than it can hurt thee.

	48. If thy Debtor be honest and capable, thou hast thy Mony again, if not with Encrease, with Praise: If he prove insolvent, don't ruin him to get that, which it will not ruin thee to lose: For thou art but a Steward, and another is thy Owner, Master and Judge.

	49. The more merciful Acts thou dost, the more Mercy thou wilt receive; and if with a charitable Imployment of thy Temporal Riches, thou gainest eternal Treasure, thy Purchase is infinite: Thou wilt have found the Art of Multiplying [*] indeed.

	[* The term used by the alchemists for increasing the precious metals.]

	Frugality or Bounty

	50. Frugality is good if Liberality be join'd with it. The first is leaving off superfluous Expences; the last bestowing them to the Benefit of others that need. The first without the last begins Covetousness; the last without the first begins Prodigality: Both together make an excellent Temper. Happy the Place where ever that is found.

	51. Were it universal, we should be Cur'd of two Extreams, Want and Excess: and the one would supply the other, and so bring both nearer to a Mean; the just Degree of earthly Happiness.

	52. It is a Reproach to Religion and Government to suffer so much Poverty and Excess.

	53. Were the Superfluities of a Nation valued, and made a perpetual Tax or Benevolence, there would be more Alms-houses than Poor; Schools than Scholars; and enough to spare for Government besides.

	54. Hospitality is good, if the poorer sort are the subjects of our Bounty; else too near a Superfluity.

	Discipline

	55. If thou wouldst he happy and easie in thy Family, above all things observe Discipline.

	56. Every one in it should know their Duty; and there should be a Time and Place for every thing; and whatever else is done or omitted, be sure to begin and end with God.

	Industry

	57. Love Labor: For if thou dost not want it for Food, thou mayest for Physick. It is wholesom for thy Body, and good for thy Mind. It prevents the Fruits of Idleness, which many times comes of nothing to do, and leads too many to do what is worse than nothing.

	58. A Garden, an Elaboratory, a Work-house, Improvements and Breeding, are pleasant and Profitable Diversions to the Idle and Ingenious: For here they miss Ill Company, and converse with Nature and Art; whose Variety are equally grateful and instructing; and preserve a good Constitution of Body and Mind.

	Temperance

	59. To this a spare Diet contributes much. Eat therefore to live, and do not live to eat. That's like a Man, but this below a Beast.

	60. Have wholesome, but not costly Food, and be rather cleanly than dainty in ordering it.

	61. The Receipts of Cookery are swell'd to a Volume, but a good Stomach excels them all; to which nothing contributes more than Industry and Temperance.

	62. It is a cruel Folly to offer up to Ostentation so many Lives of Creatures, as make up the State of our Treats; as it is a prodigal one to spend more in Sawce than in Meat.

	63. The Proverb says, That enough is as good as a Feast: But it is certainly better, if Superfluity be a Fault, which never fails to be at Festivals.

	64. If thou rise with an Appetite, thou art sure never to sit down without one.

	65. Rarely drink but when thou art dry; nor then, between Meals, if it can be avoided.

	66. The smaller [*] the Drink, the clearer the Head, and the cooler the Blood; which are great Benefits in Temper and Business.

	[* Weaker.]

	67. Strong Liquors are good at some Times, and in small Proportions; being better for Physick than Food, for Cordials than common Use.

	68. The most common things are the most useful; which shews both the Wisdom and Goodness of the great Lord of the Family of the World.

	69. What therefore he has made rare, don't thou use too commonly: Lest thou shouldest invert the Use and Order of things; become Wanton and Voluptuous; and thy Blessings prove a Curse.

	70. Let nothing be lost, said our Saviour. But that is lost that is misused.

	71. Neither urge another to that thou wouldst be unwilling to do thy self, nor do thy self what looks to thee unseemly, and intemperate in another.

	72. All Excess is ill: But Drunkenness is of the worst Sort. It spoils Health, dismounts the Mind, and unmans Men: It reveals Secrets, is Quarrelsome, Lascivious, Impudent, Dangerous and Mad. In fine, he that is drunk is not a Man: Because he is so long void of Reason, that distinguishes a Man from a Beast.

	 


March 5. Laughed at Locks

	Volume 31 pp. 214-224

	The Autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini

	Prison walls were the least of Cellini’s troubles. “Lock me well up and watch me, for I shall certainly contrive to escape.” In spite of this warning, the utmost care of the jailers only furnished amusement for the dauntless Cellini.

	The Autobiography of Benvenuto Cellini

	Book First

	CVII

	The castellan was subject to a certain sickness, which came upon him every year and deprived him of his wits. The sign of its, approach was that he kept continually talking, or rather jabbering, to no purpose. These humours took a different shape each year; one time he thought he was an oiljar; another time he thought he was a frog, and hopped about as frogs do; another time he thought he was dead, and then they had to bury him; not a year passed but he got some such hypochondriac notions into his head. At this season he imagined that he was a bat, and when he went abroad to take the air, he used to scream like bats in a high thin tone; and then he would flap his hands and body as though he were about to fly. The doctors, when they saw the fit coming on him, and his old servants, gave him all the distractions they could think of; and since they had noticed that he derived much pleasure from my conversation, they were always fetching me to keep him company. At times the poor man detained me for four or five stricken hours without ever letting me cease talking. He used to keep me at his table, eating opposite to him, and never stopped chatting and making me chat; but during those discourses I contrived to make a good meal. He, poor man, could neither eat nor sleep; so that at last he wore me out. I was at the end of my strength; and sometimes when I looked at him, I noticed that his eyeballs were rolling in a frightful manner, one looking one way and the other in another.

	He took it into his head to ask me whether I had ever had a fancy to fly. I answered that it had always been my ambition to do those things which offer the greatest difficulties to men, and that I had done them; as to flying, the God of Nature had gifted me with a body well suited for running and leaping far beyond the common average, and that with the talents I possessed for manual art I felt sure I had the courage to try flying. He then inquired what methods I should use; to which I answered that, taking into consideration all flying creatures, and wishing to imitate by art what they derived from nature, none was so apt a model as the bat. No sooner had the poor man heard the name bat, which recalled the humour he was suffering under, than he cried out at the top of his voice: “He says true—he says true; the bat’s the thing—the bat’s the thing!” Then he turned to me and said: “Benvenuto, if one gave you the opportunity, should you have the heart to fly?” I said if he would set me at liberty, I felt quite up to flying down to Prati, after making myself a pair of wings out of waxed linen. Thereupon he replied: “I too should be prepared to take flight; but since the Pope has bidden me guard you as though you were his own eyes, and I know you a clever devil who would certainly escape, I shall now have you locked up with a hundred keys in order to prevent you slipping through my fingers.” I then began to implore him, and remind him that I might have fled, but that on account of the word which I had given him I would never have betrayed his trust: therefore I begged him for the love of God, and by the kindness he had always shown me, not to add greater evils to the misery of my present situation. While I was pouring out these entreaties, he gave strict orders to have me bound and taken and locked up in prison. On seeing that it could not be helped, I told him before all his servants: “Lock me well up, and keep good watch on me; for I shall certainly contrive to escape.” So they took and confined me with the utmost care.

	 


CVIII

	I then began to deliberate upon the best way of making my escape. No sooner had I been locked in, than I went about exploring my prison; and when I thought I had discovered how to get out of it, I pondered the means of descending from the lofty keep, for so the great round central tower is called. I took those new sheets of mine, which, as I have said already, I had cut in strips and sewn together; then I reckoned up the quantity which would be sufficient for my purpose. Having made this estimate and put all things in order, I looked out a pair of pincers which I had abstracted from a Savoyard belonging to the guard of the castle. This man superintended the casks and cisterns; he also amused himself with carpentering. Now he possessed several pairs of pincers, among which was one both big and heavy. I then, thinking it would suit my purpose, took it and hid it in my straw mattress. The time had now come for me to use it; so I began to try the nails which kept the hinges of my door in place. [1] The door was double, and the clinching of the nails could not be seen; so that when I attempted to draw one out, I met with the greatest trouble; in the end, however, I succeeded. When I had drawn the first nail, I bethought me how to prevent its being noticed. For this purpose I mixed some rust, which I had scraped from old iron, with a little wax, obtaining exactly the same colour as the heads of the long nails which I had extracted. Then I set myself to counterfeit these heads and place them on the holdfasts; for each nail I extracted I made a counterfeit in wax. I left the hinges attached to their door-posts at top and bottom by means of some of the same nails that I had drawn; but I took care to cut these and replace them lightly, so that they only just supported the irons of the hinges.

	[1. The door seems to have been hung upon hinges with plates nailed into the posts. Cellini calls these plates bandelle.]

	All this I performed with the greatest difficulty, because the castellan kept dreaming every night that I had escaped, which made him send from time to time to inspect my prison. The man who came had the title and behaviour of a catch-poll. He was called Bozza, and used always to bring with him another of the same sort, named Giovanni and nicknamed Pedignone; the latter was a soldier, and Bozza a serving-man. Giovanni never entered my prison without saying something offensive to me. He came from the district of Prato, and had been an apothecary in the town there. Every evening he minutely examined the holdfasts of the hinges and the whole chamber, and I used to say: “Keep a good watch over me, for I am resolved by all means to escape.” These words bred a great enmity between him and me, so that I was obliged to use precautions to conceal my tools, that is to say, my pincers and a great big poniard and other appurtenances. All these I put away together in my mattress, where I also kept the strips of linen I had made. When day broke, I used immediately to sweep my room out; and though I am by nature a lover of cleanliness, at that time I kept myself unusually spick and span. After sweeping up, I made my bed as daintily as I could, laying flowers upon it, which a Savoyard used to bring me nearly every morning. He had the care of the cistern and the casks, and also amused himself with carpentering; it was from him I stole the pincers which I used in order to draw out the nails from the holdfasts of the hinges.

	 


CIX

	Well, to return to the subject of my bed; when Bozza and Pedignone came, I always told them to give it a wide berth, so as not to dirty and spoil it for me. Now and then, just to irritate me, they would touch it lightly, upon which I cried: “Ah, dirty cowards! I’ll lay my hand on one of your swords there, and will do you a mischief that will make you wonder. Do you think you are fit to touch the bed of a man like me? When I chastise you I shall not heed my own life, for I am certain to take yours. Let me alone then with my troubles and my tribulations, and don’t give me more annoyance than I have already; if not, I shall make you see what a desperate man is able to do.” These words they reported to the castellan, who gave them express orders never to go near my bed, and when they came to me, to come without swords, but for the rest to keep a watchful guard upon me.

	Having thus secured my bed from meddlers, I felt as though the main point was gained; for there lay all things needful to my venture. It happened on the evening of a certain feast-day that the castellan was seriously indisposed; his humours grew extravagant; he kept repeating that he was a bat, and if they heard that Benvenuto had flown away, they must let him go to catch me up, since he could fly by night most certainly as well or better than myself; for it was thus he argued: “Benvenuto is a counterfeit bat, but I am a real one; and since he is committed to my care, leave me to act; I shall be sure to catch him.” He had passed several nights in this frenzy, and had worn out all his servants, whereof I received full information through divers channels, but especially from the Savoyard, who was my friend at heart.

	On the evening of that feast-day, then, I made my mind up to escape, come what might; and first I prayed most devoutly to God, imploring His Divine Majesty to protect and succour me in that so perilous a venture. Afterwards I set to work at all the things I needed, and laboured the whole of the night. It was two hours before daybreak when at last I removed those hinges with the greatest toil; but the wooden panel itself and the bolt too offered such resistance that I could not open the door; so I had to cut into the wood; yet in the end I got it open, and shouldering the strips of linen which I had rolled up like bundles of flax upon two sticks, I went forth and directed my steps towards the latrines of the keep. Spying from within two tiles upon the roof, I was able at once to clamber up with ease. I wore a white doublet with a pair of white hose and a pair of half boots, into which I had stuck the poniard I have mentioned.

	After scaling the roof, I took one end of my linen roll and attached it to a piece of antique tile which was built into the fortress wall; it happened to jut out scarcely four fingers. In order to fix the band, I gave it the form of a stirrup. When I had attached it to that piece of tile, I turned to God and said: “Lord God, give aid to my good cause; you know that it is good; you see that I am aiding myself.” Then I let myself go gently by degrees, supporting myself with the sinews of my arms, until I touched the ground. There was no moonshine, but the light of a fair open heaven. When I stood upon my feet on solid earth, I looked up at the vast height which I had descended with such spirit, and went gladly away, thinking I was free. But this was not the case; for the castellan on that side of the fortress had built two lofty walls, the space between which he used for stable and henyard; the place was barred with thick iron bolts outside. I was terribly disgusted to find there was no exit from this trap; but while I paced up and down debating what to do, I stumbled on a long pole which was covered up with straw. Not without great trouble I succeeded in placing it against the wall, and then swarmed up it by the force of my arms until I reached the top. But since the wall ended in a sharp ridge, I had not strength enough to drag the pole up after me. Accordingly I made my mind up to use a portion of the second roll of linen which I had there; the other was left hanging from the keep of the castle. So I cut a piece off, tied it to the pole, and clambered down the wall, enduring the utmost toil and fatigue. I was quite exhausted, and had, moreover, flayed the inside of my hands, which bled freely. This compelled me to rest awhile, and I bathed my hands in my own urine. When I thought that my strength was recovered, I advanced quickly toward the last rampart, which faces toward Prati. There I put my bundle of linen lines down upon the ground, meaning to fasten them round a battlement, and descend the lesser as I had the greater height. But no sooner had I placed the linen, than I became aware behind me of a sentinel, who was going the rounds. Seeing my designs interrupted and my life in peril, I resolved to face the guard. This fellow, when he noticed my bold front, and that I was marching on him with weapon in hand, quickened his pace and gave me a wide berth. I had left my lines some little way behind; so I turned with hasty steps to regain them; and though I came within sight of another sentinel, he seemed as though he did not choose to take notice of me. Having found my lines and attached them to the battlement, I let myself go. On the descent, whether it was that I thought I had really come to earth and relaxed my grasp to jump, or whether my hands were so tired that they could not keep their hold, at any rate I fell, struck my head in falling, and lay stunned for more than an hour and a half, so far as I could judge.

	It was just upon daybreak, when the fresh breeze which blows an hour before the sun revived me; yet I did not immediately recover my senses, for I thought my head had been cut off and fancied that I was in purgatory. With time, little by little, my faculties returned, and I perceived that I was outside the castle, and in a flash remembered all my adventures. I was aware of the wound in my head before I knew my leg was broken; for I put my hands up, and withdrew them covered with blood. Then I searched the spot well, and judged and ascertained that I had sustained no injury of consequence there; but when I wanted to stand up, I discovered that my right leg was broken three inches above the heel. Not even this dismayed me: I drew forth my poniard with its scabbard; the latter had a metal point ending in a large ball, which had caused the fracture of my leg; for the bone, coming into violent contact with the ball, and not being able to bend, had snapped at that point. I threw the sheath away, and with the poniard cut a piece of the linen which I had left. Then I bound my leg up as well as I could, and crawled on all fours with the poniard in my hand toward the city gate. When I reached it, I found it shut; but I noticed a stone just beneath the door which did not appear to be very firmly fixed. This I attempted to dislodge; after setting my hands to it, and feeling it move, it easily gave way, and I drew it out. Through the gap thus made I crept into the town.

	 


CX

	I had crawled more than five hundred paces from the place where I fell, to the gate by which I entered. No sooner had I got inside than some mastiff dogs set upon me and bit me badly. When they returned to the attack and worried me, I drew my poniard and wounded one of them so sharply that he howled aloud, and all the dogs, according to their nature, ran after him. I meanwhile made the best way I could on all fours toward the church of the Trespontina.

	On arriving at the opening of the street which leads to Sant’ Agnolo, I turned off in the direction of San Piero; and now the dawn had risen over me, and I felt myself in danger. When therefore I chanced to meet a water-carrier driving his donkey laden with full buckets, I called the fellow, and begged him to carry me upon his back to the terrace by the steps of San Piero, adding: “I am an unfortunate young man, who, while escaping from a window in a love-adventure, have fallen and broken my leg. The place from which I made my exit is one of great importance; and if I am discovered, I run risk of being cut to pieces; so for heaven’s sake lift me quickly, and I will give you a crown of gold.” Saying this, I clapped my hand to my purse, where I had a good quantity. He took me up at once, hitched me on his back, and carried me to the raised terrace by the steps to San Piero. There I bade him leave me, saying he must run back to his donkey.

	I resumed my march, crawling always on all fours, and making for the palace of the Duchess, wife of Duke Ottavio and daughter of the Emperor. [1] She was his natural child, and had been married to Duke Alessandro. I chose her house for refuge, because I was quite certain that many of my friends, who had come with that great princess from Florence, were tarrying there; also because she had taken me into favour through something which the castellan had said in my behalf. Wishing to be of service to me, he told the Pope that I had saved the city more than a thousand crowns of damage, caused by heavy rain on the occasion when the Duchess made her entrance into Rome. He related how he was in despair, and how I put heart into him, and went on to describe how I had pointed several large pieces of artillery in the direction where the clouds were thickest, and whence a deluge of water was already pouring; then, when I began to fire, the rain stopped, and at the fourth discharge the sun shone out; and so I was the sole cause of the festival succeeding, to the joy of everybody. On hearing this narration the Duchess said: “That Benvenuto is one of the artists of merit, who enjoyed the goodwill of my late husband, Duke Alessandro, and I shall always hold them in mind if an opportunity comes of doing such men service.” She also talked of me to Duke Ottavio. For these reasons I meant to go straight to the house of her Excellency, which was a very fine palace situated in Borgio Vecchio.

	[1. Margaret of Austria, who married Ottavio Farnese in November 1538, after Alessandro’s murder.]

	I should have been quite safe from recapture by the Pope if I could have stayed there; but my exploits up to this point had been too marvellous for a human being, and God was unwilling to encourage my vainglory; accordingly, for my own good, He chastised me a second time worse even than the first. The cause of this was that while I was crawling on all fours up those steps, a servant of Cardinal Cornaro recognized me. His master was then lodging in the palace; so the servant ran up to his room and woke him, crying: “Most reverend Monsignor, your friend Benvenuto is down there; he has escaped from the castle, and is crawling on all fours, streaming with blood; to all appearances he has broken a leg, and we don’t know whether he is going.” The Cardinal exclaimed at once: “Run and carry him upon your back into my room here.” When I arrived, he told me to be under no apprehension, and sent for the first physicians of Rome to take my case in hand. Among them was Maestro Jacomo of Perugia, a most excellent and able surgeon. He set the bone with dexterity, then bound the limb up, and bled me with his own hand. It happened that my veins were swollen far beyond their usual size, and he too wished to make a pretty wide incision; accordingly the blood sprang forth so copiously, and spurted with such force into his face, that he had to abandon the operation. He regarded this as a very bad omen, and could hardly be prevailed upon to undertake my cure. Indeed, he often expressed a wish to leave me, remembering that he ran no little risk of punishment for having treated my case, or rather for having proceeded to the end with it. The Cardinal had me placed in a secret chamber, and went off immediately to beg me from the Pope.

	 


CXI

	During this while all Rome was in an uproar; for they had observed the bands of linen fastened to the great keep of the castle, and folk were running in crowds to behold so extraordinary a thing. The castellan had gone off into one of his worst fits of frenzy; in spite of all his servants, he insisted upon taking his flight also from the tower, saying that no one could recapture me except himself if he were to fly after me. Messer Ruberto Pucci, the father of Messer Pandolfo, [1] having heard of the great event, went in person to inspect the place; afterwards he came to the palace, where he met with Cardinal Cornaro, who told him exactly what had happened, and how I was lodged in one of his own chambers, and already in the doctor’s hands. These two worthy men went together, and threw themselves upon their knees before the Pope; but he, before they could get a word out, cried aloud: “I know all that you want of me.” Messer Ruberto Pucci then began: “Most blessed Father, we beg you for Heaven’s grace to give us up that unfortunate man; surely his great talents entitle him to exceptional treatment; moreover, he has displayed such audacity, blent with so much ingenuity, that his exploit might seem superhuman. We know not for what crimes you Holiness has kept him so long in prison; however, if those crimes are too exorbitant, your Holiness is wise and holy, and may your will be done unquestioned; still, if they are such as can be condoned, we entreat you to pardon him for our sake.” The Pope, when he heard this, felt shame, and answered: “I have kept him in prison at the request of some of my people, since he is a little too violent in his behaviour; but recognising his talents, and wishing to keep him near our person, we had intended to treat him so well that he should have no reason to return to France. I am very sorry to hear of his bad accident; tell him to mind his health, and when he is recovered, we will make it up to him for all his troubles.”

	[1. See above, p. 114.]

	Those two excellent men returned and told me the good news they were bringing from the Pope. Meanwhile the nobility of Rome, young, old, and all sorts, came to visit me. The castellan, out of his mind as he was, had himself carried to the Pope; and when he was in the presence of his Holiness, began to cry out, and to say that if he did not send me back to prison, he would do him a great wrong. “He escaped under parole which he gave me; woe is me that he has flown away when he promised not to fly!” The Pope said, laughing: “Go, go; for I will give him back to you without fail.” The castellan then added, speaking to the Pope: “Send the Governor to him to find out who helped him to escape; for if it is one of my men, I will hang him from the battlement whence Benvenuto leaped.” On his departure the Pope called the Governor, and said, smiling: “That is a brave fellow, and his exploit is something marvellous; all the same, when I was a young man, I also descended from the fortress at that very spot.” In so saying the Pope spoke the truth: for he had been imprisoned in the castle for forging a brief at the time when he was abbreviator di Parco Majoris.  [2] Pope Alexander kept him confined for some length of time; and afterwards, his offence being of too ugly a nature, had resolved on cutting off his head. He postponed the execution, however, till after Corpus Domini; and Farnese, getting wind of the Pope’s will, summoned Pietro Chiavelluzi with a lot of horses, and managed to corrupt some of the castle guards with money. Accordingly, upon the day of Corpus Domini, while the Pope was going in procession, Farnese got into a basket and was let down by a rope to the ground. At that time the outer walls had not been built around the castle; only the great central tower existed; so that he had not the same enormous difficulty that I met with in escaping; moreover, he had been imprisoned justly, and I against all equity. What he wanted was to brag before the Governor of having in his youth been spirited and brave; and it did not occur to him that he was calling attention to his own huge rogueries. He said then: “Go and tell him to reveal his accomplice without apprehension to you, be the man who he may be, since I have pardoned him; and this you may assure him without reservation.”

	[2. The Collegium Abbreviatorum di Parco Majori consisted of seventy-two members. It was established by Pius II. Onofrio Panvinio tells this story of Paul III.’s imprisonment and escape, but places it in the Papacy of Innocent VIII. See Vita Pauli III., in continuation of Platina.]

	 


March 6. West Point’s Outcast, America’s First Great Poet

	Volume 42, pp. 1227-1230

	English Poetry Volume III

	Edgar Allan Poe was expelled from West Point and disinherited. So poor was he that when his young wife lay dying, he could not afford a fire to warm her. The weirdness and despair of “The Raven” is particularly symbolic of his life. (Poe expelled from West Point, March 6, 1831.)

	The Raven

	Edgar Allan Poe (1809–1849)

	Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,

	Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—

	While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,

	As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.

	‘’Tis some visiter,’ I muttered, ‘tapping at my chamber door—

	Only this and nothing more.’

	Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December;

	And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.

	Eagerly I wished the morrow;—vainly I had sought to borrow

	From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore—

	For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

	Nameless here for evermore.

	And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain

	Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;

	So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating

	‘’Tis some visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door—

	Some late visiter entreating entrance at my chamber door;—

	This it is and nothing more.’

	Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,

	‘Sir,’ said I, ‘or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;

	But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,

	And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,

	That I scarce was sure I heard you’—here I opened wide the door;

	Darkness there and nothing more.

	Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering, fearing,

	Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before;

	But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

	And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, ‘Lenore!’

	This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word ‘Lenore!’

	Merely this and nothing more.

	Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,

	Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

	‘Surely,’ said I, ‘surely that is something at my window lattice;

	Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore—

	Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore;—

	’Tis the wind and nothing more!’

	Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter

	In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.

	Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed he;

	But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door—

	Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—

	Perched, and sat, and nothing more.

	Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

	By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

	‘Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,’ I said, ‘art sure no craven,

	Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly shore—

	Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!’

	Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’

	Much I marvelled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

	Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;

	For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being

	Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—

	Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,

	With such name as ‘Nevermore.’

	But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only

	That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour.

	Nothing farther then he uttered—not a feather then he fluttered—

	Till I scarcely more than muttered ‘Other friends have flown before—

	On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown before.’

	Then the bird said ‘Nevermore.’

	Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

	‘Doubtless,’ said I, ‘what it utters is its only stock and store

	Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster

	Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore—

	Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

	Of “Never—nevermore.” ’

	But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,

	Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and door;

	Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking

	Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore—

	What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of yore

	Meant in croaking ‘Nevermore.’

	This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

	To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

	This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

	On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamp-light gloated o’er,

	But whose velvet violet lining with the lamp-light gloating o’er,

	She shall press, ah, nevermore!

	Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen censer

	Swung by Seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted floor.

	‘Wretch,’ I cried, ‘thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he hath sent thee

	Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore;

	Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe and forget this lost Lenore!”

	Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’

	‘Prophet!’ said I, ‘thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or devil!—

	Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here ashore,

	Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—

	On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore—

	Is there— is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I implore!’

	Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’

	‘Prophet!’ said I, ‘thing of evil!—prophet still, if bird or devil!

	By that Heaven that bends above us—by that God we both adore

	Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,

	It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—

	Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore.’

	Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’

	‘Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!’ I shrieked, upstarting—

	‘Get thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!

	Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!

	Leave my loneliness unbroken!—quit the bust above my door!

	Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off my door!’

	Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’

	And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting

	On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;

	And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming,

	And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;

	And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor

	Shall be lifted—nevermore!

	 


March 7. Bacon Warns Judges

	Volume 3, pp. 130-134

	Essays Civil and Moral, Francis Bacon

	Bacon pointed out that a judge’s duty was to interpret laws and not to make laws. This single essay of Bacon’s is a richly condensed summary of the ethics of law. (Bacon made Keeper of the Great Seal of England, March 7, 1616.)

	Essays or Councils

	Civil and Moral

	LVI. Of Judicature

	Francis Bacon

	Judges ought to remember that their office is jus dicere, and not jus dare; to interpret law, and not to make law, or give law. Else will it be like the authority claimed by the Church of Rome, which under pretext of exposition of Scripture doth not stick to add and alter; and to pronounce that which they do not find; and by show of antiquity to introduce novelty. Judges ought to be more learned than witty, more reverend than plausible, and more advised than confident. Above all things, integrity is their portion and proper virtue. Cursed (saith the law) is he that removeth the landmark. The mislayer of a mere-stone [1] is to blame. But it is the unjust judge that is the capital remover of landmarks, when he defineth amiss of lands and property. One soul sentence doth more hurt than many foul examples. For these do but corrupt the stream, the other corrupteth the fountain. So saith Solomon, Fons turbatus, et vena corrupta, est justus cadens in causa sua coram adversario [A righteous man falling down before the wicked is as a troubled fountain or a corrupt spring]. The office of judges may have reference unto the parties that sue, unto the advocates that plead, unto the clerks and ministers of justice underneath them, and to the sovereign or state above them.

	[1: Boundary stone.]

	First, for the causes or parties that sue. There be (saith the Scripture) that turn judgment into wormwood; and surely there be also that turn it into vinegar; for injustice maketh it bitter, and delays make it sour. The principal duty of a judge is to suppress force and fraud; whereof force is the more pernicious when it is open, and fraud when it is close and disguised. Add thereto contentious suits, which ought to be spewed out, as the surfeit of courts. A judge ought to prepare his way to a just sentence, as God useth to prepare his way, by raising valleys and taking down hills: so when there appeareth on either side an high hand, violent prosecution, cunning advantages taken, combination, power, great counsel, then is the virtue of a judge seen, to make inequality equal; that he may plant his judgment as upon an even ground. Qui fortiter emungit, elicit sanguinem [Violent wringing makes the nose bleed]; and where the wine-press is hard wrought, it yields a harsh wine, that tastes of the grape-stone. Judges must beware of hard constructions and strained inferences; for there is no worse torture than the torture of laws. Specially in case of laws penal, they ought to have care that that which was meant for terror be not turned into rigor; and that they bring not upon the people that shower whereof the Scripture speaketh, Pluet super eos laqueos [He will rain snares upon them]; for penal laws pressed are a shower of snares upon the people. Therefore let penal laws, if they have been sleepers of long, or if they be grown unfit for the present time, be by wise judges confined in the execution: Judicis officium est, ut res, ita tempora rerum, etc. [A judge must have regard to the time as well as to the matter]. In causes of life and death, judges ought (as far as the law permitteth) in justice to remember mercy; and to cast a severe eye upon the example, but a merciful eye upon the person.

	Secondly, for the advocates and counsel that plead. Patience and gravity of hearing is an essential part of justice; and an overspeaking judge is no well-tuned cymbal. It is no grace to a judge first to find that which he might have heard in due time from the bar; or to show quickness of conceit in cutting off evidence or counsel too short; or to prevent information by questions, though pertinent. The parts of a judge in hearing are four: to direct the evidence; to moderate length, repetition, or impertinency of speech; to recapitulate, select, and collate the material points of that which hath been said; and to give the rule or sentence. Whatsoever is above these is too much; and proceedeth either of glory and willingness to speak, or of impatience to hear, or of shortness of memory, or of want of a staid and equal attention. It is a strange thing to see that the boldness of advocates should prevail with judges; whereas they should imitate God, in whose seat they sit; who represseth the presumptuous, and giveth grace to the modest. But it is more strange, that judges should have noted favorites; which cannot but cause multiplication of fees, and suspicion of by-ways. There is due from the judge to the advocate some commendation and gracing, where causes are well handled and fair pleaded; especially towards the side which obtaineth not; for that upholds in the client the reputation of his counsel, and beats down in him the conceit of his cause. There is likewise due to the public a civil reprehension of advocates, where there appeareth cunning counsel, gross neglect, slight information, indiscreet pressing, or an over-bold defence. And let not the counsel at the bar chop [2] with the judge, nor wind himself into the handling of the cause anew after the judge hath declared his sentence; but, on the other side, let not the judge meet the cause half way, nor give occasion for the party to say his counsel or proofs were not heard.

	[2: Bandy words.]

	Thirdly, for that that concerns clerks and ministers. The place of justice is an hallowed place; and therefore not only the bench, but the foot-pace [3] and precincts and purprise [4] thereof, ought to be preserved without scandal and corruption. For certainly grapes (as the Scripture saith) will not be gathered of thorns or thistles; neither can justice yield her fruit with sweetness amongst the briars and brambles of catching and polling [5] clerks and ministers. The attendance of courts is subject to four bad instruments. First, certain persons that are sowers of suits; which make the court swell, and the country pine. The second sort is of those that engage courts in quarrels of jurisdiction, and are not truly amici curiæ, but parasiti curiæ [not friends but parasites of the court], in puffing a court up beyond her bounds, for their own scraps and advantage. The third sort is of those that may be accounted the left hands of courts; persons that are full of nimble and sinister tricks and shifts, whereby they pervert the plain and direct courses of courts, and bring justice into oblique lines and labyrinths. And the fourth is the poller and exacter of fees; which justifies the common resemblance of the courts of justice to the bush whereunto while the sheep flies for defence in weather, he is sure to lose part of his fleece. On the other side, an ancient clerk, skilful in precedents, wary in proceeding, and understanding in the business of the court, is an excellent finger of a court; and doth many times point the way to the judge himself.

	[3: Lobby.]

	[4: Enclosure.]

	[5: Extorting fees.]

	Fourthly, for that which may concern the sovereign and estate. Judges ought above all to remember the conclusion of the Roman Twelve Tables; Salus populi suprema lex [The supreme law of all is the weal of the people]; and to know that laws, except they be in order to that end, are but things captious, and oracles not well inspired. Therefore it is an happy thing in a state when kings and states do often consult with judges; and again when judges do often consult with the king and state: the one, when there is matter of law intervenient in business of state; the other, when there is some consideration of state intervenient in matter of law. For many times the things deduced [6] to judgment may be meum and tuum [mine and thine], when the reason [7] and consequence thereof may trench to [8] point of estate: I call matter of estate, not only the parts of sovereignty, but whatsoever introduceth any great alteration or dangerous precedent; or concerneth manifestly any great portion of people. And let no man weakly conceive that just laws and true policy have any antipathy; for they are like the spirits and sinews, that one moves with the other. Let judges also remember, that Solomon’s throne was supported by lions on both sides: let them be lions, but yet lions under the throne; being circumspect that they do not check or oppose any points of sovereignty. Let not judges also be ignorant of their own right, as to think there is not left to them, as a principal part of their office, a wise use and application of laws. For they may remember what the apostle saith of a greater law than theirs; Nos scimus quia lex bona est, modo quis ea utatur legitime [We know that the law is good, if a man use it lawfully].

	[6: Brought into court.]

	[7: Principle.]

	[8: Touch.]

	 


March 8. Dangerous Experiment with a Wife

	Volume 14, pp. 307-319

	Don Quixote of the Mancha, Cervantes

	Anselmo and Lothario were close friends. Anselmo, anxious to learn if his wife were perfect, as he believed her to be, makes an unusual proposal to his old friend.

	Don Quixote of the Mancha

	Miguel de Cervantes Saaverdra

	The Fourth Book

	Chapter VI

	Wherein Is Rehearsed the History of the Curious-Impertinent

	‘In Florence, a rich and famous city of Italy, in the province called Tuscany, there dwelt two rich and principal gentlemen called Anselmo and Lothario, which two were so great friends, as they were named for excellency, and by antonomasia, by all those that knew them, the Two Friends. They were both bachelors, and much of one age and manners; all which was of force to make them answer one another with reciprocal amity. True it is that Anselmo was somewhat more inclined to amorous dalliance than Lothario, who was altogether addicted to hunting. But when occasion exacted it, Anselmo would omit his own pleasures, to satisfy his friend’s; and Lothario likewise his, to please Anselmo. And by this means both their will were so correspondent, as no clock could be better ordered that were their desires. Anselmo being at last deeply enamoured of a principal and beautiful young lady of the same city, called Camilla, being so worthily descended, and she herself of such merit therewithal, as he resolved (by the consent of his friend Lothario, without whom he did nothing) to demand her of her parents for wife; and did put his purpose in execution; and Lothario himself was the messenger, and concluded the matter so to his friend’s satisfaction, as he was shortly after put in possession of his desires; and Camilla so contented to have gotten Anselmo, as she ceased not render Heaven and Lothario thanks, by whose means she had obtained so great a match. The first days, as all marriage days are wont to be merry, Lothario frequented, according to the custom, his friend Anselmo’s house, endeavouring to honour, feast, and recreate him all the ways he might possibly. But after the nuptials were finished, and the concourse of strangers, visitations, and congratulations somewhat ceased, Lothario also began to be somewhat more slack that he wonted in going to Anselmo his house, deeming it (as it is reason that all discreet men should) not so convenient to visit or haunt so often the house of his friend after marriage as he would, had he still remained a bachelor. For although true amity neither should nor ought to admit the least suspicion, yet notwithstanding a married man’s honour is so delicate and tender a thing, as it seems it may be sometimes impaired, even by very brethren; and how much more by friends? Anselmo noted the remission of Lothario, and did grievously complain thereof, saying that, if he had wist by marriage he should thus be deprived of his dear conversation, he would never have married; and that since through the uniform correspondency of them both being free, they had deserved the sweet title of the Two Friends, that he should not now permit (because he would be noted circumspect without any other occasion) that so famous and pleasing a name should be lost; and therefore he requested him (if it were lawful to use such a term between them two) to return and be master of his house, and come and go as he had done before his marriage, assuring him that his spouse Camilla had no other pleasure and will, than that which himself pleased she should have; and that she, after having known how great was both their friendships, was not a little amazed to see him become so strange.

	‘To all these and many other reasons alleged by Anselmo, to persuade Lothario to frequent his house, he answered with so great prudence, discretion, and wariness, as Anselmo remained satisfied of his friend’s good intention herein; and they made an agreement between them two, that Lothario should dine at his house twice a week, and the holy days besides. And although this agreement had passed between them, yet Lothario purposed to do that only which he should find most expedient for his friend’s honour, whose reputation he tendered much more dearly than he did his own; and was wont to say very discreetly, that the married man, unto whom Heaven had given a beautiful wife, ought to have as much heed of his friends which he brought to his house, as he should of the women friends that visited his wife; for that which is not done nor agreed upon in the church or market, nor in public feasts or stations (being places that a man cannot lawfully hinder his wife from frequenting sometimes at least) are ofttimes facilitated and contrived in a friend’s or kinswoman’s house, whom perhaps we never suspected. Anselmo on the other side affirmed, that therefore married men ought every one of them to have some friend who might advertise them of the faults escaped in their manner of proceeding; for it befalls many times, that through the great love which the husband bears to his wife, either he doth not take notice, or else he doth not advertise her, because he would not offend her to do or omit to do certain things, the doing or omitting whereof might turn to his honour or obloquy; to which things, being advertised by his friend, he might easily apply some remedy. But where might a man find a friend so discreet, loyal, and trusty as Anselmo demands? I know not truly, if not Lothario: for he it was that with all solicitude and care regarded the honour of his friend; and therefore endeavoured to clip and diminish the number of the days promised, lest he should give occasion to the idle vulgar, or to the eyes of vagabonds and malicious men to judge any sinister thing, viewing so rich, comely, nobel, and qualified a young man as he was, to have so free access into the house of a woman so beautiful as Camilla. For though his virtues and modest carriage were sufficiently able to set a bridle to any malignant tongue, yet notwithstanding he would not have his credit, nor that of his friends, called into any question; and therefore would spend most of the days that he had agreed to visit his friend, in other places and exercises; yet feigning excuses so plausible, as his friend admitted them for every reasonable. And thus the time passed on in challenges of unkindness of the one side, and lawful excuses of the other.

	‘It so fell out, that, as both the friends walked on a day together in a field without the city, Anselmo said to Lothario these words ensuing: “I know very well, friend Lothario, that among all the favours which God of His bounty hath bestowed upon me by making me the son of such parents, and giving to me with so liberal a hand, both the goods of nature and fortune; yet as I cannot answer Him with sufficient gratitude for the benefits already received, so do I find myself most highly bound unto Him above all others, for having given me such a friend as thou art, and so beautiful a wife as Camilla, being both of you such pawns, as if I esteem you not in the degree which I ought, yet do I hold you as dear as I may. And yet, possessing all those things which are wont to be the all and some that are wont and may make a man happy, I live notwithstanding the most sullen and discontented life of the world, being troubled, I know not since when, and inwardly wrested with so strange a desire, and extravagant, form the common use of others, as I marvel at myself, and do condemn and rebuke myself when I am alone, and do labour to conceal and cover mine own desires; all which hath served me to as little effect, as if I had proclaimed mine own errors purposely to the world. And seeing that it must finally break out, my will is, that it be only communicated to the treasury of thy secret; hoping by it and mine own industry, which, as my true friend, thou wilt use to help me, I shall be quickly freed from the anguish it causeth, and by they means my joy and contentment shall arrive to the pass that my discontents have brought me through mine own folly.”

	‘Lothario stood suspended at Anselmo’s speech, as one that could not imagine to what so prolix a prevention and preamble tended; and although he revolved and imagined sundry things in his mind which he deemed might afflict his friend, yet did he ever shoot wide from the mark which in truth it was; and that he might quickly escape that agony, wherein the suspension held him, said that his friend did notable injury to their amity, in searching out wreathings and ambages in the discovery of his most hidden thoughts to him, seeing he might assure himself certainly, either to receive counsels of him how to entertain, or else remedy and means how to accomplish them.

	‘“It is very true,” answered Anselmo, “and with that confidence I let thee to understand, friend Lothario, that the desire which vexeth me is a longing to know whether my wife Camilla be as good and perfect as I do account her, and I cannot wholly rest satisfied of this truth, but by making trial of her, in such sort as it may give manifest argument of the degree of her goodness, as the fire doth show the value of gold; for I am of opinion, O friend, that a woman is of no more worth or virtue than that which is in her, after she hath been solicited; and that she alone is strong who cannot be bowed by the promised, gifts, tears, and continual importunities of importunate lovers. For what thanks is it,” quoth he, “for a woman to be good, if nobody say or teach her ill? What wonder that she be retired and timorous, if no occasion be ministered to her of dissolution, and chiefly she that knows she hath a husband ready to kill her for the least argument of lightness? So that she which is only good for fear or want of occasion, will I never hold in that estimation, that I would the other solicited and pursued, who notwithstanding, comes away crowned with the victory. And therefore, being moved as well by these reasons as by many other which I could tell you, which accredit and fortify mine opinion, I desire that my wife Camilla do also pass through the pikes of those proofs and difficulties, and purify and refine herself in the fire of being requested, solicited, and pursued, and that by one whose worths and valour may deserve acceptance in her opinion; and if she bear away the palm of the victory, as I believe she will, I shall account my fortune matchless, and may brag that my desires are in their height, and will say that a strong woman hath fallen to my lot, of whom the wise man saith, ‘Who shall find her?’ And when it shall succeed contrary to mine expectation, I shall, with the pleasure that I will conceive to see how rightly it jumps with mine opinion, bear very indifferent[ly] the grief which in all reason this so costly a trial must stir in me. And presupposing that nothing which thou shalt say to me shall be available to hinder my design, or dissuade me from putting my purpose in execution, I would have thyself, dear friend Lothario, to provide thee to be the instrument that shall labour this work of my liking, and I will give thee opportunity enough to perform the same, without omitting anything that may further thee in the solicitation of an honest, noble, wary, retired, and passionless woman.

	‘“And I am chiefly moved to commit this so hard an enterprise to thy trust, because I know that, if Camilla be vanquished by thee, yet shall not the victory arrive to the last push and upshot, but only to that of accounting a thing to be done, which shall not be done for many good respects. So shall I remain nothing offended, and mine injury concealed in the virtue of thy silence; for I know thy care to be such in matters concerning me, as it shall be eternal, like that of death. And therefore if thou desirest that I may lead a life deserving that name, thou must forthwith provide thyself to enter into this amorous conflict, and that not languishing or slothfully, but with that courage and diligence which my desire expecteth, and the confidence I have in our amity assureth me.”

	‘These were the reasons used by Anselmo to Lothario, to all which he was so attentive, as, until he ended, he did not once unfold his lips to speak a word save those which we have above related; and seeing that he spoke no more, after he had beheld him a good while, as a thing that he had never before, and did therefore strike him into admiration and amazement, he said, “Friend Anselmo, I cannot persuade myself that the words you have spoken be other than jests, for, had I thought that thou wert in earnest, I would not have suffered thee to pass on so far, and by lending thee no ear would have excused this tedious oration. I do verily imagine that either thou dost not know me, or I thee; but not so, for I know thee to be Anselmo, and thou that I am Lothario. The damage is, that I think thou art not the Anselmo thou was wont to be, and perhaps thou deemest me not to be the accustomed Lothario that I ought to be; for the things which thou hast spoken are not of that Anselmo my friend, nor those which thou seekest ought to be demanded of that Lothario, of whom thou hast notice. For true friends ought to prove and use their friends, as the poet said, usque ad aras, that is, that they should in no sort employ them or implore their assistance in things offensive unto God; and if a Gentile was of this opinion in matters of friendship, how much greater reason is it that a Christian should have that feeling, specially knowing that the celestial amity is not to be lost for any human friendship whatsoever. And when the friend should throw the bars so wide, as to set heavenly respects apart, for to compliment with his friend, it must not be done on light grounds, or for things of small moment, but rather for those whereon his friend’s life and honour wholly depend. Then tell me now, Anselmo, in which of these two things art thou in danger, that I may adventure my person to do thee a pleasure, and attempt so detestable a thing as thou dost demand? None of them truly, but rather dost demand, as I may conjecture, that I do industriously labour to deprive thee of thine honour and life together, and, in doing so, I likewise deprive myself of them both. For if I must labour to take away thy credit, it is most evident that I despoil thee of life, for a man without reputation is worse than a dead man, and I being the instrument, as thou desirest that I should be, of so great harm unto thee, do not I become likewise thereby dishonoured, and by the same consequence also without life? Hear me, friend Anselmo, and have patience not to answer me until I have said all that I think, concerning that which thy mind exacteth of thee; for we shall have after leisure enough, wherein thou mayst reply, and I have patience to listen unto thy reasons.”

	‘“I am pleased,” quoth Anselmo; “say what thou likest.” And Lothario prosecuted his speech in this manner: “Methinks, Anselmo, that thou art now of the Moors’ humours, which can be no means be made to understand the error of their sect, neither by citations of the Holy Scripture, nor by reasons which consist in speculations of the understanding, or that are founded in the Articles of the Faith, but must be won by palpable examples, and those easy, intelligible, demonstrative, and doubtless, by mathematical demonstrations, which cannot be denied. Even as when we say, ‘If from two equal parts we take away two parts equal, the parts that remain are also equal.’ And when they cannot understand this, as in truth they do not, we must demonstrate it to them with our hands, and lay it before their eyes, and yet for all this nought can avail to win them in the end to give credit to the verities of our religion; which very terms and manner of proceeding I must use with thee, by reason that the desire which is sprung in thee doth so wander and stray from all that which bears the shadow only of reason, as I doubt much that I shall spend my time in vain, which I shall bestow, to make thee understand thine own simplicity, for I will give it no other name at this present; and, in good earnest, I was almost persuaded to leave thee in thine humour, in punishment of thine inordinate and unreasonable desire, but that the love which I bear towards thee doth not consent I use to thee such rigour, or leave thee in so manifest a danger of thine own perdition. And, that thou mayst clearly see it, tell me, Anselmo, hast not thou said unto me, that I must solicit one that stands upon her reputation; persuade an honest woman; make proffers to one that is not passionate or engaged; and serve a discreet woman? Yes, thou hast said all this. Well, then, if thou knowest already that thou hast a retired, honest, unpassionate, and prudent wife, what seekest thou more? And, if thou thinkest that she will rest victorious, after all mine assaults, as doubtless she will, what better titles wouldst thou after bestow upon her, than those she possesseth already? Either it proceeds, because thou dost not think of her as thou sayst, or else because thou knowest not what thou demandest. If thou dost not account her such as thou praisest her, to what end wouldst thou prove her? But rather, as an evil person, use her as thou likest best. But, if she be as good as thou believest, it were an impertinent thing to make trial of truth itself. For, after it is made, yet it will still rest only with the same reputation it had before. Wherefore, it is a concluding reason, that, to attempt things, whence rather harm may after result unto us than good, is the part of rash and discourseless brains; and principally when they deal with those things whereunto they are not compelled or driven, and that they see even afar off, how the attempting the like is manifest folly. Difficult things are undertaken for God, or the world, or both. Those that are done for God are the works of the saints, endeavouring to lead angels’ lives, in frail and mortal bodies. Those of the world are the travels and toils of such as cross such immense seas, travel through so adverse regions, and converse with so many nations, to acquire that which we call the goods of fortune. And the things acted for God and the world together are the worthy exploits of resolute and valorous martial men, which scarce perceive so great a breach in the adversary wall, as the cannon bullet is wont to make; when, leaving all fear apart, without making any discourse, or taking notice of the manifest danger that threatens them, borne away, by the wings of desire and honour, to serve God, their nation and prince, do throw themselves boldly into the throat of a thousand menacing deaths which expect them.

	‘“These are things wont to be practised; and it is honour, glory, and profit to attempt them, be they never so full of inconveniences and danger; but that which thou sayst thou will try and put in practice shall never gain thee God’s glory, the goods of fortune, or renown among men; for, suppose that thou bringest it to pass according to thine own fantasy, thou shalt remain nothing more contented, rich, or honourable than thou art already; and, if thou dost not, then shalt thou see thyself in the greatest misery of any wretch living; for it will little avail thee then to think that no man knows the disgrace befallen thee, it being sufficient both to afflict and dissolve thee that thou knowest it thyself. And, for greater confirmation of this truth, I will repeat unto thee a stanza of the famous poet Luigi Tansillo, in the end of his first part of St. Peter’s Tears, which is:

	“‘The grief increaseth, and withal the shame

	In Peter when the day itself did show:

	And though he no man sees, yet doth he blame

	Himself because he had offended so.

	For breasts magnanimous, not only tame,

	When that of others they are seen, they know;

	But of themselves ashamed they often be,

	Though none but Heaven and earth their error see.’

	So that thou canst not excuse thy grief with secrecy, be it never so great, but rather shall have continual occasion to weep, if not watery tears from thine eyes, at least tears of blood from thy heart, such as that simple doctor wept, of whom our poet makes mention, who made trial of the vessel, which the prudent Reynaldos, upon maturer discourse, refused to deal withal. And, although it be but a poetical fiction, yet doth it contain many hidden morals, worthy to be noted, understood, and imitated; how much more, seeing that by what I mean to say now, I hope thou shalt begin to conceive the great error which thou wouldest wittingly commit.

	‘“Tell me, Anselmo, if Heaven or thy fortunes had made thee lord and lawful possessor of a most precious diamond, of whose goodness and quality all the lapidaries that had viewed the same would rest satisfied, and that all of them would jointly and uniformly affirm that it arrived in quality, goodness, and fineness to all that to which the nature of such a stone might extend itself, and that thou thyself didst believe the same without witting anything to the contrary; would it be just that thou shouldest take an humour to set that diamond between an anvil and a hammer, and to try there by very force of blows whether it be so hard and so fine as they say? And further: when thou didst put thy design in execution, put the case that the stone made resistance to thy foolish trial, yet wouldest thou add thereby no new value or esteem to it. And if it did break, as it might befall, were not then all lost? Yes, certainly, and that leaving the owner, in all men’s opinion, for a very poor ignorant person. Then, friend Anselmo, make account that Camilla is a most precious diamond as well in thine as in other men’s estimation; and it is no reason to put her in contingent danger of breaking, seeing that, although she remain in her integrity, she cannot mount to more worth than she hath at the present; and if she faltered, or did not resist, consider even at this present what state you would be in then, and how justly thou mightest then complain of thyself for being cause of her perdition and thine own. See how there is no jewel in the world comparable to the modest and chaste woman, and that all women’s honour consists in the good opinion that’s had of them; and seeing that of thy spouse is so great, as it arrives to that sum of perfection which thou knowest, why wouldest thou call this verity in question? Know, friend, that a woman is an imperfect creature, and should therefore have nothing cast in her way to make her stumble and fall, but rather to clear and do all encumbrances away out of it, to the end she may without impeachment run with a swift course to obtain the perfection she wants, which only consists in being virtuous.

	‘“The naturalists recount that the ermine is a little beast that hath a most white skin; and that, when the hunters would chase him, they use this art to take him. As soon as they find out his haunt, and places where he hath recourse, they thwart them with mire and dirt, and after when they descry the little beast, they pursue him towards those places which are defiled; and the ermine, espying the mire, stands still, and permits himself to be taken and captived in exchange of not passing through the mire, or staining of his whiteness, which it esteems more than either liberty or life. The honest and chaste woman is an ermine, and the virtue of chastity is whiter and purer than snow; and he that would not lose it, but rather desires to keep and preserve it, must proceed with a different style from that of the ermine. For they must not propose and lay before her the mire of the passions, flatteries, and services of importunate lovers; for perhaps she shall not have the natural impulse and force, which commonly through proper debility is wont to stumble, to pass over those encumbrances safely; and therefore it is requisite to free the passage and take them away, and lay before her the clearness of virtue and the beauty comprised in good fame. The good woman is also like unto a bright and clear mirror of crystal, and therefore is subject to be stained and dimmed by every breath that toucheth it. The honest woman is to be used as relics of saints, to wit, she must be honoured but not touched. The good woman is to be kept and prized like a fair garden full of sweet flowers and roses, that is held in estimation, whose owner permits no man to enter and trample or touch his flowers, but holds it to be sufficient that they, standing afar off, without the rails, may joy at the delightful sight and fragrance thereof. Finally I will repeat certain verses unto thee that have now come to my memory, the which were repeated of late in a new play, and seem to me very fit for the purpose of which we treat. A prudent old man did give a neighbour of his that had a daughter counsel to keep and shut her up; and among many other reasons he used these:

	“‘Truly woman is of glass;

	Therefore no man ought to try

	If she broke or not might be,

	Seeing all might come to pass.

	Yet to break her ’tis more easy;

	And it is no wit to venture

	A thing of so brittle temper,

	That to soldier is so queasy.

	And I would have all men dwell

	In this truth and reason’s ground,

	That if Danaes may be found,

	Golden showers are found as well.’

	‘“All that which I have said to thee, Anselmo, until this instant, hath been for that which may touch thyself; and it is now high time that somewhat be heard concerning me. And if by chance I shall be somewhat prolix, I pray thee to pardon me; for the labyrinth wherein thou hast entered, and out of which thou wouldest have me to free thee, requires no less. Thou holdest me to be thy friend, and yet goest about to despoil me of mine honour, being a thing contrary to all amity; and dost not only pretend this, but dost likewise endeavor that I should rob thee of the same. That thou wouldest deprive me of mine is evident; for when Camilla shall perceive that I solicit her as thou demandest, it is certain that she will esteem of me as of one quite devoid of wit and discretion, seeing I intend and do a thing so repugnant to that which the being that him I am, and thine amity do bind me unto. That thou wouldest have me rob thee thereof is as manifest, for Camilla, seeing me thus to court her, must imagine that I have noted some lightness in her which lent me boldness thus to discover unto her my depraved desires, and she holding herself to be thereby injured and dishonoured, her disgrace must also concern thee as a principal part of her. And hence springs that which is commonly said, That the husband of the adulterous wife, although he know nothing of her lewdness, nor hath given any occasion to her to do what she ought not, nor was able any way to hinder by diligence, care, or other means, his disgrace, yet is entitled with a vituperous name, and is in a manner beheld by those that know his wife’s malice with the eyes of contempt; whereas they should indeed regard him rather with those of compassion, seeing that he falls into that misfortune not so much through his own default, as through the light fantasy of his wicked consort. But I will show thee the reason why a bad woman’s husband is justly dishonoured and contemned, although he be ignorant and guiltless thereof, and cannot prevent, nor hath given to any occasion. And be not grieved to hear me, seeing the benefit of the discourse shall redound unto thyself.

	‘“When God created our first parent in the terrestrial paradise, the Holy Scripture saith, That God infused sleep into Adam, and that, being asleep, He took out a rib of his left side, of which He formed our mother Eve; and as soon as Adam awaked and beheld her, he said, ‘This is flesh of my flesh, and bone of my bones.’ And God said, ‘For this cause shall a man leave his father and his mother, and they shall be two in one flesh.’ And then was the divine ordinance of matrimony first instituted, with such indissoluble knots as only may be by death dissolved. And this marvelous ordinance is of such efficacy and force, as it makes two different persons to be one very flesh; and yet operates further in good married folk; for, although they have two souls, yet it makes them to have but one will. And hence it proceeds, that by reason the wife’s flesh is one and the very same with her husband’s, the blemishes or defects that taint it do also redound into the husband’s, although he, as we have said, have ministered no occasion, to receive that damage. For as all the whole body feels any pain of the foot, head, or any other member, because it is all one flesh, and the head smarts at the grief of the ankle, although it hath not caused it; so is the husband participant of his wife’s dishonour, because he is one and the selfsame with her. And by reason that all the honours and dishonours of the world are, and spring from flesh and blood, and those of the bad woman be of this kind, it is forcible, that part of them fall to the husband’s share, and that he be accounted dishonourable, although he wholly be ignorant of it. See then, Anselmo, to what peril thou dost thrust thyself by seeking to disturb the quietness and repose wherein thy wife lives, and for how vain and impertinent curiosity thou wouldest stir up the humours which are now quiet in thy chaste spouse’s breast. Note how the things thou dost adventure to gain are of small moment; but that which thou shalt lose so great, that I must leave it in his point, having no words sufficiently able to endear it. But if all that I have said be not able to move thee from thy bad purpose, thou mayst well seek out for some other instrument of thy dishonour and mishaps; for I mean not to be one, although I should therefore lose thine amity, which is the greatest loss that might any way befall me.”

	 


March 9. Common Sense and Good Manners

	Volume 27, pp. 99-103

	English Essays

	Swift regretted the laws against dueling because dueling at least was a good means of ridding the country of bores and fools. His keen eye penetrated social customs and saw the common sense that governed good manners. (Passage of laws against dueling in England, March 9, 1679.)

	A Treatise on Good Manners and Good Breeding

	Jonathan Swift

	Good manners is the art of making those people easy with whom we converse.

	Whoever makes the fewest persons uneasy is the best bred in the company.

	As the best law is founded upon reason, so are the best manners. And as some lawyers have introduced unreasonable things into common law, so likewise many teachers have introduced absurd things into common good manners.

	One principal point of this art is to suit our behaviour to the three several degrees of men; our superiors, our equals, and those below us.

	For instance, to press either of the two former to eat or drink is a breach of manners; but a farmer or a tradesman must be thus treated, or else it will be difficult to persuade them that they are welcome.

	Pride, ill nature, and want of sense, are the three great sources of ill manners; without some one of these defects, no man will behave himself ill for want of experience; or of what, in the language of fools, is called knowing the world.

	I defy any one to assign an incident wherein reason will not direct us what we are to say or do in company, if we are not misled by pride or ill nature.

	Therefore I insist that good sense is the principal foundation of good manners; but because the former is a gift which very few among mankind are possessed of, therefore all the civilized nations of the world have agreed upon fixing some rules for common behaviour, best suited to their general customs, or fancies, as a kind of artificial good sense, to supply the defects of reason. Without which the gentlemanly part of dunces would be perpetually at cuffs, as they seldom fail when they happen to be drunk, or engaged in squabbles about women or play. And, God be thanked, there hardly happens a duel in a year, which may not be imputed to one of those three motives. Upon which account, I should be exceedingly sorry to find the legislature make any new laws against the practice of duelling; because the methods are easy and many for a wise man to avoid a quarrel with honour, or engage in it with innocence. And I can discover no political evil in suffering bullies, sharpers, and rakes, to rid the world of each other by a method of their own; where the law hath not been able to find an expedient.

	As the common forms of good manners were intended for regulating the conduct of those who have weak understandings; so they have been corrupted by the persons for whose use they were contrived. For these people have fallen into a needless and endless way of multiplying ceremonies, which have been extremely troublesome to those who practise them, and insupportable to everybody else: insomuch that wise men are often more uneasy at the over civility of these refiners, than they could possibly be in the conversations of peasants or mechanics.

	The impertinencies of this ceremonial behaviour are nowhere better seen than at those tables where ladies preside, who value themselves upon account of their good breeding; where a man must reckon upon passing an hour without doing any one thing he has a mind to; unless he will be so hardy to break through all the settled decorum of the family. She determines what he loves best, and how much he shall eat; and if the master of the house happens to be of the same disposition, he proceeds in the same tryrannical manner to prescribe in the drinking part: at the same time, you are under the necessity of answering a thousand apologies for your entertainment. And although a good deal of this humour is pretty well worn off among many people of the best fashion, yet too much of it still remains, especially in the country; where an honest gentleman assured me, that having been kept four days, against his will, at a friend’s house, with all the circumstances of hiding his boots, locking up the stable, and other contrivances of the like nature, he could not remember, from the moment he came into the house to the moment he left it, any one thing, wherein his inclination was not directly contradicted; as if the whole family had entered into a combination to torment him.

	But, besides all this, it would be endless to recount the many foolish and ridiculous accidents I have observed among these unfortunate proselytes to ceremony. I have seen a duchess fairly knocked down, by the precipitancy of an officious coxcomb running to save her the trouble of opening a door. I remember, upon a birthday at court, a great lady was utterly desperate by a dish of sauce let fall by a page directly upon her head-dress and brocade, while she gave a sudden turn to her elbow upon some point of ceremony with the person who sat next her. Monsieur Buys, the Dutch envoy, whose politics and manners were much of a size, brought a son with him, about thirteen years old, to a great table at court. The boy and his father, whatever they put on their plates, they first offered round in order, to every person in the company; so that we could not get a minute’s quiet during the whole dinner. At last their two plates happened to encounter, and with so much violence, that, being china, they broke in twenty pieces, and stained half the company with wet sweetmeats and cream.

	There is a pedantry in manners, as in all arts and sciences; and sometimes in trades. Pedantry is properly the overrating any kind of knowledge we pretend to. And if that kind of knowledge be a trifle in itself, the pedantry is the greater. For which reason I look upon fiddlers, dancing-masters, heralds, masters of the ceremony, &c. to be greater pedants than Lipsius, or the elder Scaliger. With these kind of pedants, the court, while I knew it, was always plentifully stocked; I mean from the gentleman usher (at least) inclusive, downward to the gentleman porter; who are, generally speaking, the most insignificant race of people that this island can afford, and with the smallest tincture of good manners, which is the only trade they profess. For being wholly illiterate, and conversing chiefly with each other, they reduce the whole system of breeding within the forms and circles of their several offices; and as they are below the notice of ministers, they live and die in court under all revolutions with great obsequiousness to those who are in any degree of favour or credit, and with rudeness or insolence to everybody else. Whence I have long concluded, that good manners are not a plant of the court growth; for if they were, those people who have understandings directly of a level for such acquirements, and who have served such long apprenticeships to nothing else, would certainly have picked them up. For as to the great officers, who attend the prince’s person or councils, or preside in his family, they are a transient body, who have no better a title to good manners than their neighbours, nor will probably have recourse to gentlemen ushers for instruction. So that I know little to be learnt at court upon this head, except in the material circumstance of dress; wherein the authority of the maids of honour must indeed be allowed to be almost equal to that of a favourite actress.

	I remember a passage my Lord Bolingbroke told me, that going to receive Prince Eugene of Savoy at his landing, in order to conduct him immediately to the Queen, the prince said, he was much concerned that he could not see her Majesty that night; for Monsieur Hoffman (who was then by) had assured his Highness that he could not be admitted into her presence with a tied-up periwig; that his equipage was not arrived; and that he had endeavoured in vain to borrow a long one among all his valets and pages. My lord turned the matter into a jest, and brought the Prince to her Majesty; for which he was highly censured by the whole tribe of gentlemen ushers; among whom Monsieur Hoffman, an old dull resident of the Emperor’s, had picked up this material point of ceremony; and which, I believe, was the best lesson he had learned in five-and-twenty years’ residence.

	I make a difference between good manners and good breeding; although, in order to vary my expression, I am sometimes forced to confound them. By the first, I only understand the art of remembering and applying certain settled forms of general behaviour. But good breeding is of a much larger extent; for besides an uncommon degree of literature sufficient to qualify a gentleman for reading a play, or a political pamphlet, it takes in a great compass of knowledge; no less than that of dancing, fighting, gaming, making the circle of Italy, riding the great horse, and speaking French; not to mention some other secondary, or subaltern accomplishments, which are more easily acquired. So that the difference between good breeding and good manners lies in this, that the former cannot be attained to by the best understandings, without study and labour; whereas a tolerable degree of reason will instruct us in every part of good manners, without other assistance.

	I can think of nothing more useful upon this subject, than to point out some particulars, wherein the very essentials of good manners are concerned, the neglect or perverting of which doth very much disturb the good commerce of the world, by introducing a traffic of mutual uneasiness in most companies.

	First, a necessary part of good manners, is a punctual observance of time at our own dwellings, or those of others, or at third places; whether upon matter of civility, business, or diversion; which rule, though it be a plain dictate of common reason, yet the greatest minister I ever knew was the greatest trespasser against it; by which all his business doubled upon him, and placed him in a continual arrear. Upon which I often used to rally him, as deficient in point of good manners. I have known more than one ambassador, and secretary of state with a very moderate portion of intellectuals, execute their offices with good success and applause, by the mere force of exactness and regularity. If you duly observe time for the service of another, it doubles the obligation; if upon your own account, it would be manifest folly, as well as ingratitude, to neglect it. If both are concerned, to make your equal or inferior attend on you, to his own disadvantage, is pride and injustice.

	Ignorance of forms cannot properly be styled ill manners; because forms are subject to frequent changes; and consequently, being not founded upon reason, are beneath a wise man’s regard. Besides, they vary in every country; and after a short period of time, very frequently in the same; so that a man who travels, must needs be at first a stranger to them in every court through which he passes; and perhaps at his return, as much a stranger in his own; and after all, they are easier to be remembered or forgotten than faces or names.

	Indeed, among the many impertinences that superficial young men bring with them from abroad, this bigotry of forms is one of the principal, and more prominent than the rest; who look upon them not only as if they were matters capable of admitting of choice, but even as points of importance; and are therefore zealous on all occasions to introduce and propagate the new forms and fashions they have brought back with them. So that, usually speaking, the worst bred person in the company is a young traveller just returned from abroad.

	 


March 10. Beaumont—The Adonis of Elizabethan Playwrights

	Volume 47, pp. 667-677

	Elizabethan Drama

	In the days when contact with the theatre meant exile from the best society, Beaumont and Fletcher, men from good families, dared to ally themselves with the stage as playwrights. “Philaster” won them immortal praise.

	Philaster

	or

	Love Lies A-bleeding

	Francis Beaumont and John Fletcher

	[Dramatis Personæ

	[King Philaster, Heir to the Crown of Sicily.

	Pharamond, Prince of Spain.

	Dion, a Lord.

	Cleremont,

	Thrasiline, Noble Gentlemen, his associates.

	An Old Captain.

	Five Citizens.

	A Country Fellow.

	Two Woodmen.

	The King’s Guard and Train.

	Arethusa, Daughter of the King.

	Euphrasia, Daughter of Dion, but disguised like a Page and called Bellario.

	Megra, a lascivious Lady.

	Galatea, a wise modest Lady attending the Princess.

	Two other Ladies.

	Scene—Messina And Its Neighborhood]

	ACT THE FIRST

	Scene I [The presence chamber in the palace]

	Enter DION, CLEREMONT, and THRASILINE [1]

	 

	Cleremont.

	Here’s no lords nor ladies.

	Dion.

	Credit me, gentlemen, I wonder at it. They receiv’d strict charge from the King to attend here; besides, it was boldly published that no officer should forbid any gentleman that desired to attend and hear.

	Cleremont.

	Can you guess the cause?

	Dion.

	Sir, it is plain, about the Spanish Prince, that’s come to marry our kingdom’s heir and be our sovereign.

	Thrasiline.

	Many that will seem to know much say she looks not on him like a maid in love.

	Dion.

	Faith, sir, the multitude, that seldom know any thing but their own opinions, speak that they would have; but the prince, before his own approach, receiv’d so many confident messages from the state, that I think she’s resolv’d to be rul’d.

	Cleremont.

	Sir, it is thought, with her he shall enjoy both these kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria.

	Dion.

	Sir, it is without controversy so meant. But ’twill be a troublesome labour for him to enjoy both these kingdoms with safety, the right heir to one of them living, and living so virtuously; especially, the people admiring the bravery of his mind and lamenting his injuries.

	Cleremont.

	Who, Philaster?

	Dion.

	Yes; whose father, we all know, was by our late King of Calabria unrighteously deposed from his fruitful Sicily. Myself drew some blood in those wars, which I would give my hand to be washed from.

	Cleremont.

	Sir, my ignorance in state-policy will not let me know why, Philaster being heir to one of these kingdoms, the King should suffer him to walk abroad with such free liberty.

	Dion.

	Sir, it seems your nature is more constant than to inquire after state-news. But the King, of late, made a hazard of both the kingdoms, of Sicily and his own, with offering but to imprison Philaster; at which the city was in arms, not to be charmed down by any state-order or proclamation, till they saw Philaster ride through the streets pleased and without a guard; at which they threw their hats and their arms from them; some to make bonfires, some to drink, all for his deliverance: which wise men say is the cause the King labours to bring in the power of a foreign nation to awe his own with.

	Enter Galatea, a Lady and Megra

	Thrasiline.

	See, the ladies! What’s the first?

	Dion.

	A wise and modest gentlewoman that attends the princess.

	Cleremont.

	The second?

	Dion.

	She is one that may stand still discreetly enough, and ill-favour’dly dance her measure; simper when she is courted by her friend, and slight her husband.

	Cleremont.

	The last?

	Dion.

	Faith, I think she is one whom the state keeps for the agents of our confederate princes; she’ll cog [1] and lie with a whole army, before the league shall break. Her name is common through the kingdom, and the trophies of her dishonour advanced beyond Hercules’ Pillars. She loves to try the several constitutions of men’s bodies and, indeed, has destroyed the worth of her own body by making experiment upon it for the good of the commonwealth.

	[1. Cheat.]

	Cleremont.

	She’s a profitable member.

	Megra.

	Peace, if you love me! You shall see these gentlemen stand their ground and not court us.

	Galatea.

	What if they should?

	Lady.

	What if they should?

	Megra.

	Nay, let her alone.—What if they should! Why, if they should, I say they were never abroad. What foreigner would do so? It writes them directly untravell’d.

	Galatea.

	Why, what if they be?

	Lady.

	What if they be!

	Megra.

	Good madam, let her go on.—What if they be! Why, if they be, I will justify, they cannot maintain discourse with a judicious lady, nor make a leg [2] nor say “Excuse me.”

	[2. Bow.]

	Galatea.

	Ha, ha, ha!

	Megra.

	Do you laugh, madam?

	Dion.

	Your desires upon you, ladies!

	Megra.

	Then you must sit beside us.

	Dion.

	I shall sit near you then, lady.

	Megra.

	Near me, perhaps; but there’s a lady endures no stranger; and to me you appear a very strange fellow.

	Lady.

	Methinks he’s not so strange; he would quickly be acquainted.

	Thrasiline.

	Peace, the King!

	Enter King, Pharamond, Arethusa, and Train

	King.

	To give a stronger testimony of love

	Than sickly promises (which commonly

	In princes find both birth and burial

	In one breath) we have drawn you, worthy sir,

	To make your fair endearments to our daughter.

	And worthy services known to our subjects,

	Now lov’d and wondered at; next, our intent

	To plant you deeply our immediate heir

	Both to our blood and kingdoms. For this lady,

	(The best part of your life, as you confirm me,

	And I believe,) though her few years and sex

	Yet teach her nothing but her fears and blushes,

	Desires without desire, discourse and knowledge

	Only of what herself is to herself,

	Make her feel moderate health; and when she sleeps,

	In making no ill day, knows no ill dreams.

	Think not, dear sir, these undivided parts,

	That must mould up a virgin, are put on

	To show her so, as borrowed ornaments

	To speak her perfect love to you, or add

	An artificial shadow to her nature,—

	No, sir; I boldly dare proclaim her yet

	No woman. But woo her still, and think her modesty

	A sweeter mistress than the offer’d language

	Of any dame, were she a queen, whose eye

	Speaks common loves and comforts to her servants. [3]

	Last, noble son (for so I now must call you),

	What I have done thus public, is not only

	To add a comfort in particular

	To you or me, but all; and to confirm

	The nobles and the gentry of these kingdoms

	By oath to your succession, which shall be

	Within this month at most.

	[3. Lovers.]

	Thrasiline.

	This will be hardly done.

	Cleremont.

	It must be ill done, if it be done.

	Dion.

	When ’tis at best, ’twill be but half done, whilst

	So brave a gentleman is wrong’d and flung off.

	Thrasiline.

	I fear.

	Cleremont.

	Who does not?

	Dion.

	I fear not for myself, and yet I fear too.

	Well, we shall see, we shall see. No more.

	Pharamond.

	Kissing your white hand, mistress, I take leave

	To thank your royal father; and thus far

	To be my own free trumpet. Understand,

	Great King, and these your subjects, mine that must be,

	(For so deserving you have spoke me, sir.

	And so deserving I dare speak myself,)

	To what a person, of what eminence,

	Ripe expectation, of what faculties,

	Manners and virtues, you would wed your kingdoms;

	You in me have your wishes. Oh, this country!

	By more than all the gods, I hold it happy;

	Happy in their dear memories that have been

	Kings great and good; happy in yours that is;

	And from you (as a chronicle to keep

	Your noble name from eating age) do I

	Opine myself most happy. Gentlemen,

	Believe me in a word, a prince’s word,

	There shall be nothing to make up a kingdom

	Mighty and flourishing, defenced, fear’d,

	Equal to be commanded and obeyed,

	But through the travails of my life I’ll find it,

	And tie it to this country. By all the gods,

	My reign shall be so easy to the subject,

	That every man shall be his prince himself,

	And his own law—yet I his prince and law.

	And, dearest lady, to your dearest self

	(Dear in the choice of him whose name and lustre

	Must make you more and mightier) let me say,

	You are the blessed’st living; for, sweet princess,

	You shall enjoy a man of men to be

	Your servant; you shall make him yours, for whom

	Great queens must die.

	Thrasiline.

	Miraculous!

	Cleremont.

	This speech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but a large inventory of his own commendations.

	Dion.

	I wonder what’s his price; for certainly

	He’ll sell himself, he has so prais’d his shape.

	Enter Philaster

	But here comes one more worthy those large speeches,

	Than the large speaker of them.

	Let me be swallowed quick, if I can find,

	In all the anatomy of yon man’s virtues,

	One sinew sound enough to promise for him,

	He shall be constable. By this sun,

	He’ll ne’er make king unless it be for trifles,

	In my poor judgment.

	Philaster. [kneeling.]

	Right noble sir, as low as my obedience,

	And with a heart as loyal as my knee,

	I beg your favour.

	King.

	Rise; you have it, sir.

	[Philaster rises.]

	Dion.

	Mark but the King, how pale he looks! He fears!

	Oh, this same whorson conscience, how it jades us!

	King.

	Speak your intents, sir.

	Philaster.

	Shall I speak ’em freely?

	Be still my royal sovereign.

	King.

	As a subject,

	We give you freedom.

	Dion.

	Now it heats.

	Philaster.

	Then thus I turn

	My language to you, prince; you, foreign man!

	Ne’er stare nor put on wonder, for you must

	Endure me, and you shall. This earth you tread upon

	(A dowry, as you hope, with this fair princess),

	By my dead father (oh, I had a father,

	Whose memory I bow to!) was not left

	To your inheritance, and I up and living—

	Having myself about me and my sword,

	The souls of all my name and memories,

	These arms and some few friends beside the gods—

	To part so calmly with it, and sit still

	And say, “I might have been.” I tell thee, Pharamond,

	When thou art king, look I be dead and rotten,

	And my name ashes: for, hear me, Pharamond!

	This very ground thou goest on, this fat earth,

	My father’s friends made fertile with their faiths,

	Before that day of shame shall gape and swallow

	Thee and thy nation, like a hungry grave,

	Into her hidden bowels. Prince, it shall;

	By the just gods, it shall!

	Pharamond.

	He’s mad; beyond cure, mad.

	Dion.

	Here is a fellow has some fire in’s veins:

	The outlandish prince looks like a tooth-drawer.

	Philaster.

	Sir prince of popinjays, [4] I’ll make it well

	Appear to you I am not mad.

	[4. Parrots.]

	King.

	You displease us:

	You are too bold.

	Philaster.

	No, sir, I am too tame,

	Too much a turtle, a thing born without passion,

	A faint shadow, that every drunken cloud

	Sails over, and makes nothing.

	King.

	I do not fancy this.

	Call our physicians; sure, he’s somewhat tainted. [5]

	[5. Unbalanced in mind.]

	Thrasiline.

	I do not think ’twill prove so.

	Dion.

	H’as given him a general purge already,

	For all the right he has; and now he means

	To let him blood. Be constant, gentlemen:

	Be heaven, I’ll run his hazard,

	Although I run my name out of the kingdom!

	Cleremont.

	Peace, we are all one soul.

	Pharamond.

	What you have seen in me to stir offence

	I cannot find, unless it be this lady,

	Offer’d into mine arms with the succession;

	Which I must keep, (though it hath pleas’d your fury

	To mutiny within you,) without disputing

	Your genealogies, or taking knowledge

	Whose branch you are. The King will leave it me,

	And I dare make it mine. You have your answer.

	Philaster.

	If thou wert sole inheritor to him

	That made the world his, [6] and couldst see no sun

	Shine upon any thing but thine; were Pharamond

	As truly valiant as I feel him cold,

	And ring’d among the choicest of his friends

	(Such as would blush to talk such serious follies,

	Or back such bellied commendations),

	And from this presence, spite of all these bugs, [7]

	You should hear further from me.

	[6. I. e., Alexander the Great.]

	[7. Bugbears.]

	King.

	Sir, you wrong the prince; I gave you not this freedom

	To brave our best friends. You deserve our frown.

	Go to; be better temper’d.

	Philaster.

	It must be, sir, when I am nobler us’d.

	Galatea.

	Ladies,

	This would have been a pattern of succession,

	Had he ne’er met this mischief. By my life,

	He is the worthiest the true name of man

	This day within my knowledge.

	Megra.

	I cannot tell what you may call your knowledge;

	But the other is the man set in mine eye.

	Oh, ’tis a prince of wax! [8]

	[8. A model prince.]

	Galatea.

	A dog it is. [9]

	[9. The phrase, a dog of wax, is used elsewhere in a contemptuous sense, but has not been explained.]

	King.

	Philaster, tell me

	The injuries you aim at in your riddles.

	Philaster.

	If you had my eyes, sir, and sufferance,

	My griefs upon you, and my broken fortunes,

	My wants great, and now nought but hopes and fears,

	My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laugh’d at.

	Dare you be still my king, and right me not?

	King.

	Give me your wrongs in private.

	Philaster.

	Take them,

	And ease me of a load would bow strong Atlas.

	They whisper.

	Cleremont.

	He dares not stand the shock.

	Dion.

	I cannot blame him; there’s danger in’t. Every man in this age has not a soul of crystal, for all men to read their actions through: men’s hearts and faces are so far asunder, that they hold no intelligence. Do but view yon stranger well, and you shall see a fever through all his bravery, and feel him shake like a true tenant. [10] If he give not back his crown again upon the report of an elder-gun, I have no augury.

	[10. Probably corrupt. First quarto truant. Modern editions tyrant, recreant, in a true tertian.]

	King.

	Go to;

	Be more yourself, as you respect our favour;

	You’ll stir us else. Sir, I must have you know,

	That you are, and shall be, at our pleasure, what

	Fashion we will put upon you. Smooth your brow,

	Or by the gods—

	Philaster.

	I am dead, sir; you’re my fate. It was not I

	Said, I was wrong’d; I carry all about me

	My weak stars led me to, all my weak fortunes.

	Who dares in all this presence speak, (that is

	But man of flesh, and may be mortal,) tell me

	I do not most entirely love this prince,

	And honour his full virtues!

	King.

	Sure, he’s possess’d.

	Philaster.

	Yes, with my father’s spirit. It’s here, O King,

	A dangerous spirit! Now he tells me, King,

	I was a king’s heir, bids me be a king,

	And whispers to me, these are all my subjects.

	’Tis strange he will not let me sleep, but dives

	Into my fancy, and there gives me shapes

	That kneel and do me service, cry me king:

	But I’ll suppress him; he’s a factious spirit,

	And will undo me.—

	[To Pharamond.]

	Noble sir, your hand;

	I am your servant.

	King.

	Away! I do not like this:

	I’ll make you tamer, or I’ll dispossess you

	Both of your life and spirit. For this time

	I pardon your wild speech, without so much

	As your imprisonment.

	Exeunt King, Pharamond, Arethusa [and Attendants.]

	Dion.

	I thank you, sir; you dare not for the people.

	Galatea.

	Ladies, what think you now of this brave fellow?

	Megra.

	A pretty talking fellow, hot at hand. But eye yon stranger: is he not a fine complete gentleman? Oh, these strangers, I do affect them strangely! They do the rarest home-things, and please the fullest! As I live, I could love all the nation over and over for his sake.

	Galatea.

	Gods comfort your poor head-piece, lady! ’Tis a weak one and had need of a night-cap.

	Exeunt Ladies.

	Dion.

	See, how his fancy labours! Has he not

	Spoke home and bravely? What a dangerous train

	Did he give fire to! How he shook the King.

	Made his soul melt within him, and his blood

	Run into whey! It stood upon his brow

	Like a cold winter-dew.

	Philaster.

	Gentlemen,

	You have no suit to me? I am no minion.

	You stand, methinks, like men that would be courtiers,

	If I [11] could well be flatter’d at a price

	Not to undo your children. You’re all honest:

	Go, get you home again, and make your country

	A virtuous court, to which your great ones may,

	In their diseased age, retire and live recluse.

	[11. Mason conj. Quartos, folio you. If I could be induced not to ruin your families by antagonizing the king.]

	Cleremont.

	How do you, worthy sir?

	Philaster.

	Well, very well;

	And so well that, if the King please, I find

	I may live many years.

	Dion.

	The King must please,

	Whilst we know what you are and who you are,

	Your wrongs and virtues. [12] Shrink not, worthy sir,

	But add your father to you; in whose name

	We’ll waken all the gods, and conjure up

	The rods of vengeance, the abused people,

	Who, like to raging torrents, shall swell high,

	And so begirt the dens of these male-dragons,

	That, through the strongest safety, they shall beg

	For mercy at your sword’s point.

	[12. First quarto. Other editions injuries.]

	Philaster.

	Friends, no more;

	Our ears may be corrupted; ’tis an age

	We dare not trust our wills to. Do you love me?

	Thrasiline.

	Do we love Heaven and honour?

	Philaster.

	My Lord Dion, you had

	A virtuous gentlewoman call’d you father;

	Is she yet alive?

	Dion.

	Most honour’d sir, she is;

	And, for the penance but of an idle dream,

	Has undertook a tedious pilgrimage.

	Enter a Lady

	Philaster.

	Is it to me, or any of these gentlemen, you come?

	Lady.

	To you, brave lord; the princess would entreat

	Your present company.

	Philaster.

	The princess send for me! You are mistaken.

	Lady.

	If you be called Philaster, ’tis to you.

	Philaster.

	Kiss her fair hand, and say I will attend her.

	[Exit Lady.]

	Dion.

	Do you know what you do?

	Philaster.

	Yes; go to see a woman.

	Cleremont.

	But do you weigh the danger you are in?

	Philaster.

	Danger in a sweet face!

	By Jupiter, I must not fear a woman!

	Thrasiline.

	But are you sure it was the princess sent?

	It may be some foul train [13] to catch your life.

	[13. Plot.]

	Philaster.

	I do not think it, gentlemen; she’s noble.

	Her eye may shoot me dead, or those true red

	And white friends in her cheeks may steal my soul out;

	There’s all the danger in’t. But, be what may,

	Her single name hath armed me.

	Exit.

	Dion.

	Go on,

	And be as truly happy as thou’rt fearless!—

	Come, gentlemen, let’s make our friends acquainted,

	Lest the King prove false.

	Exeunt.

	 


March 11. Gain Gleaned from Suffering

	Volume 5, pp. 85-92

	Essays and English Traits, Emerson

	We are paid for our suffering and we pay for our happiness. Every ache, every sorrow receives its recompense here on earth. Emerson gives the basis for this conviction. (Emerson ordained Unitarian minister, March 11, 1829.)

	Essays and English Traits

	Ralph Waldo Emerson

	Compensation

	(1841)

	Ever since I was a boy I have wished to write a discourse on Compensation; for it seemed to me when very young that on this subject Life was ahead of theology and the people knew more than the preachers taught. The documents too from which the be doctrine is to drawn, charmed my fancy by their endless variety, and lay always before me, even in sleep; for they are the tools in our hands, the bread in our basket, the transactions of the street, the farm and the dwelling-house; the greetings, the relations, the debts and credits, the influence of character, the nature and endowment of all men. It seemed to me also that in it might be shown men a ray of divinity, the present action of the Soul of this world, clean from all vestige of tradition; and so the heart of man might be bathed by an inundation of eternal love, conversing with that which he knows was always and always must be, because it really is now. It appeared moreover that if this doctrine could be stated in terms with any resemblance to those bright intuitions in which this truth is sometimes revealed to us, it would be a star in many dark hours and crooked passages in our journey, that would not suffer us to lose our way.

	I was lately confirmed in these desires by hearing a sermon at church. The preacher, a man esteemed for his orthodoxy, unfolded in the ordinary manner the doctrine of the Last Judgment. He assumed that judgment is not executed in this world; that the wicked are successful; that the good are miserable; and then urged from reason and from Scripture a compensation to be made to both parties in the next life. No offence appeared to be taken by the congregation at this doctrine. As far as I could observe when the meeting broke up they separated without remark on the sermon.

	Yet what was the import of this teaching? What did the preacher mean by saying that the good are miserable in the present life? Was it that houses and lands, offices, wine, horses, dress, luxury, are had by unprincipled men, whilst the saints are poor and despised; and that a compensation is to be made to these last hereafter, by giving them the like gratifications another day,—bank-stock and doubloons, venison and champagne? This must be the compensation intended; for what else? Is it that they are to have leave to pray and praise? to love and serve men? Why, that they can do now. The legitimate inference the disciple would draw was, “We are to have such a good time as the sinners have now”;—or, to push it to its extreme import,—“You sin now, we shall sin by-and-by; we would sin now, if we could; not being successful we expect our revenge tomorrow.”

	The fallacy lay in the immense concession that the bad are successful; that justice is not done now. The blindness of the preacher consisted in deferring to the base estimate of the market of what constitutes a manly success, instead of confronting and convicting the world from the truth; announcing the Presence of the Soul; the omnipotence of the Will; and so establishing the standard of good and ill, of success and falsehood, and summoning the dead to its present tribunal.

	I find a similar base tone in the popular religious works of the day and the same doctrines assumed by the literary men when occasionally they treat the related topics. I think that our popular theodogy has gained in decorum, and not in principle, over the superstitions it has displaced. But men are better than this theology. Their daily life gives it the lie. Every ingenuous and aspiring soul leaves the doctrine behind him in his own experience, and all men feel sometimes the falsehood which they cannot demonstrate. For men are wiser than they know. That which they hear in schools and pulpits without afterthought, if said in conversation would probably be questioned in silence. If a man dogmatize in a mixed company on Providence and the divine laws, he is answered by a silence which conveys well enough to an observer the dissatisfaction of the hearer, but his incapacity to make his own statement.

	I shall attempt in this and the following chapter to record some facts that indicate the path of the law of Compensation; happy beyond my expectation if I shall truly draw the smallest arc of this circle.

	Polarity, or action and reaction, we meet in every part of nature; in darkness and light, in heat and cold; in the ebb and flow of waters; in male and female; in the inspiration and expiration of plants and animals; in the systole and diastole of the heart; in the undulations of fluids and of sound; in the centrifugal and centripetal gravity; in electricity, galvanism, and chemical affinity. Superinduce magnetism at one end of a needle, the opposite magnetism takes place at the other end. If the south attracts, the north repels. To empty here, you must condense there. An inevitable dualism bisects nature, so that each thing is a half, and suggests another thing to make it whole; as, spirit, matter; man, woman; subjective, objective; in, out; upper, under; motion, rest; yea, nay.

	Whilst the world is thus dual, so is every one of its parts. The entire system of things gets represented in every particle. There is somewhat that resembles the ebb and flow of the sea, day and night, man and woman, in a single needle of the pine, in a kernel of corn, in each individual of every animal tribe. The reaction, so grand in the elements, is repeated within these small boundaries. For example, in the animal kingdom the physiologist has observed that no creatures are favorites, but a certain compensation balances every gift and every defect. A surplusage given to one part is paid out of a reduction from another part of the same creature. If the head and neck are enlarged, the trunk and extremities are cut short.

	The theory of the mechanic forces is another example. What we gain in power is lost in time, and the converse. The periodic or compensating errors of the planets is another instance. The influences of climate and soil in political history are another. The cold climate invigorates. The barren soil does not breed fevers, crocodiles, tigers, or scorpions.

	The same dualism underlies the nature and condition of man. Every excess causes a defect; every defect an excess. Every sweet hath its sour; every evil its good. Every faculty which is a receiver of pleasure has an equal penalty put on its abuse. It is to answer for its moderation with its life. For every grain of wit there is a grain of folly. For every thing you have missed, you have gained something else; and for every thing you gain, you lose something. If riches increase, they are increased that use them. If the gatherer gathers too much, nature takes out of the man what she puts into his chest; swells the estate, but kills the owner. Nature hates monopolies and exceptions. The waves of the sea do not more speedily seek a level from their loftiest tossing than the varieties of condition tend to equalize themselves. There is always some levelling circumstance that puts down the overbearing, the strong, the rich, the fortunate, substantially on the same ground with all others. Is a man too strong and fierce for society and by temper and position a bad citizen,—a morose ruffian, with a dash of the pirate in him?—nature sends him a troop of pretty sons and daughters who are getting along in the dame’s classes at the village school, and love and fear for them smooths his grim scowl to courtesy. Thus she contrives to intenerate the granite and felspar, takes the boar out and puts the lamb in and keeps her balance true.

	The farmer imagines power and place are fine things. But the President has paid dear for his White House. It has commonly cost him all his peace, and the best of his manly attributes. To preserve for a short time so conspicuous an appearance before the world, he is content to eat dust before the real masters who stand erect behind the throne. Or do men desire the more substantial and permanent grandeur of genius? Neither has this an immunity. He who by force of will or of thought is great and overlooks thousands, has the responsibility of overlooking. With every influx of light comes new danger. Has he light? he must bear witness to the light, and always outrun that sympathy which gives him such keen satisfaction, by his fidelity to new revelations of the incessant soul. He must hate father and mother, wife and child. Has he all that the world loves and admires and covets?—he must cast behind him their admiration and afflict them by faithfulness to his truth and become a byword and a hissing.

	This Law writes the laws of the cities and nations. It will not be baulked of its end in the smallest iota. It is in vain to build or plot or combine against it. Things refuse to be mismanaged long. Res nolunt diu male administrari. Though no checks to a new evil appear, the checks exist, and will appear. If the government is cruel, the governor’s life is not safe. If you tax too high, the revenue will yield nothing. If you make the criminal code sanguinary, juries will not convict. Nothing arbitrary, nothing artificial can endure. The true life and satisfactions of man seem to elude the utmost rigors or felicities of condition and to establish themselves with great indifferency under all varieties of circumstance. Under all governments the influence of character remains the same,—in Turkey and New England about alike. Under the primeval despots of Egypt, history honestly confesses that man must have been as free as culture could make him.

	These appearances indicate the fact that the universe is represented in every one of its particles. Every thing in nature contains all the powers of nature. Every thing is made of one hidden stuff; as the naturalist sees one type under every metamorphosis, and regards a horse as a running man, a fish as a swimming man, a bird as a flying man, a tree as a rooted man. Each new form repeats not only the main character of the type, but part for part all the details, all the aims, furtherances, hindrances, energies and whole system of every other. Every occupation, trade, art, transaction, is a compend of the world and a correlative of every other. Each one is an entire emblem of human life; of its good and ill, its trials, its enemies, its course and its end. And each one must somehow accommodate the whole man and recite all his destiny.

	The world globes itself in a drop of dew. The microscope cannot find the animalcule which is less perfect for being little. Eyes, ears, taste, smell, motion, resistance, appetite, and organs of reproduction that take hold on eternity,—all find room to consist in the small creature. So do we put our life into every act. The true doctrine of omnipresence is that God reappears with all his parts in every moss and cobweb. The value of the universe contrives to throw itself into every point. If the good is there, so is the evil; if the affinity, so the repulsion; if the force, so the limitation.

	Thus is the universe alive. All things are moral. That soul which within us is a sentiment, outside of us is a law. We feel its inspirations; out there in history we can see its fatal strength. It is almighty. All nature feels its grasp. “It is in the world, and the world was made by it.” It is eternal but it enacts itself in time and space. Justice is not postponed. A perfect equity adjusts its balance in all parts of life Oi chusoi Dios aei enpiptousi. The dice of God are always loaded. The world looks like a multiplication-table, or a mathematical equation, which, turn it how you will, balances itself. Take what figure you will, its exact value, nor more nor less, still returns to you. Every secret is told, every crime is punished, every virtue rewarded, every wrong redressed, in silence and certainty. What we call retribution is the universal necessity by which the whole appears wherever a part appears. If you see smoke, there must be fire. If you see a hand or a limb, you know that the trunk to which it belongs is there behind.

	Every act rewards itself, or in other words integrates itself, in a twofold manner: first in the thing, or in real nature; and secondly in the circumstance, or in apparent nature. Men call the circumstance the retribution. The casual retribution is in the thing and is seen by the soul. The retribution in the circumstance is seen by the understanding; it is inseparable from the thing, but is often spread over a long time and so does not become distinct until after many years. The specific stripes may follow late after the offence, but they follow because they accompany it. Crime and punishment grow out of one stem. Punishment is a fruit that unsuspected ripens within the flower of the pleasure which concealed it. Cause and effect, means and ends, seed and fruit, cannot be severed; for the effect already blooms in the cause, the end preexists in the means, the fruit in the seed.

	Whilst thus the world will be whole and refuses to be disparted, we seek to act partially, to sunder, to appropriate; for example,—to gratify the senses we sever the pleasure of the senses from the needs of the character. The ingenuity of man has been dedicated to the solution of one problem,—how to detach the sensual sweet, the sensual strong, the sensual bright, etc., from the moral sweet, the moral deep, the moral fair; that is, again, to contrive to cut clean off this upper surface so thin as to leave it bottomless; to get a one end, without an other end. The soul says, Eat; the body would feast. The soul says, The man and woman shall be one flesh and one soul; the body would join the flesh only. The soul says, Have dominion over all things to the ends of virtue; the body would have the power over things to its own ends.

	The soul strives amain to live and work through all things. It would be the only fact. All things shall be added unto it,—power, pleasure, knowledge, beauty. The particular man aims to be somebody; to set up for himself; to truck and higgle for a private good; and, in particulars, to ride that he may ride; to dress that he may be dressed; to eat that he may eat; and to govern, that he may be seen. Men seek to be great; they would have offices, wealth, power, and fame. They think that to be great is to get only one side of nature,—the sweet, without the other side,—the bitter.

	Steadily is this dividing and detaching counteracted. Up to this day it must be owned no projector has had the smallest success. The parted water reunites behind our hand. Pleasure is taken out of pleasant things, profit out of profitable things, power out of strong things, the moment we seek to separate them from the whole. We can no more halve things and get the sensual good, by itself, than we can get an inside that shall have no outside, or a light without a shadow. “Drive out nature with a fork, she comes running back.”

	Life invests itself with inevitable conditions, which the unwise seek to dodge, which one and another brags that he does not know, brags that they do not touch him;—but the brag is on his lips, the conditions are in his soul. If he escapes them in one part they attack him in another more vital part. If he has escaped them in form and in the appearance, it is because he has resisted his life and fled from himself, and the retribution is so much death. So signal is the failure of all attempts to make this separation of the good from the tax, that the experiment would not be tried,—since to try it is to be mad,—but for the circumstance that when the disease began in the will, of rebellion and separation, the intellect is at once infected, so that the man ceases to see God whole in each object, but is able to see the sensual allurement of an object and not see the sensual hurt; he sees the mermaid’s head but not the dragon’s tail, and thinks he can cut off that which he would have from that which he would not have. “How secret art thou who dwellest in the highest heavens in silence, O thou only great God, sprinkling with an unwearied providence certain penal blindnesses upon such as have unbridled desires!” [1]

	[1: St. Augustine, Confessions, B. I.]

	The human soul is true to these facts in the painting of fable, of history, of law, of proverbs, of conversation. It finds a tongue in literature unawares. Thus the Greeks called Jupiter, Supreme Mind; but having traditionally ascribed to him many base actions, they involuntarily made amends to Reason by tying up the hands of so bad a god. He is made as helpless as a king of England. Prometheus knows one secret which Jove must bargain for; Minerva, another. He cannot get his own thunders; Minerva keeps the key of them:

	Of all the gods, I only know the keys

	That ope the solid doors within whose vaults

	His thunders sleep.

	A plain confession of the in-working of the All and of its moral aim. The Indian mythology ends in the same ethics; and indeed it would seem impossible for any fable to be invented and get any currency which was not moral. Aurora forgot to ask youth for her lover, and though so Tithonus is immortal, he is old. Achilles is not quite invulnerable; for Thetis held him by the heel when she dipped him in the Styx and the sacred waters did not wash that part. Siegfried, in the Nibelungen, is not quite immortal, for a leaf fell on his back whilst he was bathing in the Dragon’s blood, and that spot which it covered is mortal. And so it always is. There is a crack in every thing God has made. Always it would seem there is this vindictive circumstance stealing in at unawares even into the wild poesy in which the human fancy attempted to make bold holiday and to shake itself free of the old laws,—this back-stroke, this kick of the gun, certifying that the law is fatal; that in nature nothing can be given, all things are sold.

	This is that ancient doctrine of Nemesis, who keeps watch in the Universe and lets no offence go unchastised. The Furies they said are attendants on Justice, and if the sun in heaven should transgress his path they would punish him. The poets related that stone walls and iron swords and leathern thongs had an occult sympathy with the wrongs of their owners; that the belt which Ajax gave Hector dragged the Trojan hero over the field at the wheels of the car of Achilles, and the sword which Hector gave Ajax was that on whose point Ajax fell. They recorded that when the Thasians erected a statue to Theogenes, a victor in the games, one of his rivals went to it by night and endeavored to throw it down by repeated blows, until at last he moved it from its pedestal and was crushed to death beneath its fall.

	 


March 12. An Irish Bishop’s Wit

	Volume 37, pp. 228-238

	Read from Berkeley's THREE DIALOGUES

	Berkeley believed in a great religious future for America. He lived three years in Rhode Island, and made plans for a college in Bermuda. (Bishop Berkeley born March 12, 1685.)

	Three Dialogues Between Hylas and Philonous in Opposition to Sceptics and Atheists

	George Berkeley

	The Second Dialogue

	Hylas.

	I beg your pardon, Philonous, for not meeting you sooner. All this morning my head was so filled with our late conversation that I had not leisure to think of the time of the day, or indeed of anything else.

	Philonous.

	I am glad you were so intent upon it, in hopes if there were any mistakes in your concessions, or fallacies in my reasonings from them, you will now discover them to me.

	Hylas.

	I assure you I have done nothing ever since I saw you but search after mistakes and fallacies, and, with that view, have minutely examined the whole series of yesterday’s discourse: but all in vain, for the notions it led me into, upon review, appear still more clear and evident; and, the more I consider them, the more irresistibly do they force my assent.

	Philonous.

	And is not this, think you, a sign that they are genuine, that they proceed from nature, and are conformable to right reason? Truth and beauty are in this alike, that the strictest survey sets them both off to advantage; while the false lustre of error and disguise cannot endure being reviewed, or too nearly inspected.

	Hylas.

	I own there is a great deal in what you say. Nor can any one be more entirely satisfied of the truth of those odd consequences, so long as I have in view the reasonings that lead to them. But, when these are out of my thoughts, there seems, on the other hand, something so satisfactory, so natural and intelligible, in the modern way of explaining things that, I profess, I know not how to reject it.

	Philonous.

	I know not what way you mean.

	Hylas.

	I mean the way of accounting for our sensations or ideas.

	Philonous.

	How is that?

	Hylas.

	It is supposed the soul makes her residence in some part of the brain, from which the nerves take their rise, and are thence extended to all parts of the body; and that outward objects, by the different impressions they make on the organs of sense, communicate certain vibrative motions to the nerves; and these being filled with spirits propagate them to the brain or seat of the soul, which, according to the various impressions or traces thereby made in the brain, is variously affected with ideas.

	Philonous.

	And call you this an explication of the manner whereby we are affected with ideas?

	Hylas.

	Why not, Philonous? Have you anything to object against it?

	Philonous.

	I would first know whether I rightly understand your hypothesis. You make certain traces in the brain to be the causes or occasions of our ideas. Pray tell me whether by the brain you mean any sensible thing.

	Hylas.

	What else think you I could mean?

	Philonous.

	Sensible things are all immediately perceivable; and those things which are immediately perceivable are ideas; and these exist only in the mind. Thus much you have, if I mistake not, long since agreed to.

	Hylas.

	I do not deny it.

	Philonous.

	The brain therefore you speak of, being a sensible thing, exists only in the mind. Now, I would fain know whether you think it reasonable to suppose that one idea or thing existing in the mind occasions all other ideas. And, if you think so, pray how do you account for the origin of that primary idea or brain itself?

	Hylas.

	I do not explain the origin of our ideas by that brain which is perceivable to sense—this being itself only a combination of sensible ideas—but by another which I imagine.

	Philonous.

	But are not things imagined as truly in the mind as things perceived?

	Hylas.

	I must confess they are.

	Philonous.

	It comes, therefore, to the same thing; and you have been all this while accounting for ideas by certain motions or impressions of the brain; that is, by some alterations in an idea, whether sensible or imaginable it matters not.

	Hylas.

	I begin to suspect my hypothesis.

	Philonous.

	Besides spirits, all that we know or conceive are our own ideas. When, therefore, you say all ideas are occasioned by impressions in the brain, do you conceive this brain or no? If you do, then you talk of ideas imprinted in an idea causing that same idea, which is absurd. If you do not conceive it, you talk unintelligibly, instead of forming a reasonable hypothesis.

	Hylas.

	I now clearly see it was a mere dream. There is nothing in it.

	Philonous.

	You need not be much concerned at it; for after all, this way of explaining things, as you called it, could never have satisfied any reasonable man. What connexion is there between a motion in the nerves, and the sensations of sound or colour in the mind? Or how is it possible these should be the effect of that?

	Hylas.

	But I could never think it had so little in it as now it seems to have.

	Philonous.

	Well then, are you at length satisfied that no sensible things have a real existence; and that you are in truth an arrant sceptic?

	Hylas.

	It is too plain to be denied.

	Philonous.

	Look! are not the fields covered with a delightful verdure? Is there not something in the woods and groves, in the rivers and clear springs, that soothes, that delights, that transports the soul? At the prospect of the wide and deep ocean, or some huge mountain whose top is lost in the clouds, or of an old gloomy forest, are not our minds filled with a pleasing horror? Even in rocks and deserts is there not an agreeable wildness? How sincere a pleasure is it to behold the natural beauties of the earth! To preserve and renew our relish for them, is not the veil of night alternately drawn over her face, and doth she not change her dress with the seasons? How aptly are the elements disposed! What variety and use [[1] in the meanest productions of nature]! What delicacy, what beauty, what contrivance, in animal and vegetable bodies! How exquisitely are all things suited, as well to their particular ends, as to constitute opposite parts of the whole! And, while they mutually aid and support, do they not also set off and illustrate each other? Raise now your thoughts from this ball of earth to all those glorious luminaries that adorn the high arch of heaven. The motion and situation of the planets, are they not admirable for use and order? Were those (miscalled erratic) globes once known to stray, in their repeated journeys through the pathless void? Do they not measure areas round the sun ever proportioned to the times? So fixed, so immutable are the laws by which the unseen Author of nature actuates the universe. How vivid and radiant is the lustre of the fixed stars! How magnificent and rich that negligent profusion with which they appear to be scattered throughout the whole azure vault! Yet, if you take the telescope, it brings into your sight a new host of stars that escape the naked eye. Here they seem contiguous and minute, but to a nearer view immense orbs of light at various distances, far sunk in the abyss of space. Now you must call imagination to your aid. The feeble narrow sense cannot descry innumerable worlds revolving round the central fires; and in those worlds the energy of an all-perfect. Mind displayed in endless forms. But, neither sense nor imagination are big enough to comprehend the boundless extent, with all its glittering furniture. Though the labouring mind exert and strain each power to its utmost reach, there still stands out ungrasped a surplusage immeasurable. Yet all the vast bodies that compose this mighty frame, how distant and remote soever, are by some secret mechanism, some Divine art and force, linked in a mutual dependence and intercourse with each other; even with this earth, which was almost slipt from my thoughts and lost in the crowd of worlds. Is not the whole system immense, beautiful, glorious beyond expression and beyond thought! What treatment, then, do those philosophers deserve, who would deprive these noble and delightful scenes of all reality? How should those Principles be entertained that lead us to think all the visible beauty of the creation a false imaginary glare? To be plain, can you expect this Scepticism of yours will not be thought extravagantly absurd by all men of sense?

	[1. “In stones and minerals”—in first and second editions.]

	Hylas.

	Other men may think as they please; but for your part you have nothing to reproach me with. My comfort is, you are as much a sceptic as I am.

	Philonous.

	There, Hylas, I must beg leave to differ from you.

	Hylas.

	What! Have you all along agreed to the premises, and do you now deny the conclusion, and leave me to maintain those paradoxes by myself which you led me into? This surely is not fair.

	Philonous.

	I deny that I agreed with you in those notions that led to Scepticism. You indeed said the reality of sensible things consisted in an absolute existence out of the minds of spirits, or distinct from their being perceived. And pursuant to this notion of reality, you are obliged to deny sensible things any real existence: that is, according to your own definition, you profess yourself a sceptic. But I neither said nor thought the reality of sensible things was to be defined after that manner. To me it is evident for the reasons you allow of, that sensible things cannot exist otherwise than in a mind or spirit. Whence I conclude, not that they have no real existence, but that, seeing they depend not on my thought, and have all existence distinct from being perceived by me, there must be some other Mind wherein they exist. As sure, therefore, as the sensible world really exists, so sure is there an infinite omnipresent Spirit who contains and supports it.

	Hylas.

	What! This is no more than I and all Christians hold; nay, and all others too who believe there is a God, and that He knows and comprehends all things.

	Philonous.

	Aye, but here lies the difference. Men commonly believe that all things are known or perceived by God, because they believe the being of a God; whereas I, on the other side, immediately and necessarily conclude the being of a God, because all sensible things must be perceived by Him.

	Hylas.

	But, so long as we all believe the same thing, what matter is it how we come by that belief?

	Philonous.

	But neither do we agree in the same opinion. For philosophers, though they acknowledge all corporeal beings to be perceived by God, yet they attribute to them an absolute subsistence distinct from their being perceived by any mind whatever; which I do not. Besides, is there no difference between saying, There is a God, therefore He perceives all things; and saying, Sensible things do really exist; and, if they really exist, they are necessarily perceived by an infinite Mind: therefore there is an infinite Mind or God? This furnishes you with a direct and immediate demonstration, from a most evident principle, of the being of a God. Divines and philosophers had proved beyond all controversy, from the beauty and usefulness of the several parts of the creation, that it was the workmanship of God. But that—setting aside all help of astronomy and natural philosophy, all contemplation of the contrivance, order, and adjustment of things—an infinite Mind should be necessarily inferred from the bare existence of the sensible world, is an advantage to them only who have made this easy reflexion: that the sensible world is that which we perceive by our several senses; and that nothing is perceived by the senses beside ideas; and that no idea or archetype of an idea can exist otherwise than in a mind. You may now, without any laborious search into the sciences, without any subtlety of reason, or tedious length of discourse, oppose and baffle the most strenuous advocate for Atheism. Those miserable refuges, whether in an eternal succession of unthinking causes and effects, or in a fortuitous concourse of atoms; those wild imaginations of Vanini, Hobbes, and Spinoza: in a word, the whole system of Atheism, is it not entirely overthrown, by this single reflexion on the repugnancy included in supposing the whole, or any part, even the most rude and shapeless, of the visible world, to exist without a mind? Let any one of those abettors of impiety but look into his own thoughts, and there try if he can conceive how so much as a rock, a desert, a chaos, or confused jumble of atoms; how anything at all, either sensible or imaginable, can exist independent of a Mind, and he need go no farther to be convinced of his folly. Can anything be fairer than to put a dispute on such an issue, and leave it to a man himself to see if he can conceive, even in thought, what he holds to be true in fact, and from a notional to allow it a real existence?

	Hylas.

	It cannot be denied there is something highly serviceable to religion in what you advance. But do you not think it looks very like a notion entertained by some eminent moderns, of seeing all things in God?

	Philonous.

	I would gladly know that opinion: pray explain it to me.

	Hylas.

	They conceive that the soul, being immaterial, is incapable of being united with material things, so as to perceive them in themselves; but that she perceives them by her union with the substance of God, which, being spiritual, is therefore purely intelligible, or capable of being the immediate object of a spirit’s thought. Besides the Divine essence contains in it perfections correspondent to each created being; and which are, for that reason, proper to exhibit or represent them to the mind.

	Philonous.

	I do not understand how our ideas, which are things altogether passive and inert, can be the essence, or any part (or like any part) of the essence or substance of God, who is an impassive, indivisible, pure, active being. Many more difficulties and objections there are which occur at first view against this hypothesis; but I shall only add that it is liable to all the absurdities of the common hypothesis, in making a created world exist otherwise than in the mind of a Spirit. Besides all which it hath this peculiar to itself; that it makes that material world serve to no purpose. And, if it pass for a good argument against other hypotheses in the sciences, that they suppose Nature, or the Divine wisdom, to make something in vain, or do that by tedious roundabout methods which might have been performed in a much more easy and compendious way, what shall we think of that hypothesis which supposes the whole world made in vain?

	Hylas.

	But what say you? Are not you too of opinion that we see all things in God? If I mistake not, what you advance comes near it.

	Philonous.

	[[2] Few men think; yet all have opinions. Hence men’s opinions are superficial and confused. It is nothing strange that tenets which in themselves are ever so different, should nevertheless be confounded with each other, by those who do not consider them attentively. I shall not therefore be surprised if some men imagine that I run into the enthusiasm of Malebranche; though in truth I am very remote from it. He builds on the most abstract general ideas, which I entirely disclaim. He asserts an absolute external world, which I deny. He maintains that we are deceived by our senses, and know not the real natures or the true forms and figures of extended beings; of all which I hold the direct contrary. So that upon the whole there are no Principles more fundamentally opposite than his and mine. It must be owned thaT] I entirely agree with what the holy Scripture saith, “That in God we live and move and have our being.” But that we see things in His essence, after the manner above set forth, I am far from believing. Take here in brief my meaning:—It is evident that the things I perceive are my own ideas, and that no idea can exist unless it be in a mind: nor is it less plain that these ideas or things by me perceived, either themselves of their archetypes, exist independently of my mind, since I know myself not to be their author, it being out of my power to determine at pleasure what particular ideas I shall be affected with upon opening my eyes or ears: they must therefore exist in some other Mind, whose Will it is they should be exhibited to me. The things, I say, immediately perceived are ideas or sensations, call them which you will. But how can any idea or sensation exist in, or be produced by, anything but a mind or spirit? This indeed is inconceivable. And to assert that which is inconceivable is to talk nonsense: is it not?

	[2. The passage within brackets first appeared in the third edition.]

	Hylas.

	Without doubt.

	Philonous.

	But, on the other hand, it is very conceivable that they should exist in and be produced by a spirit; since this is no more than I daily experience in myself, inasmuch as I perceive numberless ideas; and, by an act of my will, can form a great variety of them, and raise them up in my imagination: though, it must be confessed, these creatures of the fancy are not altogether so distinct, so strong, vivid, and permanent, as those perceived by my senses—which latter are called real things. From all which I conclude, there is a Mind which affects me every moment with all the sensible impressions I perceive. And, from the variety, order, and manner of these, I conclude the Author of them to be wise, powerful, and good, beyond comprehension. Mark it well; I do not say, I see things by perceiving that which represents them in the intelligible Substance of God. This I do not understand; but I say, the things by me perceived are known by the understanding, and produced by the will of an infinite Spirit. And is not all this most plain and evident? Is there any more in it than what a little observation in our own minds, and that which passeth in them, not only enables us to conceive, but also obliges us to acknowledge.

	Hylas.

	I think I understand you very clearly; and own the proof you give of a Deity seems no less evident than it is surprising. But, allowing that God is the supreme and universal Cause of all things, yet, may there not be still a Third Nature besides Spirits and Ideas? May we not admit a subordinate and limited cause of our ideas? In a word, may there not for all that be Matter?

	Philonous.

	How often must I inculcate the same thing? You allow the things immediately perceived by sense to exist nowhere without the mind; but there is nothing perceived by sense which is not perceived immediately: therefore there is nothing sensible that exists without the mind. The Matter, therefore, which you still insist on is something intelligible, I suppose; something that may be discovered by reason, and not by sense.

	Hylas.

	You are in the right.

	Philonous.

	Pray let me know what reasoning your belief of Matter is grounded on; and what this Matter is, in your present sense of it.

	Hylas.

	I find myself affected with various ideas, whereof I know I am not the cause; neither are they the cause of themselves, or of one another, or capable of subsisting by themselves, as being altogether inactive, fleeting, dependent beings. They have therefore some cause distinct from me and them: of which I pretend to know no more than that it is the cause of my ideas. And this thing, whatever it be, I call Matter.

	Philonous.

	Tell me, Hylas, hath every one a liberty to change the current proper signification attached to a common name in any language? For example, suppose a traveller should tell you that in a certain country men pass unhurt through the fire; and, upon explaining himself, you found he meant by the word fire that which others call water. Or, if he should assert that there are trees that walk upon two legs, meaning men by the term trees. Would you think this reasonable?

	Hylas.

	No; I should think it very absurd. Common custom is the standard of propriety in language. And for any man to affect speaking improperly is to pervert the use of speech, and can never serve to a better purpose than to protract and multiply disputes where there is no difference in opinion.

	Philonous.

	And doth not Matter, in the common current acceptation of the word, signify an extended, solid, moveable, unthinking, inactive Substance?

	Hylas.

	It doth.

	Philonous.

	And, hath it not been made evident that no such substance can possibly exist? And, though it should be allowed to exist, yet how can that which is inactive be a cause; or that which is unthinking be a cause of thought? You may, indeed, if you please, annex to the word Matter a contrary meaning to what is vulgarly received; and tell me you understand by it, an unextended, thinking, active being, which is the cause of our ideas. But what else is this than to play with words, and run into that very fault you just now condemned with so much reason? I do by no means find fault with your reasoning, in that you collect a cause from the phenomena: but I deny that the cause deducible by reason can properly be termed Matter.

	Hylas.

	There is indeed something in what you say. But I am afraid you do not thoroughly comprehend my meaning. I would by no means be thought to deny that God, or an infinite Spirit, is the Supreme Cause of all things. All I contend for is, that, subordinate to the Supreme Agent, there is a cause of a limited and inferior nature, which concurs in the production of our ideas, not by any act of will, or spiritual efficiency, but by that kind of action which belongs to Matter, viz. motion.

	Philonous.

	I find you are at every turn relapsing into your old exploded conceit, of a moveable, and consequently an extended, substance, existing without the mind. What! Have you already forgotten you were convinced; or are you willing I should repeat what has been said on that head? In truth this is not fair dealing in you, still to suppose the being of that which you have so often acknowledged to have no being. But, not to insist farther on what has been so largely handled, I ask whether all your ideas are not perfectly passive and inert, including nothing of action in them.

	Hylas.

	They are.

	Philonous.

	And are sensible qualities anything else but ideas?

	Hylas.

	How often have I acknowledged that they are not.

	Philonous.

	But is not motion a sensible quality?

	Hylas.

	It is.

	Philonous.

	Consequently it is no action?

	Hylas.

	I agree with you. And indeed it is very plain that when I stir my finger, it remains passive; but my will which produced the motion is active.

	Philonous.

	Now, I desire to know, in the first place, whether, motion being allowed to be no action, you can conceive any action besides volition: and, in the second place, whether to say something and conceive nothing be not to talk nonsense: and, lastly, whether, having considered the premises, you do not perceive that to suppose any efficient or active Cause of our ideas, other than Spirit, is highly absurd and unreasonable?

	Hylas.

	I give up the point entirely. But, though Matter may not be a cause, yet what hinders its being an instrument, subservient to the supreme Agent in the production of our ideas?

	Philonous.

	An Instrument say you; pray what may be the figure, springs, wheels, and motions, of that instrument?

	Hylas.

	Those I pretend to determine nothing of, both the substance and its qualities being entirely unknown to me.

	Philonous.

	What? You are then of opinion it is made up of unknown parts, that it hath unknown motions, and an unknown shape?

	Hylas.

	I do not believe that it hath any figure or motion at all, being already convinced, that no sensible qualities can exist in an unperceiving substance.

	Philonous.

	But what notion is it possible to frame of an instrument void of all sensible qualities, even extension itself?

	Hylas.

	I do not pretend to have any notion of it.

	Philonous.

	And what reason have you think this unknown, this inconceivable Somewhat doth exist? Is it that you imagine God cannot act as well without it; or that you find by experience the use of some such thing, when you form ideas in your own mind?

	Hylas.

	You are always teasing me for reasons of my belief. Pray what reasons have you not to believe it?

	Philonous.

	It is to me a sufficient reason not to believe the existence of anything, if I see no reason for believing it. But, not to insist on reasons for believing, you will not so much as let me know what it is you would have me believe; since you say you have no manner of notion of it. After all, let me entreat you to consider whether it be like a philosopher, or even like a man of common sense, to pretend to believe you know not what, and you know not why.
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	Manzoni has pictured in this thrilling romance of the seventeenth century nobility, the pompous and sporting life of those good old days when nobles lived sumptuously in spacious castles surrounded by vast estates.
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	(The Betrothed)

	Alessandro Manzoni

	Chapter XIX

	If a weed be discovered in a badly cultivated field, a fine root of sorrel, for example, and the spectator wish to ascertain with certainty whether it has sprung up from seed, either ripened in the field itself, or wafted thither by the wind, or dropped there by a bird in its flight, let him think as he will about it, he will never come to a satisfactory conclusion. For the same reason we are unable to decide whether the resolution formed by the Count of making use of the Father provincial to cut in two, as the best and easiest method, this intricate knot, arose from his own unassisted imagination, or from the suggestions of Attilio. Certain it is, that Attilio had not thrown out the hint unintentionally; and however naturally he might expect that the jealous haughtiness of his noble relative would recoil at so open an insinuation, he was determined at any rate to make the idea of such a resource flash before his eyes, and let him know the course which he desired he should pursue. On the other hand, the plan was so exactly consonant with his uncle’s disposition, and so naturally marked out by circumstances, that one might safely venture the assertion, that he had thought of, and embraced it, without the suggestion of any one. It was a most essential point towards the reputation of power which he had so much at heart, that one of his name, a nephew of his, should not be worsted in a dispute of such notoriety. The satisfaction that his nephew would take for himself, would have been a remedy worse than the disease, a foundation for future troubles, which it was necessary to overthrow at any cost, and without loss of time. Command him at once to quit his palace, and he would not obey; and, even should he submit, it would be a surrendering of the contest, a submission of their house to the superiority of a convent. Commands, legal force, or any terrors of that nature, were of no value against an adversary of such a character as Father Cristoforo: the regular and secular clergy were entirely exempt, not only in their persons, but in their places of abode, from all lay-jurisdiction (as must have been observed even by one who has read no other story than the one before him); otherwise they would often have fared very badly. All that could be attempted against such a rival was his removal, and the only means for obtaining this was the Father provincial, at whose pleasure Father Cristoforo was either stationary, or on the move.

	Between this Father provincial and the Count of the Privy-council there existed an acquaintanceship of long standing: they seldom saw each other, but whenever they met, it was with great demonstrations of friendship, and reiterated offers of service. It is sometimes easier to transact business advantageously with a person who presides over many individuals than with only one of those same individuals, who sees but his own motives, feels but his own passions, seeks only his own ends; while the former instantly perceives a hundred relations, contingencies, and interests, a hundred objects to secure or avoid, and can, therefore, be taken on a hundred different sides.

	When all had been well arranged in his mind, the Count one day invited the Father provincial to dinner, to meet a circle of guests selected with superlative judgment:—an assemblage of men of the highest rank, whose family alone bore a lofty title, and who by their carriage, by a certain native boldness, by a lordly air of disdain, and by talking of great things in familiar terms, succeeded, even without intending it, in impressing, and, on every occasion, keeping up, the idea of their superiority and power; together with a few clients bound to the house by an hereditary devotion, and to its head by the servitude of a whole life; who, beginning with the soup to say ‘yes’, with their lips, their eyes, their ears, their head, their whole body, and their whole heart, had made a man, by dessert-time, almost forget how to say ‘no.’

	At table, the noble host quickly turned the conversation upon Madrid. There are many ways and means of accomplishing one’s object, and he tried all. He spoke of the court, the Count-duke, the ministers, and the governor’s family; of the bull-baits, which he could accurately describe, having been a spectator from a very advantageous post; and of the Escurial, of which he could give a minute account, because of the Count-duke’s pages had conducted him through every nook and corner of it. For some time the company continued like an audience, attentive to him alone; but, by degrees, they divided into small groups of talkers, and he then proceeded to relate further anecdotes of the great things he had seen, as in confidence, to the Father provincial, who was seated near him, and who suffered him to talk on without interruption. But at a certain point he gave a turn to the conversation, and, leaving Madrid, proceeded from court to court, and from dignitary to dignitary, till he had brought upon the tapis Cardinal Barberini, a Capuchin, and brother to the then reigning Pope, Urban VIII. The Count was at last obliged to cease talking for a while, and be content to listen, and remember that, after all, there were some people in the world who were not born to live and act only for him. Shortly after leaving the table, he requested the Father provincial to step with him into another apartment.

	Two men of authority, age, and consummate experience, now found themselves standing opposite to each other. The noble lord requested the reverend Father to take a seat, and, placing himself at his side, began as follows: ‘Considering the friendship that exists between us, I thought I might venture to speak a word to your Reverence on a matter of mutual interest, which it would be better to settle between ourselves, without taking any other courses, which might… But, without further preface, I will candidly tell you to what I allude, and I doubt not you will immediately agree with me. Tell me: in your convent of Pescarenico there is a certain Father Cristoforo of * * *?’

	The Provincial bowed assent.

	‘Your Paternity will be good enough then, frankly, like a friend, to tell me… this person… this Father… I don’t know him personally; I am acquainted with several Capuchin fathers, zealous, prudent, humble men, who are worth their weight in gold: I have been a friend to the order from my boyhood… But in every rather numerous family… there is always some individual, some wild… And this Father Cristoforo, I know by several occurrences that he is a person… rather inclined to disputes… who has not all the prudence, all the circumspection… I dare say he has more than once given your Paternity some anxiety.’

	—I understand; this is a specimen,—thought the Provincial in the meantime.—It is my fault; I knew that blessed Cristoforo was fitter to go about from pulpit to pulpit, than to be set down for six months in one place, specially in a country convent.—

	‘Oh!’ said he aloud, ‘I am really very sorry to hear that your Highness entertains such an opinion of Father Cristoforo; for, as far as I know, he is a most exemplary monk in the convent, and is held in much esteem also in the neighbourhood.’

	‘I understand perfectly; your Reverence ought… However, as a sincere friend, I wish to inform you of a thing which it is important for you to know; and even if you are already acquainted with it, I think, without exceeding my duty, I should caution you against the (I only say) possible consequences. Do you know that this Father Cristoforo has taken under his protection a man of that country, a man… of whom your Paternity has doubtless heard mention; him who escaped in such disgrace from the hands of justice, after having done things on that terrible day of St. Martin… things… Lorenzo Tramaglino?’

	—Alas!—thought the Provincial, as he replied: ‘This particular is quite new to me, but your Highness is sufficiently aware that it is a part of our office to seek those who have gone astray, to recall them…’

	‘Yes, yes; but intercourse with offenders of a certain kind!… is rather a dangerous thing—a very delicate affair…’ And here, instead of puffing out his cheeks and panting, he compressed his lips, and drew in as much air as he was accustomed to send forth with such profound importance. He then resumed: ‘I thought it as well to give you this hint, because if ever his Excellency… He may have had some business at Rome… I don’t know, though… and there might come to you from Rome…’

	‘I am much obliged to your Lordship for this information, but I feel confident, that if they would make inquiries on this subject, they would find that Father Cristoforo has had no intercourse with the person you mention, unless it be to try and set him right again. I know Father Cristoforo well.’

	‘You know, probably, already, better than I do, what kind of a man he was as a layman, and the life he led in his youth.’

	‘It is one of the glories of our habit, Signor Count, that a man who has given ever so much occasion in the world for men to talk about him, becomes a different person when he has assumed this dress. And ever since Father Cristoforo has worn the habit…’

	‘I would gladly believe it, I assure you—I would gladly believe it; but sometimes… as the proverb says… “It is not the cowl that makes the friar.”’

	The proverb was not exactly to the purpose, but the Count had cited it instead of another, which had crossed his mind: ‘The wolf changes its skin, but not its nature.’

	‘I have facts,’ continued he; ‘I have positive proofs…’

	‘If you know for certain,’ interrupted the Provincial, ‘that this friar has been guilty of any fault, (and we are all liable to err), you will do me a favour to inform me of it. I am his superior, though unworthily; but it is, therefore, my duty to correct and reprove.’

	‘I will tell you; together with the unpleasing circumstance of the favour this Father displays towards the person I have mentioned, there is another grievous thing, which may… But we will settle all this between ourselves at once. This same Father Cristoforo has begun a quarrel with my nephew, Don Rodrigo * * *’

	‘Indeed! I am very sorry to hear it!—very sorry indeed!’

	‘My nephew is young, and hot-tempered; he feels what he is, and is not accustomed to be provoked…’

	‘It shall be my business to make every inquiry on the subject. As I have often told your Lordship, and as you must know, with your great experience in the world, and your noble judgment, far better than I, we are all human, and liable to err… some one way, some another; and if our Father Cristoforo has failed…’

	‘Your Reverence must perceive that these are matters, as I said, which had better be settled between ourselves, and remain buried with us—things which, if much meddled with, will only be made worse. You know how it often happens; these strifes and disputes frequently originate from a mere bagatelle, and become more and more serious as they are suffered to proceed. It is better to strike at the root before they grow to a head, or become the causes of a hundred other contentions. Suppress it, and cut it short, most reverend Father; suppress, and cut it short. My nephew is young; the monk, from what I hear, has still all the spirit—all the… inclinations of a young man; and it belongs to us who have some years on our shoulders—(too many, are there not, most reverend Father?) it belongs to us, I say, to have judgment for the young, and try to remedy their errors. Fortunately we are still in good time: the matter has made no stir; it is still a case of a good principiis obsta. Let us remove the straw from the flame. A man who has not done well, or who may be a cause of some trouble in one place, sometimes gets on surprisingly in another. Your Paternity, doubtless, knows where to find a convenient post for this friar. This will also meet the other circumstance of his having, perhaps, fallen under the suspicions of one… who would be very glad that he should be removed; and thus, by placing him at a little distance, we shall kill two birds with one stone; all will be quietly settled, or rather, there will be no harm done.’

	The Father provincial had expected this conclusion from the beginning of the interview.—Ay, ay!—thought he to himself;—I see well enough what you would bring me to. It’s the usual way; if a poor friar has an encounter with you, or with any one of you, or gives you any offence, right or wrong, the superior must make him march immediately.—

	When the Count was at last silent, and had puffed forth a long-drawn breath, which was equivalent to a full stop: ‘I understand very well,’ said the Provincial, ‘what your noble Lordship would say; but before taking a step…’

	‘It is a step, and it is not a step, most reverend Father. It is a natural thing enough—a very common occurrence; and if it does not come to this, and quickly too, I foresee a mountain of disorders—an Iliad of woes. A mistake… my nephew, I do not believe… I am here, for this… But, at the point at which matters have now arrived, if we do not put a stop to it between ourselves, without loss of time, by one decided blow, it is not possible that it should remain a secret… and then, it is not only my nephew… we raise a hornet’s nest, most reverend Father. You know, we are a powerful family—we have adherents…’

	‘Plainly enough…’

	‘You understand me: they are all persons who have some blood in their veins, and who… count as somebody in the world. Their honour will come in; it will become a common affair; and then… even one who is a friend to peace… It will be a great grief to me to be obliged… to find myself… I, who have always had so much kind feeling towards the Capuchin Fathers! You reverend Fathers, to continue to do good, as you have hitherto done, with so much edification among the people, stand in need of peace, should be free from strifes, and in harmony with those who… And, besides, you have friends in the world… and these affairs of honour, if they go any length, extend themselves, branch out on every side, and draw in… half the world. I am in a situation which obliges me to maintain a certain dignity… His Excellency… my noble colleagues… it becomes quite a party matter… particularly with that other circumstance… You know how these things go.’

	‘Certainly,’ said the Father provincial, ‘Father Cristoforo is a preacher; and I had already some thoughts… I have just been asked… But at this juncture, and under the present circumstances, it might look like a punishment; and a punishment before having fully ascertained…’

	‘Pshaw! punishment, pshaw!—merely a prudential arrangement—a convenient resource for preventing evils which might ensue… I have explained myself.’

	‘Between the Signor Count and me things stand in this light, I am aware; but as your Lordship has related the circumstances, it is impossible, I should say, but that something is known in the country around. There are everywhere firebrands, mischief-makers, or, at least, malicious priers, who take a mad delight in seeing the nobility and the religious orders at variance; they observe it immediately, report it, and enlarge upon it… Everybody has his dignity to maintain; and I also, as Superior, (though unworthily,) have an express duty… The honour of the habit… is not my private concern… it is a deposit of which… Your noble nephew, since he is so high-spirited as your Lordship describes him, might take it as a satisfaction offered to him, and… I do not say boast of it, and triumph over him, but…?

	‘Is your Paternity joking with me? My nephew is a gentleman of some consideration in the world… that is, according to his rank and the claims he has; but in my presence he is a mere boy, and will do neither more nor less than I bid him. I will go further, and tell you that my nephew shall know nothing about it. Why need we give any account of what we do? It is all transacted between ourselves, as old friends, and never need come to light. Don’t give yourself a thought about this. I ought to be accustomed to be silent.’ And he heaved a deep sigh. ‘As to gossips,’ resumed he, ‘what do you suppose they can say? The departure of a monk to preach somewhere else, is nothing so very uncommon! And then, we who see… we who foresee… we who ought… we need not give ourselves any concern about gossipings.’

	‘At any rate, it would be well to try and prevent them on this occasion, by your noble nephew’s making some demonstration, giving some open proof of friendship and deference… not for our sakes, as individuals, but for the sake of the habit…’

	‘Certainly, certainly, this is but fair… However, there is no need of it; I know that the Capuchins are always received as they ought to be by my nephew. He does so from inclination; it is quite the disposition of the family; and besides, he knows it is gratifying to me. In this instance, however… something more marked… is only right. Leave me to settle it, most reverend Father; I will order my nephew… that is, I must cautiously suggest it to him, lest he should suspect what has passed between us. It would not do, you know, to lay a plaister where there is no wound. And as to what we have determined upon, the quicker the better. If you can find some post at a little distance… to obviate every occasion…’

	‘I have just been asked for a preacher at Rimini; and perhaps, even without any other reason, I should have thought of…’

	‘Exactly apropos, exactly apropos. And when…?’

	‘Since the thing must be done, it had better be done at once.’

	‘Directly, directly, most reverend Father; better to-day than to-morrow. And,’ continued he, as he rose from his seat, ‘if I can do anything, I or my friends, for our worthy Capuchin Fathers…’

	‘We know, by experience, the kindness of your house,’ said the Father provincial, also rising, and advancing towards the door, behind his vanquisher.

	‘We have extinguished a spark,’ said the Count, walking slowly forward; ‘a spark, most reverend Father, which might have been fanned into a wide-spreading and dangerous flame. Between friends, two or three words will often settle great things.’

	On reaching the other apartment, he threw open the door, and insisted upon the Father’s first entering; then following him in, they mingled with the rest of the company.

	This nobleman employed a studied politeness, great dexterity, and fine words, to accomplish his designs; and they produced corresponding effects. In fact, he succeeded, by the conversation we have related, in making Father Cristoforo go, on foot, from Pescarenico to Rimini, which is a very tolerable distance.

	One evening, a Capuchin arrived at Pescarenico, from Milan, with a despatch to the Father-guardian. It contained an order for Father Cristoforo to repair at once to Rimini, where he was appointed to preach the course of Lent Sermons. The letter to the guardian contained instructions to insinuate to the said friar, that he must give up all thoughts of any business he might have in hand in the neighbourhood he was about to leave, and was not to keep up any correspondence there: the bearer would be his companion by the way. The guardian said nothing that evening; but next morning he summoned Father Cristoforo, showed him the command, bade him take his wallet, staff, maniple, and girdle, and, with the Father whom he presented to him as a companion, immediately set off on his journey.

	What a blow this would be to the poor friar, the reader must imagine. Renzo, Lucia, Agnese, instantly rushed into his mind; and he exclaimed, so to say, to himself:—Oh my God! what will these poor creatures do, when I am no longer here!—But instantly raising his eyes to heaven, he reproached himself for want of faith, and for having supposed that he was necessary in anything. He crossed his hands on his breast, in token of obedience, and bowed his head before the guardian, who, taking him aside, told him the rest of the message, adding a few words of advice, and some sensible precepts. Father Cristoforo then went into his cell, took his basket, and placed therein his breviary, his sermons, and the bread of forgiveness, bound round his waist a leathern girdle, took leave of his brethren whom he found in the convent, went to request the guardian’s blessing, and then, with his companion, took the route which had been prescribed for him.

	We have said that Don Rodrigo, more than ever resolved to accomplish his praiseworthy undertaking, had determined to seek the assistance of a very formidable character. Of this personage we can give neither the name, surname, nor title, nor can we even venture a conjecture on any one of them; which is the more remarkable, as we find mention of him in more than one published book of those times. That it is the same personage, the identity of facts leaves no room for doubt; but everywhere a studious endeavour may be traced to conceal his name, as if the mention of it would have ignited the pen, and scorched the writer’s hand. Francesco Rivola, in his Life of the Cardinal Federigo Borromeo, speaking of this person, says: ‘A nobleman, as powerful by wealth as illustrious by birth,’ and nothing more. Giuseppe Ripamonti, who, in the fifth book of the fifth decade of his Storia Patria, makes more exclusive mention of him, describes him as ‘one,’ ‘this person,’ ‘that person,’ ‘this man,’ ‘that personage.’ ‘I will relate,’ says he, in his elegant Latin, which we translate as follows,—‘the case of one, who, being among the first of the great men of the city, took up his residence in the country; where, securing himself by the force of crime, he set at nought justice and judges, all magisterial, and even all sovereign power. Situated on the very confines of the state, he led an independent life; a harbourer of outlaws, an outlaw at one time himself, and then safely returned…’ We will extract, in the sequel, some other passages from this writer, which will serve to confirm and elucidate the account of our anonymous author, with whom we are travelling onward.

	To do what was forbidden by the public laws, or rendered difficult by an opposing power; to be the arbiter, the judge in other people’s affairs, without further interest in them than the love of command; to be feared by all, and to have the upper hand among those who were accustomed to hold the same station over others: such had ever been the principal objects and desires of this man. From his youth he had always had a mingled feeling of contempt and impatient envy at the sight or report of the power, rencounters, strifes, or oppressive tyranny of others. Young, and living in a city, he omitted no opportunity, nay, even sought for them, of setting himself up against the most renowned of this profession, either entirely to subdue them, to struggle with them, and keep them in awe, or to induce them to solicit his friendship. Superior to most in riches and retinue, and, perhaps, to all in presumption and intrepidity, he compelled many to retire from competition; some he treated with haughtiness or contempt, some he took as friends; not, however, on an equality with himself, but, as alone would satisfy his proud and arrogant mind, as subordinate friends, who would be content to acknowledge their inferiority, and use their hands in his service. In fact, however, he became at length the grand actor, and the instrument of his companions, who never failed to solicit the aid of so powerful an auxiliary in all their undertakings, while for him to draw back, would be to forfeit his reputation, and come short of what he had assumed. He went on thus, till, on his own service and that of others, he had gone to such a length, that neither his name, family, friends, nor even his own audacity, sufficed to secure him against public proclamations and outlawry, and he was compelled to give way and leave the state. I believe it is to this circumstance that a remarkable incident, related by Ripamonti, refers. ‘On one occasion, when obliged to quit the country, the secrecy he used, and the respect and timidity he displayed, were such, that he rode through the city on horseback; followed by a pack of hounds, and accompanied with the sound of the trumpet; and, in passing before the palace of the court, left an insolent message with the guards, for the governor.

	During his absence he continued the same practices, not even intermitting his correspondence with those of his friends who remained united to him (to translate literally from Ripamonti), ‘in the secret alliance of atrocious consultations and fatal deeds.’ It even appears that he engaged the foreign courts in other new and formidable undertakings, of which the above-cited historian speaks with mysterious brevity. ‘Some foreign princes several times availed themselves of his assistance in important murders, and frequently sent him reinforcements of soldiers, from a considerable distance, to act under his orders.’

	At length (it is not exactly known how long afterwards) either the sentence of banishment against him being withdrawn, by some powerful intercession, or the audacity of the man serving him in place of any other liberation, he resolved to return home, and, in fact, did return; not, however, to Milan, but to a castle on his manor, situated on the confines of the Bergamascan territory, at that time, as most of our readers know, under Venetian government; and here he fixed his abode. ‘This dwelling,’ we again quote Ripamonti, ‘was as it were, a dispensary of sanguinary mandates: the servants were outlaws and murderers; the very cooks and scullions were not exempt from homicide; the hands of the children were stained with blood.’ Besides this amiable domestic circle, he had, as the same historian affirms, another set of dependents of a similar character dispersed abroad, and quartered, so to say, at different posts in the two states on the borders of which he lived, who were always ready to execute his orders.

	All the tyrannical noblemen, for a considerable distance round, had been obliged, on one occasion or another, to choose between the friendship or the enmity of this super-eminent tyrant. Those, however, who at first attempted to resist him, came off so badly in the contest, that no one was ever induced to make a second trial. Neither was it possible, by maintaining a neutral course, or standing, as the saying is, in their own shoes, to keep themselves independent of him. If a message arrived, intimating that such a person must desist from such an undertaking, or cease to molest such a debtor, or so forth, it was necessary to give a decided answer one way or other. When one party came, with the homage of a vassal, to refer any business to his arbitration, the other party was reduced to the hard alternative of either abiding by his sentence, or publicly declaring hostilities; which was equivalent to being, as the saying is, in the last stage of consumption. Men who were in the wrong had recourse to him that they might be right in effect; many being in the right, yet resorted to him to pre-engage so powerful a patronage, and close the way against their adversaries; thus both bad and good came to be dependent upon him. It sometimes happened that the weak, oppressed, harassed, and tyrannized over by some powerful lord, turned to him for protection; he would then take the part of the oppressed, and force the oppressor to abstain from further injuries, to repair the wrongs he had committed, and even to stoop to apologies; or, in case of his proving stubborn and unbending, he would completely crush his power, constrain him to quit the place where he had exercised such unjust influence, or even make him pay a more expeditious and more terrible penalty. In these cases, his name, usually so dreaded and abhorred, became, for a time, an object of blessing: for (I will not say, this justice, but) this remedy, this recompense of some sort, could not have been expected, under the circumstances of the times, from any other either public or private source. More frequently, and indeed ordinarily, his power and authority ministered to iniquitous desires, atrocious revenge, or outrageous caprice. But the very opposite uses he made of this power produced in the end the self-same effect, that of impressing all minds with a lofty idea of how much he could will and execute in spite of equity or iniquity, those two things which interpose so many impediments to the accomplishment of man’s desires, and so often force him to turn back. The fame of ordinary oppressors was for the most part restricted to the limited tract of country where they continually or frequently exercised their oppression: each district had its own tyrant; and these so resembled each other, that there was no reason that people should interfere with those from whom they sustained neither injury nor molestation. But the fame of this man had long been diffused throughout every corner of the Milanese: his life was everywhere the subject of popular stories; and his very name carried with it the idea of something formidable, dark, and fabulous. The suspicions that were everywhere entertained of his confederates and tools of assassination, contributed to keep alive a constant memento of him. They were nothing more than suspicions; since who would have openly acknowledged such a dependence? but every tyrant might be his associate, every robber one of his assassins; and the very uncertainty of the fact rendered the opinion more general, and the terror more profound. At every appearance of an unknown ruffian, more savage-looking than usual; at every enormous crime, the author of which could not be at first pointed out or conjectured, the name of this man was pronounced and whispered about, whom, thanks to the unhappy circumspection, to give it no other epithet, of our author’s, we shall be obliged to designate The Unnamed.

	The distance between his castle and the palace of Don Rodrigo was not more than seven miles: and no sooner had the latter become a lord and tyrant than he could not help seeing that, at so short a distance from such a personage, it would not be possible to carry on this profession without either coming to blows, or walking hand in hand with him. He had, therefore, offered himself and been accepted, for a friend, in the same way, that is, as the rest: he had rendered him more than one service (the manuscript says nothing further); and had each time been rewarded by promises of requital and assistance in any cases of emergency. He took great pains, however, to conceal such a friendship, or at least of what nature and how strict it was. Don Rodrigo liked well enough to play the tyrant, but not the fierce and savage tyrant: the profession was to him a means, not an end: he wished to live at freedom in the city, to enjoy the conveniences, diversions, and honours of social life; and for this end he was obliged to keep up a certain appearance, make much of his family, cultivate the friendship of persons in place, and keep one hand on the scales of justice, so as on any occasion to make them preponderate in his favour, either removing them altogether from view, or bringing them to bear with double force on the head of some individual, on whom he could thus more easily accomplish his designs than by the arm of private violence. Now, an intimacy, or it would be better to say an alliance, with a person of such notoriety, an open enemy of the public power, would certainly not have advanced his interests in these respects, and particularly with his uncle. However, the slight acquaintance which he was unable to conceal, might pass very well for an indispensable attention towards a man whose enmity was much to be deprecated, and thus it might receive excuse from necessity; since one who assumes the charge of providing for another without the will or the means, in the long run consents that his protégé shall provide for himself up to a certain point in his own affairs; and if he does not expressly give his consent, at least he winks at it.

	One morning, Don Rodrigo set off on horseback, in the guise of a hunter, with a small escort of bravoes on foot, Griso at his side, and four others following behind him, and took the road to the castle of the Unnamed.

	 


March 14. A Maiden’s Forfeit

	Volume 35, pp. 194-200

	Chronicle and Romance

	“This gentlewoman that ye lead with you is a maid?” demanded the knight. “Sir,” said she, “a maid I am.” “Then she must yield us the custom of this castle.” (Malory, recorder of King Arthur stories, died March 14, 1470.)

	The Holy Grail from the Book of Arthur

	Sir Thomas Malory

	(From the Caxton Edition of the Morte D’Arthur)

	The Seventeenth Book

	Chapter X

	How They Were Desired of a Strange Custom, the Which They Would Not Obey; and How They Fought and Slew Many Knights

	This gentlewoman that ye lead with you is a maid? Sir, said she, a maid I am. Then he took her by the bridle and said: By the Holy Cross, ye shall not escape me tofore ye have yolden custom of this castle. Let her go, said Percivale, ye be not wise, for a maid in what place she cometh is free. So in the meanwhile there came out a ten or twelve knights armed, out of the castle, and with them came gentlewoman which held a dish of silver. And then they said: This gentlewoman must yield us the custom of this castle. Sir, said a knight, what maid passeth hereby shall give this dish full of blood of her right arm. Blame have ye, said Galahad, that brought up such customs, and so God me save, I ensure you of this gentlewoman ye shall fail while that I live. So God me help, said Percivale, I had lever be slain. And I also, said Sir Bors. By my troth, said the knight, then shall ye die, for ye may not endure against us though ye were the best knights of the world. Then let them run each to other, and the three fellows beat the ten knights, and then set their hands to their swords and beat them down and slew them. Then there came out of the castle a three score knights armed. Fair lords, said the three fellows, have mercy on yourself and have not ado with us. Nay, fair lords, said the knights of the castle, we counsel you to withdraw you, for ye be the best knights of the world, and therefore do no more, for ye have done enough. We will let you go with this harm, but we must needs have the custom. Certes, said Galahad, for nought speak ye. Well, said they, will ye die? We be not yet come thereto, said Galahad. Then began they to meddle together, and Galahad, with the strange girdles, drew his sword, and smote on the right hand and on the left hand, and slew what that ever abode him, and did such marvels that there was none that saw him but weened he had been none earthly man, but a monster. And his two fellows halp him passing well, and so they held the journey every each in like hard till it was night; then must they needs depart. So came in a good knight, and said to the three fellows: If ye will come in to-night and take such harbour as here is ye shall be right welcome, and we shall ensure you by the faith of our bodies, and as we be true knights, to leave you in such estate to-morrow as we find you, without any falsehood. And as soon as ye know of the custom we dare say ye will accord. Therefore for God’s love, said the gentlewoman, go thither and spare not for me. Go we, said Galahad; and so they entered into the chapel. And when they were alit they made great joy of them. So within a while the three knights asked the custom of the castle and wherefore it was. What it is, said they, we will say you sooth.

	Chapter XI

	How Sir Percivale’s Sister Bled a Dish Full of Blood for to Heal a Lady, Wherefore She Died; and How That the Body Was Put in a Ship

	There is in this castle a gentlewoman which we and this castle is hers, and many other. So it befell many years agone there fell upon her a malady; and when she had lain a great while she fell unto a measle, and of no leech she could have no remedy. But at the last an old man said an she might have a dish full of blood of a maid and a clene virgin in will and in work, and a king’s daughter, that blood should be her health, and for to anoint her withal; and for this thing was this custom made. Now, said Percivale’s sister, fair knights, I see well that this gentlewoman is but dead. Certes, said Galahad, ye bleed so much ye may die. Truly, said she, an I die for to heal her I shall get me great worship and soul’s health, and worship to my lineage, and better is one harm than twain. And therefore there shall be no more battle, but tomorn I shall yield you your custom of this castle. And then there was great joy more than there was tofore, for else had there been mortal war upon the morn; notwithstanding she would none other, whether they would or nold. That night were the three fellows eased with the best; and on the morn they heard mass, and Sir Percivale’s sister bad bring forth the sick lady. So she was, the which was evil at ease. Then said she: Who shall let me blood? So one came forth and let her blood, and she bled so much that the dish was full. Then she lift up her hand and blessed her; and then she said to the lady: Madam, I am come to the death for to make you whole, for God’s love pray for me. With that she fell in a swoon. Then Galahad and his two fellows start up to her, and lift her up and staunched her, but she had bled so much that she might not live. Then she said when she was awaked: Fair brother Percivale, I die for the healing of this lady, so I require you that ye bury me not in this country, but as soon as I am dead put me in a boat at the next haven, and let me go as adventure will lead me; and as soon as ye three come to the City of Sarras, there to achieve the Holy Grail, ye shall find me under a tower arrived, and there bury me in the spiritual place; for I say you so much, there Galahad shall be buried, and ye also, in the same place. Then Percivale understood these words, and granted it her, weeping. And then said a voice: Lords and fellows, to-morrow at the hour of prime ye three shall depart every each from other, till the adventure bring you to the maimed king. Then asked she her Saviour; and as soon as she had received it the soul departed from the body. So the same day was the lady healed, when she was anointed withal. Then Sir Percivale made a letter of all that she had holpen them as in strange adventures, and put it in her right hand, and so laid her in a barge, and covered it with black silk; and so the wind arose, and drove the barge from the land, and all knights beheld it till it was out of their sight. Then they drew all to the castle, and so forthwith there fell a sudden tempest and a thunder, lightning, and rain, as all the earth would have broken. So half the castle turned up so down. So it passed evensong or the tempest was ceased. Then they saw afore them a knight armed and wounded hard in the body and in the head, that said: O God, succour me for now it is need. After this knight came another knight and a dwarf, which cried to them afar: Stand, ye may not escape. Then the wounded knight held up his hands to God that he should not die in such tribulation. Truly, said Galahad, I shall succour him for His sake that he calleth upon. Sir, said Bors, I shall do it, for it is not for you, for he is but one knight. Sir, said he, I grant. So Sir Bors took his horse, and commended him to God, and rode after, to rescue the wounded knight. Now turn we to the two fellows.

	Chapter XII

	How Galahad and Percivale Found in a Castle Many Tombs of Maidens That Had Bled to Death

	Now saith the story that all night Galahad and Percivale were in a chapel in their prayers, for to save Sir Bors. So on the morrow they dressed them in their harness toward the castle, to wit what was fallen of them therein. And when they came there they found neither man nor woman that he ne was dead by the vengeance of Our Lord. With that they heard a voice that said: This vengeance is for blood shedding of maidens. Also they found at the end of the chapel a churchyard, and therein might they see a three score fair tombs, and that place was so fair and so delectable that it seemed them there had been none tempest, for there lay the bodies of all the good maidens which were martyred for the sick lady’s sake. Also they found the names of every each, and of what blood they were come, and all were of kings’ blood, and twelve of them were kings’ daughters. Then they departed and went into a forest. Now, said Percivale unto Galahad, we must depart, so pray we Our Lord that we may meet together in short time: then they did off their helms and kissed together, and wept at their departing.

	Chapter XIII

	How Sir Launcelot Entered into the Ship Where Sir Percivale’s Sister Lay Dead, and How He Met with Sir Galahad, His Son

	Now saith the history, that when Launcelot was come to the water of Mortoise, as it is rehearsed before, he was in great peril, and so he laid him down and slept, and took the adventure that God would send him. So when he was asleep there came a vision unto him and said: Launcelot, arise up and take thine armour, and enter into the first ship that thou shalt find. And when he heard these words he start up and saw great clereness about him. And then he lift up his hand and blessed him, and so took his arms and made him ready; and so by adventure he came by a strand, and found a ship the which was without sail or oar. And as soon as he was within the ship three he felt the most sweetness that ever he felt, and he was fulfilled with all thing that he thought on or desired. Then he said: Fair sweet Father, Jesu Christ, I wot not in what joy I am, for this joy passeth all earthly joys that ever I was in. And so in this joy he laid him down to the ship’s board, and slept till day. And when he awoke he found there a fair bed, and therein lying a gentlewoman dead, the which was Sir Percivale’s sister. And as Launcelot devised her, he espied in her right hand a writ, the which he read, the which told him all the adventures that ye have heard tofore, and of what lineage she was come. So with this gentlewoman Sir Launcelot was a month and more. If ye would ask how he lived, He that fed the people of Israel with manna in the desert, so was he fed; for every day when he had said his prayers he was sustained with the grace of the Holy Ghost. So on a night he went to play him by the water side, for he was somewhat weary of the ship. And then he listened and heard an horse come, and one riding upon him. And when he came nigh he seemed a knight. And so he let him pass, and went thereas the ship was; and there he alit, and took the saddle and the bridle and put the horse from him, and went into the ship. And then Launcelot dressed unto him, and said: Ye be welcome. And he answered and saluted him again, and asked him: What is your name? for much my heart giveth unto you. Truly, said he, my name is Launcelot du Lake. Sir, said he, then be ye welcome, for ye were the beginning of me in this world. Ah, said he, are ye Galahad? Yea, forsooth, said he; and so he kneeled down and asked him his blessing, and after took off his helm and kissed him. And there was great joy between them, for there is no tongue can tell the joy that they made either of other, and many a friendly word spoken between, as kin would, the which is no need here to be rehearsed. And there every each told other of their adventures and marvels that were befallen to them in many journeys sith that they departed from the court. Anon, as Galahad saw the gentlewoman dead in the bed, he knew her well enough, and told great worship of her, that she was the best maid living, and it was great pity of her death. But when Launcelot heard how the marvellous sword was gotten, and who made it, and all the marvels rehearsed afore, then he prayed Galahad, his son, that he would show him the sword, and so he did; and anon he kissed the pommel, and the hilt and the scabbard. Truly, said Launcelot, never erst knew I of so high adventures done, and so marvellous and strange. So dwelt Launcelot and Galahad within that ship half a year, and served God daily and nightly with all their power; and often they arrived in isles far from folk, where there repaired none but wild beasts, and there they found many strange adventures and perillous, which they brought to an end; but for those adventures were with wild beasts, and not in the quest of the Sangreal, therefore the tale maketh here no mention thereof, for it would be too long to tell of all those adventures that befell them.

	Chapter XIV

	How a Knight Brought unto Sir Galahad a Horse, and Bad Him Come from His Father, Sir Launcelot

	So after, on a Monday, it befell that they arrived in the edge of a forest tofore a cross; and then saw they a knight armed all in white, and was richly horsed, and led in his right hand a white horse; and so he came to the ship, and saluted the two knights on the High Lord’s behalf, and said: Galahad, sir, ye have been long enough with your father, come out of the ship, and start upon this horse, and go where the adventures shall lead thee in the quest of the Sangreal. Then he went to his father and kissed him sweetly, and said: Fair sweet father, I wot not when I shall see you more till I see the body of Jesu Christ. I pray you, said Launcelot, pray ye to the High Father that He hold me in His service. And so he took his horse, and there they heard a voice that said: Think for to do well, for the one shall never see the other before the dreadful day of doom. Now, son Galahad, said Launcelot, syne we shall depart, and never see other, I pray to the High Father to conserve me and you both. Sir, said Galahad, no prayer availeth so much as yours. And therewith Galahad entered into the forest. And the wind arose, and drove Launcelot more than a month throughout the sea, where he slept but little, but prayed to God that he might see some tidings of the Sangreal. So it befell on a night, at midnight, he arrived afore a castle, on the back side, which was rich and fair, and there was a postern opened toward the sea, and was open without any keeping, save two lions kept the entry; and the moon shone clear. Anon Sir Launcelot heard a voice that said: Launcelot, go out of this ship and enter into the castle, where thou shalt see a great part of thy desire. Then he ran to his arms, and so armed him, and so went to the gate and saw the lions. Then set he hand to his sword and drew it. Then there came a dwarf suddenly, and smote him on the arm so sore that the sword fell out of his hand. Then heard he a voice say: O man of evil faith and poor belief, wherefore trowest thou more on thy harness than in thy Maker, for He might more avail thee than thine armour, in whose service that thou art set. Then said Launcelot: Fair Father Jesu Christ, I thank thee of Thy great mercy that Thou reprovest me of my misdeed; now see I well that ye hold me for your servant. Then took he again his sword and put it up in his sheath, and made a cross in his forehead, and came to the lions, and they made semblant to do him harm. Notwithstanding he passed by them without hurt, and entered into the castle to the chief fortress, and there were they all at rest. Then Launcelot entered in so armed, for he found no gate nor door but it was open. And at last he found a chamber whereof the door was shut, and he set his hand thereto to have opened it, but he might not.

	 


March 15. Beware the Ides of March!

	Volume 12, pp. 315-321

	Plutarch’s Lives

	Twice warned of the danger that threatened him on the Ides of March, although “the earth rocked and the stars fell and headless men walked in the Forum,” Cæsar goes to the doom awaiting him in the Senate Chamber. (Ides of March, March 15.)

	Cæsar

	Plutarch

	Dryden’s Translation

	Corrected and revised by Arthur Hugh Clough

	Fate, however, is to all appearances more unavoidable than unexpected. For many strange prodigies and apparitions are said to have been observed shortly before the event. As to the lights in the heavens, the noises heard in the night, and the wild birds which perched in the forum, these are not perhaps worth taking notice of in so great a case as this. Strabo, the philosopher, tells us that a number of men were seen, looking as if they were heated through with fire, contending with each other; that a quantity of flame issued from the hand of a soldier’s servant, so that they who saw it thought he must burnt, but that after all he had no hurt. As Cæsar was sacrificing, the victim’s heart was missing, a very bad omen, because no living creature can subsist without a heart. One finds it also related by many, that a soothsayer bade him prepare for some great danger on the ides of March. When the day was come, Cæsar, as he went to the senate, met this soothsayer, and said to him by way of raillery, “The ides of March are come;” who answered him calmly. “Yes, they are come, but they are not past.” The day before this assassination, he supped with Marcus Lepidus; and as he was signing some letters, according to his custom, as he reclined at table, there arose a question what sort of death was the best. At which he immediately, before any one could speak, said, “A sudden one.”

	After this, as he was in bed with his wife, all the doors and windows of the house flew open together; he was startled at the noise, and the light which broke into the room, and sat up in hie bed, where by the moonshine he perceived Calpurnia fast asleep, but heard her utter in her dream some indistinct words and inarticulate groans. She fancied at that time she was weeping over Cæsar, and holding him butchered in her arms. Others say this was not her dream, but that she dreamed that a pinnacle which the senate, as Livy relates, had ordered to be raised on Cæsar’s house by way of ornament and grandeur, was tumbling down, which was the occasion of her tears and ejaculations. When it was day, she begged of Cæsar, if it were possible, not to stir out, but to adjourn the senate to another time; and if he slighted her dreams, that he would be pleased to consult his fate by sacrifices, and other kinds of divination. Nor was he himself without some suspicion and fears; for he never before discovered any womanish superstition in Calpurnia, whom he now saw in such great alarm. Upon the report which the priests made to him, that they had killed several sacrifices, and still found them inauspicious, he resolved to sent Antony to dismiss the senate.

	In this juncture, Decimus Brutus, surnamed Albinus, one whom Cæsar had such confidence in that he made him his second heir, who nevertheless was engaged in the conspiracy with the other Brutus and Cassius, fearing lest if Cæsar should put off the senate to another day, the business might get wind, spoke scoffingly and in mockery of the diviners, and blamed Cæsar for giving the senate so fair an occasion of saying he had put a slight upon them, for that they were met upon his summons, and were ready to vote unanimously, that he should be declared king of all the provinces out of Italy, and might wear a diadem in any other place but Italy, by sea or land. If any one should be sent to tell them they might break up for the present, and meet again when Calpurnia should chance to have better dreams, what would his enemies say? Or who would with any patience hear his friends, if they should presume to defend his government as not arbitrary and tyrannical? But if he was possessed so far as to think this day unfortunate, yet it were more decent to go himself to the senate, and to adjourn it in his own person. Brutus, as he spoke these words, took Cæsar by the hand, and conducted him forth. He was not gone far from the door, when a servant of some other person’s made towards him, but not being able to come up to him, on account of the crowd of those who pressed about him, he made his way into the house, and committed himself to Calpurnia, begging of her to secure him till Cæsar returned, because he had matters of great importance to communicate to him.

	Artemidorus, a Cnidian, a teacher of Greek logic, and by that means so far acquainted with Brutus and his friends as to have got into the secret, brought Cæsar in a small written memorial, the heads of what he had to depose. He had observed that Cæsar, as he received any papers, presently gave them to the servants who attended on him; and therefore came as near to him as he could, and said, “Read this, Cæsar, alone, and quickly, for it contains matter of great importance which nearly concerns you.” Cæsar received it, and tried several times to read it, but was still hindered by the crowd of those who came to speak to him. However, he kept it in his hand by itself till he came into the senate. Some say it was another who gave Cæsar this note, and that Artemidorus could not get to him, being all along kept off by the crowd.

	All these things might happen by chance. But the place which was destined for the scene of this murder, in which the senate met that day, was the same in which Pompey’s statue stood and was one of the edifices which Pompey had raised and dedicated with his theatre to the use of the public, plainly showing that there was something of a supernatural influence which guided the action, and ordered it to that particular place. Cassius, just before the act, is said to have looked towards Pompey’s statue, and silently implored his assistance, though he had been inclined to the doctrines of Epicurus. But this occasion and the instant danger, carried him away out of all his reasonings, and filled him for the time with a sort of inspiration. As for Antony, who was firm to Cæsar, and a strong man, Brutus Albinus kept him outside the house, and delayed him with a long conversation contrived on purpose. When Cæsar entered, the senate stood up to show their respect to him, and of Brutus’ confederates, some came about his chair and stood behind it, others met him, pretending to add their petitions to those of Tillius Cimber, in behalf of his brother, who was in exile; and they followed him with their joint supplications till he came to his seat. When he was sat down, he refused to comply with their requests, and upon their urging him further, began to reproach them severally for their importunities, when Tillius, laying hold of his robe with both his hands, pulled it down from his neck, which was the signal for the assault. Casca gave him the first cut, in the neck, which was not mortal nor dangerous, as coming from one who at the beginning of such a bold action was probably very much disturbed. Cæsar immediately turned about, and laid his hand upon the dagger and kept hold of it. And both of them at the same time cried out, he that received the blow, in Latin, “Vile Casca, what does this mean?” and he that gave it, in Greek, to his brother, “Brother, help!” Upon this first onset, those who were not privy to the design were astonished, and their horror and amazement at what they saw were so great, that they durst not fly nor assist Cæsar, nor so much as speak a word. But those who came prepared for the business inclosed him on every side, with their naked daggers in their hands. Which way soever he turned, he met with blows, and saw their swords levelled at his face and eyes, and was encompassed, like a wild beast in the toils, on every side. For it had been agreed they should each of them make a thrust at him, and flesh themselves with his blood; for which reason Brutus also gave him one stab in the groin. Some say that he fought and resisted all the rest, shifting his body to avoid the blows, and calling out for help, but that when he saw Brutus’ sword drawn, he covered his face with his robe and submitted, letting himself fall, whether it were by chance, or that he was pushed in that direction by his murderers, at the foot of the pedestal on which Pompey’s statue stood, and which was thus wetted with his blood. So that Pompey himself seemed to have presided, as it were, over the revenge done upon his adversary, who lay here at his feet, and breathed out his soul through his multitude of wounds, for they say he received three and twenty. And the conspirators themselves were many of them wounded by each other, whilst they all levelled their blows at the same person.

	When Cæsar was dispatched, Brutus stood forth to give a reason for what they had done, but the senate would not hear him, but flew out of doors in all haste, and filled the people with so much alarm and distraction that some shut up their houses, others left their counters and shops. All ran one way or the other, some to the place to see the sad spectacle, others back again after they had seen it. Antony and Lepidus, Cæsar’s most faithful friends, got off privately, and hid themselves in some friends’ houses. Brutus and his followers, being yet hot from the deed, marched in a body from the senate-house to the capitol with their drawn swords, not like persons who thought of escaping, but with an air of confidence and assurance, and as they went along, called to the people to resume their liberty, and invited the company of any more distinguished people whom they met. And some of these joined the procession and went up along with them, as if they also had been of the conspiracy, and could claim a share in the honor of what had been done. As, for example, Caius Octavius and Lentulus Spinther, who suffered afterwards for their vanity, being taken off by Antony and the young Cæsar, and lost the honor they desired, as well as their lives, which it cost them, since no one believed they had any share in the action. For neither did those who punished them profess to revenge the fact, but the ill-will. The day after, Brutus with the rest came down from the capitol, and made a speech to the people, who listened without expressing either any pleasure or resentment, but showed by their silence that they pitied Cæsar, and respected Brutus. The senate passed acts of oblivion for what was past, and took measures to reconcile all parties. They ordered that Cæsar should be worshipped as a divinity, and nothing, even of the slightest consequence, should be revoked, which he had enacted during his government. At the same time they gave Brutus and his followers the command of provinces, and other considerable posts. So that all people now thought things were well settled, and brought to the happiest adjustment.

	But when Cæsar’s will was opened, and it was found that he had left a considerable legacy to each one of the Roman citizens, and when his body was seen carried through the market-place all mangled with wounds, the multitude could no longer contain themselves within the bounds of tranquillity and order, but heaped together a pile of benches, bars, and tables, which they placed the corpse on, and setting fire to it, burnt it on them. Then they took brands from the pile, and ran some to fire the houses of the conspirators, others up and down the city, to find out the men and tear them to pieces, but met, however, with none of them, they having taken effectual care to secure themselves.

	One Cinna, a friend of Cæsar’s, chanced the night before to have an odd dream. He fancied that Cæsar invited him to supper, and that upon his refusal to go with him, Cæsar took him by the hand and forced him, though he hung back. Upon hearing the report that Cæsar’s body was burning in the market-place, he got up and went thither, out of respect to his memory, though his dream gave him some ill apprehensions, and though he was suffering from a fever. One of the crowd who saw him there, asked another who that was, and having learned his name, told it to his next neighbor. It presently passed for a certainty that he was one of Cæsar’s murderers, as, indeed, there was another Cinna, a conspirator, and they, taking this to be the man, immediately seized him, and tore him limb from limb upon the spot.

	Brutus and Cassius, frightened at this, within a few days retired out of the city. What they afterwards did and suffered, and how they died, is written in the Life of Brutus. Cæsar died in his fifty-sixth year, not having survived Pompey above four years. That empire and power which he had pursued through the whole course of his life with so much hazard, he did at last with much difficulty compass, but reaped no other fruits from it than the empty name and invidious glory. But the great genius which attended him through his lifetime, even after his death remained as the avenger of his murder, pursuing through every sea and land all those who were concerned in it, and suffering none to escape, but reaching all who in any sort or kind were either actually engaged in the fact, or by their counsels any way promoted it.

	The most remarkable of mere human coincidences was that which befell Cassius, who, when he was defeated at Philippi, killed himself with the same dagger which he had made use of against Cæsar. The most signal preternatural appearances were the great comet, which shone very bright for seven nights after Cæsar’s death, and then disappeared, and the dimness of the sun, [1] whose orb continued pale and dull for the whole of that year, never showing its ordinary radiance at its rising, and giving but a weak and feeble heat. The air consequently was damp and gross, for want of stronger rays to open and rarify it. The fruits, for that reason, never properly ripened, and began to wither and fall off for want of heat, before they were fully formed. But above all, the phantom which appeared to Brutus showed the murder was not pleasing to the gods. The story of it is this.

	[1. ————Solem quis dicere falsum

	Audeat? ille etiam cæcos instare tumultus

	Sæpe monet, fraudemque et operta tumescere bella.

	Ille etiam exstincto miseratus Cæsare Romam;

	Cum caput obscura nitidum ferrugine texit,

	Impiaque æternam timuerunt sæcula noctem.

	Virg. Georg. I. 463.

	Brutus, being to pass his army from Abydos to the continent on the other side, laid himself down one night, as he used to do, in his tent, and was not asleep, but thinking of his affairs, and what events he might expect. For he is related to have been the least inclined to sleep of all men who have commanded armies, and to have had the greatest natural capacity for continuing awake, and employing himself without need of rest. He thought he heard a noise at the door of his tent, and looking that way, by the light of his lamp, which was almost out, saw a terrible figure, like that of a man, but of unusual stature and severe countenance. He was somewhat frightened at first, but seeing it neither did nor spoke any thing to him, only stood silently by his bedside, he asked who it was. The spectre answered him, “Thy evil genius, Brutus, thou shalt see me at Philippi.” Brutus answered courageously, “Well, I shall see you,” and immediately the appearance vanished. When the time was come, he drew up his army near Philippi against Antony and Cæsar, and in the first battle won the day, routed the enemy, and plundered Cæsar’s camp. The night before the second battle, the same phantom appeared to him again, but spoke not a word. He presently understood his destiny was at hand, and exposed himself to all the danger of the battle. Yet he did not die in the fight, but seeing his men defeated, got up to the top of a rock, and there presenting his sword to his naked breast, and assisted, as they say, by a friend, who helped him to give the thrust, met his death.

	 


March 16. Crabs Climb Trees?

	Volume 29, pp. 466-475

	The Voyage of the Beagle, Darwin

	Many amazing things happen in the Malay jungles. For example, Darwin tells about a crab that climbs trees and walks down the trunks for an occasional bath in a pool.

	The Voyage of the Beagle

	Charles Darwin

	Chapter XX

	During another day I visited West Islet, on which the vegetation was perhaps more luxuriant than on any other. The cocoa-nut trees generally grow separate, but here the young ones flourished beneath their tall parents, and formed with their long and curved fronds the most shady arbours. Those alone who have tried it, know how delicious it is to be seated in such shade, and drink the cool pleasant fluid of the cocoa-nut. In this island there is a large bay-like space, composed of the finest white sand: it is quite level and is only covered by the tide at high water; from this large bay smaller creeks penetrate the surrounding woods. To see a field of glittering white sand, representing water, with the cocoa-nut trees extending their tall and waving trunks around the margin, formed a singular and very pretty view.

	I have before alluded to a crab which lives on the cocoa-nuts; it is very common on all parts of the dry land, and grows to a monstrous size: it is closely allied or identical with the Birgos latro. The front pair of legs terminate in very strong and heavy pincers, and the last pair are fitted with others weaker and much narrower. It would at first be thought quite impossible for a crab to open a strong cocoa-nut covered with the husk; but Mr. Liesk assures me that he has repeatedly seen this effected. The crab begins by tearing the husk, fibre by fibre, and always from that end under which the three eyeholes are situated; when this is completed, the crab commences hammering with its heavy claws on one of the eye-holes till an opening is made. Then turning round its body, by the aid of its posterior and narrow pair of pincers, it extracts the white albuminous substance. I think this is as curious a case of instinct as ever I heard of, and likewise of adaptation in structure between two objects apparently so remote from each other in the scheme of nature, as a crab and a cocoa-nut tree. The Birgos is diurnal in its habits; but every night it is said to pay a visit to the sea, no doubt for the purpose of moistening its branchiæ. The young are likewise hatched, and live for some time, on the coast. These crabs inhabit deep burrows, which they hollow out beneath the roots of trees; and where they accumulate surprising quantities of the picked fibres of the cocoa-nut husk, on which they rest as on a bed. The Malays sometimes take advantage of this, and collect the fibrous mass to use as junk. These crabs are very good to eat; moreover, under the tail of the larger ones there is a mass of fat, which, when melted, sometimes yields as much as a quart bottle full of limpid oil. It has been stated by some authors that the Birgos crawls up the cocoa-nut trees for the purpose of stealing the nuts: I very much doubt the possibility of this; but with the Pandanus [8] the task would be very much easier. I was told by Mr. Liesk that on these islands the Birgos lives only on the nuts which have fallen to the ground.

	[8. See Proceedings of Zoological Society, 1832, p. 17.]

	Captain Moresby informs me that this crab inhabits the Chagos and Seychelle groups, but not the neighbouring Maldiva archipelago. It formerly abounded at Mauritius, but only a few small ones are now found there. In the Pacific, this species, or one with closely allied habits, is said [9] to inhabit a single coral island, north of the Society group. To show the wonderful strength of the front pair of pincers, I may mention, that Captain Moresby confined one in a strong tin-box, which had held biscuits, the lid being secured with wire; but the crab turned down the edges and escaped. In turning down the edges, it actually punched many small holes quite through the tin!

	[9. Tyerman and Bennett. Voyage, etc., vol. ii. p. 33.]

	I was a good deal surprised by finding two species of coral of the genus Millepora (M. complanata and alcicornis), possessed of the power of stinging. The stony branches or plates, when taken fresh from the water, have a harsh feel and are not slimy, although possessing a strong and disagreeable smell. The stinging property seems to vary in different specimens: when a piece was pressed or rubbed on the tender skin of the face or arm, a pricking sensation was usually caused, which came on after the interval of a second, and lasted only for a few minutes. One day, however, by merely touching my face with one of the branches, pain was instantaneously caused; it increased as usual after a few seconds, and remaining sharp for some minutes, was perceptible for half an hour afterwards. The sensation was as bad as that from a nettle, but more like that caused by the Physalia or Portuguese man-of-war. Little red spots were produced on the tender skin of the arm, which appeared as if they would have formed watery pustules, but did not. M. Quoy mentions this case of the Millepora; and I have heard of stinging corals in the West Indies. Many marine animals seem to have this power of stinging: besides the Portuguese man-of-war, many jelly-fish, and the Aplysia or seaslug of the Cape de Verd Islands, it is stated in the voyage of the Astrolabe, that an Actinia or sea-anemone, as well as a flexible coralline allied to Sertularia, both possess this means of offence or defence. In the East Indian sea, a stinging sea-weed is said to be found.

	Two species of fish, of the genus Scarus, which are common here, exclusively feed on coral: both are coloured of a splendid bluish-green, one living invariably in the lagoon, and the other amongst the outer breakers. Mr. Liesk assured us, that he had repeatedly seen whole shoals grazing with their strong bony jaws on the tops of the coral branches: I opened the intestines of several, and found them distended with yellowish calcareous sandy mud. The slimy disgusting Holuthuriæ (allied to our star-fish), which the Chinese gourmands are so fond of, also feed largely, as I am informed by Dr. Allan, on corals; and the bony apparatus within their bodies seems well adapted for this end. These Holuthuriæ, the fish, the numerous burrowing shells, and nereidous worms, which perforate every block of dead coral, must be very efficient agents in producing the fine white mud which lies at the bottom and on the shores of the lagoon. A portion, however, of this mud, which when wet resembled pounded chalk, was found by Professor Ehrenberg to be partly composed of siliceous-shielded infusoria.

	April 12th.—In the morning we stood out of the lagoon on our passage to the Isle of France. I am glad we have visited these islands: such formations surely rank high amongst the wonderful objects of this world. Captain Fitz Roy found no bottom with a line 7200 feet in length, at the distance of only 2200 yards from the shore; hence this island forms a lofty submarine mountain, with sides steeper even than those of the most abrupt volcanic cone. The saucer-shaped summit is nearly ten miles across; and every single atom, [10] from the least particle to the largest fragment of rock, in this great pile, which however is small compared with very many other lagoon-islands, bears the stamp of having been subjected to organic arrangement. We feel surprise when travellers tell us of the vast dimensions of the Pyramids and other great ruins, but how utterly insignificant are the greatest of these, when compared to these mountains of stone accumulated by the agency of various minute and tender animals! This is a wonder which does not at first strike the eye of the body, but, after reflection, the eye of reason.

	[10. I exclude, of course, some soil which has been imported here in vessels from Malacca and Java, and likewise some small fragments of pumice, drifted here by the waves. The one block of greenstone, moreover, on the northern island must be excepted.]

	I will now give a very brief account of the three great classes of coral-reefs; namely, Atolls, Barrier, and Fringing-reefs, and will explain my views [11] on their formation. Almost every voyager who has crossed the Pacific has expressed his unbounded astonishment at the lagoon-islands, or as I shall for the future call them by their Indian name of atolls, and has attempted some explanation. Even as long ago as the year 1605, Pyrard de Laval well exclaimed, “C’est une merveille de voir chacun de ces atollons, environné d’un grand banc de pierre tout autour, n’y ayant point d’artifice humain.” The accompanying sketch of Whitsunday Island in the Pacific, copied from Capt. Beechey’s admirable Voyage, gives but a faint idea of the singular aspect of an atoll: it is one of the smallest size, and has its narrow islets united together in a ring. The immensity of the ocean, the fury of the breakers, contrasted with the lowness of the land and the smoothness of the bright green water within the lagoon, can hardly be imagined without having been seen.

	[11. These were first read before the Geological Society in May, 1837, and have since been developed in a separate volume on the “Structure and Distribution of Coral Reefs.”]
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	The earlier voyagers fancied that the coral-building animals instinctively built up their great circles to afford themselves protection in the inner parts; but so far is this from the truth, that those massive kinds, to whose growth on the exposed outer shores the very existence of the reef depends, cannot live within the lagoon, where other delicately-branching kinds flourish. Moreover, on this view, many species of distinct genera and families are supposed to combine for one end; and of such a combination, not a single instance can be found in the whole of nature. The theory that has been most generally received is, that atolls are based on submarine craters; but when we consider the form and size of some, the number, proximity, and relative positions of others, this idea loses its plausible character: thus Suadiva atoll is 44 geographical miles in diameter in one line, by 34 miles in another line; Rimsky is 54 by 20 miles across, and it has a strangely sinuous margin; Bow atoll is 30 miles long, and on an average only 6 in width; Menchicoff atoll consists of three atolls united or tied together. This theory, moreover, is totally inapplicable to the northern Maldiva atolls in the Indian Ocean (one of which is 88 miles in length, and between 10 and 20 in breadth), for they are not bounded like ordinary atolls by narrow reefs, but by a vast number of separate little atolls; other little atolls rising out of the great central lagoon-like spaces. A third and better theory was advanced by Chamisso, who thought that from the corals growing more vigorously where exposed to the open sea, as undoubtedly is the case, the outer edges would grow up from the general foundation before any other part, and that this would account for the ring or cup-shaped structure. But we shall immediately see, that in this, as well as in the crater-theory, a most important consideration has been overlooked, namely, on what have the reef-building corals, which cannot live at a great depth, based their massive structures?

	Numerous soundings were carefully taken by Captain Fitz Roy on the steep outside of Keeling atoll, and it was found that within ten fathoms, the prepared tallow at the bottom of the lead, invariably came up marked with the impression of living corals, but as perfectly clean as if it had been dropped on a carpet of turf; as the depth increased, the impressions became less numerous, but the adhering particles of sand more and more numerous, until at last it was evident that the bottom consisted of a smooth sandy layer: to carry on the analogy of the turf, the blades of grass grew thinner and thinner, till at last the soil was so sterile, that nothing sprang from it. From these observations, confirmed by many others, it may be safely inferred that the utmost depth at which corals can construct reefs is between 20 and 30 fathoms. Now there are enormous areas in the Pacific and Indian Ocean, in which every single island is of coral formation, and is raised only to that height to which the waves can throw up fragments, and the winds pile up sand. Thus Radack group of atolls is an irregular square, 520 miles long and 240 broad; the Low Archipelago is elliptic-formed, 840 miles in its longer, and 420 in its shorter axis: there are other small groups and single low islands between these two archipelagoes, making a linear space of ocean actually more than 4000 miles in length, in which not one single island rises above the specified height. Again, in the Indian Ocean there is a space of ocean 1500 miles in length, including three archipelagoes, in which every island is low and of coral formation. From the fact of the reef-building corals not living at great depths, it is absolutely certain that throughout these vast areas, wherever there is now an atoll, a foundation must have originally existed within a depth of from 20 to 30 fathoms from the surface. It is improbable in the highest degree that broad, lofty, isolated, steep-sided banks of sediment, arranged in groups and lines hundreds of leagues in length, could have been deposited in the central and profoundest parts of the Pacific and Indian Oceans, at an immense distance from any continent, and where the water is perfectly limpid. It is equally improbable that the elevatory forces should have uplifted throughout the above vast areas, innumerable great rocky banks within 20 to 30 fathoms, or 120 to 180 feet, of the surface of the sea, and not one single point above that level; for where on the whole surface of the globe can we find a single chain of mountains, even a few hundred miles in length, with their many summits rising within a few feet of a given level, and not one pinnacle above it? If then the foundations, whence the atoll-building corals sprang, were not formed of sediment, and if they were not lifted up to the required level, they must of necessity have subsided into it; and this at once solves the difficulty. For as mountain after mountain, and island after island, slowly sank beneath the water, fresh bases would be successively afforded for the growth of the corals. It is impossible here to enter into all the necessary details, but I venture to defy [12] any one to explain in any other manner how it is possible that numerous islands should be distributed throughout vast areas-all the islands being low-all being built of corals, absolutely requiring a foundation within a limited depth from the surface.

	[12. It is remarkable that Mr. Lyell, even in the first edition of his “Principles of Geology,” inferred that the amount of subsidence in the Pacific must have exceeded that of elevation, from the area of land being very small relatively to the agents there tending to form it, namely, the growth of coral and volcanic action.]

	Before explaining how atoll-formed reefs acquire their peculiar structure, we must turn to the second great class, namely, Barrier-reefs. These either extend in straight lines in front of the shores of a continent or of a large island, or they encircle smaller islands; in both cases, being separated from the land by a broad and rather deep channel of water, analogous to the lagoon within an atoll. It is remarkable how little attention has been paid to encircling barrier-reefs; yet they are truly wonderful structures. The following sketch represents part of the barrier encircling the island of Bolabola in the Pacific, as seen from one of the central peaks. In this instance the whole line of reef has been converted into land; but usually a snow-white line of great breakers, with only here and there a single low islet crowned with cocoa-nut trees, divides the dark heaving waters of the ocean from the light-green expanse of the lagoon-channel. And the quiet waters of this channel generally bathe a fringe of low alluvial soil, loaded with the most beautiful productions of the tropics, and lying at the foot of the wild, abrupt, central mountains.

	Encircling barrier-reefs are of all sizes, from three miles to no less than forty-four miles in diameter; and that which fronts one side, and encircles both ends, of New Caledonia, is 400 miles long. Each reef includes one, two, or several rocky islands of various heights; and in one instance, even as many as twelve separate islands. The reef runs at a greater or less distance from the included land; in the Society archipelago generally from one to three or four miles; but at Hogoleu the reef is 20 miles on the southern side, and 14 miles on the opposite or northern side, from the included islands. The depth within the lagoon-channel also varies much; from 10 to 30 fathoms may be taken as an average; but at Vanikoro there are spaces no less than 56 fathoms or 363 feet deep. Internally the reef either slopes gently into the lagoon-channel, or ends in a perpendicular wall sometimes between two and three hundred feet under water in height: externally the reef rises, like an atoll, with extreme abruptness out of the profound depths of the ocean. What can be more singular than these structures? We see an island, which may be compared to a castle situated on the summit of a lofty submarine mountain, protected by a great wall of coral-rock, always steep externally and sometimes internally, with a broad level summit, here and there breached by a narrow gateway, through which the largest ships can enter the wide and deep encircling moat.
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	As far as the actual reef of coral is concerned, there is not the smallest difference, in general size, outline, grouping, and even in quite trifling details of structure, between a barrier and an atoll. The geographer Balbi has well remarked, that an encircled island is an atoll with high land rising out of its lagoon; remove the land from within, and a perfect atoll is left.

	But what has caused these reefs to spring up at such great distances from the shores of the included islands? It cannot be that the corals will not grow close to the land; for the shores within the lagoon-channel, when not surrounded by alluvial soil, are often fringed by living reefs; and we shall presently see that there is a whole class, which I have called Fringing Reefs from their close attachment to the shores both of continents and of islands. Again, on what have the reef-building corals, which cannot live at great depths, based their encircling structures? This is a great apparent difficulty, analogous to that in the case of atolls, which has generally been overlooked. It will be perceived more clearly by inspecting the above sections, which are real ones, taken in north and south lines, through the islands with their barrier-reefs, of Vanikoro, Gambier, and Maurua; and they are laid down, both vertically and horizontally, on the same scale of a quarter of an inch to a mile.
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	1. Vanikoro. 2. Gambier Islands. 3. Maurua. The horizontal shading shows the barrier-reefs and lagoon-channels. The inclined shading above the level of the sea (AA) shows the actual form of the land; the inclined shading below this line, shows its probable prolongation under water.

	It should be observed that the sections might have been taken in any direction through these islands, or through many other encircled islands, and the general features would have been the same. Now, bearing in mind that reef-building coral cannot live at a greater depth than from 20 to 30 fathoms, and that the scale is so small that the plummets on the right hand show a depth of 200 fathoms, on what are these barrier-reefs based? Are we to suppose that each island is surrounded by a collar-like submarine ledge of rock, or by a great bank of sediment, ending abruptly where the reef ends?

	If the sea had formerly eaten deeply into the islands, before they were protected by the reefs, thus having left a shallow ledge round them under water, the present shores would have been invariably bounded by great precipices; but this is most rarely the case. Moreover, on this notion, it is not possible to explain why the corals should have sprung up, like a wall, from the extreme outer margin of the ledge, often leaving a broad space of water within, too deep for the growth of corals. The accumulation of a wide bank of sediment all round these islands, and generally widest where the included islands are smallest, is highly improbable, considering their exposed positions in the central and deepest parts of the ocean. In the case of the barrier-reef of New Caledonia, which extends for 150 miles beyond the northern point of the islands, in the same straight line with which it fronts the west coast, it is hardly possible to believe that a bank of sediment could thus have been straightly deposited in front of a lofty island, and so far beyond its termination in the open sea. Finally, if we look to other oceanic islands of about the same height and of similar geological constitution, but not encircled by coral-reefs, we may in vain search for so trifling a circumambient depth as 30 fathoms, except quite near to their shores; for usually land that rises abruptly out of water, as do most of the encircled and non-encircled oceanic islands, plunges abruptly under it. On what then, I repeat, are these barrier-reefs based? Why, with their wide and deep moat-like channels, do they stand so far from the included land? We shall soon see how easily these difficulties disappear.

	 


March 17. An Old Irish Legend

	Volume 32, pp. 174-182

	Literary and Philosophical Essays

	An old Irish legend tells how, while St. Patrick was preaching about Paradise and Hell, several of his audience begged to be allowed to investigate the reality of these places. St. Patrick actually satisfied their curiosity. (March 17 is St. Patrick's Day.)

	The Poetry of the Celtic Races

	Ernest Renan

	Translated by W. G. Hutchson

	VI

	Without contradiction the legend of St. Brandan is the most singular product of this combination of Celtic naturalism with Christian spiritualism. The taste of the Hibernian monks for making maritime pilgrimages through the archipelago of the Scottish and Irish seas, everywhere dotted with monasteries, [26] and the memory of yet more distant voyages in Polar seas, furnished the framework of this curious composition, so rich in local impressions. From Pliny (IV. xxx. 3) we learn that, even in his time, the Bretons loved to venture their lives upon the high seas, in search of unknown isles. M. Letronne has proved that in 795, sixty-five years consequently before the Danes, Irish monks landed in Iceland and established themselves on the coast. In this island the Danes found Irish books and bells; and the names of certain localities still bear witness to the sojourn of those monks, who were known by the name of Papæ (fathers). In the Faröe Isles, in the Orkneys, and the Shetlands, indeed in all parts of the Northern seas, the Scandinavians found themselves preceded by those Papæ, whose habits contrasted so strangely with their own. [27] Did they not have a glimpse too of that great land, the vague memory of which seems to pursue them, and which Columbus was to discover, following the traces of their dreams? It is only known that the existence of an island, traversed by a great river and situated to the west of Ireland, was, on the faith of the Irish, a dogma for mediæval geographers.

	[26. The Irish saints literally covered the Western seas. A very considerable number of the saints of Brittany, St. Tenenan, St. Renan, etc., were emigrants from Ireland. The Breton legends of St. Malo, St. David, and of St. Pol of Léon are replete with similar stories of voyages to the distant isles of the West.]

	[27. On this point see the careful researches of Humboldt in his History of the Geography of the New Continent, vol. ii.]

	The story went that, towards the middle of the sixth century, a monk called Barontus, on his return from voyaging upon the sea, came and craved hospitality at the monastery of Clonfert. Brandan the abbot besought him to give pleasure to the brothers by narrating the marvels of God that he had seen on the high seas. Barontus revealed to them the existence of an island surrounded by fogs, where he had left his disciple Mernoc; it is the Land of Promise that God keeps for his saints. Brandan with seventeen of his monks desired to go in quest of this mysterious land. They set forth in a leather boat, bearing with them as their sole provision a utensil of butter, wherewith to grease the hides of their craft. For seven years they lived thus in their boat, abandoning to God sail and rudder, and only stopping on their course to celebrate the feasts of Christmas and Easter on the back of the king of fishes, Jasconius. Every step of this monastic Odyssey is a miracle, on every isle is a monastery, where the wonders of a fantastical universe respond to the extravagances of a wholly ideal life. Here is the Isle of Sheep, where these animals govern themselves according to their own laws; elsewhere the Paradise of Birds, where the winged race lives after the fashion of monks, singing matins and lauds at the canonical hours. Brandan and his companions celebrate mass here with the birds, and remain with them for fifty days, nourishing themselves with nothing but the singing of their hosts. Elsewhere there is the Isle of Delight, the ideal of monastic life in the midst of the seas. Here no material necessity makes itself felt; the lamps light of themselves for the offices of religion, and never burn out, for they shine with a spiritual light. An absolute stillness reigns in the island; every one knows precisely the hour of his death; one feels neither cold, nor heat, nor sadness, nor sickness of body or soul. All this has endured since the days of St. Patrick, who so ordained it. The Land of Promise is more marvellous still; there an eternal day reigns; all the plants have flowers, all the trees bear fruits. Some privileged men alone have visited it. On their return a perfume is perceived to come from them, which their garments keep for forty days.

	In the midst of these dreams there appears with a surprising fidelity to truth the feeling for the picturesque in Polar voyages,—the transparency of the sea, the aspect of bergs and islands of ice melting in the sun, the volcanic phenomena of Iceland, the sporting of whales, the characteristic appearance of the Norwegian fiords, the sudden fogs, the sea calm as milk, the green isles crowned with grass which grows down to the very verge of the waves. This fantastical nature created expressly for another humanity, this strange topography at once glowing with fiction and speaking of truth, make the poem of St. Brandan one of the most extraordinary creations of the human mind, and perhaps the completest expression of the Celtic ideal. All is lovely, pure, and innocent; never has a gaze so benevolent and so gentle been cast upon the earth; there is not a single cruel idea, not a trace of frailty or repentance. It is the world seen through the crystal of a stainless conscience, one might almost say a human nature, as Pelagius wished it, that has never sinned. The very animals participate in this universal mildness. Evil appears under the form of monsters wandering on the deep, or of Cyclops confined in volcanic islands; but God causes them to destroy one another, and does not permit them to do hurt to the good.

	We have just seen how, around the legend of a monk the Irish imagination grouped a whole cycle of physical and maritime myths. The Purgatory of St. Patrick became the framework of another series of fables, embodying the Celtic ideas concerning the other life and its different conditions. [28] Perhaps the profoundest instinct of the Celtic peoples is their desire to penetrate the unknown. With the sea before them, they wish to know what lies beyond; they dream of a Promised Land. In the face of the unknown that lies beyond the tomb, they dream of that great journey which the pen of Dante has celebrated. The legend tells how, while St. Patrick was preaching about Paradise and Hell to the Irish, they confessed that they would feel more assured of the reality of these places, if he would allow one of them to descend there, and then come back with information. St. Patrick consented. A pit was dug, by which an Irishman set out upon the subterranean journey. Others wished to attempt the journey after him. With the consent of the abbot of the neighbouring monastery, they descended into the shaft, they passed through the torments of Hell and Purgatory, and then each told of what he had seen. Some did not emerge again; those who did laughed no more, and were henceforth unable to join in any gaiety. Knight Owen made a descent in 1153, and gave a narrative of his travels which had a prodigious success.

	[28. See Thomas Wright’s excellent dissertation, Saint Patrick’s Purgatory (London, 1844), and Calderon’s The Well of Saint Patrick.]

	Other legends related that when St. Patrick drove the goblins out of Ireland, he was greatly tormented in this place for forty days by legions of black birds. The Irish betook themselves to the spot, and experienced the same assaults which gave them an immunity from Purgatory. According to the narrative of Giraldus Cambrensis, the isle which served as the theatre of this strange, superstition was divided into two parts. One belonged to the monks, the other was occupied by evil spirits, who celebrated religious rites in their own manner, with an infernal uproar. Some people, for the expiation of their sins, voluntarily exposed themselves to the fury of those demons. There were nine ditches in which they lay for a night, tormented in a thousand different ways. To make the descent it was necessary to obtain the permission of the bishop. His duty it was to dissuade the penitent from attempting the adventure, and to point out to him how many people had gone in who had never come out again. If the devotee persisted, he was ceremoniously conducted to the shaft. He was lowered down by means of a rope, with a loaf and a vessel of water to strengthen him in the combat against the fiend which he proposed to wage. On the following morning the sacristan offered the rope anew to the sufferer. If he mounted to the surface again, they brought him back to the church, bearing the cross and chanting psalms. If he were not to be found, the sacristan closed the door and departed. In more modern times pilgrims to the sacred isles spent nine days there. They passed over to them in a boat hollowed out of the trunk of a tree. Once a day they drank of the water of the lake; processions and stations were performed in the beds or cells of the saints. Upon the ninth day the penitents entered into the shaft. Sermons were preached to them warning them of the danger they were about to run, and they were told of terrible examples. They forgave their enemies and took farewell of one another, as though they were at their last agony. According to contemporary accounts, the shaft was a low and narrow kiln, into which nine entered at a time, and in which the penitents passed a day and a night, huddled and tightly pressed against one another. Popular belief imagined an abyss underneath, to swallow up the unworthy and the unbelieving. On emerging from the pit they went and bathed in the lake, and so their Purgatory was accomplished. It would appear from the accounts of eye-witnesses that, to this day, things happen very nearly after the same fashion.

	The immense reputation of the Purgatory of St. Patrick filled the whole of the Middle Ages. Preachers made appeal to the public notoriety of this great fact, to controvert those who had their doubts regarding Purgatory. In the year 1358 Edward III. gave to a Hungarian of noble birth, who had come from Hungary expressly to visit the sacred well, letters patent attesting that he had undergone his Purgatory. Narratives of those travels beyond the tomb became a very fashionable form of literature; and it is important for us to remark the wholly mythological, and as wholly Celtic, characteristics dominant in them. It is in fact evident that we are dealing with a mystery or local cult, anterior to Christianity, and probably based upon the physical appearance of the country. The idea of Purgatory, in its final and concrete form, fared specially well amongst the Bretons and the Irish. Bede is one of the first to speak of it in a descriptive manner, and the learned Mr. Wright very justly observes that nearly all the descriptions of Purgatory come from Irishmen, or from Anglo-Saxons who have resided in Ireland, such as St. Fursey, Tundale, the Northumbrian Dryhthelm, and Knight Owen. It is likewise a remarkable thing that only the Irish were able to behold the marvels of their Purgatory. A canon from Hemstede in Holland, who descended in 1494, saw nothing at all. Evidently this idea of travels in the other world and its infernal categories, as the Middle Ages accepted it, is Celtic. The belief in the three circles of existence is again to be found in the Triads, [29] under an aspect which does not permit one to see any Christian interpolation.

	[29. A series of aphorisms under the form of triplets, which give us, with numerous interpolations, the ancient teaching of the bards, and that traditional wisdom which, according to the testimony of the ancients, was transmitted by means of mnemonic verses in the schools of the Druids.]

	The soul’s peregrinations after death are also the favourite theme of the most ancient Armorican poetry. Among the features by which the Celtic races most impressed the Romans were the precision of their ideas upon the future life, their inclination to suicide, and the loans and contracts which they signed with the other world in view. The more frivolous peoples of the South saw with awe in this assurance the fact of a mysterious race, having an understanding of the future and the secret of death. Through the whole of classical antiquity runs the tradition of an Isle of Shadows, situated on the confines of Brittany, and of a folk devoted to the passage of souls, which lives upon the neighbouring coast. In the night they hear dead men prowling about their cabin, and knocking at the door. Then they rise up; their craft is laden with invisible beings; on their return it is lighter. Several of these features reproduced by Plutarch, Claudian, Procopius, [30] and Tzetzes, [31] would incline one to believe that the renown of the Irish myths made its way into classical antiquity about the first or second century. Plutarch, for example, relates, concerning the Cronian Sea, fables identical with those which fill the legend of St. Malo. Procopius, describing the sacred Island of Brittia, which consists of two parts separated by the sea, one delightful, the other given over to evil spirits, seems to have read in advance the description of the Purgatory of St. Patrick, which Giraldus Cambrensis was to give seven centuries later. It cannot be doubted for a moment, after the able researches of Messrs. Ozanam, Labitte, and Wright, that to the number of poetical themes which Europe owes to the genius of the Celts, is to be added the framework of the Divine Comedy.

	[30. A Byzantine historian of the fifth and sixth centuries.]

	[31. A Greek poet and grammarian of the twelfth century.]

	One can understand how greatly this invincible attraction to fables must have discredited the Celtic race in the eyes of nationalities that believed themselves to be more serious. It is in truth a strange thing, that the whole of the mediæval epoch, whilst submitting to the influence of the Celtic imagination, and borrowing from Brittany and Ireland at least half of its poetical subjects, believed itself obliged, for the saving of its own honour, to slight and satirise the people to which it owed them. Even Chrétien de Troyes, for example, who passed his life in exploiting the Breton romances for his own purposes, originated the saying—

	“Les Gallois sont tous par nature

	Plus sots que bêtes de pâture.”

	Some English chronicler, I know not who, imagined he was making a charming play upon words when he described those beautiful creations, the whole world of which deserved to live, as “the childish nonsense with which those brutes of Bretons amuse themselves.” The Bollandists [32] found it incumber to exclude from their collection, as apocryphal extravagances, those admirable religious legends, with which no Church has anything to compare. The decided leaning of the Celtic race towards the ideal, its sadness, its fidelity, its good faith, caused it to be regarded by its neighbours as dull, foolish, and superstitious. They could not understand its delicacy and refined manner of feeling. They mistook for awkwardness the embarrassment experienced by sincere and open natures in the presence of more artificial natures. The contrast between French frivolity and Breton stubbornness above all led, after the fourteenth century, to most deplorable conflicts, whence the Bretons ever emerged with a reputation for wrong-headedness.

	[32. A group of Jesuits who issued a collection of Lives of the Saints. The first five volumes were edited by John Bolland.]

	It was still worse, when the nation that most prides itself on its practical good sense found confronting it the people that, to its own misfortune, is least provided with that gift. Poor Ireland, with her ancient mythology, with her Purgatory of St. Patrick, and her fantastic travels of St. Brandan, was not destined to find grace in the eyes of English puritanism. One ought to observe the disdain of English critics for these fables, and their superb pity for the Church which dallies with Paganism, so far as to keep up usages which are notoriously derived from it. Assuredly we have here a praiseworthy zeal, arising from natural goodness; and yet, even if these flights of imagination did no more than render a little more supportable many sufferings which are said to have no remedy, that after all would be something. Who shall dare to say where, here on earth, is the boundary between reason and dreaming? Which is worth more, the imaginative instinct of man, or the narrow orthodoxy that pretends to remain rational, when speaking of things divine? For my own part, I prefer the frank mythology, with all its vagaries, to a theology so paltry, so vulgar, and so colourless, that it would be wronging God to believe that, after having made the visible world so beautiful he should have made the invisible world so prosaically reasonable.

	In presence of the ever-encroaching progress of a civilisation which is of no country, and can receive no name, other than that or modern of European, it would be puerile to hope that the Celtic race is in the future to succeed in obtaining isolated expression of its originality. And yet we are far from believing that this race has said its last word. After having put in practice all chivalries, devout and worldly, gone with Peredur in quest of the Holy Grail and fair ladies, and dreamed with St. Brandan of mystical Atlantides, who knows what it would produce in the domain of intellect, if it hardened itself to an entrance into the world, and subjected its rich and profound nature to the conditions of modern thought? It appears to me that there would result from this combination, productions of high originality, a subtle and discreet manner of taking life, a singular union of strength and weakness, of rude simplicity and mildness. Few races have had so complete a poetic childhood as the Celtic; mythology, lyric poetry, epic, romantic imagination, religious enthusiasm—none of these failed them; why should reflection fail them? Germany, which commenced with science and criticism, has come to poetry; why should not the Celtic races, which began with poetry, finish with criticism? There is not so great a distance from one to the other as is supposed; the poetical races are the philosophic races, and at bottom philosophy is only a manner of poetry. When one considers how Germany, less than a century ago, had her genius revealed to her, how a multitude of national individualities, to all appearance effaced, have suddenly risen again in our own days, more instinct with life than ever, one feels persuaded that it is a rash thing to lay down any law on the intermittence and awakening of nations; and that modern civilisation, which appeared to be made to absorb them, may perhaps be nothing more than their united fruition.

	 


March 18. New Way to Pay Old Debts

	Volume 47 pp. 859-870

	Elizabethan Drama

	A cunning uncle cheats his worthless nephew out of his fortune. The nephew, laughing stock of his former servants, sets out to retrieve his old position and riches. (Massinger buried March 18, 1640.)

	A New Way to Pay Old Debts

	Philip Massinger

	Dramatis Personæ

	Lord Lovell, an English Lord.

	Sir Giles Overreach, a cruel extortioner.

	[Frank] Wellborn, a Prodigal.

	[Tom] Allworth, a young Gentleman, Page to Lord Lovell.

	Greedy, a hungry Justice of Peace.

	Marrall, a Term-Driver; a creature of Sir Giles Overreach.

	Order [Steward],

	Amble [Usher],

	Furnace [Cook],

	Watchall [Porter], Servant to Lady Allworth.

	Willdo, a Parson.

	Tapwell, an Alehouse Keeper.

	Three Creditors, Servants, &c.

	Lady Allworth, a rich Widow.

	Margaret, Daughter of Sir Giles Overreach.

	Froth, Wife of Tapwell.

	Chambermaid.

	Waiting Woman.

	[Scene—The Country Near Nottingham]

	ACT I

	Scene I. [Before Tapwell’s house]

	[Enter] Wellborn [in tattered apparel,] Tapwell, and Froth

	Wellborn.

	No Bouse? [1] nor no tobacco?

	[1. Booze, drink.]

	Tapwell.

	Not a suck, sir;

	Nor the remainder of a single can

	Left by a drunken porter, all night pall’d [2] too.

	Froth. Not the dropping of the tap for your morning’s draught, sir:

	’Tis verity, I assure you.

	[2. Staled.]

	Wellborn.

	Verity, you brache! [3]

	The devil turn’d precisian! [4] Rogue, what am I?

	[3. Hound.]

	[4. Puritan.]

	Tapwell.

	Troth, durst I trust you with a looking-glass,

	To let you see your trim shape, you would quit me

	And take the name yourself.

	Wellborn.

	How, dog!

	Tapwell.

	Even so, sir.

	And I must tell you, if you but advance

	Your Plymouth cloak [5] you shall be soon instructed

	There dwells, and within call, if it please your worship,

	A potent monarch call’d the constable,

	That does command a citadel called the stocks;

	Whose guards are certain files of rusty billmen

	Such as with great dexterity will hale

	Your tatter’d, lousy——

	[5. Cudgel.]

	Wellborn.

	Rascal! slave!

	Froth.

	No rage, sir.

	Tapwell.

	At his own peril. Do not put yourself

	In too much heat, there being no water near

	To quench your thirst; and sure, for other liquor,

	As mighty ale, or beer, they are things, I take it,

	You must no more remember; not in a dream, sir.

	Wellborn.

	Why, thou unthankful villain, dar’st thou talk thus!

	Is not thy house, and all thou hast, my gift?

	Tapwell.

	I find it not in chalk; and Timothy Tapwell

	Does keep no other register.

	Wellborn.

	Am not I he

	Whose riots fed and cloth’d thee? Wert thou not

	Born on my father’s land, and proud to be

	A drudge in his house?

	Tapwell.

	What I was, sir, it skills [6] not;

	What you are, is apparent. Now, for a farewell,

	Since you talk of father, in my hope it will torment you,

	I’ll briefly tell your story. Your dead father,

	My quondam master, was a man of worship,

	Old Sir John Wellborn, justice of peace and quorum, [7]

	And stood fair to be custos rotulorum; [8]

	Bore the whole sway of the shire, kept a great house,

	Reliev’d the poor, and so forth; but he dying,

	And the twelve hundred a year coming to you,

	Late Master Francis, but now forlorn Wellborn——

	[6. Matters.]

	[7. A select number of the more learned justices, whose presence was necessary to constitute the bench.]

	[8. Keeper of the county records.]

	Wellborn.

	Slave, stop! or I shall lose myself.

	Froth.

	Very hardly:

	You cannot out of your way.

	Tapwell.

	But to my story:

	You were then a lord of acres, the prime gallant,

	And I your under-butler. Note the change now;

	You had a merry time of’t: hawks and hounds,

	With choice of running horses; mistresses

	Of all sorts and all sizes, yet so hot,

	As their embraces made your lordship melt;

	Which your uncle, Sir Giles Overreach, observing,

	(Resolving not to lose a drop of them,)

	On foolish mortgages, statutes, and bonds,

	For a while suppli’d your looseness, and then left you.

	Wellborn.

	Some curate hath penn’d this invective, mongrel.

	And you have studied it.

	Tapwell.

	I have not done yet.

	Your land gone, and your credit not worth a token

	You grew a common borrower; no man scap’d

	Your paper-pellets, [9] from the gentleman

	To the beggars on highways, that sold you switches

	In your gallantry.

	[9. Acknowledgments of indebtedness.]

	Wellborn.

	I shall switch your brains out.

	Tapwell.

	Where poor Tim Tapwell, with a little stock,

	Some forty pounds or so, bought a small cottage;

	Humbled myself to marriage with my Froth here,

	Gave entertainment——

	Wellborn.

	Yes, to whores and canters, [10]

	Clubbers by night.

	[10. Whining beggars.]

	Tapwell.

	True, but they brought in profit,

	And had a gift to pay for what they call’d for,

	And stuck not like your mastership. The poor income

	I glean’d from them hath made me in my parish

	Thought worthy to be scavenger, and in time

	I may rise to be overseer of the poor;

	Which if I do, on your petition, Wellborn,

	I may allow you thirteen-pence a quarter.

	And you shall thank my worship.

	Wellborn.

	Thus, you dog-bolt,

	And thus——

	Beats and kicks him.

	Tapwell. [to his wife.]

	Cry out for help!

	Wellborn.

	Stir, and thou diest:

	Your potent prince, the constable, shall not save you.

	Hear me ungrateful hell-hound! Did not I

	Make purses for you? Then you lick’d my boots,

	And thought your holiday cloak too coarse to clean them.

	’Twas I that, when I heard thee swear if ever

	Thou couldst arrive at forty pounds thou wouldst

	Live like an emperor, ’twas I that gave it

	In ready gold. Deny this, wretch!

	Tapwell.

	I must, sir;

	For, from the tavern to the taphouse, all,

	On forfeiture of their licenses, stand bound

	Ne’er to remember who their best guests were,

	If they grew poor like you.

	Wellborn.

	They are well rewarded

	That beggar themselves to make such cuckolds rich.

	Thou viper, thankless viper! impudent bawd!—

	But since you are grown forgetful, I will help

	Your memory, and tread you into mortar,

	Nor leave one bone unbroken.

	[Beats him again.]

	Tapwell.

	Oh!

	Froth.

	Ask mercy.

	Enter Allworth

	Wellborn.

	’Twill not be granted.

	Allworth.

	Hold—for my sake, hold.

	Deny me, Frank? They are not worth your anger.

	Wellborn.

	For once thou hast redeem’d them from this sceptre; [11]

	But let ’em vanish, creeping on their knees,

	And, if they grumble, I revoke my pardon.

	[11. I. e., his cudgel.]

	Froth.

	This comes of your prating, husband; you presum’d

	On your ambling wit, and must use your glib tongue,

	Though you are beaten lame for’t.

	Tapwell.

	Patience, Froth;

	There’s law to cure our bruises.

	They go off on their hands and knees.

	Wellborn.

	Sent to your mother?

	Allworth.

	My lady, Frank, my patroness, my all!

	She’s such a mourner for my father’s death,

	And, in her love to him, so favours me,

	That I cannot pay too much observance to her.

	There are few such stepdames.

	Wellborn.

	’Tis a noble widow,

	And keeps her reputation pure, and clear

	From the least taint of infamy; her life,

	With the splendour of her actions, leaves no tongue

	To envy or detraction. Prithee tell me,

	Has she no suitors?

	Allworth.

	Even the best of the shire, Frank,

	My lord excepted; such as sue and send,

	And send and sue again, but to no purpose;

	Their frequent visits have not gain’d her presence.

	Yet she’s so far from sullenness and pride,

	That I dare undertake you shall meet from her

	A liberal entertainment. I can give you

	A catalogue of her suitors’ names.

	Wellborn.

	Forbear it,

	While I give you good counsel: I am bound to it.

	Thy father was my friend, and that affection

	I bore to him, in right descends to thee;

	Thou art a handsome and a hopeful youth,

	Nor will I have the least affront stick on thee,

	If I with any danger can prevent it.

	Allworth.

	I thank your noble care; but, pray you, in what

	Do I run the hazard?

	Wellborn.

	Art thou not in love?

	Put it not off with wonder.

	Allworth.

	In love, at my years!

	Wellborn.

	You think you walk in clouds, but are transparent.

	I have heard all, and the choice that you have made,

	And, with my finger, can point out the north star

	By which the loadstone of your folly’s guided;

	And, to confirm this true, what think you of

	Fair Margaret, the only child and heir

	Of Cormorant Overreach? Does it blush and start,

	To hear her only nam’d? Blush at your want

	Of wit and reason.

	Allworth.

	You are too bitter, sir.

	Wellborn.

	Wounds of this nature are not to be cur’d

	With balms, but corrosives. I must be plain:

	Art thou scarce manumis’d [12] from the porter’s lodge [13]

	And yet sworn servant to the pantofle, [14]

	And dar’st thou dream of marriage? I fear

	’Twill be concluded for impossible

	That there is now, or e’er shall be hereafter,

	A handsome page or player’s boy of fourteen

	But either loves a wench, or drabs love him;

	Court-waiters not exempted.

	[12. Freed.]

	[13. Where servants used to be punished.]

	[14. Slipper.]

	Allworth.

	This is madness.

	Howe’er you have discover’d my intents,

	You know my aims are lawful; and if ever

	The queen of flowers, the glory of the spring,

	The sweetest comfort to our smell, the rose,

	Sprang from an envious briar, I may infer

	There’s such disparity in their conditions

	Between the goodness of my soul, the daughter,

	And the base churl her father.

	Wellborn.

	Grant this true,

	As I believe it, canst thou ever hope

	To enjoy a quiet bed with her whose father

	Ruin’d thy state?

	Allworth.

	And yours too.

	Wellborn.

	I confess it;

	True; I must tell you as a friend, and freely,

	That, where impossibilities are apparent,

	’Tis indiscretion to nourish hopes.

	Canst thou imagine (let not self-love blind thee)

	That Sir Giles Overreach, that, to make her great

	In swelling titles, without touch of conscience

	Will cut his neighbour’s throat, and I hope his own too,

	Will e’er consent to make her thine? Give o’er,

	And think of some course suitable to thy rank,

	And prosper in it.

	Allworth.

	You have well advis’d me.

	But in the mean time you that are so studious

	Of my affairs wholly neglect your own.

	Remember yourself, and in what plight you are.

	Wellborn.

	No matter, no matter.

	Allworth.

	Yes, ’tis much material.

	You know my fortune and my means; yet something

	I can spare from myself to help your wants.

	Wellborn.

	How’s this?

	Allworth.

	Nay, be not angry; there’s eight pieces

	To put you in better fashion.

	Wellborn.

	Money from thee!

	From a boy! A stipendiary! One that lives

	At the devotion of a stepmother

	And the uncertain favour of a lord!

	I’ll eat my arms first. Howsoe’er blind Fortune

	Hath spent the utmost of her malice on me—

	Though I am vomited out of an alehouse,

	And thus accoutred—know not where to eat,

	Or drink, or sleep, but underneath this canopy [15]—

	Although I thank thee, I despise thy offer;

	And as I in my madness broke my state

	Without th’ assistance of another’s brain,

	In my right wits I’ll piece it; at the worst,

	Die thus and be forgotten.

	[15. I. e., the sky.]

	Allworth.

	A strange humour!

	Exeunt.

	Scene II. [A room in Lady Allworth’s house]

	[Enter] Order, Amble, Furnace, and Watchall

	Order.

	Set all things right, or, as my name is Order,

	And by this staff of office that commands you,

	This chain and double ruff, symbols of power,

	Whoever misses in his function,

	For one whole week makes forfeiture of his breakfast,

	And privilege in the wine-cellar.

	Amble.

	You are merry,

	Good master steward.

	Furnace.

	Let him; I’ll be angry.

	Amble.

	Why, fellow Furnace, ’tis not twelve o’clock yet,

	Nor dinner taking up; then, ’tis allow’d,

	Cooks, by their places, may be choleric.

	Furnace.

	You think you have spoke wisely, goodman Amble,

	My lady’s go-before!

	Order.

	Nay, nay, no wrangling.

	Furnace.

	Twit me with the authority of the kitchen!

	At all hours, and all places, I’ll be angry;

	And thus provok’d, when I am at my prayers

	I will be angry.

	Amble.

	There was no hurt meant.

	Furnace.

	I am friends with thee; and yet I will be angry.

	Order.

	With whom?

	Furnace.

	No matter whom: yet, now I think on it,

	I am angry with my lady.

	Watchall.

	Heaven forbid, man!

	Order.

	What cause has she given thee?

	Furnace.

	Cause enough, master steward.

	I was entertain’d by her to please her palate,

	And, till she forswore eating, I perform’d it.

	Now, since our master, noble Allworth, died,

	Though I crack my brains to find out tempting sauces,

	And raise fortifications in the pastry

	Such as might serve for models in the Low Countries;

	Which, if they had been practised at Breda,

	Spinola might have thrown his cap at it, and ne’er took it [1]—

	[1. The siege of Breda by Spinola in 1624–5 was one of the great events of the time.]

	Amble.

	But you had wanted matter there to work on.

	Furnace.

	Matter! with six eggs, and a strike [2] of rye meal,

	I had kept the town till doomsday, perhaps longer.

	[2. Two bushels.]

	Order.

	But what’s this to your pet against my lady?

	Furnace.

	What’s this? Marry this: when I am three parts roasted

	And the fourth part parboil’d, to prepare her viands,

	She keeps her chamber, dines with a panada [3]

	Or water-gruel, my sweat never thought on.

	[3. Bread soaked in hot water and milk.]

	Order.

	But your art is seen in the dining-room.

	Furnace.

	By whom?

	By such as pretend love to her, but come

	To feed upon her. Yet, of all the harpies

	That do devour her, I am out of charity

	With none so much as the thin-gutted squire

	That’s stolen into commission.

	Order.

	Justice Greedy?

	Furnace.

	The same, the same; meat’s cast away upon him,

	It never thrives; he holds this paradox,

	Who eats not well, can ne’er do justice well.

	His stomach’s as insatiate as the grave,

	Or strumpet’s ravenous appetites.  Knocking.

	Watchall.

	One knocks.

	Enter Allworth

	Order.

	Our late young master!

	Amble.

	Welcome, sir.

	Furnace.

	Your hand;

	If you have a stomach, a cold bake-meat’s ready.

	Order.

	His father’s picture in little.

	Furnace.

	We are all your servants.

	Amble.

	In you he lives.

	Allworth.

	At once, my thanks to all;

	This is yet some comfort. Is my lady stirring?

	Enter Lady Allworth, Waiting Woman, and Chambermaid

	Order.

	Her presence answers for us.

	Lady Allworth.

	Sort those silks well.

	I’ll take the air alone.

	Exeunt Waiting Woman and Chambermaid.

	Furnace.

	You air and air;

	But will you never taste but spoon-meat more?

	To what use serve I?

	Lady Allworth.

	Prithee, be not angry;

	I shall ere long: i’ the mean time, there is gold

	To buy thee aprons, and a summer suit.

	Furnace.

	I am appeas’d, and Furnace now grows cool. [4]

	[4. Q. reads Cooke.]

	Lady Allworth.

	And, as I gave directions, if this morning

	I am visited by any, entertain ’em

	As heretofore; but say, in my excuse,

	I am indispos’d.

	Order.

	I shall, madam.

	Lady Allworth.

	Do, and leave them.

	Nay, stay you, Allworth.

	Exeunt Order, Amble, Furnace, and Watchall.

	Allworth.

	I shall gladly grow here,

	To wait on your commands.

	Lady Allworth.

	So soon turn’d courtier!

	Allworth.

	Style not that courtship, madam, which is duty

	Purchas’d on your part.

	Lady Allworth.

	Well, you shall o’ercome;

	I’ll not contend in words. How is it with

	Your noble master?

	Allworth.

	Ever like himself,

	No scruple lessen’d in the full weight of honour.

	He did command me, pardon my presumption,

	As his unworthy deputy, to kiss

	Your ladyship’s fair hands.

	Lady Allworth.

	I am honour’d in

	His favour to me. Does he hold his purpose

	For the Low Countries?

	Allworth.

	Constantly, good madam;

	But he will in person first present his service.

	Lady Allworth.

	And how approve you of his course? You are yet

	Like virgin parchment, capable of any

	Inscription, vicious or honourable.

	I will not force your will, but leave you free

	To you own election.

	Allworth.

	Any form you please,

	I will put on; but, might I make my choice,

	With humble emulation I would follow

	The path my lord marks to me.

	Lady Allworth.

	’Tis well answer’d,

	And I commend your spirit. You had a father,

	Blest be his memory! that some few hours

	Before the will of Heaven took him from me,

	Who did commend you, by the dearest ties

	Of perfect love between us, to my charge;

	And, therefore, what I speak, you are bound to hear

	With such respect as if he liv’d in me.

	He was my husband, and howe’er you are not

	Son of my womb, you may be of my love,

	Provided you deserve it.

	Allworth.

	I have found you,

	Most honour’d madam, the best mother to me;

	And, with my utmost strengths of care and service,

	Will labour that you never may repent

	Your bounties shower’d upon me.

	Lady Allworth.

	I much hope it.

	These were your father’s words: “If e’er my son

	Follow the war, tell him it is a school

	Where all the principles tending to honour

	Are taught, if truly followed: but for such

	As repair thither as a place in which

	They do presume they may with license practise

	Their lusts and riots, they shall never merit

	The noble name of soldiers. To dare boldly,

	In a fair cause, and for their country’s safety,

	To run upon the cannon’s mouth undaunted;

	To obey their leaders, and shun mutinies;

	To bear with patience the winter’s cold

	And summer’s scorching heat, and not to faint,

	When plenty of provision fails, with hunger;

	Are the essential parts make up a soldier,

	Not swearing, dice, or drinking.”

	Allworth.

	There’s no syllable

	You speak, but is to me an oracle,

	Which but to doubt were impious.

	Lady Allworth.

	To conclude:

	Beware ill company, for often men

	Are like to those with whom they do converse;

	And, from one man I warn [5] you, and that’s Wellborn:

	Not ’cause he’s poor, that rather claims your pity;

	But that he’s in his manners so debauch’d,

	And hath to vicious courses sold himself.

	’Tis true, your father lov’d him, while he was

	Worthy the loving; but if he had liv’d

	To have seen him as he is, he had cast him off,

	As you must do.

	[5. Q. warn’d.]

	Allworth.

	I shall obey in all things.

	Lady Allworth.

	Follow me to my chamber, you shall have gold

	To furnish you like my son, and still supplied,

	As I hear from you.

	Allworth.

	I am still your creature.

	Exeunt.
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	An Account of Egypt

	Herodotus

	Translated by G. C. Macaulay

	Being the Second Book of His Histories Called Euterpe

	Among the Hellenes Heracles, and Dionysos and Pan are accounted the latest-born of the gods; but with the Egyptians Pan is a very ancient god, and he is one of those which are called the eight gods, while Heracles is of the second rank, who are called the twelve gods, and Dionysos is of the third rank, namely of those who were born of the twelve gods. Now as to Heracles I have shown already how many years old he is according to the Egyptians themselves, reckoning down to the reign of Amasis, and Pan is said to have existed for yet more years than these, and Dionysos for the smallest number of years as compared with the others; and even for this last they reckon down to the reign of Amasis fifteen thousand years. This the Egyptians say that they know for a certainty, since they always kept a reckoning and wrote down the years as they came. Now the Dionysos who is said to have been born of Semele the daughter of Cadmos, was born about sixteen hundred years before my time, and Heracles who was the son of Alcmene, about nine hundred years, and that Pan who was born of Penelope, for of her and of Hermes Pan is said by the Hellenes to have been born, came into being later than the wars of Troy, about eight hundred years before my time. Of these two accounts every man may adopt that one which he shall find the more credible when he hears it. I however, for my part, have already declared my opinion about them. For if these also, like Heracles the son of Amphitryon, had appeared before all men’s eyes and had lived their lives to old age in Hellas, I mean Dionysos the son of Semele and Pan the son of Penelope, then one would have said that these also had been born mere men, having the names of those gods who had come into being long before: but as it is, with regard to Dionysos, the Hellenes say that as soon as he was born Zeus sewed him up in his thigh and carried him to Nysa, which is above Egypt in the land of Ethiopia; and as to Pan, they cannot say whither he went after he was born. Hence it has become clear to me that the Hellenes learnt the names of these gods later than those of the other gods, and trace their descent as if their birth occurred at the time when they first learnt their names.

	Thus far then the history is told by the Egyptians themselves; but I will now recount that which other nations also tell, and the Egyptians in agreement with the others, of that which happened in this land: and there will be added to this also something of that which I have myself seen.

	Being set free after the reign of the priest of Hephaistos, the Egyptians, since they could not live any time without a king, set up over them twelve kings, having divided all Egypt into twelve parts. These made intermarriages with one another and reigned, making agreement that they would not put down one another by force, nor seek to get an advantage over one another, but would live in perfect friendship: and the reason why they made these agreements, guarding them very strongly from violation, was this, namely that an oracle had been given to them at first when they began to exercise their rule, that he of them who should pour a libation with a bronze cup in the temple of Hephaistos, should be king of all Egypt (for they used to assemble together in all the temples). Moreover they resolved to join all together and leave a memorial of themselves; and having so resolved they caused to be made a labyrinth, situated a little above the lake of Moiris and nearly opposite to that which is called the City of Crocodiles. This I saw myself, and I found it greater than words can say. For if one should put together and reckon up all the buildings and all the great works produced by Hellenes, they would prove to be inferior in labour and expense to this labyrinth, though it is true that both the temple at Ephesos and that at Samos are works worthy of note. The pyramids also were greater than words can say, and each one of them is equal to many works of the Hellenes, great as they may be; but the labyrinth surpasses even the pyramids. It has twelve courts covered in, with gates facing one another, six upon the North side and six upon the South, joining on one to another, and the same wall surrounds them all outside; and there are in it two kinds of chambers, the one kind below the ground and the other above upon these, three thousand in number, of each kind fifteen hundred. The upper set of chambers we ourselves saw, going through them, and we tell of them having looked upon them with our own eyes; but the chambers under ground we heard about only; for the Egyptians who had charge of them were not willing on any account to show them, saying that here were the sepulchres of the kings who had first built this labyrinth and of the sacred crocodiles. Accordingly we speak of the chambers below by what we received form hearsay, while those above we saw ourselves and found them to be works of more than human greatness. For the passages through the chambers, and the goings this way and that way through the courts, which were admirably adorned, afforded endless matter for marvel, as we went through from a court to the chambers beyond it, and from the chambers to colonnades, and from the colonnades to other rooms, and then from the chambers again to other courts. Over the whole of these is a roof made of stone like the walls; and the walls are covered with figures carved upon them, each court being surrounded with pillars of white stone fitted together most perfectly; and at the end of the labyrinth, by the corner of it, there is a pyramid of forty fathoms, upon which large figures are carved, and to this there is a way made under ground.

	Such is this labyrinth: but a cause for marvel even greater than this is afforded by the lake, which is called the lake of Moiris, along the side of which this labyrinth is built. The measure of its circuit is three thousand six hundred furlongs (being sixty schoines), and this is the same number of furlongs as the extent of Egypt itself along the sea. The lake lies extended lengthwise from North to South, and in depth where it is deepest it is fifty fathoms. That this lake is artificial and formed by digging is self-evident, for about in the middle of the lake stand two pyramids, each rising above the water to a height of fifty fathoms, the part which is built below the water being of just the same height; and upon each is placed a colossal statue of stone sitting upon a chair. Thus the pyramids are a hundred fathoms high; and these hundred fathoms are equal to a furlong of six hundred feet, the fathom being measured as six feet or four cubits, the feet being four palms each, and the cubits six. The water in the lake does not come from the place where it is, for the country there is very deficient in water, but it has been brought thither from the Nile by a canal; and for six months the water flows into the lake, and for six months out into the Nile again; and whenever it flows out, then for the six months it brings into the royal treasury a talent of silver a day from the fish which are caught, and twenty pounds when the water comes in. The natives of the place moreover said that this lake had an outlet under ground to the Syrtis which is in Libya, turning towards the interior of the continent upon the Western side and running along by the mountain which is above Memphis. Now since I did not see anywhere existing the earth dug out of this excavation (for that was a matter which drew my attention), I asked those who dwelt nearest to the lake where the earth was which had been dug out. These told me to what place it had been carried away; and I readily believed them, for I knew by report that a similar thing had been done at Nineveh, the city of the Assyrians. There certain thieves formed a design once to carry away the wealth of Sardanapallos son of Ninos, the king, which wealth was very great and was kept in treasure-houses under the earth. Accordingly they began from their own dwelling, and making estimate of their direction they dug under ground towards the king’s palace; and the earth which was brought out of the excavation they used to carry away, when night came on, to the river Tigris which flows by the city of Nineveh, until at last they accomplished that which they desired. Similarly, as I heard, the digging of the lake in Egypt was effected, except that it was done not by night but during the day; for as they dug the Egyptians carried to the Nile the earth which was dug out; and the river, when it received it, would naturally bear it away and disperse it. Thus is this lake said to have been dug out.

	Now the twelve kings continued to rule justly, but in course of time it happened thus:—After sacrifice in the temple of Hephaistos they were about to make libation on the last day of the feast, and the chief-priest, in bringing out for them the golden cups with which they had been wont to pour libations, missed his reckoning and brought eleven only for the twelve kings. Then that one of them who was standing last in order, namely Psammetichos, since he had no cup took off from his head his helmet, which was of bronze, and having held it out to receive the wine he proceeded to make libation: likewise all the other kings were wont to wear helmets and they happened to have them then. Now Psammetichos held out his helmet with no treacherous meaning; but they taking note of that which had been done by Psammetichos and of the oracle, namely how it had been declared to them that whosoever of them should make libation with a bronze cup should be sole king of Egypt, recollecting, I say, the saying of the Oracle, they did not indeed deem it right to slay Psammetichos, since they found by examination that he had not done it with any forethought, but they determined to strip him of almost all his power and to drive him away into the fen-country, and that from the fen-country he should not hold any dealings with the rest of Egypt. This Psammetichos had formerly been a fugitive from the Ethiopian Sabacos who had killed his father Necos, from his, I say, he had then been a fugitive in Syria; and when the Ethiopian had departed in consequence of the vision of the dream, the Egyptians who were of the district of Saïs brought him back to his own country. Then afterwards, when he was king, it was his fate to be a fugitive a second time on account of the helmet, being driven by the eleven kings into the fen-country. So then holding that he had been grievously wronged by them, he thought how he might take vengeance on those who had driven him out: and when he had sent to the Oracle of Leto in the city of Buto, where the Egyptians have their most truthful Oracle, there was given to him the reply that vengeance would come when men of bronze appeared from the sea. And he was strongly disposed not to believe that bronze men would come to help him; but after no long time had passed, certain Ionians and Carians who had sailed forth for plunder were compelled to come to shore in Egypt, and they having landed and being clad in bronze armour, one of the Egyptians, not having before seen men clad in bronze armour, came to the fen-land and brought a report to Psammetichos that bronze men had come from the sea and were plundering the plain. So he, perceiving that the saying of the Oracle was coming to pass, dealt in a friendly manner with the Ionians and Carians, and with large promises he persuaded them to take his part. Then when he had persuaded them, with the help of those Egyptians who favoured his cause and of these foreign mercenaries, he overthrew the kings. Having thus got power over all Egypt, Psammetichos made for Hephaistos that gateway of the temple at Memphis which is turned towards the South Wind; and he built a court for Apis, in which Apis is kept when he appears, opposite to the gateway of the temple, surrounded all with pillars and covered with figures; and instead of columns there stand to support the roof of the court colossal statues twelve cubits high. Now Apis is in the tongue of the Hellenes Epaphos. To the Ionians and to the Carians who had helped him Psammetichos granted portions of land to dwell in, opposite to one another with the river Nile between, and these were called “Encampments”; these portions of land he gave them, and he paid them besides all that he had promised: moreover he placed with them Egyptian boys to have them taught the Hellenic tongue; and from these, who learnt the language thoroughly, are descended the present class of interpreters in Egypt. Now the Ionians and Carians occupied these portions of land for a long time, and they are towards the sea a little below the city of Bubastis, on that which is called the Pelusian mouth of the Nile. These men king Amasis afterwards removed from thence and established them at Memphis, making them into a guard for himself against the Egyptians: and they being settled in Egypt, we who are Hellenes know by intercourse with them the certainty of all that which happened in Egypt beginning from king Psammetichos and afterwards; for these were the first men of foreign tongue who settled in Egypt: and in the land from which they were removed there still remained down to my time the sheds where their ships were drawn up and the ruins of their houses.

	Thus then Psammetichos obtained Egypt: and of the Oracle which is in Egypt I have made mention often before this, and now I will give an account of it, seeing that it is worthy to be described. This Oracle which is in Egypt is sacred to Leto, and it is established in a great city near that mouth of the Nile which is called Sebennytic, as one sails up the river from the sea; and the name of this city where the Oracle is found is Buto, as I have said before in mentioning it. In this Buto there is a temple of Apollo and Artemis; and the temple-house of Leto, in which the Oracle is, is both great in itself and has a gateway of the height of ten fathoms: but that which caused me most to marvel of the things to be seen there, I will now tell. There is in this sacred enclosure a house of Leto made of one single stone as regards both height and length, and of which all the walls are in these two directions equal, each being forty cubits; and for the covering in of the roof there lies another stone upon the top, the cornice measuring four cubits. This house then of all the things that were to be seen by me in that temple is the most marvellous, and among those which come next in the island called Chemmis. This is situated in a deep and broad lake by the side of the temple at Buto, and it is said by the Egyptians that this island is a floating island. I myself did not see it either floating about or moved from its place, and I feel surprise at hearing of it, wondering if it be indeed a floating island. In this island of which I speak there is a great temple-house of Apollo, and three several altars are set up within, and there are planted in the island many palm-trees and other trees, both bearing fruit and not bearing fruit. And the Egyptians, when they say that it is floating, add this story, namely that in this island, which formerly was not floating, Leto, being one of the eight gods who came into existence first, and dwelling in the city of Buto where she has this Oracle received Apollo from Isis as a charge and preserved him, concealing him in the island which is said now to be a floating island, at that time when Typhon came after him seeking everywhere and desiring to find the son of Osiris. Now they say that Apollo and Artemis are children of Dionysos and of Isis, and that Leto became their nurse and preserver; and in the Egyptian tongue Apollo is Oros, Demeter is Isis, and Artemis is Bubastis. From this story and from no other Æschylus the son of Euphorion took this which I shall say, wherein he differs from all the preceding poets; he represented namely that Artemis was the daughter of Demeter. For this reason then, they say, it became a floating island.

	Such is the story which they tell; but as for Psammetichos, he was king over Egypt for four-and-fifty years, of which for thirty years save one he was sitting before Azotos, a great city of Syria, besieging it, until at last he took it: and this Azotos of all cities about which we have knowledge held out for the longest time under a siege.

	The son of Psammetichos was Necos, and he became king of Egypt. This man was the first who attempted the channel leading to the Erythraian Sea, which Dareios the Persian afterwards completed: the length of this is a voyage of four days, and in breadth it was so dug that two triremes could go side by side driven by oars; and the water is brought into it from the Nile. The channel is conducted a little above the city of Bubastis by Patumos the Arabian city, and runs into the Erythraian Sea: and it is dug first along those parts of the plain of Egypt which lie towards Arabia, just above which run the mountains which extend opposite Memphis, where are the stone-quarries,—along the base of these mountains the channel is conducted from West to East for a great way; and after that it is directed towards a break in the hills and tends from these mountains towards the noon-day and the South Wind to the Arabian gulf. Now in the place where the journey is least and shortest from the Northern to the Southern Sea (which is also called Erythraian), that is from Mount Casion, which is the boundary between Egypt and Syria, the distance is exactly a thousand furlongs to the Arabian gulf; but the channel is much longer, since it is more winding; and in the reign of Necos there perished while digging it twelve myriads of the Egyptians. Now Necos ceased in the midst of his digging, because the utterance of an Oracle impeded him, which was to the effect that he was working for the Barbarian: and the Egyptians call all men Barbarians who do not agree with them in speech. Thus having ceased from the work of the channel, Necos betook himself to waging wars, and triremes were built by him, some for the Northern Sea and others in the Arabian gulf for the Erythraian Sea; and of these the sheds are still to be seen. These ships he used when he needed them; and also on land Necos engaged battle at Magdolos with the Syrians, and conquered them; and after this he took Cadytis, which is a great city of Syria: and the dress which he wore when he made these conquests he dedicated to Apollo, sending it to Branchidai of the Milesians. After this, having reigned in all sixteen years, he brought his life to an end, and handed on the kingdom to Psammis his son.

	While this Psammis was king of Egypt, there came to him men sent by the Eleians, who boasted that they ordered the contest at Olympia in the most just and honourable manner possible and thought that not even the Egyptians, the wisest of men, could find out anything besides, to be added to their rules. Now when the Eleians came to Egypt and said that for which they had come, then this king called together those of the Egyptians who were reputed the wisest, and when the Egyptians had come together they heard the Eleians tell of all that which it was their part to do in regard to the contest; and when they had related everything, they said that they had come to learn in addition anything which the Egyptians might be able to find out besides, which was juster than this. They then having consulted together asked the Eleians whether their own citizens took part in the contest; and they said that it was permitted to any one who desired it, both of their own people and of the other Hellenes equally, to take part in the contest: upon which the Egyptians said that in so ordering the games they had wholly missed the mark of justice; for it could not be but that they would take part with the man of their own State, if he was contending, and so act unfairly to the stranger: but if they really desired, as they said, to order the games justly, and if this was the cause for which they had come to Egypt, they advised them to order the contest so as to be for strangers alone to contend in, and that no Eleian should be permitted to contend. Such was the suggestion made by the Egyptians to the Eleians.

	When Psammis had been king of Egypt for only six years and has made an expedition to Ethiopia and immediately afterwards had ended his life, Apries the son of Psammis received the kingdom in succession. This man came to be the most prosperous of all the kings up to that time except only his forefather Psammetichos; and he reigned five-and-twenty years, during which he led an army against Sidon and fought a sea-fight with the king of Tyre. Since however it was fated that evil should come upon him, it came by occasion of a matter which I shall relate at greater length in the Libyan history, and at present but shortly. Apries having sent a great expedition against the Kyrenians, met with correspondingly great disaster; and the Egyptians considering him to blame for this revolted from him, supposing that Apries had with forethought sent them out to evident calamity, in order (as they said) that there might be a slaughter of them, and he might the more securely rule over the other Egyptians. Being indignant at this, both these men who had returned from the expedition and also the friends of those who had perished made revolt openly. Hearing this Apries sent to them Amasis, to cause them to cease by persuasion; and when he had come and was seeking to retrain the Egyptians, as he was speaking and telling them not to do so, one of the Egyptians stood up behind him and put a helmet upon his head, saying as he did so that he put it on to crown him king. And to him this that was done was in some degree not unwelcome, as he proved by his behaviour; for as soon as the revolted Egyptians had set him up as king, he prepared to march against Apries: and Apries hearing this sent to Amasis one of the Egyptians who were about his own person, a man of reputation, whose name was Patarbemis, enjoining him to bring Amasis alive into his presence. When this Patarbemis came and summoned Amasis, the latter, who happened to be sitting on horseback, lifted up his leg and behaved in an unseemly manner, bidding him take that back to Apries. Nevertheless, they say, Patarbemis made demand of him that he should go to the king, seeing that the king had sent to summon him; and he answered him that he had for some time past been preparing to do so, and that Apries would have no occasion to find fault with him, for he would both come himself and bring others with him. Then Patarbemis, both perceiving his intention from that which he said, and also seeing his preparations, departed in haste, desiring to make known as quickly as possible to the king the things which were being done: and when he came back to Apries not bringing Amasis, the king paying no regard to that which he said, but being moved by violent anger, ordered his ears and his nose to be cut off. And the rest of the Egyptians who still remained on his side, when they saw the man of most repute among them thus suffering shameful outrage, waited no longer but joined the others in revolt, and delivered themselves over to Amasis. Then Apries having heard this also, armed his foreign mercenaries and marched against the Egyptians: now he had about him Carian and ionian mercenaries to the number of thirty thousand; and his royal palace was in the city of Saïs, of great size and worthy to be seen. So Apries and his army were going against the Egyptians, and Amasis and those with him were going against the mercenaries; and both sides came to the city of Momemphis and were about to make trial of one another in fight.

	 


March 20. Apples, Feathers, and Coals

	Volume 34, pp. 113-124

	French and English Philosophers

	Sir Isaac Newton was aided in his momentous discoveries by the most insignificant objects - even apples, feathers, and coal. Voltaire discusses the wondrous discoveries of Newton. (Sir Isaac Newton died March 20, 1727.)

	Letters on the English

	Francois-Marie Arouet (Voltaire)

	Letter XV.—On Attraction

	The discoveries which gained Sir Isaac Newton so universal a reputation, relate to the system of the world, to light, to geometrical infinities; and, lastly, to chronology, with which he used to amuse himself after the fatigue of his severer studies.

	I will now acquaint you (without prolixity if possible) with the few things I have been able to comprehend of all these sublime ideas. With regard to the system of our world disputes were a long time maintained, on the cause that turns the planets, and keeps them in their orbits; and on those causes which make all bodies here below descend towards the surface of the earth.

	The system of Descartes, explained and improved since his time, seemed to give a plausible reason for all those phenomena; and this reason seemed more just, as it is simple and intelligible to all capacities. But in philosophy, a student ought to doubt of the things he fancies he understands too easily, as much as of those he does not understand.

	Gravity, the falling of accelerated bodies on the earth, the revolution of the planets in their orbits, their rotations round their axis, all this is mere motion. Now motion cannot perhaps be conceived any otherwise than by impulsion; therefore all those bodies must be impelled. But by what are they impelled? All space is full, it therefore is filled with a very subtile matter, since this is imperceptible to us; this matter goes from west to east, since all the planets are carried from west to east. Thus from hypothesis to hypothesis, from one appearance to another, philosophers have imagined a vast whirlpool of subtile matter, in which the planets are carried round the sun: they also have created another particular vortex which floats in the great one, and which turns daily round the planets. When all this is done, it is pretended that gravity depends on this diurnal motion; for, say these, the velocity of the subtile matter that turns round our little vortex, must be seventeen times more rapid than that of the earth; or, in case its velocity is seventeen times greater than that of the earth, its centrifugal force must be vastly greater, and consequently impel all bodies towards the earth. This is the cause of gravity, according to the Cartesian system. But the theorist, before he calculated the centrifugal force and velocity of the subtile matter, should first have been certain that it existed.

	Sir Isaac Newton seems to have destroyed all these great and little vortices, both that which carries the planets round the sun, as well as the other which supposes every planet to turn on its own axis.

	First, with regard to the pretended little vortex of the earth, it is demonstrated that it must lose its motion by insensible degrees; it is demonstrated, that if the earth swims in a fluid, its density must be equal to that of the earth; and in case its density be the same, all the bodies we endeavour to move must meet with an insuperable resistance.

	With regard to the great vortices, they are still more chimerical, and it is impossible to make them agree with Kepler’s law, the truth of which has been demonstrated. Sir Isaac shows, that the revolution of the fluid in which Jupiter is supposed to be carried, is not the same with regard to the revolution of the fluid of the earth, as the revolution of Jupiter with respect to that of the earth. He proves, that as the planets make their revolutions in ellipses, and consequently being at a much greater distance one from the other in their Aphelia, and a little nearer in their Perihelia; the earth’s velocity, for instance, ought to be greater when it is nearer Venus and Mars, because the fluid that carries it along, being then more pressed, ought to have a greater motion; and yet it is even then that the earth’s motion is slower.

	He proves that there is no such thing as a celestial matter which goes from west to east since the comets traverse those spaces, sometimes from east to west, and at other times from north to south.

	In fine, the better to resolve, if possible, every difficulty, he proves, and even by experiments, that it is impossible there should be a plenum; and brings back the vacuum, which Aristotle and Descartes had banished from the world.

	Having by these and several other arguments destroyed the Cartesian vortices, he despaired of ever being able to discover whether there is a secret principle in nature which, at the same time, is the cause of the motion of all celestial bodies, and that of gravity on the earth. But being retired in 1666, upon account of the Plague, to a solitude near Cambridge; as he was walking one day in his garden, and saw some fruits fall from a tree, he fell into a profound meditation on that gravity, the cause of which had so long been sought, but in vain, by all the philosophers, whilst the vulgar think there is nothing mysterious in it. He said to himself, that from what height soever in our hemisphere, those bodies might descend, their fall would certainly be in the progression discovered by Galileo; and the spaces they run through would be as the square of the times. Why may not this power which causes heavy bodies to descend, and is the same without any sensible diminution at the remotest distance from the centre of the earth, or on the summits of the highest mountains, why, said Sir Isaac, may not this power extend as high as the moon? And in case its influence reaches so far, is it not very probable that this power retains it in its orbit, and determines its motion? But in case the moon obeys this principle (whatever it be) may we not conclude very naturally that the rest of the planets are equally subject to it? In case this power exists (which besides is proved) it must increase in an inverse ratio of the squares of the distances. All, therefore, that remains is, to examine how far a heavy body, which should fall upon the earth from a moderate height, would go; and how far in the same time, a body which should fall from the orbit of the moon, would descend. To find this, nothing is wanted but the measure of the earth, and the distance of the moon from it.

	Thus Sir Isaac Newton reasoned. But at that time the English had but a very imperfect measure of our globe, and depended on the uncertain supposition of mariners, who computed a degree to contain but sixty English miles, whereas it consists in reality of near seventy. As this false computation did not agree with the conclusions which Sir Isaac intended to draw from them, he laid aside this pursuit. A half-learned philosopher, remarkable only for his vanity, would have made the measure of the earth agree, anyhow, with his system. Sir Isaac, however, chose rather to quit the researches he was then engaged in. But after Mr. Picard had measured the earth exactly, by tracing that meridian which redounds so much to the honour of the French, Sir Isaac Newton resumed is former reflections, and found his account in Mr. Picard’s calculation.

	A circumstance which has always appeared wonderful to me, is that such sublime discoveries should have been made by the sole assistance of a quadrant and a little arithmetic.

	The circumference of the earth is 123,249,600 feet. This, among other things, is necessary to prove the system of attraction.

	The instant we know the earth’s circumference, and the distance of the moon, we know that of the moon’s orbit, and the diameter of this orbit. The moon performs its revolution in that orbit in twenty-seven days, seven hours, forty-three minutes. It is demonstrated, that the moon in its mean motion makes an hundred and fourscore and seven thousand nine hundred and sixty feet (of Paris) in a minute. It is likewise demonstrated, by a known theorem, that the central force which should make a body fall from the height of the moon, would make its velocity no more than fifteen Paris feet in a minute of time. Now if the law by which bodies gravitate and attract one another in an inverse ratio to the squares of the distances be true, if the same power acts according to that law throughout all nature, it is evident that as the earth is sixty semi-diameters distant from the moon, a heavy body must necessarily fall (on the earth) fifteen feet in the first second, and fifty-four thousand feet in the first minute.Now a heavy body falls, in reality, fifteen feet in the first second, and goes in the first minute fifty-four thousand feet, which number is the square of sixty multiplied by fifteen. Bodies, therefore, gravitate in an inverse ratio of the squares of the distances; consequently, what causes gravity on earth, and keeps the moon in its orbit, is one and the same power; it being demonstrated that the moon gravitates on the earth, which is the centre of its particular motion, it is demonstrated that the earth and the moon gravitate on the sun which is the centre of their annual motion.

	The rest of the planets must be subject to this general law; and if this law exists, these planets must follow the laws which Kepler discovered. All these laws, all these relations are indeed observed by the planets with the utmost exactness; therefore, the power of attraction causes all the planets to gravitate towards the sun, in like manner as the moon gravitates towards our globe.

	Finally as in all bodies re-action is equal to action, it is certain that the earth gravitates also towards the moon; and that the sun gravitates towards both. That every one of the satellites of Saturn gravitates towards the other four, and the other four towards it; all five towards Saturn, and Saturn towards all. That it is the same with regard to Jupiter; and that all these globes are attracted by the sun, which is reciprocally attracted by them.

	This power of gravitation acts proportionably to the quantity of matter in bodies, a truth, which Sir Isaac has demonstrated by experiments. This new discovery has been of use to show that the sun (the centre of the planetary system) attracts them all in a direct ratio of their quantity of matter combined with their nearness. From hence Sir Isaac, rising by degrees to discoveries which seemed not to be formed for the human mind, is bold enough to compute the quantity of matter contained in the sun and in every planet; and in this manner shows, from the simple laws of mechanics, that every celestial globe ought necessarily to be where it is placed.

	His bare principle of the laws of gravitation accounts for all the apparent inequalities in the course of the celestial globes. The variations of the moon are a necessary consequence of those laws. Moreover, the reason is evidently seen why the nodes of the moon perform their revolutions in nineteen years, and those of the earth in about twenty-six thousand. The several appearances observed in the tides are also a very simple effect of this attraction. The proximity of the moon, when at the full, and when it is new, and its distance in the quadratures or quarters, combined with the action of the sun, exhibit a sensible reason why the ocean swells and sinks.

	After having shown by his sublime theory the course and inequalities of the planets, he subjects comets to the same law. The orbit of these fires (unknown for so great a series of years), which was the terror of mankind and the rock against which philosophy split, placed by Aristotle below the moon, and sent back by Descartes above the sphere of Saturn, is at last placed in its proper seat by Sir Isaac Newton.

	He proves that comets are solid bodies which move in the sphere of the sun’s activity, and that they describe an ellipsis so very eccentric, and so near to parabolas, that certain comets must take up above five hundred years in their revolution.

	The learned Dr. Halley is of opinion that the comet seen in 1680 is the same which appeared in Julius Cæsar’s time. This shows more than any other that comets are hard, opaque bodies; for it descended so near to the sun, as to come within a sixth part of the diameter of this planet from it, and consequently might have contracted a degree of heat two thousand times stronger than that of red-hot iron; and would have been soon dispersed in vapour, had it not been a firm, dense body. The guessing the course of comets began then to be very much in vogue. The celebrated Bernoulli concluded by his system than the famous comet of 1680 would appear again the 17th of May, 1719. Not a single astronomer in Europe went to bed that night. However, they needed not to have broke their rest, for the famous comet never appeared. There is at least more cunning, if not more certainty, in fixing its return to so remote a distance as five hundred and seventy-five years. As to Mr. Whiston, he affirmed very seriously that in the time of the Deluge a comet overflowed the terrestrial globe. And he was so unreasonable as to wonder that people laughed at him for making such an assertion. The ancients were almost in the same way of thinking with Mr. Whiston, and fancied that comets were always the forerunners of some great calamity which was to befall mankind. Sir Isaac Newton, on the contrary, suspected that they are very beneficent, and that vapours exhale from them merely to nourish and vivify the planets, which imbibe in their course the several particles the sun has detached from the comets, an opinion which, at least, is more probable than the former. But this is not all. If this power of gravitation or attraction acts on all the celestial globes, it acts undoubtedly on the several parts of these globes. For in case bodies attract one another in proportion to the quantity of matter contained in them, it can only be in proportion to the quantity of their parts; and if this power is found in the whole, it is undoubtedly in the half, in the quarter, in the eighth part, and so on in infinitum.

	This is attraction, the great spring by which all Nature is moved. Sir Isaac Newton, after having demonstrated the existence of this principle, plainly foresaw that its very name would offend; and, therefore, this philosopher, in more places than one of his books, gives the reader some caution about it. He bids him beware of confounding this name with what the ancients called occult qualities, but to be satisfied with knowing that there is in all bodies a central force, which acts to the utmost limits of the universe, according to the invariable laws of mechanics.

	It is surprising, after the solemn protestations Sir Isaac made, that such eminent men as Mr. Sorin and M. de Fontenelle should have imputed to this great philosopher the verbal and chimerical way of reasoning of the Aristotelians; Mr. Sorin in the Memoirs of the Academy of 1709, and M. de Fontenelle in the very eulogium of Sir Isaac Newton.

	Most of the French (the learned and others) have repeated this reproach. These are for ever crying out, “Why did he not employ the word impulsion, which is so well understood, rather than that of attraction, which is unintelligible?”

	Sir Isaac might have answered these critics thus:—“First, you have as imperfect an idea of the word impulsion as of that of attraction; and in case you cannot conceive how one body tends towards the centre of another body, neither can you conceive by what power one body can impel another.

	“Secondly, I could not admit of impulsion; for to do this I must have known that a celestial matter was the agent. But so far from knowing that there is any such matter, I have proved it to be merely imaginary.

	“Thirdly, I use the word attraction for no other reason but to express an effect which I discovered in Nature—a certain and indisputable effect of an unknown principle—a quality inherent in matter, the cause of which persons of greater abilities that I can pretend to may, if they can, find out.”

	“What have you, then, taught us?” will these people say further; “and to what purpose are so many calculations to tell us what you yourself do not comprehend?”

	“I have taught you,” may Sir Isaac rejoin, “that all bodies gravitate towards one another in proportion to their quantity of matter; that these central forces alone keep the planets and comets in their orbits, and cause them to move in the proportion before set down. I demonstrate to you that it is impossible there should be any other cause which keeps the planets in their orbits than that general phenomenon of gravity. For heavy bodies fall on the earth according to the proportion demonstrated of central forces; and the planets finishing their course according to these same proportions, in case there were another power that acted upon all those bodies, it would either increase their velocity or change their direction. Now, not one of those bodies ever has a single degree of motion or velocity, or has any direction but what is demonstrated to be the effect of the central forces. Consequently it is impossible there should be any other principle.”

	Give me leave once more to introduce Sir Isaac speaking. Shall he not be allowed to say, “My case and that of the ancients is very different. These saw, for instance, water ascend in pumps, and said, ‘the water rises because it abhors a vacuum.’ But with regard to myself, I am in the case of a man who should have first observed that water ascends in pumps, but should leave others to explain the cause of this effect. The anatomist, who first declared that the motion of the arm is owing to the contraction of the muscles, taught mankind an indisputable truth. But are they less obliged to him because he did not know the reason why the muscles contract? The cause of the elasticity of the air is unknown, but he who first discovered this spring performed a very signal service to natural philosophy. The spring that I discovered was more hidden and more universal, and for that very reason mankind ought to thank me the more. I have discovered a new property of matter-one of the secrets of the Creator-and have calculated and discovered the effects of it. After this, shall people quarrel with me about the name I give it?”

	Vortices may be called an occult quality because their existence was never proved. Attraction, on the contrary, is a real thing because its effects are demonstrated, and the proportions of it are calculated. The cause of this cause is among the Arcana of the Almighty.

	“Procedes huc, et non amplius.”

	(Thus far shalt thou go, and no farther.)

	 


March 21. 1,000 Years of History on the Surface of a Shield

	Volume 13, pp. 280-292

	Virgil's Æneid

	Venus, mother of Æneas and wife of Vulcan, obtained from her husband, by seductive witchery, a marvelous shield whose surface reflected a thousand years of future events. Venus describes the wonders of the magic armor.

	Virgil’s Æneid

	Virgil

	Translated by John Dryden

	The Eighth Book of the Æneid

	The argument.—The war being now begun, both the generals make all possible preparations. Turnus sends to Diomedes. Æneas goes in person to beg succors from Evander and the Tuscans. Evander receives him kindly, furnishes him with men, and sends his son Pallas with him. Vulcan, at the request of Venus, makes arms for her son Æneas, and draws on his shield the most memorable actions of his posterity.

	Thus, walking on, he spoke, and shew’d the gate,

	Since call’d Carmental by the Roman state;

	Where stood an altar, sacred to the name

	Of old Carmenta, the prophetic dame,

	Who to her son foretold th’ Ænean race,

	Sublime in fame, and Rome’s imperial place:

	Then shews the forest, which, in after times,

	Fierce Romulus for perpetrated crimes

	A sacred refuge made; with this, the shrine

	Where Pan below the rock had rites divine:

	Then tells of Argus’ death, his murder’d guest,

	Whose grave and tomb his innocence attest.

	Thence, to the steep Tarpeian rock he leads;

	Now roof’d with gold, then thatch’d with homely reeds.

	A reverent fear (such superstition reigns

	Among the rude) ev’n then possess’d the swains.

	Some god, they knew—what god, they could not tell—

	Did there amidst the sacred horror dwell.

	Th’ Arcadians thought him Jove; and said they saw

	The mighty Thund’rer with majestic awe,

	Who took his shield, and dealt his bolts around,

	And scatter’d tempests on the teeming ground.

	Then saw two heaps of ruins, (once they stood

	Two stately towns, on either side the flood,)

	Saturnia’s and Janicula’s remains;

	And either place the founder’s name retains.

	Discoursing thus together, they resort

	Where poor Evander kept his country court.

	They view’d the ground of Rome’s litigious hall;

	(Once oxen low’d, where now the lawyers bawl;)

	Then, stooping, thro’ the narrow gate they press’d,

	When thus the king bespoke his Trojan guest:

	“Mean as it is, this palace, and this door,

	Receiv’d Alcides, then a conqueror.

	Dare to be poor; accept our homely food,

	Which feasted him, and emulate a god.”

	Then underneath a lowly roof he led

	The weary prince, and laid him on a bed;

	The stuffing leaves, with hides of bears o’erspread.

	Now Night had shed her silver dews around,

	And with her sable wings embrac’d the ground,

	When love’s fair goddess, anxious for her son,

	(New tumults rising, and new wars begun,)

	Couch’d with her husband in his golden bed,

	With these alluring words invokes his aid;

	And, that her pleasing speech his mind may move,

	Inspires each accent with the charms of love:

	“While cruel fate conspir’d with Grecian pow’rs,

	To level with the ground the Trojan tow’rs,

	I ask’d not aid th’ unhappy to restore,

	Nor did the succor of thy skill implore;

	Nor urg’d the labors of my lord in vain,

	A sinking empire longer to sustain,

	Tho’ much I ow’d to Priam’s house, and more

	The dangers of Æneas did deplore.

	But now, by Jove’s command, and fate’s decree,

	His race is doom’d to reign in Italy:

	With humble suit I beg thy needful art,

	O still propitious pow’r, that rules my heart!

	A mother kneels a suppliant for her son.

	By Thetis and Aurora thou wert won

	To forge impenetrable shields, and grace

	With fated arms a less illustrious race.

	Behold, what haughty nations are combin’d

	Against the relics of the Phrygian kind,

	With fire and sword my people to destroy,

	And conquer Venus twice, in conqu’ring Troy.”

	She said; and straight her arms, of snowy hue,

	About her unresolving husband threw.

	Her soft embraces soon infuse desire;

	His bones and marrow sudden warmth inspire;

	And all the godhead feels the wonted fire.

	Not half so swift the rattling thunder flies,

	Or forky lightnings flash along the skies.

	The goddess, proud of her successful wiles,

	And conscious of her form, in secret smiles.

	Then thus the pow’r, obnoxious to her charms,

	Panting, and half dissolving in her arms:

	“Why seek you reasons for a cause so just,

	Or your own beauties or my love distrust?

	Long since, had you requir’d my helpful hand,

	Th’ artificer and art you might command,

	To labor arms for Troy: nor Jove, nor fate,

	Confin’d their empire to so short a date.

	And, if you now desire new wars to wage,

	My skill I promise, and my pains engage.

	Whatever melting metals can conspire,

	Or breathing bellows, or the forming fire,

	Is freely yours: your anxious fears remove,

	And think no task is difficult to love.”

	Trembling he spoke; and, eager of her charms,

	He snatch’d the willing goddess to his arms;

	Till in her lap infus’d, he lay possess’d

	Of full desire, and sunk to pleasing rest.

	Now when the Night her middle race had rode,

	And his first slumber had refresh’d the god—

	The time when early housewives leave the bed;

	When living embers on the hearth they spread,

	Supply the lamp, and call the maids to rise—

	With yawning mouths, and with half-open’d eyes,

	They ply the distaff by the winking light,

	And to their daily labor add the night:

	Thus frugally they earn their children’s bread,

	And uncorrupted keep the nuptial bed—

	Not less concern’d, nor at a later hour,

	Rose from his downy couch the forging pow’r.

	Sacred to Vulcan’s name, an isle there lay,

	Betwixt Sicilia’s coasts and Lipare,

	Rais’d high on smoking rocks; and, deep below,

	In hollow caves the fires of Ætna glow.

	The Cyclops here their heavy hammers deal;

	Loud strokes, and hissings of tormented steel,

	Are heard around; the boiling waters roar,

	And smoky flames thro’ fuming tunnels soar.

	Hether the Father of the Fire, by night,

	Thro’ the brown air precipitates his flight.

	On their eternal anvils here he found

	The brethren beating, and the blows go round.

	A load of pointless thunder now there lies

	Before their hands, to ripen for the skies:

	These darts, for angry Jove, they daily cast;

	Consum’d on mortals with prodigious waste.

	Three rays of writhen rain, of fire three more,

	Of winged southern winds and cloudy store

	As many parts, the dreadful mixture frame;

	And fears are added, and avenging flame.

	Inferior ministers, for Mars, repair

	His broken axletrees and blunted war,

	And send him forth again with furbish’d arms,

	To wake the lazy war with trumpets’ loud alarms.

	The rest refresh the scaly snakes that fold

	The shield of Pallas, and renew their gold.

	Full on the crest the Gorgon’s head they place,

	With eyes that roll in death, and with distorted face.

	“My sons,” said Vulcan, “set your tasks aside;

	Your strength and master-skill must now be tried.

	Arms for a hero forge; arms that require

	Your force, your speed, and all your forming fire.”

	He said. They set their former work aside,

	And their new toils with eager haste divide.

	A flood of molten silver, brass, and gold,

	And deadly steel, in the large furnace roll’d;

	Of this, their artful hands a shield prepare,

	Alone sufficient to sustain the war.

	Sev’n orbs within a spacious round they close:

	One stirs the fire, and one the bellows blows.

	The hissing steel is in the smithy drown’d;

	The grot with beaten anvils groans around.

	By turns their arms advance, in equal time;

	By turns their hands descend, and hammers chime.

	They turn the glowing mass with crooked tongs;

	The fiery work proceeds, with rustic songs.

	While, at the Lemnian god’s command, they urge

	Their labors thus, and ply th’ Æolian forge,

	The cheerful morn salutes Evander’s eyes,

	And songs of chirping birds invite to rise.

	He leaves his lowly bed: his buskins meet

	Above his ankles; sandals sheathe his feet:

	He sets his trusty sword upon his side,

	And o’er his shoulder throws a panther’s hide.

	Two menial dogs before their master press’d.

	Thus clad, and guarded thus, he seeks his kingly guest.

	Mindful of promis’d aid, he mends his pace,

	But meets Æneas in the middle space.

	Young Pallas did his father’s steps attend,

	And true Achates waited on his friend.

	They join their hands; a secret seat they choose;

	Th’ Arcadian first their former talk renews:

	“Undaunted prince, I never can believe

	The Trojan empire lost, while you survive.

	Command th’ assistance of a faithful friend;

	But feeble are the succors I can send.

	Our narrow kingdom here the Tiber bounds;

	That other side the Latian state surrounds,

	Insults our walls, and wastes our fruitful grounds.

	But mighty nations I prepare, to join

	Their arms with yours, and aid your just design.

	You come, as by your better genius sent,

	And fortune seems to favor your intent.

	Not far from hence there stands a hilly town,

	Of ancient building, and of high renown,

	Torn from the Tuscans by the Lydian race,

	Who gave the name of Cære to the place,

	Once Agyllina call’d. It flourish’d long,

	In pride of wealth and warlike people strong,

	Till curs’d Mezentius, in a fatal hour,

	Assum’d the crown, with arbitrary pow’r.

	What words can paint those execrable times,

	The subjects’ suff’rings, and the tyrant’s crimes!

	That blood, those murthers, O ye gods, replace

	On his own head, and on his impious race!

	The living and the dead at his command

	Were coupled, face to face, and hand to hand,

	Till, chok’d with stench, in loath’d embraces tied,

	The ling’ring wretches pin’d away and died.

	Thus plung’d in ills, and meditating more—

	The people’s patience, tir’d, no longer bore

	The raging monster; but with arms beset

	His house, and vengeance and destruction threat.

	They fire his palace: while the flame ascends,

	They force his guards, and execute his friends.

	He cleaves the crowd, and, favor’d by the night,

	To Turnus’ friendly court directs his flight.

	By just revenge the Tuscans set on fire,

	With arms, their king to punishment require:

	Their num’rous troops, now muster’d on the strand,

	My counsel shall submit to your command.

	Their navy swarms upon the coasts; they cry

	To hoist their anchors, but the gods deny.

	An ancient augur, skill’d in future fate,

	With these foreboding words restrains their hate:

	‘Ye brave in arms, ye Lydian blood, the flow’r

	Of Tuscan youth, and choice of all their pow’r,

	Whom just revenge against Mezentius arms,

	To seek your tyrant’s death by lawful arms;

	Know this: no native of our land may lead

	This pow’rful people; seek a foreign head.’

	Aw’d with these words, in camps they still abide,

	And wait with longing looks their promis’d guide.

	Tarchon, the Tuscan chief, to me has sent

	Their crown, and ev’ry regal ornament:

	The people join their own with his desire;

	And all my conduct, as their king, require.

	But the chill blood that creeps within my veins,

	And age, and listless limbs unfit for pains,

	And a soul conscious of its own decay,

	Have forc’d me to refuse imperial sway.

	My Pallas were more fit to mount the throne,

	And should, but he’s a Sabine mother’s son,

	And half a native; but, in you, combine

	A manly vigor, and a foreign line.

	Where Fate and smiling Fortune shew the way,

	Pursue the ready path to sov’reign sway.

	The staff of my declining days, my son,

	Shall make your good or ill success his own;

	In fighting fields from you shall learn to dare,

	And serve the hard apprenticeship of war;

	Your matchless courage and your conduct view,

	And early shall begin t’ admire and copy you.

	Besides, two hundred horse he shall command;

	Tho’ few, a warlike and well-chosen band.

	These in my name are listed; and my son

	As many more has added in his own.”

	Scarce had he said; Achates and his guest,

	With downcast eyes, their silent grief express’d;

	Who, short of succors, and in deep despair,

	Shook at the dismal prospect of the war.

	But his bright mother, from a breaking cloud,

	To cheer her issue, thunder’d thrice aloud;

	Thrice forky lightning flash’d along the sky,

	And Tyrrhene trumpets thrice were heard on high.

	Then, gazing up, repeated peals they hear;

	And, in a heav’n serene, refulgent arms appear:

	Redd’ning the skies, and glitt’ring all around,

	The temper’d metals clash, and yield a silver sound.

	The rest stood trembling, struck with awe divine;

	Æneas only, conscious to the sign,

	Presag’d th’ event, and joyful view’d, above,

	Th’ accomplish’d promise of the Queen of Love.

	Then, to th’ Arcadian king: “This prodigy

	(Dismiss your fear) belongs alone to me.

	Heav’n calls me to the war: th’ expected sign

	Is giv’n of promis’d aid, and arms divine.

	My goddess mother, whose indulgent care

	Foresaw the dangers of the growing war,

	This omen gave, when bright Vulcanian arms,

	Fated from force of steel by Stygian charms,

	Suspended, shone on high: she then foreshow’d

	Approaching fights, and fields to float in blood.

	Turnus shall dearly pay for faith forsworn;

	And corps, and swords, and shields, on Tiber borne,

	Shall choke his flood: now sound the loud alarms;

	And, Latian troops, prepare your perjur’d arms.”

	He said, and, rising from his homely throne,

	The solemn rites of Hercules begun,

	And on his altars wak’d the sleeping fires;

	Then cheerful to his household gods retires;

	There offers chosen sheep. Th’ Arcadian king

	And Trojan youth the same oblations bring.

	Next, of his men and ships he makes review;

	Draws out the best and ablest of the crew.

	Down with the falling stream the refuse run,

	To raise with joyful news his drooping son.

	Steeds are prepar’d to mount the Trojan band,

	Who wait their leader to the Tyrrhene land.

	A sprightly courser, fairer than the rest,

	The king himself presents his royal guest:

	A lion’s hide his back and limbs infold,

	Precious with studded work, and paws of gold.

	Fame thro’ the little city spreads aloud

	Th’ intended march, amid the fearful crowd:

	The matrons beat their breasts, dissolve in tears,

	And double their devotion in their fears.

	The war at hand appears with more affright,

	And rises ev’ry moment to the sight.

	Then old Evander, with a close embrace,

	Strain’d his departing friend; and tears o’erflow his face.

	“Would Heav’n,” said he, “my strength and youth recall,

	Such as I was beneath Præneste’s wall;

	Then when I made the foremost foes retire,

	And set whole heaps of conquer’d shields on fire;

	When Herilus in single fight I slew,

	Whom with three lives Feronia did endue;

	And thrice I sent him to the Stygian shore,

	Till the last ebbing soul return’d no more—

	Such if I stood renew’d, not these alarms,

	Nor death, should rend me from my Pallas’ arms;

	Nor proud Mezentius, thus unpunish’d, boast

	His rapes and murthers on the Tuscan coast.

	Ye gods, and mighty Jove, in pity bring

	Relief, and hear a father and a king!

	If fate and you reserve these eyes, to see

	My son return with peace and victory;

	If the lov’d boy shall bless his father’s sight;

	If we shall meet again with more delight;

	Then draw my life in length; let me sustain,

	In hopes of his embrace, the worst of pain.

	But if your hard decrees—which, O! I dread—

	Have doom’d to death his undeserving head;

	This, O this very moment, let me die!

	While hopes and fears in equal balance lie;

	While, yet possess’d of all his youthful charms,

	I strain him close within these aged arms;

	Before that fatal news my soul shall wound!”

	He said, and, swooning, sunk upon the ground.

	His servants bore him off, and softly laid

	His languish’d limbs upon his homely bed.

	The horsemen march; the gates are open’d wide;

	Æneas at their head, Achates by his side.

	Next these, the Trojan leaders rode along;

	Last follows in the rear th’ Arcadian throng.

	Young Pallas shone conspicuous o’er the rest;

	Gilded his arms, embroider’d was his vest.

	So, from the seas, exerts his radiant head

	The star by whom the lights of heav’n are led;

	Shakes from his rosy locks the pearly dews,

	Dispels the darkness, and the day renews.

	The trembling wives the walls and turrets crowd,

	And follow, with their eyes, the dusty cloud,

	Which winds disperse by fits, and shew from far

	The blaze of arms, and shields, and shining war.

	The troops, drawn up in beautiful array,

	O’er heathy plains pursue the ready way.

	Repeated peals of shouts are heard around;

	The neighing coursers answer to the sound,

	And shake with horny hoofs the solid ground.

	A greenwood shade, for long religion known,

	Stands by the streams that wash the Tuscan town,

	Incompass’d round with gloomy hills above,

	Which add a holy horror to the grove.

	The first inhabitants of Grecian blood,

	That sacred forest to Silvanus vow’d,

	The guardian of their flocks and fields; and pay

	Their due devotions on his annual day.

	Not far from hence, along the river’s side,

	In tents secure, the Tuscan troops abide,

	By Tarchon led. Now, from a rising ground,

	Æneas cast his wond’ring eyes around,

	And all the Tyrrhene army had in sight,

	Stretch’d on the spacious plain from left to right.

	Thether his warlike train the Trojan led,

	Refresh’d his men, and wearied horses fed.

	Meantime the mother goddess, crown’d with charms,

	Breaks thro’ the clouds, and brings the fated arms.

	Within a winding vale she finds her son,

	On the cool river’s banks, retir’d alone.

	She shews her heav’nly form without disguise,

	And gives herself to his desiring eyes.

	“Behold,” she said, “perform’d in ev’ry part,

	My promise made, and Vulcan’s labor’d art.

	Now seek, secure, the Latian enemy,

	And haughty Turnus to the field defy.”

	She said; and, having first her son embrac’d,

	The radiant arms beneath an oak she plac’d,

	Proud of the gift, he roll’d his greedy sight

	Around the work, and gaz’d with vast delight.

	He lifts, he turns, he poises, and admires

	The crested helm, that vomits radiant fires:

	His hands the fatal sword and corslet hold,

	One keen with temper’d steel, one stiff with gold:

	Both ample, flaming both, and beamy bright;

	So shines a cloud, when edg’d with adverse light.

	He shakes the pointed spear, and longs to try

	The plated cuishes on his manly thigh;

	But most admires the shield’s mysterious mold,

	And Roman triumphs rising on the gold:

	For these, emboss’d, the heav’nly smith had wrought

	(Not in the rolls of future fate untaught)

	The wars in order, and the race divine

	Of warriors issuing from the Julian line.

	The cave of Mars was dress’d with mossy greens:

	There, by the wolf, were laid the martial twins.

	Intrepid on her swelling dugs they hung;

	The foster dam loll’d out her fawning tongue:

	They suck’d secure, while, bending back her head,

	She lick’d their tender limbs, and form’d them as they fed.

	Not far from thence new Rome appears, with games

	Projected for the rape of Sabine dames.

	The pit resounds with shrieks; a war succeeds,

	For breach of public faith, and unexampled deeds.

	Here for revenge the Sabine troops contend;

	The Romans there with arms the prey defend.

	Wearied with tedious war, at length they cease;

	And both the kings and kingdoms plight the peace.

	The friendly chiefs before Jove’s altar stand,

	Both arm’d, with each a charger in his hand:

	A fatted sow for sacrifice is led,

	With imprecations on the perjur’d head.

	Near this, the traitor Metius, stretch’d between

	Four fiery steeds, is dragg’d along the green,

	By Tullus’ doom: the brambles drink his blood,

	And his torn limbs are left the vulture’s food.

	There, Porsena to Rome proud Tarquin brings,

	And would by force restore the banish’d kings.

	One tyrant for his fellow-tyrant fights;

	The Roman youth assert their native rights.

	Before the town the Tuscan army lies,

	To win by famine, or by fraud surprise.

	Their king, half-threat’ning, half-disdaining stood,

	While Cocles broke the bridge, and stemm’d the flood.

	The captive maids there tempt the raging tide,

	Scap’d from their chains, with Cloelia for their guide.

	High on a rock heroic Manlius stood,

	To guard the temple, and the temple’s god.

	Then Rome was poor; and there you might behold

	The palace thatch’d with straw, now roof’d with gold.

	The silver goose before the shining gate

	There flew, and, by her cackle, sav’d the state.

	She told the Gauls’ approach; th’ approaching Gauls,

	Obscure in night, ascend, and seize the walls.

	The gold dissembled well their yellow hair,

	And golden chains on their white necks they wear.

	Gold are their vests; long Alpine spears they wield,

	And their left arm sustains a length of shield.

	Hard by, the leaping Salian priests advance;

	And naked thro’ the streets the mad Luperci dance,

	In caps of wool; the targets dropp’d from heav’n.

	Here modest matrons, in soft litters driv’n,

	To pay their vows in solemn pomp appear,

	And odorous gums in their chaste hands they bear.

	Far hence remov’d, the Stygian seats are seen;

	Pains of the damn’d, and punish’d Catiline

	Hung on a rock—the traitor; and, around,

	The Furies hissing from the nether ground.

	Apart from these, the happy souls he draws,

	And Cato’s holy ghost dispensing laws.

	Betwixt the quarters flows a golden sea;

	But foaming surges there in silver play.

	The dancing dolphins with their tails divide

	The glitt’ring waves, and cut the precious tide.

	Amid the main, two mighty fleets engage

	Their brazen beaks, oppos’d with equal rage.

	Actium surveys the well-disputed prize;

	Leucate’s wat’ry plain with foamy billows fries.

	Young Cæsar, on the stern, in armor bright,

	Here leads the Romans and their gods to fight:

	His beamy temples shoot their flames afar,

	And o’er his head is hung the Julian star.

	Agrippa seconds him, with prosp’rous gales,

	And, with propitious gods, his foes assails:

	A naval crown, that binds his manly brows,

	The happy fortune of the fight foreshows.

	Rang’d on the line oppos’d, Antonius brings

	Barbarian aids, and troops of Eastern kings;

	Th’ Arabians near, and Bactrians from afar,

	Of tongues discordant, and a mingled war:

	And, rich in gaudy robes, amidst the strife,

	His ill fate follows him—th’ Egyptian wife.

	Moving they fight; with oars and forky prows

	The froth is gather’d, and the water glows.

	It seems, as if the Cyclades again

	Were rooted up, and justled in the main;

	Or floating mountains floating mountains meet;

	Such is the fierce encounter of the fleet.

	Fireballs are thrown, and pointed jav’lins fly;

	The fields of Neptune take a purple dye.

	The queen herself, amidst the loud alarms,

	With cymbals toss’d her fainting soldiers warms—

	Fool as she was! who had not yet divin’d

	Her cruel fate, nor saw the snakes behind.

	Her country gods, the monsters of the sky,

	Great Neptune, Pallas, and Love’s Queen defy:

	The dog Anubis barks, but barks in vain,

	Nor longer dares oppose th’ ethereal train.

	Mars in the middle of the shining shield

	Is grav’d, and strides along the liquid field.

	The Diræ souse from heav’n with swift descent;

	And Discord, dyed in blood, with garments rent,

	Divides the prease: her steps Bellona treads,

	And shakes her iron rod above their heads.

	This seen, Apollo, from his Actian height,

	Pours down his arrows; at whose winged flight

	The trembling Indians and Egyptians yield,

	And soft Sabæans quit the wat’ry field.

	The fatal mistress hoists her silken sails,

	And, shrinking from the fight, invokes the gales.

	Aghast she looks, and heaves her breast for breath,

	Panting, and pale with fear of future death.

	The god had figur’d her as driv’n along

	By winds and waves, and scudding thro’ the throng.

	Just opposite, sad Nilus opens wide

	His arms and ample bosom to the tide,

	And spreads his mantle o’er the winding coast,

	In which he wraps his queen, and hides the flying host.

	The victor to the gods his thanks express’d,

	And Rome, triumphant, with his presence bless’d.

	Three hundred temples in the town he plac’d;

	With spoils and altars ev’ry temple grac’d.

	Three shining nights, and three succeeding days,

	The fields resound with shouts, the streets with praise,

	The domes with songs, the theaters with plays.

	All altars flame: before each altar lies,

	Drench’d in his gore, the destin’d sacrifice.

	Great Cæsar sits sublime upon his throne,

	Before Apollo’s porch of Parian stone;

	Accepts the presents vow’d for victory,

	And hangs the monumental crowns on high.

	Vast crowds of vanquish’d nations march along,

	Various in arms, in habit, and in tongue.

	Here, Mulciber assigns the proper place

	For Carians, and th’ ungirt Numidian race;

	Then ranks the Thracians in the second row,

	With Scythians, expert in the dart and bow.

	And here the tam’d Euphrates humbly glides,

	And there the Rhine submits her swelling tides,

	And proud Araxes, whom no bridge could bind;

	The Danes’ unconquer’d offspring march behind,

	And Morini, the last of humankind.

	These figures, on the shield divinely wrought,

	By Vulcan labor’d, and by Venus brought,

	With joy and wonder fill the hero’s thought.

	Unknown the names, he yet admires the grace,

	And bears aloft the fame and fortune of his race.
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	The Faust legend, which can be traced to puppet shows of earlier days, portrays a philosopher who, through Satan’s aid and in return for the price of his soul, works magic at will. From this rude framework Goethe has reared a drama of sublime grandeur. (Goethe died March 22, 1832.)

	The Tragedy of Faust

	Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

	Dramatis Personæ

	Characters in the Prologue for the Theatre

	The Manager. The Dramatic Poet. Merryman.

	Characters in the Prologue in Heaven

	The Lord.

	Raphael, Gabriel, Michael, (The Heavenly Host).

	Mephistopheles.

	Characters in the Tragedy

	Faust. Mephistopheles. Wagner, a Student.

	Margaret. Martha, Margaret’s Neighbour.

	Valentine, Margaret’s Brother. Old Peasant. A Student.

	Elizabeth, an Acquaintance of Margaret’s.

	Frosch, Brander, Siebel, Altmayer,

	(Guests in Auerbach’s Wine Cellar.)

	Witches; old and young; Wizards, Will-o’-the-Wisp, Witch Pedlar, Protophantasmist, Servibilis, Monkeys, Spirits, Journeymen, Country-folk, Citizens, Beggar, Old Fortune-teller, Shepherd, Soldier, Students, &c.

	In the Intermezzo

	Oberon. Titania. Ariel. Puck, &c. &c.

	PART I

	Night

	A high vaulted narrow Gothic chamber.

	Faust, restless, seated at his desk.

	Faust

	I have, alas! Philosophy,

	Medicine, Jurisprudence too,

	And to my cost Theology,

	With ardent labour, studied through.

	And here I stand, with all my lore,

	Poor fool, no wiser than before.

	Magister, doctor styled, indeed,

	Already these ten years I lead,

	Up, down, across, and to and fro,

	My pupils by the nose,—and learn,

	That we in truth can nothing know!

	That in my heart like fire doth burn.

	’Tis true I’ve more cunning than all your dull tribe,

	Magister and doctor, priest, parson, and scribe;

	Scruple or doubt comes not to enthrall me,

	Neither can devil nor hell now appal me—

	Hence also my heart must all pleasure forego!

	I may not pretend, aught rightly to know,

	I may not pretend, through teaching, to find

	A means to improve or convert mankind.

	Then I have neither goods nor treasure,

	No worldly honour, rank, or pleasure;

	No dog in such fashion would longer live!

	Therefore myself to magic I give,

	In hope, through spirit-voice and might,

	Secrets now veiled to bring to light,

	That I no more, with aching brow,

	Need speak of what I nothing know;

	That I the force may recognise

	That binds creation’s inmost energies;

	Her vital powers, her embryo seeds survey,

	And fling the trade in empty words away.

	O full-orb’d moon, did but thy rays

	Their last upon mine anguish gaze!

	Beside this desk, at dead of night,

	Oft have I watched to hail thy light:

	Then, pensive friend! o’er book and scroll,

	With soothing power, thy radiance stole!

	In thy dear light, ah, might I climb,

	Freely, some mountain height sublime,

	Round mountain caves with spirits ride,

	In thy mild haze o’er meadows glide,

	And, purged from knowledge-fumes, renew

	My spirit, in thy healing dew!

	Woe’s me! still prison’d in the gloom

	Of this abhorr’d and musty room!

	Where heaven’s dear light itself doth pass,

	But dimly through the painted glass!

	Hemmed in by volumes thick with dust,

	Worm-eaten, hid ’neath rust and mould,

	And to the high vault’s topmost bound,

	A smoke-stained paper compassed round;

	With boxes round thee piled, and glass,

	And many a useless instrument,

	With old ancestral lumber blent—

	This is thy world! a world! alas!

	And dost thou ask why heaves thy heart,

	With tighten’d pressure in thy breast?

	Why the dull ache will not depart,

	By which thy life-pulse is oppress’d?

	Instead of nature’s living sphere,

	Created for mankind of old,

	Brute skeletons surround thee here,

	And dead men’s bones in smoke and mould.

	Up! Forth into the distant land!

	Is not this book of mystery

	By Nostradamus’ proper hand,

	An all-sufficient guide? Thou’lt see

	The courses of the stars unroll’d;

	When nature doth her thoughts unfold

	To thee, thy soul shall rise, and seek

	Communion high with her to hold,

	As spirit doth with spirit speak!

	Vain by dull poring to divine

	The meaning of each hallow’d sign.

	Spirits! I feel you hov’ring near;

	Make answer, if my voice ye hear!

	(He opens the book and perceives the sign of the Macrocosmos.)

	Ah! at this spectacle through every sense,

	What sudden ecstasy of joy is flowing!

	I feel new rapture, hallow’d and intense,

	Through every nerve and vein with ardour glowing.

	Was it a god who character’d this scroll,

	The tumult in my spirit healing,

	O’er my sad heart with rapture stealing,

	And by a mystic impulse, to my soul,

	The powers of nature all around revealing.

	Am I a God? What light intense!

	In these pure symbols do I see,

	Nature exert her vital energy.

	Now of the wise man’s words I learn the sense;

	“Unlock’d the spirit-world doth lie,

	Thy sense is shut, thy heart is dead!

	Up scholar, lave, with courage high,

	Thine earthly breast in the morning-red!”

	(He contemplates the sign.)

	How all things live and work, and ever blending,

	Weave one vast whole from Being’s ample range!

	How powers celestial, rising and descending,

	Their golden buckets ceaseless interchange!

	Their flight on rapture-breathing pinions winging,

	From heaven to earth their genial influence bringing,

	Through the wild sphere their chimes melodious ringing!

	A wondrous show! but ah! a show alone!

	Where shall I grasp thee, infinite nature, where?

	Ye breasts, ye fountains of all life, whereon

	Hang heaven and earth, from which the withered heart

	For solace yearns, ye still impart

	Your sweet and fostering tides—where are ye—where?

	Ye gush, and must I languish in despair?

	(He turns over the leaves of the book impatiently, and perceives the sigh of the Earth-spirit.)

	How all unlike the influence of this sign!

	Earth-spirit, thou to me art nigher,

	E’en now my strength is rising higher,

	E’en now I glow as with new wine;

	Courage I feel, abroad the world to dare,

	The woe of earth, the bliss of earth to bear,

	With storms to wrestle, brave the lightning’s glare,

	And mid the crashing shipwreck not despair.

	Clouds gather over me—

	The moon conceals her light—

	The lamp is quench’d—

	Vapours are rising—Quiv’ring round my head

	Flash the red beams—Down from the vaulted roof

	A shuddering horror floats,

	And seizes me!

	I feel it, spirit, prayer-compell’d, ’tis thou

	Art hovering near!

	Unveil thyself!

	Ha! How my heart is riven now!

	Each sense, with eager palpitation,

	Is strain’d to catch some new sensation!

	I feel my heart surrender’d unto thee!

	Thou must! Thou must! Though life should be the fee!

	(He seizes the book, and pronounces mysteriously the sign of the spirit. A ruddy flame flashes up; the spirit appears in the flame.)

	Spirit

	Who calls me?

	Faust

	(turning aside)

	Dreadful shape!

	Spirit

	With might,

	Thou hast compelled me to appear,

	Long hast been sucking at my sphere,

	And now—

	Faust

	Woe’s me! I cannot bear thy sight!

	Spirit

	To see me thou dost breathe thine invocation,

	My voice to hear, to gaze upon my brow;

	Me doth thy strong entreaty bow—

	Lo! I am here!—What cowering agitation

	Grasps thee, the demigod! Where’s now the soul’s deep cry?

	Where is the breast, which in its depths a world conceiv’d

	And bore and cherished? which, with ecstacy,

	To rank itself with us, the spirits, heaved?

	Where art thou, Faust? whose voice I heard resound,

	Who towards me press’d with energy profound?

	Art thou he? Thou,—who by my breath art blighted,

	Who, in his spirit’s depths affrighted,

	Trembles, a crush’d and writhing worm!

	Faust

	Shall I yield, thing of flame, to thee?

	Faust, and thine equal, I am he!

	Spirit

	In the currents of life, in action’s storm,

	I float and I wave

	With billowy motion!

	Birth and the grave

	A limitless ocean,

	A constant weaving

	With change still rife,

	A restless heaving,

	A glowing life—

	Thus time’s whirring loom unceasing I ply,

	And weave the life-garment of deity.

	Faust

	Thou, restless spirit, dost from end to end

	O’ersweep the world; how near I feel to thee!

	Spirit

	Thou’rt like the spirit, thou dost comprehend,

	Not me!

	(Vanishes.)

	Faust

	(deeply moved)

	Not thee?

	Whom then?

	I, Gods own image!

	And not rank with thee!

	(A knock.)

	Oh death! I know it—’tis my famulus—

	My fairest fortune now escapes!

	That all these visionary shapes

	A soulless groveller should banish thus!

	(Wagner in his dressing gown and night-cap, a lamp in his hand. Faust turns round reluctantly.)

	Wagner

	Pardon! I heard you here declaim;

	A Grecian tragedy you doubtless read?

	Improvement in this art is now my aim,

	For now-a-days it much avails. Indeed

	An actor, oft I’ve heard it said, as teacher,

	May give instruction to a preacher.

	Faust

	Ay, if your priest should be an actor too,

	As not improbably may come to pass.

	Wagner

	When in his study pent the whole year through,

	Man views the world, as through an optic glass,

	On a chance holiday, and scarcely then,

	How by persuasion can he govern men?

	Faust

	If feeling prompt not, if it doth not flow

	Fresh from the spirit’s depths, with strong control

	Swaying to rapture every listener’s soul,

	Idle your toil; the chase you may forego!

	Brood o’er your task! Together glue,

	Cook from another’s feast your own ragout,

	Still prosecute your paltry game,

	And fan your ash-heaps into flame!

	Thus children’s wonder you’ll excite,

	And apes’, if such your appetite;

	But that which issues from the heart alone,

	Will bend the hearts of others to your own.

	Wagner

	The speaker in delivery will find

	Success alone; I still am far behind.

	Faust

	A worthy object still pursue!

	Be not a hollow tinkling fool!

	Sound understanding, judgment true,

	Find utterance without art or rule;

	And when in earnest you are moved to speak,

	Then is it needful cunning words to seek?

	Your fine harangues, so polish’d in their kind,

	Wherein the shreds of human thought ye twist,

	Are unrefreshing as the empty wind,

	Whistling through wither’d leaves and autumn mist!

	Wagner

	Oh God! How long is art,

	Our life how short! With earnest zeal

	Still as I ply the critic’s task, I feel

	A strange oppression both of head and heart.

	The very means how hardly are they won,

	By which we to the fountains rise!

	And haply, ere one half the course is run,

	Check’d in his progress, the poor devil dies.

	Faust

	Parchment, is that the sacred fount whence roll

	Waters, he thirsteth not who once hath quaffed?

	Oh, if it gush not from thine inmost soul,

	Thou has not won the life-restoring draught.

	Wagner

	Your pardon! ’tis delightful to transport

	Oneself into the spirit of the past,

	To see in times before us how a wise man thought,

	And what a glorious height we have achieved at last.

	Faust

	Ay truly! even to the loftiest star!

	To us, my friend, the ages that are pass’d

	A book with seven seals, close-fasten’d, are;

	And what the spirit of the times men call,

	Is merely their own spirit after all,

	Wherein, distorted oft, the times are glass’d.

	Then truly, ’tis a sight to grieve the soul!

	At the first glance we fly it in dismay;

	A very lumber-room, a rubbish-hole;

	At best a sort of mock-heroic play,

	With saws pragmatical, and maxims sage,

	To suit the puppets and their mimic stage.

	Wagner

	But then the world and man, his heart and brain!

	Touching these things all men would something know.

	Faust

	Ay! what ’mong men as knowledge doth obtain!

	Who on the child its true name dares bestow?

	The few who somewhat of these things have known,

	Who their full hearts unguardedly reveal’d,

	Nor thoughts, nor feelings, from the mob conceal’d,

	Have died on crosses, or in flames been thrown.—

	Excuse me, friend, far now the night is spent,

	For this time we must say adieu.

	Wagner

	Still to watch on I had been well content,

	Thus to converse so learnedly with you.

	But as to-morrow will be Easter-day,

	Some further questions grant, I pray;

	With diligence to study still I fondly cling;

	Already I know much, but would know everything.

	(Exit.)

	Faust

	(alone)

	How him alone all hope abandons never,

	To empty trash who clings, with zeal untired,

	With greed for treasure gropes, and, joy-inspir’d,

	Exults if earth-worms second his endeavour.

	And dare a voice of merely human birth,

	E’en here, where shapes immortal throng’d intrude?

	Yet ah! thou poorest of the sons of earth,

	For once, I e’en to thee feel gratitude.

	Despair the power of sense did well-nigh blast,

	And thou didst save me ere I sank dismay’d,

	So giant-like the vision seem’d, so vast,

	I felt myself shrink dwarf’d as I survey’d!

	I, God’s own image, from this toil of clay

	Already freed, with eager joy who hail’d

	The mirror of eternal truth unveil’d,

	Mid light effulgent and celestial day:—

	I, more than cherub, whose unfetter’d soul

	With penetrative glance aspir’d to flow

	Through nature’s veins, and, still creating, know

	The life of gods,—how am I punish’d now!

	One thunder-word hath hurl’d me from the goal!

	Spirit! I dare not lift me to thy sphere.

	What though my power compell’d thee to appear,

	My art was powerless to detain thee here.

	In that great moment, rapture-fraught,

	I felt myself so small, so great;

	Fiercely didst thrust me from the realm of thought

	Back on humanity’s uncertain fate!

	Who’ll teach me now? What ought I to forego?

	Ought I that impulse to obey?

	Alas! our every deed, as well as every woe,

	Impedes the tenor of life’s onward way!

	E’en to the noblest by the soul conceiv’d,

	Some feelings cling of baser quality;

	And when the goods of this world are achiev’d,

	Each nobler aim is termed a cheat, a lie.

	Our aspirations, our soul’s genuine life,

	Grow torpid in the din of earthly strife.

	Though youthful phantasy, while hope inspires,

	Stretch o’er the infinite her wing sublime,

	A narrow compass limits her desires,

	When wreck’d our fortunes in the gulf of time.

	In the deep heart of man care builds her nest,

	O’er secret woes she broodeth there,

	Sleepless she rocks herself and scareth joy and rest;

	Still is she wont some new disguise to wear,

	She may as house and court, as wife and child appear,

	As dagger, poison, fire and flood;

	Imagined evils chill thy blood,

	And what thou ne’er shall lose, o’er that dost shed the tear.

	I am not like the gods! Feel it I must;

	I’m like the earth-worm, writhing in the dust,

	Which, as on dust it feeds, its native fare,

	Crushed ’neath the passer’s tread, lies buried there.

	Is it not dust, wherewith this lofty wall,

	With hundred shelves, confines me round;

	Rubbish, in thousand shapes, may I not call

	What in this moth-world doth my being bound?

	Here, what doth fail me, shall I find?

	Read in a thousand tomes that, everywhere,

	Self-torture is the lot of human-kind,

	With but one mortal happy, here and there?

	Thou hollow skull, that grin, what should it say,

	But that thy brain, like mine, of old perplexed,

	Still yearning for the truth, hath sought the light of day.

	And in the twilight wandered, sorely vexed?

	Ye instruments, forsooth, ye mock at me,—

	With wheel, and cog, and ring, and cylinder;

	To nature’s portals ye should be the key;

	Cunning your wards, and yet the bolts ye fail to stir.

	Inscrutable in broadest light,

	To be unveil’d by force she doth refuse,

	What she reveals not to thy mental sight,

	Thou wilt not wrest me from her with levers and with screws.

	Old useless furnitures, yet stand ye here,

	Because my sire ye served, now dead and gone.

	Old scroll, the smoke of years dost wear,

	So long as o’er this desk the sorry lamp hath shone.

	Better my little means hath squandered quite away,

	Than burden’d by that little here to sweat and groan!

	Wouldst thou possess thy heritage, essay,

	By use to render it thine own!

	What we employ not, but impedes our way,

	That which the hour creates, that can it use alone!

	But wherefore to yon spot is riveted my gaze?

	Is yonder flasket there a magnet to my sight?

	Whence this mild radiance that around me plays,

	As when, ’mid forest gloom, reigneth the moon’s soft light?

	Hail precious phial! Thee, with reverent awe,

	Down from thine old receptacle I draw!

	Science in thee I hail and human art.

	Essence of deadliest powers, refin’d and sure,

	Of soothing anodynes abstraction pure,

	Now in thy master’s need thy grace impart!

	I gaze on thee, my pain is lull’d to rest;

	I grasp thee, calm’d the tumult in my breast;

	The flood-tide of my spirit ebbs away;

	Onward I’m summon’d o’er a boundless main,

	Calm at my feet expands the glassy plain,

	To shores unknown allures a brighter day.

	Lo, where a car of fire, on airy pinion,

	Comes floating towards me! I’m prepar’d to fly

	By a new track through ether’s wide dominion,

	To distant spheres of pure activity.

	This life intense, this godlike ecstasy—

	Worm that thou art such rapture canst thou earn?

	Only resolve with courage stern and high,

	Thy visage from the radiant sun to turn!

	Dare with determin’d will to burst the portals

	Past which in terror others fain would steal!

	Now is the time, through deeds, to show that mortals

	The calm sublimity of gods can feel;

	To shudder not at yonder dark abyss,

	Where phantasy creates her own self-torturing brood,

	Right onward to the yawning gulf to press,

	Around whose narrow jaws rolleth hell’s fiery flood;

	With glad resolve to take the fatal leap,

	Though danger threaten thee, to sink in endless sleep!

	Pure crystal goblet! forth I draw thee now,

	From out thine antiquated case, where thou

	Forgotten hast reposed for many a year!

	Oft at my father’s revels thou didst shine,

	To glad the earnest guests was thine,

	As each to other passed the generous cheer.

	The gorgeous brede of figures, quaintly wrought,

	Which he who quaff’d must first in rhyme expound,

	Then drain the goblet at one draught profound,

	Hath nights of boyhood to fond memory brought.

	I to my neighbour shall not reach thee now,

	Nor on thy rich device shall I my cunning show.

	Here is a juice, makes drunk without delay;

	Its dark brown flood thy crystal round doth fill;

	Let this last draught, the product of my skill,

	My own free choice, be quaff’d with resolute will,

	A solemn festive greeting, to the coming day!

	(He places the goblet to his mouth.)

	(The ringing of bells, and choral voices.)

	 


March 23. First of a Thousand Harem Stories

	Volume 16, pp. 15-24

	Stories from The Thousand and One Nights

	Shahrazad, favorite of the treacherous Sultan’s harem, selected a most thrilling story for her bridal night. By leaving it unfinished she was privileged to live to continue it the next night—and so on for a thousand and one nights.

	Stories from The Thousand and One Nights

	Translated by Edward William Lane

	Revised by Stanley Lane-Poole

	[Nights 1-3]

	The Story of the Merchant and the Jinni

	It has been related to me, O happy King, said Shahrazad, that there was a certain merchant who had great wealth, and traded extensively with surrounding countries; and one day he mounted his horse, and journeyed to a neighbouring country to collect what was due to him, and, the heat oppressing him, he sat under a tree, in a garden, and put his hand into his saddle-bag, and ate a morsel of bread and a date which were among his provisions. Having eaten the date, he threw aside the stone, and immediately there appeared before him an ‘Efrit, of enormous height, who, holding a drawn sword in his hand, approached him, and said, Rise, that I may kill thee, as thou hast killed my son. the merchant asked him, How have I killed thy son? He answered, When thou atest the date, and threwest aside the stone, it struck my son upon the chest, and, as fate had decreed against him, he instantly died.

	The merchant, on hearing these words, exclaimed, Verily to God we belong, and verily to Him we must return! There is no strength nor power but in God, the High, the Great! If I killed him, I did it not intentionally, but without knowing it; and I trust in thee that thou wilt pardon me.—The Jinni answered, Thy death is indispensable, as thou hast killed my son:—and so saying, he dragged him, and threw him on the ground, and raised his arm to strike him with the sword. The merchant, upon this, wept bitterly, and said to the Jinni, I commit my affair unto God, for no one can avoid what He hath decreed:—and he continued his lamentation, repeating the following verses:—

	Time consists of two days; this, bright; and that, gloomy; and life, of two moieties; this, safe; and that, a fearful.

	Say to him who hath taunted us on account of misfortunes, Doth fortune oppose any but the eminent?

	Dost thou observe that corpses float upon the sea, while the precious pearls remain in its furthest depths?

	When the hands of time play with us, misfortune is imparted to us by its protracted kiss.

	In the heaven are stars that cannot be numbered; but none is eclipsed save the sun and the moon.

	How many green and dry trees are on the earth; but none is assailed with stones save that which beareth fruit!

	Thou thoughtest well of the days when they went well with thee, and fearedst not the evil that destiny was bringing.

	—When he had finished reciting these verses, the Jinni said to him, Spare thy words, for thy death is unavoidable.

	Then said the merchant, Know, O ‘Efrit, that I have debts to pay, and I have much property, and children, and a wife, and I have pledges also in my possession: let me, therefore, go back to my house, and give to every one his due, and then I will return to thee: I bind myself by a vow and covenant that I will return to thee, and thou shalt do what thou wilt; and God is witness of what I say.—Upon this, the Jinni accepted his covenant, and liberated him; granting him a respite until the expiration of the year.

	The merchant, therefore, returned to his town, accomplished all that was upon his mind to do, paid every one what he owed him, and informed his wife and children of the event which had befallen him; upon hearing which, they and all his family and women wept. He appointed a guardian over his children, and remained with his family until the end of the year; when he took his grave-clothes under his arm, bade farewell to his household and neighbours, and all his relations, and went forth, in spite of himself; his family raising cries of lamentation, and shrieking.

	He proceeded until he arrived at the garden before mentioned; and it was the first day of the new year; and as he sat, weeping for the calamity which he expected soon to befall him, a sheykh, advanced in years, approached him, leading a gazelle with a chain attached to its neck. This sheykh saluted the merchant, wishing him a long life, and said to him, What is the reason of thy sitting alone in this place, seeing that it is a resort of the Jinn? The merchant therefore informed him of what had befallen him with the ‘Efrit, and of the cause of his sitting there; at which the sheykh, the owner of the gazelle, was astonished, and said, By Allah, O my brother, thy faithfulness is great, and thy story is wonderful! if it were engraved upon the intellect, it would be a lesson to him who would be admonished!—And he sat down by his side, and said, By Allah, O my brother, I will not quit this place until I see what will happen unto thee with this ‘Efrit. So he sat down, and conversed with him. And the merchant became almost senseless; fear entered him, and terror, and violent grief, and excessive anxiety. And as the owner of the gazelle sat by his side, lo, a second sheykh approached them, with two black hounds, and inquired of them, after saluting them, the reason of their sitting in that place, seeing that it was a resort of the Jann: and they told him the story from beginning to end. And he had hardly sat down when there approached them a third sheykh, with a dapple mule; and he asked them the same question, which was answered in the same manner.

	Immediately after, the dust was agitated, and became an enormous revolving pillar, approaching them from the midst of the desert: and this dust subsided, and behold, the Jinni, with a drawn sword in his hand; his eyes casting forth sparks of fire. He came to them, and dragged from them the merchant, and said to him, Rise, that I may kill thee, as thou killedst my son, the vital spirit of my heart. And the merchant wailed and wept: and the three sheykhs also manifested their sorrow by weeping and crying aloud and wailing: but the first sheykh, who was the owner of the gazelle, recovering his self-possession, kissed the hand of the ‘Efrit, and said to him, O thou Jinni, and crown of the kings of the Jann, if I relate to thee the story of myself and this gazelle, and thou find it to be wonderful, and more so than the adventure of this merchant, wilt thou give up to me a third of thy claim to his blood? He answered, Yes, O sheykh; if thou relate to me the story, and I find it to be as thou hast said, I will give up to thee a third of my claim to his blood.

	The Story of the First Sheykh and the Gazelle

	Then said the sheykh, Know, O ‘Efrit, that this gazelle is the daughter of my paternal uncle, and she is of my flesh and my blood. I took her as my wife when she was young, and I lived with her about thirty years; but I was not blessed with a child by her; so I took to me a concubine slave, and by her I was blessed with a male child, like the rising full moon, with beautiful eyes, and delicately-shaped eyebrows, and perfectly-formed limbs; and he grew up by little and little until he attained the age of fifteen years. At this period, unexpectedly had occasion to journey to a certain city, and went thither with a great stock of merchandise.

	Now my cousin, this gazelle, had studied enchantment and divination from her early years; and during my absence, she transformed the youth above mentioned into a calf; and his mother, into a cow; and committed them to the care of the herdsman: and when I returned, after a long time, from my journey, I asked after my son and his mother, and she said, Thy slave is dead, and thy son hath fled, and I know not whither he is gone. After hearing this, I remained for the space of a year with mourning heart and weeping eye, until the Festival of the Sacrifice; [1] when I sent to the herdsman, and ordered him to choose for me a fat cow; and he brought me one, and it was my concubine, whom this gazelle had enchanted. I tucked up my skirts and sleeves, and took the knife in my hand, and prepared myself to slaughter her; upon which she moaned and cried so violently that I left her, and ordered the herdsman to kill and skin her: and he did so, but found in her neither fat nor flesh, nor anything but skin and bone; and I repented of slaughtering her, when repentance was of no avail. I therefore gave her to the herdsman, and said to him, Bring me a fat calf: and he brought me my son, who was transformed into a calf. And when the calf saw me, he broke his rope, and came to me, and fawned upon me, and wailed and cried, so that I was moved with pity for him; and I said to the herdsman, Bring me a cow, and let this—

	[1. The Grest Festival, commencing on the 10th of Dhu-l-Hijjeh, when the pilgrims, halting on their return from mount ‘Arafat to Mekkeh, in the valley of Mine, perform their sacrifice.]

	Here Shahrazad perceived the light of morning, and discontinued the recitation with which she had been allowed thus far to proceed. Her sister said to her, How excellent is thy story! and how pretty! and how pleasant! and how sweet!—but she answered, What is this in comparison with that which will relate to thee in the next night, if I live, and the King spare me! And the King said, By Allah, I will not kill her until I hear the remainder of her story. Thus they pleasantly passed the night until the morning, when the King went forth to his hall of judgment, and the Wezir went thither with the grave-clothes under his arm: and the King gave judgment, and invested and displaced, until the close of the day, without informing the Wezir of that which had happened; and the minister was greatly astonished. The court was then dissolved; and the King returned to the privacy of his palace.

	[On the second and each succeeding night, Shahrazad continued so to interest King Shahriyar by her stories as to induce him to defer putting her to death, in expectation that her fund of amusing tales would soon be exhausted; and as this is expressed in the original work in nearly the same words at the close of every night, such repetitions will in the present translation be omitted.]

	When the sheykh, continued Shahrazad, observed the tears of the calf, his heart sympathized with him, and he said to the herdsman, Let this calf remain with the cattle.—Meanwhile, the Jinni wondered at this strange story; and the owner of the gazelle thus proceeded.

	O lord of the kings of the Jann, while this happened, my cousin, this gazelle, looked on, and said, Slaughter this calf; for he is fat: but I could not do it; so I ordered the herdsman to take him back; and he took him and went away. And as I was sitting, on the following day, he came to me, and said, O my master, I have to tell thee something that thou wilt be rejoiced to hear; and a reward is due to me for bringing good news. I answered, Well:—and he said, O merchant, I have a daughter who learned enchantment in her youth from an old woman in our family; and yesterday, when thou gavest me the calf, I took him to her, and she looked at him, and covered her face, and wept, and then laughed, and said, O my father, hath my condition become so degraded in thy opinion that thou bringest before me strange men?—Where, said I, are any strange men? and wherefore didst thou weep and laugh? She answered, This calf that is with thee is the son of our master, the merchant, and the wife of our master hath enchanted both him and his mother; and this was the reason of my laughter; but as to the reason of my weeping, it was on account of his mother, because his father had slaughtered her.—And I was excessively astonished at this; and scarcely was I certain that the light of morning had appeared when I hastened to inform thee.

	When I heard, O Jinni, the words of the herdsman, I went forth with him, intoxicated without wine, from the excessive joy and happiness that I received, and arrived at his house, where his daughter welcomed me, and kissed my hand; and the calf came to me, and fawned upon me. And I said to the herdsman’s daughter, Is that true which thou hast said respecting this calf? She answered, Yes, O my master; he is verily thy son, and the vital spirit of thy heart.—O maiden, said I, if thou wilt restore him, all the cattle and other property of mine that thy father hath under his care shall be thine. Upon this, she smiled, and said, O my master, I have no desire for the property unless on two conditions: the first is, that thou shalt marry me to him; and the second, that I shall enchant her who enchanted him, and so restrain her; otherwise, I shall not be secure from her artifice. On hearing, O Jinni, these her words, I said, And thou shalt have all the property that is under the care of thy father besides; and as to my cousin, even her blood shall be lawful to thee. So, when she heard this, she took a cup, and filled it with water, and repeated a spell over it, and sprinkled with it the calf, saying to him, If God created thee a calf, remain in this form, and be not changed; but if thou be enchanted, return to thy original form, by permission of God, whose name be exalted!—upon which he shook, and became a man; and I threw myself upon him, and said, I conjure thee by Allah that thou relate to me all that my cousin did to thee and to thy mother. So he related to me all that had happened to them both; and I said to him, O my son, God hath given thee one to liberate thee, and to avenge thee:—and I married to him, O Jinni, the herdsman’s daughter; after which, she transformed my cousin into this gazelle. And as I happened to pass this way, I saw this merchant, and asked him what had happened to him; and when he had informed me, I sat down to see the result.—This is my story. The Jinni said, This is a wonderful tale; and I give up to thee a third of my claim to his blood.

	The second sheykh, the owner of the two hounds, then advanced, and said to the Jinni, If I relate to thee the story of myself and these hounds, and thou find it to be in like manner wonderful, wilt thou remit to me, also, a third of thy claim to the blood of this merchant? The Jinni answered, Yes.

	The Story of the Second Sheykh and the Two Black Hounds

	Then said the sheykh, Know, O lord of the kings of the Jann, that these two hounds are my brothers. My father died, and left to us three thousand pieces of gold; [2] and I opened a shop to sell and buy. But one of my brothers made a journey, with a stock of merchandise, and was absent from us for the space of a year with the caravans; after which, he returned destitute. I said to him, Did I not advise thee to abstain from travelling? But he wept, and said, O my brother, God, to whom be ascribed all might and glory, decreed this event; and there is no longer any profit in these words: I have nothing left. So I took him up into the shop, and then went with him to the bath, and clad him in a costly suit of my own clothing; after which, we sat down together to eat; and I said to him, O my brother, I will calculate the gain of my shop during the year, and divide it, exclusive of the principal, between me and thee. Accordingly, I made the calculations, and found my gain to amount to two thousand pieces of gold; and I praised God, to whom be ascribed all might and glory, and rejoiced exceedingly, and divided the gain in two equal parts between myself and him.—My other brother then set forth on a journey; and after a year, returned in the like condition; and I did unto him as I had done to the former.

	[2. Dinar—about half a guinea.]

	After this, when we had lived together for some time, my brothers again wished to travel, and were desirous that I should accompany them; but I would not. What, said I, have ye gained in your travels, that I should expect to gain? They importuned me; but I would not comply with their request; and we remained selling and buying in our shops a whole year. Still, however, they persevered in proposing that we should travel, and I still refused, until after the lapse of six entire years, when at last I consented, and said to them, O my brothers, let us calculate what property we possess. We did so, and found it to be six thousand pieces of gold: and I then said to them, We will bury half of it in the earth, that it may be of service to us if any misfortune befall us, in which case each of us shall take a thousand pieces, with which to traffic. Excellent is thy advice, said they. So I took the money and divided it into two equal portions, and buried three thousand pieces of gold; and of the other half, I gave to each of them a thousand pieces. We then prepared merchandise, and hired a ship, and embarked our goods, and proceeded on our voyage for the space of a whole month, at the expiration of which we arrived at a city, where we sold our merchandise; and for every piece of gold we gained ten.

	And when we were about to set sail again, we found, on the shore of the sea, a maiden clad in tattered garments, who kissed my hand, and said to me, O my master, art thou possessed of charity and kindness? If so, I will require thee for them. I answered, Yes, I have those qualities, though thou requite me not. Then said she, O my master, accept me as thy wife, and take me to thy country; for I give myself to thee: act kindly towards me; for I am one who requires to be treated with kindness and charity, and who will requite thee for so doing; and let not my present condition at all deceive thee. When I heard these words, my heart was moved with tenderness towards her, in order to the accomplishment of a purpose of God, to whom be ascribed all might and glory; and I took her, and clothed her, and furnished for her a place in the ship in a handsome manner, and regarded her with kind and respectful attention.

	We then set sail; and I became most cordially attached to my wife, so that, on her account, I neglected the society of my brothers, who, in consequence, became jealous of me, and likewise envied me my wealth, and the abundance of my merchandise; casting the eyes of covetousness upon the whole of the property. They therefore consulted together to kill me, and take my wealth; saying, Let us kill our brother, and all the property shall be ours:—and the devil made these actions to seem fair in their eyes; so they came to me while I was sleeping by the side of my wife, and took both of us up, and threw us into the sea. But as soon as my wife awoke, she shook herself, and became transformed into a Jinniyeh. She immediately bore me away, and placed me upon an island, and, for a while, disappeared. In the morning, however, she returned, and said to me, I am thy wife, who carried thee, and rescued thee from death, by permission of God, whose name be exalted. Know that I am a Jinniyeh: I saw thee, and my heart loved thee for the sake of God; for I am a believer in God and his Apostle, God bless and save him! I came to thee in the condition in which thou sawest me, and thou didst marry me; and see, I have rescued thee from drowning. But I am incensed against thy brothers, and I must kill them.—When I heard her tale, I was astonished, and thanked her for what she had done;—But, said I, as to the destruction of my brothers, it is not what I desire. I then related to her all that happened between myself and them from first to last; and when she had heard it, she said, I will, this next night, fly to them, and sink their ship, and destroy them. But I said, I conjure thee by Allah that thou do it not; for the author of the proverb saith, O thou benefactor of him who hath done evil, the action that he hath done is sufficient for him:—besides, they are at all events my brothers. She still, however, said, They must be killed;—and I continued to propitiate her towards them: and at last she lifted me up, and soared through the air, and placed me on the roof of my house.Having opened the doors, I dug up what I had hidden in the earth; and after I had saluted my neighbours, and bought merchandise, I opened my shop. And in the following night, when I entered my house, I found these two dogs tied up in it; and as soon as they saw me, they came to me, and wept, and clung to me; but I knew not what had happened until immediately my wife appeared before me, and said, These are thy brothers. And who, said I, hath done this unto them? She answered, I sent to my sister, and she did it; and they shall not be restored until after the lapse of ten years. And I was now on my way to her, that she might restore them, as they have been in this state ten years, when I saw this man, and, being informed of what had befallen him, I determined not to quit the place until I should have seen what would happen between thee and him.—This is my story.—Verily, said the Jinni, it is a wonderful tale; and I give up to thee a third of the claim that I had to his blood on account of his offence.

	Upon this, the third sheykh, the owner of the mule, said to the Jinni, As to me, break not my heart if I relate to thee nothing more than this:—

	The Story of the Third Sheykh and the Mule

	The mule that thou seest was my wife: she became enamoured of a black slave; and when I discovered her with him, she took a mug of water, and, having uttered a spell over it, sprinkled me, and transformed me into a dog. In this state, I ran to the shop of a butcher, whose daughter saw me, and being skilled in enchantment, restored me to my original form, and instructed me to enchant my wife in the manner thou beholdest.—And now I hope that thou wilt remit to me also a third of the merchant’s offence. Divinely was he gifted who said,

	Sow good, even on an unworthy soil; for it will not be lost wherever it is sown.

	When the sheykh had thus finished his story, the Jinni shook with delight, and remitted the remaining third of his claim to the merchant’s blood. The merchant then approached the sheykhs, and thanked them, and they congratulated him on his safety; and each went his way.

	But this, said Shahrazad, is not more wonderful than the story of the fisherman. The King asked her, And what is the story of the fisherman? And she related it as follows:—

	 


March 24. A Queen Pleads

	Volume 42, pp. 1183-1193

	English Poetry

	Guenevere, King Arthur’s queen, justly accused but harshly treated, makes a noble and brave attempt to convince her court that Gawaine lied and that Launcelot was true. (William Morris born March 24, 1834.)

	The Defence of Guenevere

	William Morris (1834–1896)

	But, knowing now that they would have her speak,

	She threw her wet hair backward from her brow,

	Her hand close to her mouth touching her cheek,

	As though she had had there a shameful blow,

	And feeling it shameful to feel aught but shame

	All through her heart, yet felt her cheek burned so,

	She must a little touch it; like one lame

	She walked away from Gauwaine, with her head

	Still lifted up; and on her cheek of flame

	The tears dried quick; she stopped at last and said:

	“O knights and lords, it seems but little skill

	To talk of well-known things past now and dead.

	“God wot I ought to say, I have done ill,

	And pray you all forgiveness heartily!

	Because you must be right, such great lords; still

	“Listen, suppose your time were come to die,

	And you were quite alone and very weak;

	Yea, laid a dying while very mightily

	“The wind was ruffling up the narrow streak

	Of river through your broad lands running well:

	Suppose a hush should come, then some one speak:

	“‘One of these cloths is heaven, and one is hell,

	Now choose one cloth for ever; which they be,

	I will not tell you, you must somehow tell

	“‘Of your own strength and mightiness; here, see!’

	Yea, yea, my lord, and you to ope your eyes,

	At foot of your familiar bed to see

	“A great God’s angel standing, with such dyes,

	Not known on earth, on his great wings, and hands,

	Held out two ways, light from the inner skies

	“Showing him well, and making his commands

	Seem to be God’s commands, moreover, too,

	Holding within his hands the cloths on wands;

	“And one of these strange choosing cloths was blue,

	Wavy and long, and one cut short and red;

	No man could tell the better of the two.

	“After a shivering half-hour you said:

	‘God help! heaven’s color, the blue;’ and he said, ‘hell.’

	Perhaps you would then roll upon your bed,

	“And cry to all good men that loved you well,

	‘Ah Christ! if only I had known, known, known;’

	Launcelot went away, then I could tell,

	“Like wisest man how all things would be, moan,

	And roll and hurt myself, and long to die,

	And yet fear much to die for what was sown.

	“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

	Whatever may have happened through these years,

	God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.”

	Her voice was low at first, being full of tears,

	But as it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill,

	Growing a windy shriek in all men’s ears,

	A ringing in their startled brains, until

	She said that Gauwaine lied, then her voice sunk,

	And her great eyes began again to fill,

	Though still she stood right up, and never shrunk,

	But spoke on bravely, glorious lady fair!

	Whatever tears her full lips may have drunk,

	She stood, and seemed to think, and wrung her hair,

	Spoke out at last with no more trace of shame,

	With passionate twisting of her body there:

	“It chanced upon a day that Launcelot came

	To dwell at Arthur’s court: at Christmastime

	This happened; when the heralds sung his name,

	“Son of King Ban of Benwick, seemed to chime

	Along with all the bells that rang that day,

	O’er the white roofs, with little change of rhyme.

	“Christmas and whitened winter passed away,

	And over me the April sunshine came,

	Made very awful with black hail-clouds, yea

	“And in the Summer I grew white with flame,

	And bowed my head down: Autumn, and the sick

	Sure knowledge things would never be the same,

	“However often Spring might be most thick

	Of blossoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew

	Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick,

	“To my unhappy pulse, that beat right through

	My eager body; while I laughed out loud,

	And let my lips curl up at false or true,

	“Seemed cold and shallow without any cloud.

	Behold, my judges, then the cloths were brought;

	While I was dizzied thus, old thoughts would crowd

	“Belonging to the time ere I was bought

	By Arthur’s great name and his little love;

	Must I give up for ever then, I thought,

	“That which I deemed would ever round me move,

	Glorifying all things; for a little word,

	Scarce ever meant at all, must I now prove

	“Stone-cold for ever? Pray you, does the Lord

	Will that all folks should be quite happy and good?

	I love God now a little, if this cord

	“Were broken, once for all what striving could

	Make me love anything in earth or heaven?

	So day by day it grew, as if one should

	“Slip slowly down some path worn smooth and even,

	Down to a cool sea on a summer day;

	Yet still in slipping there was some small leaven

	“Of stretched hands catching small stones by the way,

	Until one surely reached the sea at last,

	And felt strange new joy as the worn head lay

	“Back, with the hair like sea-weed; yea all past

	Sweat of the forehead, dryness of the lips,

	Washed utterly out by the dear waves o’ercast,

	“In the lone sea, far off from any ships!

	Do I not know now of a day in Spring?

	No minute of that wild day ever slip

	“From out my memory; I hear thrushes sing,

	And wheresoever I may be, straightway

	Thoughts of it all come up with most fresh sting:

	“I was half mad with beauty on that day,

	And went without my ladies all alone,

	In a quiet garden walled round every way;

	“I was right joyful of that wall of stone,

	That shut the flowers and trees up with the sky,

	And trebled all the beauty: to the bone,

	“Yea right through to my heart, grown very shy

	With wary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad;

	Exceedingly glad, and I knew verily,

	“A little thing just then had made me mad;

	I dared not think, as I was wont to do,

	Sometimes, upon my beauty; If I had

	“Held out my long hand up against the blue,

	And, looking on the tenderly darken’d fingers,

	Thought that by rights one ought to see quite through,

	“There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers

	Round by the edges; what should I have done,

	If this had joined with yellow spotted singers,

	“And startling green drawn upward by the sun?

	But shouting, loosed out, see now! all my hair,

	And trancedly stood watching the west wind run

	“With faintest half-heard breathing sound: why there

	I lose my head e’en now in doing this;

	But shortly listen: In that garden fair

	“Came Launcelot walking; this is true, the kiss

	Wherewith we kissed in meeting that spring day,

	I scarce dare talk of the remember’d bliss,

	“When both our mouths went wandering in one way,

	And aching sorely, met among the leaves;

	Our hands being left behind strained far away.

	“Never within a yard of my bright sleeves

	Had Launcelot come before: and now so nigh!

	After that day why is it Guenevere grieves?

	“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

	Whatever happened on through all those years,

	God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.

	“Being such a lady could I weep these tears

	If this were true? A great queen such as I

	Having sinn’d this way, straight her conscience sears;

	“And afterwards she liveth hatefully,

	Slaying and poisoning, certes never weeps:

	Gauwaine be friends now, speak me lovingly,

	“Do I not see how God’s dear pity creeps

	All through your frame, and trembles in your mouth?

	Remember in what grave your mother sleeps,

	“Buried in some place far down in the south

	Men are forgetting as I speak to you;

	By her head sever’d in that awful drouth

	“Of pity that drew Agravaine’s fell blow,

	I pray your pity! let me not scream out

	For ever after, when the shrill winds blow

	“Through half your castle-locks! let me not shout

	For ever after in the winter night

	When you ride out alone! in battle-rout

	“Let not my rusting tears make your sword light!

	Ah! God of mercy, how he turns away!

	So, ever must I dress me to the fight,

	“So: let God’s justice work! Gauwaine, I say,

	See me hew down your proofs: yea all men know

	Even as you said how Mellyagraunce one day,

	“One bitter day in la Fausse Garde, for so

	All good knights held it after, saw:

	Yea, sirs, by cursed unknightly outrage; though

	“You, Gauwaine, held his word without a flaw.

	- - - - - - - - -

	Not so, fair lords, even if the world should end

	“This very day, and you were judges here

	Instead of God. Did you see Mellyagraunce

	When Launcelot stood by him? what white fear

	“Curdled his blood, and how his teeth did dance,

	His side sink in? as my knight cried and said:

	‘Slayer of unarm’d men, here is a chance!

	“‘Setter of traps, I pray you guard your head,

	By God I am so glad to fight with you,

	Stripper of ladies, that my hand feels lead

	“‘For driving weight; hurrah now! draw and do,

	For all my wounds are moving in my breast,

	And I am getting mad with waiting so.’

	“He struck his hands together o’er the beast,

	Who fell down flat, and grovell’d at his feet,

	And groan’d at being slain so young: ‘At least,

	“My knight said, ‘Rise you, sir, who are so fleet

	At catching ladies, half-arm’d will I fight,

	My left side all uncovered!’ then I weet,

	“Up sprang Sir Mellyagraunce with great delight

	Upon his knave’s face; not until just then

	Did I quite hate him, as I saw my knight

	“Along the lists look to my stake and pen

	With such a joyous smile, it made me sigh

	From agony beneath my waist-chain, when

	“The fight began, and to me they drew nigh;

	Ever Sir Launcelot kept him on the right,

	And traversed warily, and ever high

	“And fast leapt caitiff’s sword, until my knight

	Sudden threw up his sword to his left hand,

	Caught it and swung it; that was all the fight;

	“Except a spout of blood on the hot land,

	For it was hottest summer; and I know

	I wonder’d how the fire, while I should stand,

	“And burn, against the heat, would quiver so,

	Yards above my head; thus these matters went,

	Which things were only warnings of the woe

	“That fell on me. Yet Mellyagraunce was shent,

	For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord;

	Therefore, my lords, take heed lest you be blent

	“With all his wickedness; say no rash word

	Against me, being so beautiful; my eyes

	Wept all away to gray, may bring some sword

	“To drown you in your blood; see my breast rise

	Like waves of purple sea, as here I stand;

	And how my arms are moved in wonderful wise,

	“Yea also at my full heart’s strong command,

	See through my long throat how the words go up

	In ripples to my mouth; how in my hand

	“The shadow lies like wine within a cup

	Of marvellously color’d gold; yea now

	This little wind is rising, look you up,

	“And wonder how the light is falling so

	Within my moving tresses: will you dare

	When you have looked a little on my brow,

	“To say this thing is vile? or will you care

	For any plausible lies of cunning woof,

	Where you can see my face with no lie there

	“For ever? am I not a gracious proof?—

	‘But in your chamber Launcelot was found’—

	Is there a good knight then would stand aloof,

	“When a queen says with gentle queenly sound:

	‘O true as steel, come now and talk with me,

	I love to see your step upon the ground

	“‘Unwavering, also well I love to see

	That gracious smile light up your face, and hear

	Your wonderful words, that all mean verily

	“‘The thing they seem to mean: good friend, so dear

	To me in everything, come here to-night,

	Or else the hours will pass most dull and drear;

	“‘If you come not, I fear this time I might

	Get thinking over much of times gone by,

	When I was young, and green hope was in sight:

	“‘For no man cares now to know why I sigh;

	And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs,

	Nor any brings me the sweet flowers that lie

	“‘So thick in the gardens; therefore one so longs

	To see you, Launcelot; that we may be

	Like children once again, free from all wrongs

	“‘Just for one night.’ Did he not come to me?

	What thing could keep true Launcelot away

	If I said, ‘Come?’ there was one less than three

	“In my quiet room that night, and we were gay;

	Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick,

	Because a bawling broke our dream up, yea

	“I looked at Launcelot’s face and could not speak,

	For he looked helpless too, for a little while;

	Then I remember how I tried to shriek,

	“And could not, but fell down; from tile to tile

	The stones they threw up rattled o’er my head

	And made me dizzier; till within a while

	“My maids were all about me, and my head

	On Launcelot’s breast was being soothed away

	From its white chattering, until Launcelot said:…

	“By God! I will not tell you more to-day,

	Judge any way you will: what matters it?

	You know quite well the story of that fray,

	“How Launcelot still’d their bawling, the mad fit

	That caught up Gauwaine, all, all, verily,

	But just that which would save me; these things flit.

	“Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

	Whatever may have happen’d these long years,

	God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie!

	“All I have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.”

	She would not speak another word, but stood

	Turn’d sideways; listening, like a man who hears

	His brother’s trumpet sounding through the wood

	Of his foes’ lances. She leaned eagerly,

	And gave a slight spring sometimes, as she could

	At last hear something really; joyfully

	Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed

	Of the roan charger drew all men to see,

	The knight who came was Launcelot at good need.

	 


March 25. How Conscience Makes Cowards of Us All

	Volume 46, pp. 144-158

	Elizabethan Drama, Volume I

	Hamlet pondered over which course contained the least unhappiness—whether to suffer here and not incur new dangers, or whether to end it all and chance the unknown terrors of the next world. See how Hamlet reasoned. (Shakespeare makes his will, March 25, 1616.)

	The Tragedy of Hamlet Prince of Denmark

	William Shakespeare

	Dramatis Personæ

	Claudius, King of Denmark.

	Hamlet, son to the late, and nephew to the present King.

	Polonius, Lord Chamberlain.

	Horatio, friend to Hamlet.

	Laertes, son to Polonius.

	Courtiers

	Voltimand

	Cornelius

	Rosencrantz

	Guildenstern

	Osric

	A Gentleman

	Officers

	Marcellus

	Bernardo

	Francisco, a soldier.

	Reynaldo, servant to Polonius.

	A Priest.

	Players.

	Two Clowns, grave-diggers.

	Fortinbras, Prince of Norway.

	A Captain.

	English Ambassadors.

	Gertrude, Queen of Denmark, and mother to Hamlet.

	Ophelia, daughter to Polonius.

	Ghost of Hamlet’s Father.

	Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Sailors, Messengers, and other Attendants

	[Scene: Elsinore, Denmark]

	[ACT III]

	Scene I [A room in the castle]

	Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstren

	King.

	And can you, by no drift of circumstance, [1]

	Get from him why he puts on this confusion,

	Grating so harshly all his days of quiet

	With turbulent and dangerous lunacy?

	[1. Indirect method.]

	Rosencrantz.

	He does confess he feels himself distracted;

	But from what cause he will by no means speak.

	Guildenstren.

	Nor do we find him forward to be sounded,

	But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof

	When we would bring him on to some confession

	Of his true state.

	Queen.

	Did he receive you well?

	Rosencrantz.

	Most like a gentleman.

	Guildenstren.

	But with much forcing of his disposition.

	Rosencrantz.

	Niggard of question; but, of our demands,

	Most free in his reply.

	Queen.

	Did you assay him

	To any pastime?

	Rosencrantz.

	Madam, it so fell out, that certain players

	We o’er-raught [2] on the way; of these we told him,

	And there did seem in him a kind of joy

	To hear of it. They are about the court,

	And, as I think, they have already order

	This night to play before him.

	[2. Overtook.]

	Polonius.

	’Tis most true.

	And he beseech’d me to entreat your Majesties

	To hear and see the matter.

	King.

	With all my heart; and it doth much content me

	To hear him so inclin’d.

	Good gentlemen, give him a further edge,

	And drive his purpose on to these delights.

	Rosencrantz.

	We shall, my lord.

	Exeunt [Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.]

	King.

	Sweet Gertrude, leave us too,

	For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither,

	That he, as ’twere by accident, may here

	Affront [3] Ophelia.

	Her father and myself, lawful espials, [4]

	Will so bestow [5] ourselves that, seeing unseen,

	We may of their encounter frankly judge,

	And gather by him, as he is behaved,

	If ’t be the affliction of his love or no

	That thus he suffers for.

	[3. Encounter.]

	[4. Spies.]

	[5. Place.]

	Queen.

	I shall obey you.

	And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish

	That your good beauties be the happy cause

	Of Hamlet’s wildness. So shall I hope your virtues

	Will bring him to his wonted way again,

	To both your honours.

	Ophelia.

	Madam, I wish it may.

	[Exit Queen.]

	Polonius.

	Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so please ye,

	We will bestow ourselves.

	[To Ophelia.]

	Read on this book,

	That show of such an exercise may colour

	Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this,—

	’Tis too much prov’d—that with devotion’s visage

	And pious action we do sugar o’er

	The devil himself.

	King.

	O, ’tis true!

	[Aside.]

	How smart a lash that speech doth give my conscience!

	The harlot’s cheek, beautied with plast’ring art,

	Is not more ugly to [6] the thing that helps it

	Than is my deed to my most painted word.

	O heavy burden!

	[6. Compared to.]

	Polonius.

	I hear him coming. Let’s withdraw, my lord.

	Exeunt [King and Polonius.]

	Enter Hamlet

	Hamlet.

	To be, or not to be: that is the question.

	Whether ’tis 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. ’Tis a consummation

	Devoutly to be wish’d. To die; to sleep;—

	To sleep? Perchance to dream! Ay, there ’s the rub; [7]

	For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

	When we have shuffl’d off this mortal coil, [8]

	Must give us pause. There’s the respect

	That makes calamity of so long life.

	For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

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

	The pangs of dispriz’d [9] 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 [10] make

	With a bare bodkin? [11] Who would fardels [12] bear,

	To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

	But that the dread of something after death,

	The undiscovered country from whose bourn [13]

	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, [14]

	And enterprises of great pith and moment

	With this regard their currents turn awry,

	And lose the name of action.—Soft you now!

	The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons

	Be all my sins rememb’red

	[7. Impediment.]

	[8. Turmoil of life.]

	[9. Undervalued.]

	[10. Acquittance.]

	[11. Dagger.]

	[12. Burdens.]

	[13. Boundary.]

	[14. Brooding, anxiety.]

	Ophelia.

	Good my Lord,

	How does your honour for this many a day?

	Hamlet.

	I humbly thank you, well, well, well.

	Ophelia.

	My lord, I have remembrances of yours

	That I have longed long to re-deliver.

	I pray you, now receive them.

	Hamlet.

	No, no;

	I never gave you aught.

	Ophelia.

	My honour’d lord, I know right well you did,

	And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos’d

	As made the things more rich. Their perfume lost,

	Take these again; for to the noble mind

	Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind.

	There, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	Ha ha! are you honest? [15]

	[15. Chaste.]

	Ophelia.

	My lord!

	Hamlet.

	Are you fair?

	Ophelia.

	What means your lordship?

	Hamlet.

	That if you be honest and fair, your honesty should admit no discourse to your beauty.

	Ophelia.

	Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce [16] than with honesty?

	[16. Intercourse.]

	Hamlet.

	Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness. This was sometime a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did love you once.

	Ophelia.

	Indeed, my lord you made me believe so.

	Hamlet.

	You should not have believ’d me, for virtue cannot so inoculate [17] our old stock but we shall relish of it. I loved you not.

	[17. Graft.]

	Ophelia.

	I was the more deceived.

	Hamlet.

	Get thee to a nunnery; why wouldst thou be a breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest, but yet I could accuse me of such things that it were better my mother had not borne me. Iam very proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them shape, or time to act them in. What should such fellows as I do crawling between heaven and earth? We are arrant knaves all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. Where’s your father?

	Ophelia.

	At home, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play the fool nowhere but in ’s own house. Farewell!

	Ophelia.

	O, help him, you sweet heavens!

	Hamlet.

	If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this plague for thy dowry: be though as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go. Farewell! Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool; for wise men know well enough what monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly too. Farewell!

	Ophelia.

	O heavenly powers, restore him!

	Hamlet.

	I have heard of your paintings too, well enough. God has given you one face and you make yourselves another. You jig, you amble, and you lisp and nick-name God’s creatures and make your wantonness your ignorance. Go to, I’ll no more on ’t; it hath made me mad. I say, we will have no more marriages. Those that are married already, all but one, shall live; the rest shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go.

	Exit.

	Ophelia.

	O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown!

	The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, sword;

	The expectancy and rose of the fair state,

	The glass of fashion and the mould of form,

	The observ’d of all observers, quite, quite down!

	And I, of ladies most deject and wretched,

	That suck’d the honey of his music vows,

	Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,

	Like sweet bells jangled out of tune and harsh;

	That unmatch’d form and feature of blown [18] youth

	Blasted with ecstasy. [19] O, woe is me,

	To have seen what I have seen, see what I see!

	[18. Full-blown.]

	[19. Madness.]

	Re-enter King and Polonius

	King.

	Love! his affections do not that way tend;

	Nor what he spake, though it lack’d form a little,

	Was not like madness. There’s something in his soul

	O’er which his melancholy sits on brood,

	And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose [20]

	Will be some danger; which for to prevent,

	I have in quick determination

	Thus set it down: he shall with speed to England

	For the demand of our neglected tribute.

	Haply the seas and countries different

	With variable objects shall expel

	This something-settled matter in his heart,

	Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus

	From fashion of himself. What think you on’t?

	[20. Breaking of the shell; outcome.]

	Polonius.

	It shall do well; but yet do I believe

	The origin and commencement of this grief

	Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia!

	You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said;

	We heard it all. My lord, do as you please,

	But, if you hold it fit, after the play

	Let his queen mother all alone entreat him

	To show his griefs. Let her be round [21] with him,

	And I’ll be plac’d, so please you, in the ear

	Of all their conference. If she find him not,

	To England send him, or confine him where

	Your wisdom best shall think.

	[21. Direct.]

	King.

	It shall be so.

	Madness in great ones must not unwatch’d go.

	Exeunt.

	Scene II [A hall in the castle]

	Enter Hamlet and Players

	Hamlet.

	Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounc’d it to you, trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of your players do, I had as lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with your hand, thus, but use all gently; for in the very torrent, tempest, and, as I may say, the whirlwind of passion, you must acquire and beget a temperance that may give it smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul to see a robustious [1] periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the groundlings [2] who for the most part are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb-shows and noise. I could have such a fellow whipp’d for o’erdoing Termagant. [3] It out-herods Herod. [4] Pray you, avoid it.

	[1. Sturdy.]

	[2. Spectators standing in the pit, then the cheapest part of the theatre.]

	[3. Believed to be the god of the Saracens. A figure in the old plays and romances.]

	[4. The raging Herod of the miracle-plays.]

	First Player.

	I warrant your honour.

	Hamlet.

	Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the word, the word to the action; with this special observance, that you o’erstep not the modesty [5] of nature. For anything so overdone is from the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first and now, was and is, to hold, as ’twere, the mirror up to nature; to show virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and the very age [6] and body of the time his form and pressure. [7] Now this overdone, or come tardy off, [8] though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve; the censure [9] of the which one must, in your allowance, o’erweigh a whole theatre of others. O, there be players that I have seen play, and heard others praise, and that highly, not to speak it profanely, that, neither having the accent of Christians nor the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted and bellowed that I have thought some of Nature’s journeymen had made men and not made them well, they imitated humanity so abominably.

	[5. Moderation.]

	[6. Generation.]

	[7. Impress.]

	[8. Hanging fire.]

	[9. Opinion.]

	First Player.

	I hope we have reform’d that indifferently with us, sir.

	Hamlet.

	O, reform it altogether. And let those that play your clowns speak no more than is set down for them; for there be of them that will themselves laugh to set on some quantity of barren spectators to laugh too, though in the mean time some necessary question most pitiful ambition in the Fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. Exeunt Players.

	Enter Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern

	How now, my lord! Will the King hear this piece of work?

	Polonius.

	And the Queen too, and that presently.

	Hamlet.

	Bid the players make haste.

	Exit Polonius.

	Will you two help to hasten them?

	Rosencrantz & Guildenstern

	We will, my lord.

	Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.

	Hamlet.

	What ho! Horatio.

	Enter Horatio

	Horatio.

	Here, sweet lord, at your service.

	Hamlet.

	Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man

	As e’er my conversation cop’d [10] withal.

	[10. As I ever encountered in my intercourse with men.]

	Horatio.

	O, my dear lord,—

	Hamlet.

	Nay, do not think I flatter,

	For what advancement may I hope from thee

	That no revenue hast but thy good spirits

	To feed and clothe thee? Why should the poor be flatter’d?

	No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp,

	And crook the pregnant [11] hinges of the knee

	Where thrift [12] may follow fawning. Dost thou hear?

	Since my dear soul was mistress of my choice

	And could of men distinguish, her election

	Hath seal’d thee for herself; for thou hast been

	As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing,

	A man that Fortune’s buffets and rewards

	Hath ta’en with equal thanks; and blest are those

	Whose blood and judgement are so well commingled,

	That they are not a pipe for Fortune’s finger

	To sound what stop she please. Give me that man

	That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him

	In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart,

	As I do thee.—Something too much of this.—

	There is a play to-night before the King.

	One scene of it comes near the circumstance

	Which I have told thee of my father’s death.

	I prithee, when thou seest that act a-foot,

	Even with the very comment of thy soul

	Observe mine uncle. If his occulted guilt

	Do not itself unkennel in one speech,

	It is a damned ghost that we have seen,

	And my imaginations are as foul

	As Vulcan’s stithy. [13] Give him heedful note;

	For I mine eyes will rivet to his face,

	And after we will both our judgements join

	To censure [14] of his seeming.

	[11. Ready (to bend).]

	[12. Profit.]

	[13. Forge, anvil.]

	[14. Judge.]

	Horatio.

	Well, my lord.

	If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing,

	And scape detecting, I will pay the theft.

	Danish march. A flourish. Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and other Lords attendant, with the guard carrying torches

	Hamlet.

	They are coming to the play; I must be idle. Get you a place.

	King.

	How fares our cousin Hamlet?

	Hamlet.

	Excellent, i’ faith,—of the chameleon’s dish. I eat the air, promise-cramm’d. You cannot feed capons so.

	King.

	I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet; these words are not mine.

	Hamlet.

	No, nor mine now.

	[To Polonius.]

	My lord, you play’d once i’ the university, you say?

	Polonius.

	That I did, my lord, and was accounted a good actor.

	Hamlet.

	And what did you enact?

	Polonius.

	I did enact Julius Cæsar. I was kill’d i’ the Capitol; Brutus kill’d me.

	Hamlet.

	It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a calf there.—Be the players ready?

	Rosencrantz.

	Ay, my lord, they stay upon your patience.

	Queen.

	Come hither, my good Hamlet, sit by me.

	Hamlet.

	No, good mother, here’s metal more attractive.

	[Lying down at Ophelia’s feet.]

	Polonius. [To the King.]

	O, ho! do you mark that?

	Hamlet.

	Lady, shall I lie in your lap?

	Ophelia.

	No, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	I mean, my head upon your lap?

	Ophelia.

	Ay, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	Do you think I meant country matters?

	Ophelia.

	I think nothing, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	That’s a fair thought to lie between maid’s legs.

	Ophelia.

	What is, my lord?

	Hamlet.

	Nothing.

	Ophelia.

	You are merry, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	Who, I?

	Ophelia.

	Ay, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	O God, your only jig-maker. What should a man do but be merry? For, look you, how cheerfully my mother looks, and my father died within ’s two hours.

	Ophelia.

	Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	So long? Nay then, let the devil wear black, for I’ll have a suit of sables. [15] O heavens! die two months ago, and not forgotten yet? Then there’s hope a great man’s memory may outlive his life half a year; but, by ’r lady, he must build churches then, or else shall he suffer not thinking on, with the hobby-horse, whose epitaph is, “For, O, for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot.”

	[15. Furs, or black garments. Probably intentionally ambiguous.]

	Hautboys play. The dumb-show enters.

	Enter a King and Queen very lovingly, the Queen embracing him. She kneels and makes show of protestation unto him. He takes her up and declines his head upon her neck; lays him down upon a bank of flowers. She, seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon comes in a fellow, takes off his crown, kisses it, and pours poison in the King’s ears, and exit. The Queen returns, finds the King dead, and makes passionate action. The poisoner, with some two or three Mutes, comes in again, seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried away. The poisoner woos the Queen with gifts; she seems loath and unwilling a while, but in the end accepts his love.

	Exeunt.

	Ophelia.

	What means this, my lord?

	Hamlet.

	Marry, this is miching mallecho; [16] that means mischief.

	[16. Skulking mischief.]

	Ophelia.

	Belike this show imports the argument of the play?

	Enter Prologue

	Hamlet.

	We shall know by this fellow. The players cannot keep counsel, they’ll tell all.

	Ophelia.

	Will they tell us what this show meant?

	Hamlet.

	Ay, or any show that you’ll show him. Be not you asham’d to show, he’ll not shame to tell you what it means.

	Ophelia.

	You are naught, [17] you are naught. I’ll mark the play.

	[17. Improper.]

	Prologue.

	For us, and for our tragedy,

	Here stooping to your clemency,

	We beg your hearing patiently.

	[Exit.]

	Hamlet.

	Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?

	Ophelia.

	’Tis brief, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	As woman’s love.

	Enter [two Players,] a King and his Queen

	Player King.

	Full thirty times hath Phœbus’ cart [18] gone round

	Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orbed ground,

	And thirty dozen moons with borrowed sheen

	About the world have times twelve thirties been,

	Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands

	Unite commutual in most sacred bands.

	[18. Chariot.]

	Player Queen.

	So many journeys may the sun and moon

	Make us again count o’er ere love be done!

	But, woe is me, you are so sick of late,

	So far from cheer and from your former state,

	That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

	Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must;

	For women’s fear and love holds quantity, [19]

	In neither aught, or in extremity.

	Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know;

	And as my love is siz’d, my fear is so.

	[Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear;

	Where little fears grow great, great love grows there.]

	[19. Keep proportion.]

	Player King.

	Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too.

	My operant powers their functions leave to do;

	And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,

	Honour’d, belov’d; and haply one as kind.

	For husband shalt thou—

	Player Queen.

	O, confound the rest!

	Such love must needs be treason in my breast!

	In second husband let me be accurst!

	None wed the second but who kill’d the first.

	Hamlet. [Aside.]

	Wormwood, wormwood!

	Player Queen.

	The instances that second marriage move

	Are base respects of thrift, but none of love.

	A second time I kill my husband dead,

	When second husband kisses me in bed.

	Player King.

	I do believe you think what now you speak,

	But what we do determine oft we break.

	Purpose is but the slave to memory,

	Of violent birth, but poor validity;

	Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree,

	But fall unshaken when they mellow be.

	Most necessary ’tis that we forget

	To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt.

	What to ourselves in passion we propose,

	The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

	The violence of either grief or joy

	Their own enactures [20] with themselves destroy.

	Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament;

	Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

	This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not strange

	That even our loves should with our fortunes change,

	For ’tis a question left us yet to prove,

	Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love.

	The great man down, you mark his favourite flies;

	The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemies.

	And hitherto doth love on fortune tend,

	For who not needs shall never lack a friend;

	And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

	Directly seasons him his enemy.

	But, orderly to end where I begun,

	Our wills and fates do so contrary run

	That our devices still are overthrown;

	Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own.

	So think thou wilt no second husband wed;

	But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead.

	[20. Acts.]

	Player Queen.

	Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light!

	Sport and repose lock from me day and night!

	[To desperation turn my trust and hope!

	An anchor’s cheer [21] in prison be my scope!]

	Each opposite [22] that blanks [23] the face of joy

	Meet what I would have well and it destroy!

	Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife,

	If, once a widow, ever I be wife!

	[21. Hermit’s fare.]

	[22. Contrary thing.]

	[23. Makes pale.]

	Hamlet.

	If she should break it now!

	Player King.

	’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here a while.

	My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

	The tedious day with sleep.

	Sleeps.

	Player Queen.

	Sleep rock thy brain,

	And never come mischance between us twain!

	Exit.

	Hamlet.

	Madam, how like you this play?

	Queen.

	The lady protests too much, methinks.

	Hamlet.

	O, but she’ll keep her word.

	King.

	Have you heard the argument? Is there no offence in ’t?

	Hamlet.

	No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest.

	No offence i’ the world.

	King.

	What do you call the play?

	Hamlet.

	The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically. [24] This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna. Gonzago is the duke’s name; his wife, Baptista. You shall see anon. ’Tis a knavish piece of work, but what o’ that? Your Majesty and we that have free souls, it touches us not. Let the gall’d jade wince, our withers are unwrung.

	Enter Lucianus

	This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king.

	[24. Figuratively.]

	Ophelia.

	You are a good chorus, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	I could interpret between you and your love, [25] if I could see the puppets dallying. [26]

	[25. Lover.]

	[26. Referring to the interpreter who explains the action in a puppet show.]

	Ophelia.

	You are keen, my lord, you are keen.

	Hamlet.

	It would cost you a groaning to take off my edge.

	Ophelia.

	Still better, and worse.

	Hamlet.

	So you mistake [27] your husbands. Begin, murderer; pox, leave thy damnable faces and begin. Come, “the croaking raven doth bellow for revenge.”

	[27. Implying that wives, having promised to take their husbands for better, for worse, break their word.]

	Lucianus.

	Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time agreeing;

	Confederate season, else no creature seeing.

	Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected,

	With Hecate’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected,

	Thy natural magic and dire property

	On wholesome life usurp immediately.

	Pours the poison in [to the sleeper’s] ears.

	Hamlet.

	He poisons him i’ the garden for ’s estate. His name’s Gonzago; the story is extant, and writ in choice Italian. You shall see anon how the murderer gets the love of Gonzago’s wife.

	Ophelia.

	The King rises.

	Hamlet.

	What, frighted with false fire? [28]

	[28. Fire-works.]

	Queen.

	How fares my lord?

	Polonius.

	Give o’er the play.

	King.

	Give me some light. Away!

	All.

	Lights, lights, lights!

	Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio.

	Hamlet.

	Why, let the strucken deer go weep,

	The hart ungalled play;

	For some must watch, while some must sleep,—

	So runs the world away.

	Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers [29] —if the rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me—with two Provincial roses [30] on my raz’d [31] shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry of players, sir?

	[29. Feather head-dresses were much worn by actors.]

	[30. Rosettes of ribbon.]

	[31. Slashed.]

	Horatio.

	Half a share.

	Hamlet.

	A whole one, I.

	For thou dost know, O Damon dear,

	This realm dismantled was

	Of Jove himself; and now reigns here

	A very, very—pajock.

	Horatio.

	You might have rhym’d.

	Hamlet.

	O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost’s word for a thousand pound. Didst perceive?

	Horatio.

	Very well, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	Upon the talk of the poisoning?

	Horatio.

	I did very well note him.

	Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern

	Hamlet.

	Ah, ha! Come, some music! Come, the recorders!

	For if the king like not the comedy,

	Why, then, belike, he likes it not, perdy.

	Come, some music!

	Guildenstren.

	Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you.

	Hamlet.

	Sir, a whole history.

	Guildenstren.

	The King, sir,—

	Hamlet.

	Ay, sir, what of him?

	Guildenstren.

	Is in his retirement marvellous distemper’d. [32]

	[32. Perturbed.]

	Hamlet.

	With drink, sir?

	Guildenstren.

	No, my lord, rather with choler. [33]

	[33. Anger.]

	Hamlet.

	Your wisdom should show itself more richer to signify this to his doctor; for, for me to put him to his purgation would perhaps plunge him into far more choler.

	Guildenstren.

	Good my lord, put your discourse into some frame, and start not so wildly from my affair.

	Hamlet.

	I am tame, sir; pronounce.

	Guildenstren.

	The Queen, your mother, in most great affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you.

	Hamlet.

	You are welcome.

	Guildenstren.

	Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the right breed. If it shall please you to make me a wholesome answer I will do your mother’s commandment; if not, your pardon and my return shall be the end of my business.

	Hamlet.

	Sir, I cannot.

	Guildenstren.

	What, my lord?

	Hamlet.

	Make you a wholesome answer. My wit ’s diseas’d. But, sir, such answers as I can make, you shall command, or, rather, as you say, my mother. Therefore no more, but to the matter. My mother, you say,—

	Rosencrantz.

	Then thus she says: your behaviour hath struck her into amazement and admiration. [34]

	[34. Wonder.]

	Hamlet.

	O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother! But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother’s admiration? [Impart.]

	Rosencrantz.

	She desires to speak with you in her closet ere you go to bed.

	Hamlet.

	We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. Have you any further trade with us?

	Rosencrantz.

	My lord, you once did love me.

	Hamlet.

	So I do still, by these pickers and stealers. [35]

	[35. Hands.]

	Rosencrantz.

	Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper?

	You do surely bar the door upon your own liberty if you deny your griefs to your friend.

	Hamlet.

	Sir, I lack advancement.

	Rosencrantz.

	How can that be, when you have the voice of the King himself for your succession in Denmark?

	Hamlet.

	Ay, but “While the grass grows,”— [36] the proverb is something musty.

	Re-enter one with a recorder

	O, the recorder! Let me see.—To withdraw [37] with you:—why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if you would drive me into a toil?

	[36. “—the steed starves.”]

	[37. Talk apart.]

	Guildenstren.

	O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is too unmannerly.

	Hamlet.

	I do not well understand that. Will you play upon this pipe?

	Guildenstren.

	My lord, I cannot.

	Hamlet.

	I pray you.

	Guildenstren.

	Believe me, I cannot.

	Hamlet.

	I do beseech you.

	Guildenstren.

	I know no touch of it, my lord.

	Hamlet.

	’Tis as easy as lying. Govern these ventages [38] with your finger and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and it will discourse most excellent music. Look you, these are the stops.

	[38. Wind-holes.]

	Guildenstren.

	But these cannot I command to any utterance of harmony. I have not the skill.

	Hamlet.

	Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you make of me! You would play upon me, you would seem to know my stops, you would pluck out the heart of my mystery, you would sound me from my lowest note to the top of my compass; and there is much music, excellent voice, in this little organ, yet cannot you make it [speak. ’Sblood,] do you think that I am easier to be play’d on than a pipe? Call me what instrument you will, though you can fret [39] me, you cannot play upon me.

	Enter Polonius

	God bless you, sir.

	[39. A pun on fret, to irritate and fret, a bar on a stringed instrument to guide the fingers.]

	Polonius.

	My lord, the Queen would speak with you, and presently.

	Hamlet.

	Do you see that cloud that’s almost in shape like a camel?

	Polonius.

	By the mass, and it’s like a camel, indeed.

	Hamlet.

	Methinks it is like a weasel.

	Polonius.

	It is back’d like a weasel.

	Hamlet.

	Or like a whale?

	Polonius.

	Very like a whale.

	Hamlet.

	Then will I come to my mother by and by.

	[Aside.]

	They fool me to the top of my bent.—I will come by and by.

	Polonius.

	I will say so.

	Exit.

	Hamlet.

	“By and by” is easily said. Leave me, friends.

	[Exeunt all but Hamlet.]

	’Tis now the very witching time of night

	When churchyards yawn and hell itself breathes out

	Contagion to this world. Now could I drink hot blood,

	And do such bitter business as the day

	Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my mother,

	O heart, lose not thy nature! Let not ever

	The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom;

	Let me be cruel, not unnatural.

	I will speak daggers to her, but use none.

	My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites;

	How in my words soever she be shent [40]

	To give them seals never, my soul, consent!

	Exit.

	[40. Rebuked.]

	 


March 26. “2,500 Years Ago Æsop Said…”

	Volume 17, pp. 21-30

	Folklore and Fable

	Men in all ages have recognized the ingenuity of the practical philosophy and freshness of Æsop’s allegories. Spend a few delightful moments with the wit and wisdom of Æsop. (Caxton prints Æsop’s Fables, March 26, 1484.)

	Æsop’s Fables

	The Bat, the Birds, and the Beasts

	A great conflict was about to come off between the Birds and the Beasts. When the two armies were collected together the Bat hesitated which to join. The Birds that passed his perch said: “Come with us”; but he said: “I am a Beast.” Later on, some Beasts who were passing underneath him looked up and said: “Come with us”; but he said: “I am a Bird.” Luckily at the last moment peace was made, and no battle took place, so the Bat came to the Birds and wished to join in the rejoicings, but they all turned against him and he had to fly away. He then went to the Beasts, but soon had to beat a retreat, or else they would have torn him to pieces. “Ah,” said the Bat, “I see now,

	“He that is neither one thing nor the other has no friends.”

	The Hart and the Hunter

	The Hart was once drinking from a pool and admiring the noble figure he made there. “Ah,” said he, “where can you see such noble horns as these, with such antlers! I wish I had legs more worthy to bear such a noble crown; it is a pity they are so slim and slight.” At that moment a Hunter approached and sent an arrow whistling after him. Away bounded the Hart, and soon, by the aid of his nimble legs, was nearly out of sight of the Hunter; but not noticing where he was going, he passed under some trees with branches growing low down in which his antlers were caught, so that the Hunter had time to come up. “Alas! alas!” cried the Hart:

	“We often despise what is most useful to us.”

	The Serpent and the File

	A Serpent in the course of its wanderings came into an armourer’s shop. As he glided over the floor he felt his skin pricked by a file lying there. In a rage he turned round upon it and tried to dart his fangs into it; but he could do no harm to heavy iron and had soon to give over his wrath.

	“It is useless attacking the insensible.”

	The Man and the Wood

	A Man came into a Wood one day with an axe in his hand, and begged all the Trees to give him a small branch which he wanted for a particular purpose. The Trees were good-natured and gave him one of their branches. What did the Man do but fix it into the axe head, and soon set to work cutting down tree after tree. Then the Trees saw how foolish they had been in giving their enemy the means of destroying themselves.

	The Dog and the Wolf

	A gaunt Wolf was almost dead with hunger when he happened to meet a House-dog who was passing by. “Ah, Cousin,” said the Dog. “I knew how it would be; your irregular life will soon be the ruin of you. Why do you not work steadily as I do, and get your food regularly given to you?”

	“I would have no objection,” said the Wolf, “if I could only get a place.”

	“I will easily arrange that for you,” said the Dog; “come with me to my master and you shall share my work.”

	So the Wolf and the Dog went towards the town together. On the way there the Wolf noticed that the hair on a certain part of the Dog’s neck was very much worn away, so he asked him how that had come about.

	“Oh, it is nothing,” said the Dog. “That is only the place where the collar is put on at night to keep me chained up; it chafes a bit, but one soon gets used to it.”

	“Is that all?” said the Wolf. “Then good-bye to you, Master Dog.”

	“Better starve free than be a fat slave.”

	The Belly and the Members

	One fine day it occurred to the Members of the Body that they were doing all the work and the Belly was having all the food. So they held a meeting, and after a long discussion, decided to strike work till the Belly consented to take its proper share of the work. So for a day or two, the Hands refused to take the food, the Mouth refused to receive it, and the Teeth had no work to do. But after a day or two the Members began to find that they themselves were not in a very active condition: the Hands could hardly move, and the Mouth was all parched and dry, while the Legs were unable to support the rest. So thus they found that even the Belly in its dull quiet way was doing necessary work for the Body, and that all must work together or the Body will go to pieces.

	The Hart in the Ox-Stall

	A Hart hotly pursued by the hounds fled for refuge into an ox-stall, and buried itself in a truss of hay, leaving nothing to be seen but the tips of his horns. Soon after the Hunters came up and asked if any one had seen the Hart. The stable boys, who had been resting after their dinner, looked round, but could see nothing, and the Hunters went away. Shortly afterwards the master came in, and looking round, saw that something unusual had taken place. He pointed to the truss of hay and said: “What are those two curious things sticking out of the hay?” And when the stable boys came to look they discovered the Hart, and soon made an end of him. He thus learnt that

	“Nothing escapes the master’s eye.”

	The Fox and the Grapes

	One hot summer’s day a Fox was strolling through an orchard till he came to a bunch of Grapes just ripening on a vine which had been trained over a lofty branch. “Just the thing to quench my thirst,” quoth he. Drawing back a few paces, he took a run and a jump, and just missed the bunch. Turning round again with a One, Two, Three, he jumped up, but with no greater success. Again and again he tried after the tempting morsel, but at last had to give it up, and walked away with his nose in the air, saying: “I am sure they are sour.”

	“It is easy to despise what you cannot get.”

	The Horse, Hunter, and Stag

	A quarrel had arisen between the Horse and the Stag, so the Horse came to a Hunter to ask his help to take revenge on the Stag. The Hunter agreed, but said: “If you desire to conquer the Stag, you must permit me to place this piece of iron between your jaws, so that I may guide you with these reins, and allow this saddle to be placed upon your back so that I may keep steady upon you as we follow after the enemy.” The Horse agreed to the conditions, and the Hunter soon saddled and bridled him. Then with the aid of the Hunter the Horse soon overcame the Stag, and said to the Hunter: “Now, get off, and remove those things from my mouth and back.”

	“Not so fast, friend,” said the Hunter. “I have now got you under bit and spur, and prefer to keep you as you are at present.”

	“If you allow men to use you for your own purposes, they will use you for theirs.”

	The Peacock and Juno

	A Peacock once placed a petition before Juno desiring to have the voice of a nightingale in addition to his other attractions; but Juno refused his request. When he persisted, and pointed out that he was her favourite bird, she said:

	“Be content with your lot; one cannot be first in everything.”

	The Fox and the Lion

	When first the Fox saw the Lion he was terribly frightened, and ran away and hid himself in the wood. Next time however he came near the King of Beasts he stopped at a safe distance and watched him pass by. The third time they came near one another the Fox went straight up to the Lion and passed the time of day with him, asking him how his family were, and when he should have the pleasure of seeing him again; then turning his tail, he parted from the Lion without much ceremony.

	“Familiarity breeds contempt.”

	The Lion and the Statue

	A Man and a Lion were discussing the relative strength of men and lions in general. The Man contended that he and his fellows were stronger than lions by reason of their greater intelligence. “Come now with me,” he cried, “and I will soon prove that I am right.” So he took him into the public gardens and showed him a statue of Hercules overcoming the Lion and tearing his mouth in two.

	“That is all very well,” said the Lion, “but proves nothing, for it was a man who made the statue.”

	“We can easily represent things as we wish them to be.”

	The Ant and the Grasshopper

	In a field one summer’s day a Grasshopper was hopping about, chirping and singing to its heart’s content. An Ant passed by, bearing along with great toil an ear of corn he was taking to the nest.

	“Why not come and chat with me,” said the Grasshopper, “instead of toiling and moiling in that way?”

	“I am helping to lay up food for the winter,” said the Ant, “and recommend you to do the same.”

	“Why bother about winter?” said the Grasshopper; we have got plenty of food at present.” But the Ant went on its way and continued its toil. When the winter came the Grasshopper had no food and found itself dying of hunger, while it saw the ants distributing every day corn and grain from the stores they had collected in the summer. Then the Grasshopper knew:

	“It is best to prepare for the days of necessity.”

	The Tree and the Reed

	“Well, little one,” said a Tree to a Reed that was growing at its foot, “why do you not plant your feet deeply in the ground, and raise your head boldly in the air as I do?”

	“I am contented with my lot,” said the Reed. “I may not be so grand, but I think I am safer.”

	“Safe!” sneered the Tree. “Who shall pluck me up by the roots or bow my head to the ground?” But it soon had to repent of its boasting, for a hurricane arose which tore it up from its roots, and cast it a useless log on the ground, while the little Reed, bending to the force of the wind, soon stood upright again when the storm had passed over.

	“Obscurity often brings safety.”

	The Fox and the Cat

	A Fox was boasting to a Cat of its clever devices for escaping its enemies. “I have a whole bag of tricks,” he said, “which contains a hundred ways of escaping my enemies.”

	“I have only one,” said the Cat; “but I can generally manage with that.” Just at that moment they heard the cry of a pack of hounds coming towards them, and the Cat immediately scampered up a tree and hid herself in the boughs. “This is my plan,” said the Cat. “What are you going to do?” The Fox thought first of one way, then of another, and while he was debating the hounds came nearer and nearer, and at last the Fox in his confusion was caught up by the hounds and soon killed by the huntsmen. Miss Puss, who had been looking on, said:

	“Better one safe way than a hundred on which you cannot reckon.”

	The Wolf in Sheep’s Clothing

	A Wolf found great difficulty in getting at the sheep owing to the vigilance of the shepherd and his dogs. But one day it found the skin of a sheep that had been flayed and thrown aside, so it put it on over its own pelt and strolled down among the sheep. The Lamb that belonged to the sheep, whose skin the Wolf was wearing, began to follow the Wolf in the Sheep’s clothing; so, leading the Lamb a little apart, he soon made a meal off her, and for some time he succeeded in deceiving the sheep, and enjoying hearty meals.

	“Appearances are deceptive.”

	The Dog in the Manger

	A Dog looking out for its afternoon nap jumped into the Manger of an Ox and lay there cosily upon the straw. But soon the Ox, returning from its afternoon work, came up to the Manger and wanted to eat some of the straw. The Dog in a rage, being awakened from its slumber, stood up and barked at the Ox, and whenever it came near attempted to bite it. At last the Ox had to give up the hope of getting at the straw, and went away muttering:

	“Ah, people often grudge others what they cannot enjoy themselves.”

	The Man and the Wooden God

	In the old days men used to worship sticks and stones and idols, and prayed to them to give them luck. It happened that a Man had often prayed to a wooden idol he had received from his father, but his luck never seemed to change. He prayed and he prayed, but still he remained as unlucky as ever. One day in the greatest rage he went to the Wooden God, and with one blow swept it down from its pedestal. The idol broke in two, and what did he see? An immense number of coins flying all over the place.

	The Fisher

	A Fisher once took his bagpipes to the bank of a river, and played upon them with the hope of making the fish rise; but never a one put his nose out of the water. So he cast his net into the river and soon drew it forth filled with fish. Then he took his bagpipes again, and, as he played, the fish leapt up in the net. “Ah, you dance now when I play,” said he.

	“Yes,” said an old Fish:

	“When you are in a man’s power you must do as he bids you.”

	The Shepherd’s Boy

	There was once a young Shepherd Boy who tended his sheep at the foot of a mountain near a dark forest. It was rather lonely for him all day, so he thought upon a plan by which he could get a little company and some excitement. He rushed down towards the village calling out “Wolf, Wolf,” and the villagers came out to meet him, and some of them stopped with him for a considerable time. This pleased the boy so much that a few days afterwards he tried the same trick, and again the villagers came to his help. But shortly after this a Wolf actually did come out from the forest, and began to worry the sheep, and the boy of course cried out “Wolf, Wolf,” still louder than before. But this time the villagers, who had been fooled twice before, thought the boy was again deceiving them, and nobody stirred to come to his help. So the Wolf made a good meal off the boy’s flock, and when the boy complained, the wise man of the village said:

	“A liar will not be believed, even when he speaks the truth.”

	The Young Thief and His Mother

	A young Man had been caught in a daring act of theft and had been condemned to be executed for it. He expressed his desire to see his Mother, and to speak with her before he was led to execution, and of course this was granted. When his Mother came to him he said: “I want to whisper to you,” and when she brought her ear near him, he nearly bit it off. All the bystanders were horrified, and asked him what he could mean by such brutal and inhuman conduct. “It is to punish her,” he said. “When I was young I began with stealing little things, and brought them home to Mother. Instead of rebuking and punishing me, she laughed and said: “It will not be noticed.” It is because of her that I am here to-day.”

	“He is right, woman,” said the Priest; “the Lord hath said:

	“Train up a child in the way he should go; and when he is old he will not depart therefrom.”

	The Man and His Two Wives

	In the old days, when men were allowed to have many wives, a middle-aged Man had one wife that was old and one that was young; each loved him very much, and desired to see him like herself. Now the Man’s hair was turning grey, which the young Wife did not like, as it made him look too old for her husband. So every night she used to comb his hair and pick out the white ones. But the elder Wife saw her husband growing grey with great pleasure, for she did not like to be mistaken for his mother. So every morning she used to arrange his hair and pick out as many of the black ones as she could. The consequence was the Man soon found himself entirely bald.

	“Yield to all and you will soon have nothing to yield.”

	The Nurse and the Wolf

	“Be quiet now,” said an old Nurse to a child sitting on her lap. “If you make that noise again I will throw you to the Wolf.”

	Now it chanced that a Wolf was passing close under the window as this was said. So he crouched down by the side of the house and waited. “I am in good luck to-day,” thought he. “It is sure to cry soon, and a daintier morsel I haven’t had for many a long day.” So he waited, and he waited, and he waited, till at last the child began to cry, and the Wolf came forward before the window, and looked up to the Nurse, wagging his tail. But all the Nurse did was to shut down the window and call for help, and the dogs of the house came rushing out. “Ah,” said the Wolf as he galloped away,

	“Enemies promises were made to be broken.”

	The Tortoise and the Birds

	A Tortoise desired to change its place of residence, so he asked an Eagle to carry him to his new home, promising her a rich reward for her trouble. The Eagle agreed and seizing the Tortoise by the shell with her talons soared aloft. On their way they met a Crow, who said to the Eagle: “Tortoise is good eating.” “The shell is too hard,” said the Eagle in reply. “The rocks will soon crack the shell,” was the Crow’s answer; and the Eagle, taking the hint, let fall the Tortoise on a sharp rock, and the two birds made a hearty meal of the Tortoise.

	“Never soar aloft on an enemy’s pinions.”

	The Two Crabs

	One fine day two Crabs came out from their home to take a stroll on the sand. “Child,” said the mother, “you are walking very ungracefully. You should accustom yourself, to walking straight forward without twisting from side to side.”

	“Pray, mother,” said the young one, “do but set the example yourself, and I will follow you.”

	“Example is the best precept.”

	The Ass in the Lion’s Skin

	An Ass once found a Lion’s skin which the hunters had left out in the sun to dry. He put it on and went towards his native village. All fled at his approach, both men and animals, and he was a proud Ass that day. In his delight he lifted up his voice and brayed, but then every one knew him, and his owner came up and gave him a sound cudgelling for the fright he had caused. And shortly afterwards a Fox came up to him and said: “Ah, I knew you by your voice.”

	“Fine clothes may disguise, but silly words will disclose a fool.”

	 


March 27. When Is a Lie Not a Lie?

	Volume 28, pp. 277-284

	Essays English and American

	Is lying or quibbling ever permissible? May one juggle words so a truth is conveyed through a lie and a lie told by a truth? Stevenson unravels this puzzle.

	Truth of Intercourse

	Robert Louis Balfour Stevenson

	Among sayings that have a currency in spite of being wholly false upon the face of them for the sake of a half-truth upon another subject which is accidentally combined with error, one of the grossest and broadest conveys the monstrous proposition that it is easy to tell the truth and hard to tell a lie. I wish heartily it were. But the truth is one; it has first to be discovered, then justly and exactly uttered. Even with instruments specially contrived for such a purpose—with a foot rule, a level, or a theodolite—it is not easy to be exact; it is easier, alas! to be inexact. From those who mark the divisions on a scale to those who measure the boundaries of empires or the distance of the heavenly stars, it is by careful method and minute, unwearying attention that men rise even to material exactness or to sure knowledge even of external and constant things. But it is easier to draw the outline of a mountain than the changing appearance of a face; and truth in human relations is of this more intangible and dubious order: hard to seize, harder to communicate. Veracity to facts in a loose, colloquial sense—not to say that I have been in Malabar when as a matter of fact I was never out of England, not to say that I have read Cervantes in the original when as a matter of fact I know not one syllable of Spanish—this, indeed, is easy and to the same degree unimportant in itself. Lies of this sort, according to circumstances, may or may not be important; in a certain sense even the may or may not be false. The habitual liar may be a very honest fellow, and live truly with his wife and friends; while another man who never told a formal falsehood in his life may yet be himself one lie-heart and face, from top to bottom. This is the kind of lie which poisons intimacy. And, vice versâ, veracity to sentiment, truth in a relation, truth to your own heart and your friends, never to feign or falsify emotion—that is the truth which makes love possible and mankind happy.

	L’art de bien dire is but a drawing-room accomplishment unless it be pressed into the service of the truth. The difficulty of literature is not to write, but to write what you mean; not to affect your reader, but to affect him precisely as you wish. This is commonly understood in the case of books or set orations; even in making your will, or writing an explicit letter, some difficulty is admitted by the world. But one thing you can never make Philistine natures understand; one thing, which yet lies on the surface, remains as unseizable to their wits as a high flight of metaphysics—namely, that the business of life is mainly carried on by means of this difficult art of literature, and according to a man’s proficiency in that art shall be the freedom and the fulness of his intercourse with other men. Anybody, it is supposed, can say what he means; and, in spite of their notorious experience to the contrary, people so continue to suppose. Now, I simply open the last book I have been reading—Mr. Leland’s captivating English Gipsies. “It is said,” I find on page 7, “that those who can converse with Irish peasants in their own native tongue form far higher opinions of their appreciation of the beautiful, and of the elements of humour and pathos in their hearts, than do those who know their thoughts only through the medium of English. I know from my own observations that this is quite the case with the Indians of North America, and it is unquestionably so with the gipsy.” In short, where a man has not a full possession of the language, the most important, because the most amiable, qualities of his nature have to lie buried and fallow; for the pleasure of comradeship, and the intellectual part of love, rest upon these very “elements of humour and pathos.” Here is a man opulent in both, and for lack of a medium he can put none of it out to interest in the market of affection! But what is thus made plain to our apprehensions in the case of a foreign language is partially true even with the tongue we learned in childhood. Indeed, we all speak different dialects; one shall be copious and exact, another loose and meagre; but the speech of the ideal talker shall correspond and fit upon the truth of fact—not clumsily, obscuring lineaments, like a mantle, but cleanly adhering, like an athlete’s skin. And what is the result? That the one can open himself more clearly to his friends, and can enjoy more of what makes life truly valuable—intimacy with those he loves. An orator makes a false step; he employs some trivial, some absurd, some vulgar phrase; in the turn of a sentence, he insults by a side wind, those whom he is labouring to charm; in speaking to one sentiment he unconsciously ruffles another in parenthesis; and you are not surprised, for you know his task to be delicate and filled with perils. “O frivolous mind of man, light ignorance!” As if yourself, when you seek to explain some misunderstanding or excuse some apparent fault, speaking swiftly and addressing a mind still recently incensed, were not harnessing for a more perilous adventure; as if yourself required less tact and eloquence; as if an angry friend or a suspicious lover were not more easy to offend than a meeting of indifferent politicians! Nay, and the orator treads in a beaten round; the matters he discusses have been discussed a thousand times before; language is ready-shaped to his purpose; he speaks out of a cut and dry vocabulary. But you—may it not be that your defence reposes on some subtlety of feeling, not so much as touched upon in Shakespeare, to express which, like a pioneer, you must venture forth into zones of thought still unsurveyed, and become yourself a literary innovator? For even in love there are unlovely humours; ambiguous acts, unpardonable words, may yet have sprung from a kind sentiment. If the injured one could read your heart, you may be sure that he would understand and pardon; but, alas! the heart cannot be shown—it has to be demonstrated in words. Do you think it is a hard thing to write poetry? Why, that is to write poetry, and of a high, if not the highest, order.

	I should even more admire “the lifelong and heroic literary labours” of my fellow-men, patiently clearing up in words their loves and their contentions, and speaking their autobiography daily to their wives, were it not for a circumstance which lessens their difficulty and my admiration by equal parts. For life, though largely, is not entirely carried on by literature. We are subject to physical passions and contortions; the voice breaks and changes, and speaks by unconscious and winning inflections; we have legible countenances, like an open book; things that cannot be said look eloquently through the eyes; and the soul, not locked into the body as a dungeon, dwells ever on the threshold with appealing signals. Groans and tears, looks and gestures, a flush or a paleness, are often the most clear reporters of the heart, and speak more directly to the hearts of others. The message flies by these interpreters in the least space of time, and the misunderstanding is averted in the moment of its birth. To explain in words takes time and a just and patient hearing; and in the critical epochs of a close relation, patience and justice are not qualities on which we can rely. But the look or the gesture explains things in a breath; they tell their message without ambiguity; unlike speech, they cannot stumble, by the way, on a reproach or an allusion that should steel your friend against the truth; and then they have a higher authority, for they are the direct expression of the heart, not yet transmitted through the unfaithful and sophisticating brain. Not long ago I wrote a letter to a friend which came near involving us in quarrel; but we met, and in personal talk I repeated the worst of what I had written, and added worse to that; and with the commentary of the body it seemed not unfriendly either to hear or say. Indeed, letters are in vain for the purposes of intimacy; an absence is a dead break in the relation; yet two who know each other fully and are bent on perpetuity in love, may so preserve the attitude of their affections that they may meet on the same terms as they had parted.

	Pitiful is the case of the blind, who cannot read the face; pitiful that of the deaf, who cannot follow the changes of the voice. And there are others also to be pitied; for there are some of an inert, uneloquent nature, who have been denied all the symbols of communication, who have neither a lively play of facial expression, nor speaking gestures, nor a responsive voice, nor yet the gift of frank, explanatory speech: people truly made of clay, people tied for life into a bag which no one can undo. They are poorer than the gipsy, for their heart can speak no language under heaven. Such people we must learn slowly by the tenor of their acts, or through yea and nay communications; or we take them on trust on the strength of a general air, and now and again, when we see the spirit breaking through in a flash, correct or change our estimate. But these will be uphill intimacies, without charm or freedom, to the end; and freedom is the chief ingredient in confidence. Some minds, romantically dull, despise physical endowments. That is a doctrine for a misanthrope; to those who like their fellow-creatures it must always be meaningless; and, for my part, I can see few things more desirable, after the possession of such radical qualities as honour and humour and pathos, than to have a lively and not a stolid countenance; to have looks to correspond with every feeling; to be elegant and delightful in person, so that we shall please even in the intervals of active pleasing, and may never discredit speech with uncouth manners or become unconsciously our own burlesques. But of all unfortunates there is one creature (for I will not call him man) conspicuous in misfortune. This is he who has forfeited his birthright of expression, who has cultivated artful intonations, who has taught his face tricks, like a pet monkey, and on every side perverted or cut off his means of communication with his fellowmen. The body is a house of many windows: there we all sit, showing ourselves and crying on the passers-by to come and love us. But this fellow has filled his windows with opaque glass, elegantly coloured. His house may be admired for its design, the crowd may pause before the stained windows, but meanwhile the poor proprietor must lie languishing within, uncomforted, unchangeably alone.

	Truth of intercourse is something more difficult than to refrain from open lies. It is possible to avoid falsehood and yet not tell the truth. It is not enough to answer formal questions. To reach the truth by yea and nay communications implies a questioner with a share of inspiration such as is often found in mutual love. Yea and nay mean nothing; the meaning must have been related in the question. Many words are often necessary to convey a very simple statement; for in this sort of exercise we never hit the gold; the most that we can hope is by many arrows, more or less far off on different sides, to indicate, in the course of time, for what target we are aiming, and after an hour’s talk, back and forward, to convey the purport of a single principle or a single thought. And yet while the curt, pithy speaker misses the point entirely, a wordy, prolegomenous babbler will often add three new offences in the process of excusing one. It is really a most delicate affair. The world was made before the English language, and seemingly upon a different design. Suppose we held our converse, not in words, but in music; those who have a bad ear would find themselves cut off from all near commerce, and no better than foreigners in this big world. But we do not consider how many have “a bad ear” for words, nor how often the most eloquent find nothing to reply. I hate questioners and questions; there are so few that can be spoken to without a lie. “Do you forgive me?” Madam and sweetheart, so far as I have gone in life I have never yet been able to discover what forgiveness means. “Is it still the same between us?” Why, how can it be? It is eternally different; and yet you are still the friend of my heart. “Do you understand me?” God knows; I should think it highly improbable.

	The cruelest lies are often told in silence. A man may have sat in a room for hours and not opened his teeth, and yet come out of that room a disloyal friend or a vile calumniator. And how many loves have perished because, from pride, or spite, or diffidence, or that unmanly shame which withholds a man from daring to betray emotion, a lover, at the critical point of the relation, has but hung his head and held his tongue? And, again, a lie may be told by a truth, or a truth conveyed through a lie. Truth to facts is not always truth to sentiment; and part of the truth, as often happens in answer to a question, may be the foulest calumny. A fact may be an exception; but the feeling is the law, and it is that which you must neither garble nor belie. The whole tenor of a conversation is a part of the meaning of each separate statement; the beginning and the end define and travesty the intermediate conversation. You never speak to God; you address a fellow-man, full of his own tempers; and to tell truth, rightly understood, is not to state the true facts, but to convey a true impression; truth in spirit, not truth to letter, is the true veracity. To reconcile averted friends a Jesuitical discretion is often needful, not so much to gain a kind hearing as to communicate sober truth. Women have an ill name in this connection; yet they live in as true relations; the lie of a good woman is the true index of her heart.

	“It takes,” says Thoreau, in the noblest and most useful passage I remember to have read in any modern author, [1] “two to speak truth—one to speak and another to hear.” He must be very little experienced, or have no great zeal for truth, who does not recognise the fact. A grain of anger or a grain of suspicion produces strange acoustical effects, and makes the ear greedy to remark offence. Hence we find those who have once quarrelled carry themselves distantly, and are ever ready to break the truce. To speak truth there must be moral equality or else no respect; and hence between parent and child intercourse is apt to degenerate into a verbal fencing bout, and misapprehensions to become ingrained. And there is another side to this, for the parent begins with an imperfect notion of the child’s character, formed in early years or during the equinoctial gales of youth; to this he adheres, noting only the facts which suit with his preconception; and wherever a person fancies himself unjustly judged, he at once and finally gives up the effort to speak truth. With our chosen friends, on the other hand and still more between lovers (for mutual understanding is love’s essence), the truth is easily indicated by the one and aptly comprehended by the other. A hint taken, a look understood, conveys the gist of long and delicate explanations; and where the life is known even yea and nay become luminous. In the closest of all relations—that of a love well founded and equally shared-speech is half discarded, like a roundabout, infantile process or a ceremony or formal etiquette; and the two communicate directly by their presences, and with few looks and fewer words contrive to share their good and evil and uphold each other’s hearts in joy. For love rests upon a physical basis; it is a familiarity of nature’s making and apart from voluntary choice. Understanding has in some sort outrun knowledge, for the affection perhaps began with the acquaintance; and as it was not made like other relations, so it is not, like them, to be perturbed or clouded. Each knows more than can be uttered; each lives by faith, and believes by a natural compulsion; and between man and wife the language of the body is largely developed and grown strangely eloquent. The thought that prompted and was conveyed in a caress would only lose to be set down in words—ay, although Shakespeare himself should be the scribe.

	[1. “A Week on the Concord and Merrimack Rivers,” Wednesday, p. 283.]

	Yet it is in these dear intimacies, beyond all others, that we must strive and do battle for the truth. Let but a doubt arise, and alas! all the previous intimacy and confidence is but another charge against the person doubted. “What a monstrous dishonesty is this if I have been deceived so long and so completely!” Let but that thought gain entrance, and you plead before a deaf tribunal. Appeal to the past; why, that is your crime! Make all clear, convince the reason; alas! speciousness is but a proof against you. “If you can abuse me now, the more likely that you have abused me from the first.”

	For a strong affection such moments are worth supporting, and they will end well; for your advocate is in your lover’s heart and speaks her own language; it is not you but she herself who can defend and clear you of the charge. But in slighter intimacies, and for a less stringent union? Indeed, is it worth while? We are all incompris, only more or less concerned for the mischance; all trying wrongly to do right; all fawning at each other’s feet like dumb, neglected lap-dogs. Sometimes we catch an eye—this is our opportunity in the ages—and we wag our tail with a poor smile. “Is that all?” All? If you only knew! But how can they know? They do not love us; the more fools we to squander life on the indifferent.

	But the morality of the thing, you will be glad to hear, is excellent; for it is only by trying to understand others that we can get our own hearts understood; and in matters of human feeling the clement judge is the most successful pleader.

	



	




	March 28. Pins and Other Points

	Volume 10, pp. 9-17

	Wealth of Nations, Smith

	The making of a simple pin is one of the most complex affairs of modern industry. Adam Smith regards the process from the worker’s point of view, and shows the many and varied economic principles that are involved in pin making.

	An Inquiry into the Nature and Causes

	of the

	Wealth of Nations

	Adam Smith

	Book I

	Of the Causes of Improvement in the productive Power of Labor and of the Order according to which its Produce is naturally distributed among the different Ranks of the people.

	Chapter I

	Of the Division of Labour

	The greatest improvement in the productive powers of labour, and the greater part of the skill, dexterity, and judgment with which it is any where directed, or applied, seem to have been the effects of the division of labour.

	The effects of the division of labour, in the general business of society, will be more easily understood, by considering in what manner it operates in some particular manufactures. It is commonly supposed to be carried furthest in some very trifling ones; not perhaps that it really is carried further in them than in others of more importance: but in those trifling manufactures which are destined to supply the small wants of but a small number of people, the whole number of workmen must necessarily be small; and those employed in every different branch of the work can often be collected into the same workhouse, and placed at once under the view of the spectator.

	In those great manufactures, on the contrary, which are destined to supply the great wants of the great body of the people, every different branch of the work employs so great a number of workmen, that it is impossible to collect them all into the same workhouse. We can seldom see more, at one time, than those employed in one single branch. Though in such manufactures, therefore, the work may really be divided into a much greater number of parts, than in those of a more trifling nature, the division is not near so obvious, and has accordingly been much less observed.

	To take an example, therefore, from a very trifling manufacture; but one in which the division of labour has been very often taken notice of, the trade of the pin-maker; a workman not educated to this business (which the division of labour has rendered a distinct trade), nor acquainted with the use of the machinery employed in it (to the invention of which the same division of labour has probably given occasion), could scarce, perhaps, with his utmost industry, make one pin in a day, and certainly could not make twenty. But in the way in which this business is now carried on, not only the whole work is a peculiar trade, but it is divided into a number of branches, of which the greater part are likewise peculiar trades. One man draws out the wire, another straights it, a third cuts it, a fourth points it, a fifth grinds it at the top for receiving the head; to make the head requires two or three distinct operations; to put it on, is a peculiar business, to whiten the pins is another; it is even a trade by itself to put them into the paper; and the important business of making a pin is, in this manner, divided into about eighteen distinct operations, which, in some manufactories, are all performed by distinct hands, though in others the same man will sometimes perform two or three of them. I have seen a small manufactory of this kind where ten men only were employed, and where some of them consequently performed two or three distinct operations. But though they were very poor, and therefore but indifferently accommodated with the necessary machinery, they could, when they exerted themselves, make among them about twelve pounds of pins in a day. There are in a pound upwards of four thousand pins of a middling size. Those ten persons, therefore, could make among them upwards of forty-eight thousand pins in a day. Each person, therefore, making a tenth part of forty-eight thousand pins, might be considered as making four thousand eight hundred pins in a day. But if they had all wrought separately and independently, and without any of them having been educated to this peculiar business, they certainly could not each of them have made twenty, perhaps not one pin in a day; that is certainly, not the two hundred and fortieth, perhaps not the four thousand eight hundredth part of what they are at present capable of performing, in consequence of a proper division and combination of their different operations.

	In every other art and manufacture, the effects of the division of labour are similar to what they are in this very trifling one; though, in many of them, the labour can neither be so much subdivided, nor reduced to so great a simplicity of operation. The division of labour, however, so far as it can be introduced, occasions, in every art, a proportionate increase of the productive powers of labour. The separation of different trades and employments from one another, seems to have taken place, in consequence of this advantage. This separation too is generally carried furthest in those countries which enjoy the highest degree of industry and improvement; what is the work of one man in a rude state of society, being generally that of several in an improved one. In every improved society, the farmer is generally nothing but a farmer; the manufacturer, nothing but a manufacturer. The labour too which is necessary to produce any one complete manufacture, is almost always divided among a great number of hands. How many different trades are employed in each branch of the linen and woollen manufacturers, from the growers of the flax and the wool, to the bleachers and smoothers of the linen, or to the dyers and dressers of the cloth! The nature of agriculture, indeed, does not admit of so many subdivisions of labour, nor of so complete a separation of one business from another, as manufactures. It is impossible to separate so entirely, the business of the grazier from that of the corn-farmer, as the trade of carpenter is commonly separated from that of the smith. The spinner is almost always a distinct person from the weaver; but the ploughman, the harrower, the sower of the seed, and the reaper of the corn, are often the same. The occasions for those different sorts of labour returning with the different seasons of the year, it is impossible that one man should be constantly employed in any one of them. This impossibility of making so complete and entire a separation of all the different branches of labour employed in agriculture, is perhaps the reason why the improvement of the productive powers of labour in this art, does not always keep pace with their improvement in manufactures. The most opulent nations, indeed, generally excel all their neighbours in agriculture as well as in manufacturers; but they are commonly more distinguished by their superiority in the latter than in the former. Their lands are in general better cultivated, and having more labour and expence bestowed upon them, produce more in proportion to the extent and natural fertility of the ground. But this superiority of produce is seldom much more than in proportion to the superiority labour and expence. In agriculture, the labour of the rich country is not always much more productive than that of the poor; or, at least, it is never so much more productive, as it commonly is in manufactures. The corn of the rich country, therefore, will not always, in the same degree of goodness, come cheaper to market than that of the poor. The corn of Poland, in the same degree of goodness, is as cheap as that of France, notwithstanding the superior opulence and improvement of the latter country. The corn of France is, in the corn provinces, fully as good, and in most years nearly about the same price with the corn of England, though, in opulence and improvement, France is perhaps inferior to England. The corn-lands of England, however, are better cultivated than those of France, and the corn-lands of France are said to be much better cultivated than those of Poland. But though the poor country, notwithstanding the inferiority of its cultivation, can, in some measure, rival the rich in the cheapness and goodness of its corn, it can pretend to no such competition in its manufactures; at least if those manufactures suit the soil, climate, and situation of the rich country. The silks of France are better and cheaper than those of England, because the silk manufacture, at least under the present high duties upon the importation of raw silk, does not so well suit the climate of England as that of France. But the hard-ware and the coarse woollens of England are beyond all comparison superior to those of France, and much cheaper too in the same degree of goodness. In Poland there are said to be scarce any manufactures of any kind, a few of those coarser household manufactures excepted, without which no country can well subsist.

	This great increase of the quantity of work, which, in consequence of the division of labour, the same number of people are capable of performing, is owing to three different circumstances; first, to the increase of dexterity in every particular workman; secondly, to the saving of the time which is commonly lost in passing from one species of work to another; and lastly, to the invention of a great number of machines which facilitate and abridge labour, and enable one man to do the work of many.

	First, the improvement of the dexterity of the workman necessary increases the quantity of the work he can perform; and the division of labour, by reducing every man’s business to some one simple operation, and by making this operation the sole employment of his life, necessarily increases very much the dexterity of the workman. A common smith, who, though accustomed to handle the hammer, has never been used to make nails, if upon some particular occasion he is obliged to attempt it, will scarce, I am assured, be able to make above two or three hundred nails in a day, and those too very bad ones. A smith who has been accustomed to make nails, but whose sole or principal business has not been that of a nailer, can seldom with his utmost diligence make more than eight hundred or a thousand nails in a day. I have seen several boys under twenty years of age who had never exercised any other trade but that of making nails, and who, when they exerted themselves, could make, each of them, upwards of two thousand three hundred nails in a day. The making of a nail, however, is by no means one of the simplest operations. The same person blows the bellows, stirs or mends the fire as there is occasion, heats the iron, and forges every part of the nail: In forging the head too he is obliged to change his tools. The different operations into which the making of a pin, or of a metal button, is subdivided, are all of them much more simple, and the dexterity of the person, of whose life it has been the sole business to perform them, is usually much greater. The rapidity with which some of the operations of those manufactures are performed, exceeds what the human hand could, by those who had never seen them, be supposed capable of acquiring.

	Secondly, the advantage which is gained by saving the time commonly lost in passing from one sort of work to another, is much greater than we should at first view be apt to imagine it. It is impossible to pass very quickly from one kind of work to another, that is carried on in a different place, and with quite different tools. A country weaver, who cultivates a small farm, must lose a good deal of time in passing from his loom to the field, and from the field to his loom. When the two trades can be carried on in the same workhouse, the loss of time is no doubt much less. It is even in this case, however, very considerable. A man commonly saunters a little in turning his hand from one sort of employment to another. When he first begins the new work he is seldom very keen and hearty; his mind, as they say, does not go to it, and for some time he rather trifles than applies to good purpose. The habit of sauntering and of indolent careless application, which is naturally, or rather necessarily acquired by every country workman who is obliged to change his work and his tools every half hour, and to apply his hand in twenty different ways almost every day of his life; renders him almost always slothful and lazy, and incapable of any vigorous application even on the most pressing occasions. Independent, therefore, of his deficiency in point of dexterity, this cause alone must always reduce considerably the quantity of work which he is capable of performing.

	Thirdly, and lastly, every body must be sensible how much labour is facilitated and abridged by the application of proper machinery. It is unnecessary to give any example. I shall only observe, therefore, that the invention of all those machines by which labour is so much facilitated and abridged, seems to have been originally owing to the division of labour. Men are much more likely to discover easier and readier methods of attaining any object, when the whole attention of their minds is directed towards that single object, than when it is dissipated among a great variety of things. But in consequence of the division of labour, the whole of every man’s attention comes naturally to be directed towards some one very simple object. It is naturally to be expected, therefore, that some one or other of those who are employed in each particular branch of labour should soon find out easier and readier methods of performing their own particular work, wherever the nature of it admits of such improvement. A great part of the machines made use of in those manufactures in which labour is most subdivided, were originally the inventions of common workmen, who, being each of them employed in some very simple operation, naturally turned their thoughts towards finding out easier and readier methods of performing it. Whoever has been much accustomed to visit such manufacturers, must frequently have been shewn very pretty machines, which were the inventions of such workmen, in order to facilitate and quicken their own particular part of the work. In the first fire-engines, a boy was constantly employed to open and shut alternately the communication between the boiler and the cylinder, according as the piston either ascended or descended. One of those boys, who loved to play with his companions, observed that, by tying a string from the handle of the valve which opened this communication to another part of the machine, the valve would open and shut without his assistance, and leave him at liberty to divert himself with his play-fellows. One of the greatest improvements that has been made upon this machine, since it was first invented, was in this manner the discovery of a boy who wanted to save his own labour.

	All the improvements in machinery, however, have by no means been the inventions of those who had occasion to use the machines. Many improvements have been made by the ingenuity of the makers of the machines, when to make them became the business of a peculiar trade; and some by that of those who are called philosophers or men of speculation, whose trade it is not to do any thing, but to observe every thing; and who, upon that account, are often capable of combining together the powers of the most distant and dissimilar objects. In the progress of society, philosophy or speculation becomes, like every other employment, the principal or sole trade and occupation of a particular class of citizens. Like every other employment too, it is subdivided into a great number of different branches, each of which affords occupation to a peculiar tribe or class of philosophers; and this subdivision of employment in philosophy, as well as in every other business, improves dexterity, and saves time. Each individual becomes more expert in his own peculiar branch, more work is done upon the whole, and the quantity of science is considerably increased by it.

	It is the great multiplication of the productions of all the different arts, in consequence of the division of labour, which occasions, in a well-governed society, that universal opulence which extends itself to the lowest ranks of the people. Every workman has a great quantity of his own work to dispose of beyond what he himself has occasion; and every other workman being exactly in the same situation, he is enabled to exchange a great quantity of his own goods for a great quantity, or, what comes to the same thing, for the price of a great quantity of theirs. He supplies them abundantly with what they have occasion for, and they accommodate him as amply with what he has occasion for, and a general plenty diffuses itself through all the different ranks of the society.

	Observe the accommodation of the most common artificer or day-labourer in a civilized and thriving country, and you will perceive that the number of people of whose industry a part, though but a small part, has been employed in procuring him this accommodation, exceeds all computation. The woollen coat, for example, which covers the day-labourer, as coarse and rough as it may appear, is the produce of the joint labour of a great multitude of workmen. The shepherd, the sorter of the wool, the wool-comber or carder, the dyer, the scribbler, the spinner, the weaver, the fuller, the dresser, with many others, must all join their different arts in order to complete even this homely production. How many merchants and carriers, besides, must have been employed in transporting the materials from some of those workmen to others who often live in a very distant part of the country! how much commerce and navigation in particular, how many ship-builders, sailors, sail-makers, rope-makers, must have been employed in order to bring together the different drugs made use of by the dyer, which often come from the remotest corners of the world! What a variety of labour too is necessary in order to produce the tools of the meanest of those workmen! To say nothing of such complicated machines as the ship of the sailor, the mill of the fuller, or even the loom of the weaver, let us consider only what a variety of labour is requisite in order to form that very simple machine, the shears with which the shepherd clips the wool. The miner, the builder of the furnace for smelting the ore, the feller of the timber, the burner of the charcoal to be made use of in the smelting-house, the brick-maker, the brick-layer, the workmen who attend the furnace, the mill-wright, the forger, the smith, must all of them join their different arts in order to produce them. Were we to examine, in the same manner, all the different parts of his dress and household furniture, the coarse linen shirt which he wears next his skin, the shoes which cover his feet, the bed which he lies on, and all the different parts which compose it, the kitchen-grate at which he prepares his victuals, the coals which he makes use of for that purpose, dug from the bowels of the earth, and brought to him perhaps by a long sea and a long land carriage, all the other utensils of his kitchen, all the furniture of his table, the knives and forks, the earthen or pewter plates upon which he serves up and divides his victuals, the different hands employed in preparing his bread and his beer, the glass window which lets in the heat and the light, and keeps out the wind and the rain, with all the knowledge and art requisite for preparing that beautiful and happy invention, without which these northern parts of the world could scarce have afforded a very comfortable habitation, together with the tools of all the different workmen employed in producing those different conveniences; if we examine, I say, all these things, and consider what a variety of labour is employed about each of them, we shall be sensible that without the assistance and co-operation of many thousands, the very meanest person in a civilized country could not be provided, even according to, what we very falsely imagine, the easy and simple manner in which he is commonly accommodated. Compared, indeed, with the more extravagant luxury of the great, his accommodation must not doubt appear extremely simple and easy; and yet it may be true, perhaps, that the accommodation of an European prince does no always so much exceed that of an industrious and frugal peasant, as the accommodation of the latter exceeds that of many an African king, the absolute master of the lives and liberties of ten thousand naked savages.

	 


March 29. Hero and Goddess Break Engagement

	Volume 49, pp. 307-317

	Epic and Saga

	Brynhild, favorite goddess of Norse mythology, plighted troth with Sigurd, fearless warrior. But Sigurd forgot Brynhild and married Gudrun, whose brother, Gunner, then set out to win the beautiful Brynhild. Complications very like a modern triangle arose.

	The Story of the Volsungs and Niblungs

	Translated by Eiríkr Magnússon and William Morris

	XXIV. Sigurd sees Brynhild at Hlymdale

	In those days came home to Heimir, Brynhild, his foster-daughter, and she sat in her bower with her maidens, and could more skill in handicraft than other women; she sat, overlaying cloth with gold, and sewing therein the great deeds which Sigurd had wrought, the slaying of the Worm, and the taking of the wealth of him, and the death of Regin withal.

	Now tells the tale, that on a day Sigurd rode into the wood with hawk, and hound, and men thronging; and whenas he came home his hawk flew up to a high tower, and sat him down on a certain window. Then fared Sigurd after his hawk, and he saw where sat a fair woman, and knew that it was Brynhild, and he deems all things he sees there to be worthy together, both her fairness, and the fair things she wrought: and therewith he goes into the hall, but has no more joyance in the games of the men folk.

	Then spake Alswid, “Why art thou so bare of bliss? this manner of thine grieveth us thy friends; why then wilt thou not hold to thy gleesome ways? Lo, thy hawks pine now, and thy horse Grani droops; and long will it be ere we are booted thereof?”

	Sigurd answered, “Good friend, hearken to what lies on my mind; for my hawk flew up into a certain tower; and when I came thereto and took him, lo there I saw a fair woman, and she sat by a needlework of gold, and did thereon my deeds that are passed, and my deeds that are to come.”

	Then said Alswid, “Thou hast seen Brynhild, Budli’s daughter, the greatest of great women.”

	“Yea, verily,” said Sigurd; “but how came she hither?”

	Alswid answered, “Short space there was betwixt the coming hither of the twain of you.”

	Says Sigurd, “Yea, but a few days agone I knew her for the best of the world’s women.”

	Alswid said, “Give not all thine heed to one woman, being such a man as thou art; ill life to sit lamenting for what we may not have.”

	“I shall go meet her,” says Sigurd, “and get from her love like my love, and give her a gold ring in token thereof.”

	Alswid answered, “None has ever yet been known whom she would let sit beside her, or to whom she would give drink; for ever will she hold to warfare and to the winning of all kinds of fame.”

	Sigurd said, “We know not for sure whether she will give us answer or not, or grant us a seat beside her.”

	So the next day after, Sigurd went to the bower, but Alswid stood outside the bower door, fitting shafts to his arrows.

	Now Sigurd spake, “Abide, fair and hale lady,—how farest thou?”

	She answered, “Well it fares; my kin and my friends live yet: but who shall say what goodhap folk may bear to their life’s end?”

	He sat him down by her, and there came in four damsels with great golden beakers, and the best of wine therein; and these stood before the twain.

	Then said Brynhild, “This seat is for few, but and if my father come.”

	He answered, “Yet is it granted to one that likes me well.”

	Now that chamber was hung with the best and fairest of hangings, and the floor thereof was all covered with cloth.

	Sigurd spake, “Now has it come to pass even as thou didst promise.”

	“O be thou welcome here!” said she, and arose therewith, and the four damsels with her, and bore the golden beaker to him, and bade him drink; he stretched out his hand to the beaker, and took it, and her hand withal, and drew her down beside him; and cast his arms round about her neck and kissed her, and said—

	“Thou art the fairest that was ever born!”

	But Brynhild said, “Ah, wiser is it not to cast faith and troth into a woman’s power, for ever shall they break that they have promised.”

	He said, “That day would dawn the best of days over our heads whereon each of each should be made happy.”

	Brynhild answered, “It is not fated that we should abide together; I am a shield-may, and wear helm on head even as the kings of war, and them full oft I help, neither is the battle become loathsome to me.”

	Sigurd answered, “What fruit shall be of our life, if we live not together: harder to bear this pain that lies hereunder, than the stroke of sharp sword.”

	Brynhild answers, “I shall gaze on the hosts of the war-kings, but thou shalt wed Gudrun, the daughter of Giuki.”

	Sigurd answered, “What king’s daughter lives to beguile me? neither am I double-hearted herein; and now I swear by the Gods that thee shall I have for mine own, or no woman else.”

	And even suchlike wise spake she.

	Sigurd thanked her for her speech, and gave her a gold ring, and now they swore oath anew, and so he went his ways to his men, and is with them awhile in great bliss.

	XXV. Of the Dream of Gudrun, Giuki’s Daughter

	There was a king hight Giuki, who ruled a realm south of the Rhine; three sons he had, thus named: Gunnar, Hogni, and Guttorm, and Gudrun was the name of his daughter, the fairest of maidens; and all these children were far before all other king’s children in all prowess, and in goodliness and growth withal; ever were his sons at the wars and wrought many a deed of fame. But Giuki had wedded Grimhild, the Wise-wife.

	Now Budli was the name of a king mightier than Giuki, mighty though they both were: and Atli was the brother of Brynhild: Atli was a fierce man and a grim, great and black to look on, yet noble of mien withal, and the greatest of warriors. Grimhild was a fiercehearted woman.

	Now the days of the Giukings bloomed fair, and chiefly because of those children, so far before the sons of men.

	On a day Gudrun says to her mays that she may have no joy of heart; then a certain woman asked her wherefore her joy was departed.

	She answered, “Grief came to me in my dreams, therefore is there sorrow in my heart, since thou must needs ask thereof.”

	“Tell it me, then, thy dream,” said the woman, “for dreams oft forecast but the weather.”

	Gudrun answers, “Nay, nay, no weather, is this; I dreamed that I had a fair hawk on my wrist, feathered with feathers of gold.”

	Says the woman, “Many have heard tell of thy beauty, thy wisdom, and thy courtesy; some king’s son abides thee, then.”

	Gudrun answers, “I dreamed that naught was so dear to me as this hawk, and all my wealth had I cast aside rather than him.”

	The woman said, “Well, then, the man thou shalt have will be of the goodliest, and well shalt thou love him.”

	Gudrun answered, “It grieves me that I know not who he shall be; let us go seek Brynhild, for she belike will wot thereof.”

	So they arrayed them in gold and many a fair thing, and she went with her damsels till they came to the hall of Brynhild, and that hall was dight with gold, and stood on a high hill; and whenas their goings were seen, it was told Brynhild, that a company of women drove toward the burg in gilded waggons.

	“That shall be Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter,” says she: “I dreamed of her last night; let us go meet her! no fairer woman may come to our house.”

	So they went abroad to meet them, and gave them good greeting, and they went into the goodly hall together; fairly painted it was within, and well adorned with silver vessel; cloths were spread under the feet of them, and all folk served them, and in many wise they sported.

	But Gudrun was somewhat silent.

	Then said Brynhild, “Ill to abash folk of their mirth; prithee do not so; let us talk together for our disport of mighty kings and their great deeds.”

	“Good talk,” says Gudrun, “let us do even so; what kings deemest thou to have been the first of all men?”

	Brynhild says, “The sons of Haki, and Hagbard withal; they brought to pass many a deed of fame in their warfare.”

	Gudrun answers, “Great men certes, and of noble fame! Yet Sigar took their one sister, and burned the other, house and all; and they may be called slow to revenge the deed; why didst thou not name my brethren, who are held to be the first of men as at this time?”

	Brynhild says, “Men of good hope are they surely, though but little proven hitherto; but one I know far before them, Sigurd, the son of Sigmund the king; a youngling was he in the days when he slew the sons of Hunding, and revenged his father, and Eylimi, his mother’s father.”

	Said Gudrun, “By what token tellest thou that?”

	Brynhild answered, “His mother went amid the dead, and found Sigmund the king sore wounded, and would bind up his hurts; but he said he grew over old for war, and bade her lay this comfort to her heart, that she should bear the most famed of sons; and wise was the wise man’s word therein: for after the death of King Sigmund, she went to King Alf, and there was Sigurd nourished in great honour, and day by day he wrought some deed of fame, and is the man most renowned of all the wide world.”

	Gudrun says, “From love hast thou gained these tidings of him; but for this cause came I here, to tell thee dreams of mine which have brought me great grief.”

	Says Brynhild, “Let not such matters sadden thee; abide with thy friends who wish thee blithsome, all of them!”

	“This I dreamed,” said Gudrun, “that we went, a many of us in company, from the bower, and we saw an exceeding great hart, that far excelled all other deer ever seen, and the hair of him was golden; and this deer we were all fain to take, but I alone got him; and he seemed to me better than all things else; but sithence thou, Brynhild, didst shoot and slay my deer even at my very knees, and such grief was that to me that scarce might I bear it; and then afterwards thou gavest me a wolf-cub, which besprinkled me with the blood of my brethren.”

	Brynhild answers, “I will arede thy dream, even as things shall come to pass hereafter; for Sigurd shall come to thee, even he whom I have chosen for my well-beloved; and Grimhild shall give him mead mingled with hurtful things, which shall cast us all into mighty strife. Him shalt thou have, and him shalt thou quickly miss; and Atli the king shalt thou wed; and thy brethren shalt thou lose, and slay Atli withal in the end.”

	Gudrun answers, “Grief and woe to know that such things shall be!”

	And therewith she and hers get them gone home to King Giuki.

	XXVI. Sigurd comes to the Giukings and is Wedded to Gudrun

	Now Sigurd goes his ways with all that great treasure, and in friendly wise he departs from them; and on Grani he rides with all his war-gear and the burden withal; and thus he rides until he comes to the hall of King Giuki; there he rides into the burg, and that sees one of the king’s men, and he spake withal—

	“Sure it may be deemed that here is come one of the Gods, for his array is all done with gold, and his horse is far mightier than other horses, and the manner of his weapons is most exceeding goodly, and most of all the man himself far excels all other men ever seen.”

	So the king goes out with his court and greets the man, and asks—

	“Who art thou who thus ridest into my burg, as none has durst hitherto without the leave of my sons?”

	He answered, “I am called Sigurd, son of King Sigmund.”

	Then said King Giuki, “Be thou welcome here then, and take at our hands whatso thou willest.”

	So he went into the king’s hall, and all men seemed little beside him, and all men served him, and there he abode in great joyance.

	Now oft they all ride abroad together, Sigurd and Gunnar and Hogni, and ever is Sigurd far the foremost of them, mighty men of their hands though they were.

	But Grimhild finds how heartily Sigurd loved Brynhild, and how oft he talks of her; and she falls to thinking how well it were, if he might abide there and wed the daughter of King Giuki, for she saw that none might come anigh to his goodliness, and what faith and goodhelp there was in him, and how that he had more wealth withal than folk might tell of any man; and the king did to him even as unto his own sons, and they for their parts held him of more worth than themselves.

	So on a night as they sat at the drink, the queen arose, and went before Sigurd, and said—

	“Great joy we have in thine abiding here, and all good things will we put before thee to take of us; lo now, take this horn and drink thereof.”

	So he took it and drank, and therewithal she said, “Thy father shall be Giuki the king, and I shall be thy mother, and Gunnar and Hogni shall be thy brethren, and all this shall be sworn with oaths each to each; and then surely shall the like of you never be found on earth.”

	Sigurd took her speech well, for with the drinking of that drink all memory of Brynhild departed from him. So there he abode awhile.

	And on a day went Grimhild to Giuki the king, and cast her arms about his neck, and spake—

	“Behold, there has now come to us the greatest of great hearts that the world holds; and needs must he be trusty and of great avail; give him thy daughter then, with plenteous wealth, and as much of rule as he will; perchance thereby he will be well content to abide here ever.”

	The king answered, “Seldom does it befall that kings offer their daughters to any; yet in higher wise will it be done to offer her to this man, than to take lowly prayers for her from others.”

	On a night Gudrun pours out the drink, and Sigurd beholds her how fair she is and how full of all courtesy.

	Five seasons Sigurd abode there, and ever they passed their days together in good honour and friendship.

	And so it befell that the kings held talk together, and Giuki said—

	“Great good thou givest us, Sigurd, and with exceeding strength thou strengthenest our realm.”

	Then Gunnar said, “All things that may be will we do for thee, so thou abidest here long; both dominion shalt thou have, and our sister freely and unprayed for, whom another man would not get for all his prayers.”

	Sigurd says, “Thanks have ye for this wherewith ye honour me, and gladly will I take the same.”

	Therewith they swore brotherhood together, and to be even as if they were children of one father and one mother; and a noble feast was holden, and endured many days, and Sigurd drank at the wedding of him and Gudrun; and there might men behold all manner of game and glee, and each day the feast better and better.

	Now fare these folk wide over the world, and do many great deeds, and slay many kings’ sons, and no man has ever done such works of prowess as did they; then home they come again with much wealth won in war.

	Sigurd gave of the serpent’s heart to Gudrun, and she ate thereof, and became greater-hearted, and wiser than ere before: and the son of these twain was called Sigmund.

	Now on a time went Grimhild to Gunnar her son, and spake—

	“Fair blooms the life and fortune of thee, but for one thing only, and namely whereas thou art unwedded; go woo Brynhild; good rede is this, and Sigurd will ride with thee.”

	Gunnar answered, “Fair is she certes, and I am fain enow to win her;” and therewith he tells his father, and his brethren, and Sigurd, and they all prick him on to that wooing.

	XXVII. The Wooing of Brynhild

	Now they array them joyously for their journey, and ride over hill and dale to the house of King Budli, and woo his daughter of him; in a good wise he took their speech, if so be that she herself would not deny them; but he said withal that so high-minded was she, that that man only might wed her whom she would.

	Then they ride to Hlymdale, and there Heimir gave them good welcome; so Gunnar tells his errand; Heimir says, that she must needs wed but him whom she herself chose freely; and tells them how her abode was but a little way thence, and that he deemed that him only would she have who should ride through the flaming fire that was drawn around about her hall; so they depart and come to the hall and the fire, and see there a castle with a golden roof-ridge, and all round about a fire roaring up.

	Now Gunnar rode on Goti, but Hogni on Holkvi, and Gunnar smote his horse to face the fire, but he shrank aback.

	Then said Sigurd, “Why givest thou back, Gunnar?”

	He answered, “The horse will not tread this fire; but lend me thy horse Grani.”

	“Yea, with all my good will,” says Sigurd.

	Then Gunnar rides him at the fire, and yet nowise will Grani stir, nor may Gunnar any the more ride through that fire. So now they change semblance, Gunnar and Sigurd, even as Grimhild had taught them; then Sigurd in the likeness of Gunnar mounts and rides, Gram in his hand, and golden spurs on his heels; then leapt Grani into the fire when he felt the spurs; and the mighty roar arose as the fire burned ever madder, and the earth trembled, and the flames went up even unto the heavens, nor had any dared to ride as he rode, even as it were through the deep mirk.

	But now the fire sank withal, and he leapt from his horse and went into the hall, even as the song says—

	The flame flared at its maddest,

	Earth’s fields fell a-quaking

	As the red flame aloft

	Licked the lowest of heaven.

	Few had been fain,

	Of the rulers of folk,

	To ride through that flame,

	Or athwart it to tread.

	Then Sigurd smote

	Grani with sword,

	And the flame was slaked

	Before the king;

	Low lay the flames

	Before the fain of fame;

	Bright gleamed the array

	That Regin erst owned.

	Now when Sigurd had passed through the fire, he came into a certain fair dwelling, and therein sat Brynhild.

	She asked, “What man is it?”

	Then he named himself Gunnar, son of Giuki, and said—“Thou art awarded to me as my wife, by the good-will and word of thy father and thy foster-father, and I have ridden through the flames of thy fire, according to thy word that thou hast set forth.”

	“I wot not clearly,” said she, “how I shall answer thee.”

	Now Sigurd stood upright on the hall floor, and leaned on the hilt of his sword, and he spake to Brynhild—

	“In reward thereof, shall I pay thee a great dower in gold and goodly things?”

	She answered in heavy mood from her seat, whereas she sat like unto swan on billow, having a sword in her hand, and a helm on her head, and being clad in a byrny, “O Gunnar,” she says, “speak not to me of such things; unless thou be the first and best of all men; for then shalt thou slay those my wooers, if thou hast heart thereto; I have been in battles with the king of the Greeks, and our weapons were stained with red blood, and for such things still I yearn.”

	He answered, “Yea, certes many great deeds hast thou done; but yet call thou to mind thine oath, concerning the riding through of this fire, wherein thou didst swear that thou wouldst go with the man who should do this deed.”

	So she found that he spake but the sooth, and she paid heed to his words, and arose, and greeted him meetly, and he abode there three nights, and they lay in one bed together; but he took the sword Gram and laid it betwixt them: then she asked him why he laid it there; and he answered, that in that wise must he needs wed his wife or else get his bane.

	Then she took from off her the ring Andvari’s-loom, which he had given her aforetime, and gave it to him, but he gave her another ring out of Fafnir’s hoard.

	Thereafter he rode away through the same fire unto his fellows, and he and Gunnar changed semblances again, and rode unto Hlymdale, and told how it had gone with them.

	That same day went Brynhild home to her foster-father, and tells him as one whom she trusted, how that there had come a king to her; “And he rode through my flaming fire, and said he was come to woo me, and named himself Gunnar; but I said that such a deed might Sigurd alone have done, with whom I plighted troth on the mountain; and he is my first troth-plight, and my well-beloved.”

	Heimir said that things must needs abide even as now they had now come to pass.

	Brynhild said, “Aslaug, the daughter of me and Sigurd shall be nourished here with thee.”

	Now the kings fare home, but Brynhild goes to her father; Grimhild welcomes the kings meetly, and thanks Sigurd for his fellowship; and withal is a great feast made, and many were the guests thereat; and thither came Budli the King with his daughter Brynhild, and his son Atli, and for many days did the feast endure: and at that feast was Gunnar wedded to Brynhild: but when it was brought to an end, once more has Sigurd memory of all the oaths that he sware unto Brynhild, yet withal he let all things abide in rest and peace.

	Brynhild and Gunnar sat together in great game and glee, and drank goodly wine.

	 


March 30. The Plague of Milan

	Volume 21, pp. 500-512

	I Promessi Sposi, Manzoni

	“I Promessi Sposi,” a seventeenth century novel, vividly describes the devastating plague of Milan. Then whole families sickened in a few hours and died in less than a day’s time of strange and violent complaints whose symptoms were unknown to physicians. (Capuchin monks given charge of the plague hospital in Milan, March 30, 1630.)

	I Promessi Sposi

	(The Betrothed)

	Alessandro Manzoni

	Chapter XXIX

	We are on our way,’ said don Abbondio, ‘to the Castle of * * *.’

	‘That’s a very good thought; you’ll be as safe there as in Paradise.’

	‘And you’ve no fear here?’ said Don Abbondio.

	‘I’ll tell you, Signor Curate: they won’t have to come here to halt, or, as you know the saying is, in polite language, in ospitazione: we are too much out of their road, thank Heaven. At the worst, there’ll only be a little party of foragers, which God forbid!—but, in any case, there’s plenty of time. We shall first hear the intelligence from the other unfortunate towns, where they go to take up their quarters.’

	It was determined to stop here and take a little rest; and as it was just the dinner-hour, ‘My friends,’ said the tailor, ‘will do me the favour of sharing my poor table: at any rate, you will have a hearty welcome.’

	Perpetua said she had brought some refreshment with them; and after exchanging a few complimentary speeches, they agreed to put all together, and dine in company.

	The children gathered with great glee round their old friend Agnese. Very soon, however, the tailor desired one of his little girls (the same that had carried that gift of charity to the widow Maria; who knows if any reader remembers it?) to go and shell a few early chestnuts, which were deposited in one corner, and then put them to roast.

	‘And you,’ said he to a little boy, ‘go into the garden, and shake the peach-tree till some of the fruit falls, and bring them all here; go. And you,’ said he to another, ‘go, climb the fig-tree, and gather a few of the ripest figs. You know that business too well already.’ He himself went to tap a little barrel of wine; his wife to fetch a clean table-cloth; Perpetua took out the provisions; the table was spread; a napkin and earthenware plate were placed at the most honourable seat for Don Abbondio, with a knife and fork which Perpetua had in the basket; the dinner was dished, and the party seated themselves at the table, and partook of the repast, if not with great merriment, at least with much more than any of the guests had anticipated enjoying that day.

	‘What say you, Signor Curate, to a turn out of this sort?’ said the tailor; ‘I could fancy I was reading the history of the Moors in France.

	‘What say I? To think that even this trouble should fall to my lot!’

	‘Well, you’ve chosen a good asylum,’ resumed his host; ‘people would be puzzled to get up there by force. And you’ll find company there; it’s already reported that many have retreated thither, and many more are daily arriving.’

	‘I would fain hope,’ said Don Abbondio, ‘that we shall be well received. I know this brave Signor; and when I once had the pleasure of being in his company, he was so exceedingly polite.’

	‘And he sent word to me,’ said Agnese, ‘by his most illustrious Lordship, that if ever I wanted anything, I had only to go to him.’

	‘A great and wonderful conversion!’ resumed Don Abbondio: ‘and does he really continue to persevere?’

	‘Oh yes,’ said the tailor; and he began to speak at some length upon the holy life of the Unnamed, and how, from being a scourge to the country, he had become its example and benefactor.

	‘And all those people he kept under him… that household…’ rejoined Don Abbondio, who had more than once heard something about them, but had never been sufficiently assured of the truth.

	‘They are most of them dismissed,’ replied the tailor; ‘and they who remain have altered their habits in a wonderful way! In short, this castle has become like the Thebaid. You, Signor, understand these things.’

	He then began to recall, with Agnese, the visit of the Cardinal. ‘A great man,’ said he, ‘a great man! Pity that he left us so hastily; for I did not, and could not, do him any honour. How often I wish I could speak to him again, a little more at my ease.’

	Having left the table, he made them observe an engraved likeness of the Cardinal, which he kept hung up on one of the door-posts, in veneration for the person, and also that he might be able to say to any visitor, that the portrait did not resemble him; for he himself had had an opportunity of studying the Cardinal, close by, and at his leisure, in that very room.

	‘Did they mean this thing here for him?’ said Agnese. ‘It’s like him in dress; but…’

	‘It doesn’t resemble him, does it?’ said the tailor. ‘I always say so, too; but it bears his name, if nothing more; it serves as a remembrance.’

	Don Abbondio was in a great hurry to be going; the tailor undertook to find a conveyance to carry them to the foot of the ascent, and having gone in search of one, shortly returned to say that it was coming. Then, turning to Don Abbondio, he added, ‘Signor Curate, if you should ever like to take a book with you up there to pass away the time, I shall be glad to serve you in my poor way; for I sometimes amuse myself a little with reading. They’re not things to suit you, being all in the vulgar tongue; but, perhaps…’

	‘Thank you, thank you,’ replied Don Abbondio; ‘under present circumstances, one has hardly brains enough to attend to what we are bid to read.’

	While offering and refusing thanks, and exchanging condolence, good wishes, invitations, and promises to make another stay there on their return, the cart arrived at the front door. Putting in their baskets, the travelling party mounted after them, and undertook, with rather more ease and tranquillity of mind, the second half of their journey.

	The tailor had related the truth to Don Abbondio about the Unnamed. From the day on which we left him, he had steadily persevered in the course he had proposed to himself, atoning for wrongs, seeking peace, relieving the poor, and performing every good work for which an opportunity presented itself. The courage he had formerly manifested in offence and defence now showed itself in abstaining from both one and the other. He had laid down all his weapons, and always walked alone, willing to encounter the possible consequences of the many deeds of violence he had committed, and persuaded that it would be the commission of an additional one to employ force in defence of a life which owed so much to so many creditors; and persuaded, too, that every evil which might be done to him would be an offence offered to God, but, with respect to himself, a just retribution; and that he, above all, had no right to constitute himself a punisher of such offences. However, he had continued not less inviolate than when he had kept in readiness for his security, so many armed hands, and his own. The remembrance of his former ferocity, and the sight of his present meekness, one of which, it might have been expected, would have left so many longings for revenge, while the other rendered that revenge so easy, conspired, instead, to procure and maintain for him an admiration, which was the principal guarantee for his safety. He was that very man whom no one could humble, and who had now humbled himself. Every feeling of rancour, therefore, formerly irritated by his contemptuous behaviour, and by the fears of others, vanished before this new humility: they whom he had offended had now obtained, beyond all expectation, and without danger, a satisfaction which they could not have promised themselves from the most complete revenge—the satisfaction of seeing such a man mourning over the wrongs he had committed, and participating, so to say, in their indignation. More than one, whose bitterest and greatest sorrow had been, for many years, that he saw no probability of ever finding himself, in any instance, stronger than this powerful oppressor, that he might revenge himself for some great injury, meeting him afterwards alone, unarmed, and with the air of one who would offer no resistance, felt only an impulse to salute him with demonstrations of respect. In his voluntary abasement, his countenance and behaviour had acquired, without his being aware of it, something more lofty and noble; because there was in them, more clearly than ever, the absence of all fear. The most violent and pertinacious hatred felt, as it were, restrained and held in awe by the public veneration for so penitent and beneficent a man. This was carried to such a length, that he often found it difficult to avoid the public expression of it which was addressed to him, and was obliged to be careful that he did not evince too plainly in his looks and actions the inward compunction he felt, nor abuse himself too much, lest he should be too much exalted. He had selected the lowest place in church, and woe to any one who should have attempted to pre-occupy it! it would have been, as it were, usurping a post of honour. To have offended him, or even to have treated him disrespectfully, would have appeared not so much a criminal or cowardly, as a sacrilegious act: and even they who would scarcely have been restrained by this feeling on ordinary occasions, participated in it, more or less.

	These and other reasons sheltered him also from the more remote animadversions of public authority, and procured for him, even in this quarter, the security to which he himself had never given a thought. His rank and family, which had at all times been some pro-tection to him, availed him more than ever, now that personal recommendations, the renown of his conversion, was added to his already illustrious and famous, or rather infamous, name. Magistrates and nobles publicly rejoiced with the people at the change; and it would have appeared very incongruous to come forward irritated against a man who was the subject of so many congratulations. Besides, a government occupied with a protracted, and often unprosperous, war against active and oft-renewed rebellions, would have been very well satisfied to be freed from the most indomitable and irksome, without going in search of another: the more so, as this conversion produced reparations which the authorities were not accustomed to obtain, nor even to demand. To molest a saint seemed no very good means to ward off the reproach of having never been able to repress a villain; and the example they would have made of him would have had no other effect than to dissuade others, like him, from following his example. Probably, too, the share that Cardinal Federigo had had in his conversion, and the association of his name with that of the convert, served the latter as a sacred shield. And, in the state of things and ideas of those times, in the singular relations between the ecclesiastical authority and the civil power, which so frequently contended with each other without at all aiming at mutual destruction, nay, were always mingling expressions of acknowledgment, and protestations of deference, with hostilities, and which not unfrequently co-operated towards a common end, without ever making peace,—in such a state of things, it might almost seem, in a manner, that the reconciliation of the first carried along with it, if not the absolution, at least the forgetfulness, of the second; when the former alone had been employed to produce an effect equally desired by both.

	Thus that very individual, who, had he fallen from his eminence, would have excited emulation among small and great in trampling him under-foot, now, having spontaneously humbled himself to the dust, was reverenced by many, and spared by all.

	True it is, that there were, indeed, many to whom this much-talked-of change brought anything but satisfaction: many hired perpetrators of crime, many other associates in guilt, who thereby lost a great support on which they had been accustomed to depend, and who beheld the threads of a deeply-woven plot suddenly snapped, at the moment, perhaps, when they were expecting the intelligence of its completion.

	But we have already seen what various sentiments were awakened by the announcement of this conversion in the ruffians who were with their master at the time, and heard it from his own lips: astonishment, grief, depression, vexation; a little, indeed, of everything, except contempt and hatred. The same was felt by the others whom he kept dispersed at different posts, and the same by his accomplices of higher rank, when they first learned the terrible tidings; and by all for the same reasons. Much hatred, however, as we find in the passage elsewhere cited from Ripamonti, fell to the share of the Cardinal Federigo. They regarded him as one who had intruded like an enemy into their affairs; the Unnamed would see to the salvation of his own soul: and nobody had any right to complain of what he did.

	From time to time, the greater part of the ruffians in his household, unable to accommodate themselves to the new discipline, and seeing no probability that it would ever change, gradually took their departure. Some went in search of other masters, and found employment, perchance, among the old friends of the patron they had left; others enlisted in some terzo [1] of Spain or Mantua, or any other belligerent power; some infested the highways, to make war on a smaller scale, and on their own account; and others, again, contented themselves with going about as beggars at liberty. The same courses were pursued by the rest who had acted under his orders in different countries. Of those who had contrived to assimilate themselves to his new mode of life, or had embraced it of their own free will, the greater number, natives of the valley, returned to the fields, or to the trades which they had learnt in their early years, and had afterwards abandoned for a life of villainy; the strangers remained in the castle as domestic servants; and both natives and strangers, as if blessed at the same time with their master, lived contentedly, as he did, neither giving nor receiving injuries, unarmed, and respected.

	[1. A regiment consisting of three thousand soldiers.]

	But when, on the descent of the German troops, several fugitives from the threatened or invaded dominions arrived at his castle to request an asylum, he, rejoiced that the weak and oppressed sought refuge within his walls, which had so long been regarded by them at a distance as an enormous scarecrow, received these exiles with expressions of gratitude rather than courtesy; he caused it to be proclaimed that his house would be open to any one who should choose to take refuge there; and soon proposed to put, not only his castle, but the valley itself, into a state of defence, if ever any of the German or Bergamascan troops should attempt to come thither for plunder. He assembled the servants who still remained with him (like the verses of Torti, few and valiant); addressed them on the happy opportunity that God was giving both to them and himself of employing themselves for once in aid of their fellow-creatures, whom they had so often oppressed and terrified; and with that ancient tone of command which expressed a certainty of being obeyed, announced to them in general what he wished them to do, and, above all, impressed upon them the necessity of keeping a restraint over themselves, that they who took refuge there might see in them only friends and protectors. He then had brought down from one of the garrets all the fire-arms, and other warlike weapons, which had been for some time deposited there, and distributed them among his household; ordered that all the peasants and tenants of the valley, who were willing to do so, should come with arms to the castle; provided those who had none with a sufficient supply; selected some to act as officers, and placed others under their command; assigned to each his post at the entrance, and in various parts of the valley, on the ascent, and at the gates of the castle; and established the hours and methods of relieving the guards, as in a camp, or as he had been accustomed to do in that very place during his life of rebellion.

	In one corner of this garret, divided from the rest, were the arms which he alone had borne, his famous carabine, muskets, swords, pistols, huge knives, and poniards, either lying on the ground, or set up against the wall. None of the servants laid a finger on them; but they determined to ask the Signor which he wished to be brought to him. ‘Not one of them,’ replied he; and whether from a vow or intentional design, he remained the whole time unarmed, at the head of this species of garrison.

	He employed, at the same time, other men and women of his household or dependents, in preparing accommodation in the castle for as many persons as possible, in erecting bedsteads, and arranging straw beds, mattresses, and sacks stuffed with straw, in the apartments which were now converted into dormitories. He also gave orders that large stores of provisions should be brought in for the maintenance of the guests whom God should send him, and who thronged in in daily increasing numbers. He, in the mean while, was never stationary; in and out of the castle, up and down the ascent, round about through the valley, to establish, to fortify, to visit the different posts, to see and to be seen, to put and to keep all in order by his directions, oversight, and presence. Indoors, and by the way, he gave hearty welcomes to all the new comers whom he happened to meet; and all, who had either seen this wonderful person before, or now beheld him for the first time, gazed at him in rapture, forgetting for a moment the misfortunes and alarm which had driven them thither, and turning to look at him, when, having severed himself from them, he again pursued his way.

	Chapter XXX

	Though the greatest concourse was not from the quarter by which our three fugitives approached the valley, but rather at the opposite entrance; yet in this second half of their journey, they began to meet with fellow-travellers, companions in misfortune, who, from cross-roads or by-paths, had issued, or were issuing, into the main road. In circumstances like these all who happen to meet each other are acquaintances. Every time that the cart overtook a pedestrian traveller, there was an exchanging of questions and replies. Some had made their escape, like our friends, without awaiting the arrival of the soldiers; some had heard the clanging of arms and kettle-drums; while others had actually beheld them, and painted them as the terror-stricken usually paint the objects of their terror.

	‘We are fortunate, however,’ said the two women: ‘let us thank Heaven for it. Our goods must go; but, at least, we are out of the way.’

	But Don Abbondio could not find so much to rejoice at; even this concourse, and still more the far greater one which he heard was pouring in from the opposite direction, began to throw a gloom over his mind. ‘Oh, what a state of things!’ muttered he to the women, at a moment when there was nobody at hand: ‘oh, what a state of things! Don’t you see, that to collect so many people into one place is just the same thing as to draw all the soldiers here by force? Everybody is hiding, everybody carries off his things! nothing’s left in the houses: so they’ll think there must be some treasures up here. They’ll surely come! Oh poor me! What have I embarked in?’

	‘What should they have to come here for?’ said Perpetua: ‘they are obliged to go straight on their way. And besides, I’ve always heard say, that it’s better to be a large party when there’s any danger.’

	‘A large party? a large party?’ replied Don Abbondio. ‘Foolish woman! Don’t you know that a single German soldier could devour a hundred of such as they? And then, if they should take into their heads to play any pranks, it would be a fine thing, wouldn’t it, to find ourselves in the midst of a battle? Oh poor me! It would have been less dangerous to have gone to the mountains. Why should everybody choose to go to one place?… Tiresome folks!’ muttered he in a still lower voice. ‘All here: still coming, coming, coming; one after the other, like sheep that have no sense.’

	‘In this way,’ said Agnese, ‘they might say the same of us.’

	‘Hush, hush!’ said Don Abbondio, ‘all this talk does no good. What’s done is done: we are here, and now we must stay here. It will be as Providence wills: Heaven send it may be good!’

	But his horror was greatly increased when, at the entrance of the valley, he saw a large body of armed men, some at the door of a house, and others quartered in the lower rooms. He cast a side glance at them: they were not the same faces which it had been his lot to see on his former melancholy entrance, or if there were any of the same, they were strangely altered; but, with all this, it is impossible to say what uneasiness this sight gave him.—Oh poor me!—thought he.—See, now, if they won’t play pranks! It isn’t likely it could be otherwise; I ought to have expected if from a man of this kind. But what will he want to do? Will he make war? will he play the king, eh? Of poor me! In circumstances when one would wish to bury oneself under-ground, and this man seeks every way of making himself known, and attracting attention; it seems as he wished to invite them!—

	‘You see now, Signor master,’ said Perpetua, addressing him, ‘there are brave people here who will know how to defend us. Let the soldiers come now: these people are not like our clowns, who are good for nothing but to drag their legs after them.’

	‘Hold your tongue,’ said Don Abbondio, in a low and angry tone, ‘hold your tongue; you don’t know what you are talking about. Pray Heaven that the soldiers may make haste, or that they may never come to know what is doing here, and that the place is being fortified like a fortress. Don’t you know it’s the soldiers’ business to take fortresses? They wish nothing better; to take a place by storm is to them like going to a wedding; because all they find they take to themselves, and the inhabitants they put to the edge of the sword. Oh poor me! Well, I’ll surely see if there’s no way of putting oneself in safety on some of these peaks. They won’t reach me there in a battle! oh, they won’t reach me there!’

	‘If you’re afraid, too, of being defended and helped…’ Perpetua was again beginning; but Don Abbondio sharply interrupted her, though still in a suppressed tone: ‘Hold your tongue; and take good care you don’t report what we’ve said: woe unto us if you do! Remember that we must always put on a pleasant countenance here, and approve all we see.’

	At Malanotte they found another watch of armed men, to whom Don Abbondio submissively took off his hat, saying, in the meanwhile, in his heart—Alas! alas! I’ve certainly come to an encampment!—Here the cart stopped; they dismounted; Don Abbondio hastily paid and dismissed the driver; and with his two companions silently mounted the steep. The sight of those places recalled to his imagination and mingled with his present troubles the remembrance of those which he had suffered here once before. And Agnese, who had never seen these scenes, and who had drawn to herself an imaginary picture, which presented itself to her mind whenever she thought of the circumstances that had occurred here, on seeing them now as they were in reality, experienced a new and more vivid feeling of these mournful recollections. ‘Oh, Signor Curate!’ exclaimed she, ‘to think that my poor Lucia has passed along this road!…’

	‘Will you hold your tongue, you absurd woman?’ cried Don Abbondio in her ear. ‘Are those things to be bringing up here? Don’t you know we are in his place? It was well for us nobody heard you then; but if you talk in this way…’

	‘Oh! said Agnese; ‘now that he’s a saint!…’

	‘Well, be quiet!’ replied Don Abbondio again in her ear. ‘Do you think one may say without caution, even to saints, all that passes through one’s mind? Think rather of thanking him for his goodness to you.’

	‘Oh, I’ve already thought of that: do you think I don’t know even a little civility?’

	‘Civility is, not to say things that may be disagreeable to a person, particularly to one who is not accustomed to hear them. And under-stand well, both of you, that this is not a place to go chattering about, and saying whatever may happen to come into your heads. It is a great Signor’s house, you know that already: see what a household there is all around: people of all sorts come here: so be prudent, if you can; weigh your words; and above all, let there be few of them, and only when there is a necessity: one can’t get wrong when one is silent.’

	‘You do far worse, with your…’ Perpetua began: but, ‘Hush!’ cried Don Abbondio, in a suppressed voice, at the same time hastily taking off his hat, and making a profound bow: for, on looking up, he had discovered the Unnamed coming down to meet them. He, on his part, had noticed and recognized Don Abbondio, and was now hastening to welcome him.

	‘Signor Curate,’ said he, when he had reached him, ‘I should have liked to offer you my house on a pleasanter occasion; but, under any circumstances, I am exceedingly glad to be able to be of some service to you.’

	‘Trusting in your illustrious Lordship’s great kindness,’ replied Don Abbondio, ‘I have ventured to come, under these melancholy circumstances, to intrude upon you: and, as your illustrious Lordship sees, I have also presumed to bring company with me. This is my housekeeper…’

	‘She is welcome,’ said the Unnamed.

	‘And this,’ continued Don Abbondio, ‘is a woman to whom your Lordship has already been very good: the mother of that… of that…’

	‘Of Lucia,’ said Agnese.

	‘Of Lucia!’ exclaimed the Unnamed, turning with a look of shame towards Agnese. ‘Been very good, I! Immortal God! You are very good to me, to come here… to me… to this house. You are most heartily welcome. You bring a blessing with you.’

	‘Oh, sir,’ said Agnese, ‘I come to give you trouble. I have, too,’ continued she, going very close to his ear, ‘to thank you…’

	The Unnamed interrupted these words, by anxiously making inquiries about Lucia: and having heard the intelligence they had to give, he turned to accompany his new guests to the castle, and persisted in doing so, in spite of their ceremonious opposition. Agnese cast a glance at the Curate, which meant to say,—You see, now, whether there’s any need for you to interpose between us with your advice!—

	‘Have they reached your parish?’ asked the Unnamed, addressing Don Abbondio.

	‘No, Signor; for I would not willingly await the arrival of these devils,’ replied he. ‘Heaven knows if I should have been able to escape alive out of their hands, and come to trouble your illustrious Lordship.’

	‘Well, well, you may take courage,’ resumed the nobleman, ‘for you are now safe enough. They’ll not come up here; and if they should wish to make the trial, we’re ready to receive them.’

	‘We’ll hope they won’t come,’ said Don Abbondio. ‘I hear,’ added he, pointing with his finger towards the mountains which enclosed the valley on the opposite side, ‘I hear that another band of soldiers is wandering about in that quarter too, but… but…’

	‘True,’ replied the Unnamed; ‘but you need have no fear: we are ready for them also.’—Between two fires; in the mean while said Don Abbondio to himself,—exactly between two fires. Where have I suffered myself to be drawn? and by two silly women! And this man seems actually in his element in it all! Oh, what people there are in the world!—

	 


March 31. The Ghastly Whim of John Donne

	Volume 15, pp. 364-369

	The Life of John Donne, Walton

	Monuments are usually made from death masks, but John Donne took pleasure in posing for his, wrapped from head to foot in a shroud. Isaak Walton tells of this in his fascinating biography of the eccentric poet. (John Donne died March 31, 1631.)

	The Life of Dr. John Donne

	Izaak Walton

	It is observed that a desire of glory or commendation is rooted in the very nature of man; and that those of the severest and most mortified lives, though they may become so humble as to banish self-flattery, and such weeds as naturally grow there; yet they have not been able to kill this desire of glory, but that like our radical heat, it will both live and die with us; and many think it should do so; and we want not sacred examples to justify the desire of having our memory to outlive our lives; which I mention, because Dr. Donne, by the persuasion of Dr. Fox, easily yielded at this very time to have a monument made for him; but Dr. Fox undertook not to persuade him now, or what monument it should be; that was left to Dr. Donne himself.

	A monument being resolved upon, Dr. Donne sent for a Carver to make for him in wood the figure of an urn, giving him directions for the compass and height of it; and to bring with it a board, of just the height of his body. “These being got, then without delay a choice painter was got to be in readiness to draw his picture, which was taken as followeth.—Several charcoal fires being first made in his large study, he brought with him into that place his winding-sheet in his hand, and having put off all his clothes, had this sheet put on him, and so tied with knots at his head and feet, and his hands so placed as dead bodies are usually fitted, to be shrouded and put into their coffin, or grave. Upon this urn he thus stood, with his eyes shut, and with so much of the sheet turned aside as might show his lean, pale, and deathlike face, which was purposely turned towards the east, from whence he expected the second coming of his and our Saviour Jesus.” In this posture he was drawn at his just height; and when the picture was fully finished, he caused it to be set by his bed-side, where it continued and became his hourly object till his death, and was then given to his dearest friend and executor Dr. Henry King, then chief residentiary of St. Paul’s, who caused him to be thus carved in one entire piece of white marble, as it now stands in that church; and by Dr. Donne’s own appointment, these words were to be affixed to it as an epitaph:

	JOHANNES DONNE,

	Sac. Theol. Profess.

	Post varia stvdia, qvibus ab annis

	Tenerrimis fiderliter, nec infeliciter

	incvbvit;

	instinctv et impvlsv sp. Sancti, monitv

	et hortatv

	regis Jacobi, ordines sacros amplexvs,

	ann svi jesv, mdcxiv. Et svæ ætatis xlii.

	Decanatv hvjvs ecclesiæ indvtvs,

	xxvii. novembris, mdcxxi.

	Exvtvs morte vltimp die martii, mdcxxxi.

	Ic licet in occidvo cinere, aspicit evm

	Cvjvs nomen est oriens.

	And now, having brought him through the many labyrinths and perplexities of a various life, even to the gates of death and the grave; my desire is, he may rest till I have told my reader that I have seen many pictures of him, in several habits, and at several ages, and in several postures: and I now mention this, because I have seen one picture of him, drawn by a curious hand, at his age of eighteen, with his sword, and what other adornments might then suit with the present fashions of youth and the giddy gaieties of that age; and his motto then was—

	How much shall I be changed,

	Before I am changed!

	And if that young and his now dying picture were at this time set together every beholder might say, Lord! how much is Dr. Donne already changed, before he is changed! And the view of them might give my reader occasion to ask himself with some amazement, “Lord! how much may I also, that am now in health, be changed before I am changed; before this vile, this changeable body shall put off mortality!” and therefore to prepare for it.—But this is not writ so much for my reader’s memento, as to tell him that Dr. Donne would often in his private discourses, and often publicly in his sermons, mention the many changes both of his body and mind; especially of his mind from a vertiginous giddiness; and would as often say, “His great and most blessed change was from a temporal to a spiritual employment;” in which he was so happy, that he accounted the former part of his life to be lost; and the beginning of it to be from his first entering into sacred orders, and serving his most merciful god at his altar.

	Upon Monday, after the drawing this picture, he took his last leave of his beloved study; and, being sensible of his hourly decay, retired himself to his bed-chamber; and that week sent at several times for many of his most considerable friends, with whom he took a solemn and deliberate farewell, commending to their considerations some sentences useful for the regulation of their lives; and then dismissed them, as good Jacob did his sons, with a spiritual benediction. The Sunday following, he appointed his servants, that if there were any business yet undone that concerned him or themselves, it should be prepared against Saturday next; for after that day he would not mix his thoughts with anything that concerned this world; nor ever did; but, as Job, so he “waited for the appointed day of his dissolution.”

	And now he was so happy as to have nothing to do but to die, to do which, he stood in need of no longer time for he had studied it long, and to so happy a perfection, that in a former sickness he called God to witness [8] “He was that minute ready to deliver his soul into his hands if that minute God would determine his dissolution.” In that sickness he begged of God the constancy to be preserved in that estate for ever; and his patient expectation to have his immortal soul disrobed from her garment of mortality, makes me confident that he now had a modest assurance that his prayers were then heard, and his petition granted. He lay fifteen days earnestly expecting his hourly change; and in the last hour of his last day, as his body melted away, and vapoured into spirit, his soul having, I verily believe some revelation of the beatifical vision, he said, “I were miserable if I might not die;” and after those words, closed many periods of his faint breath by saying often, “Thy kingdom come, thy will be done.” His speech, which had long been his ready and faithful servant, left him not till the last minute of his life, and then forsook him, not to serve another master—for who speaks like him,—but died before him; for that it was then become useless to him, that now conversed with God on earth, as angels are said to do in heaven, only by thoughts and looks. Being speechless, and seeing heaven by that illumination by which he saw it, he did, as St. Stephen, “look stead-fastly into it, till he saw the son of Man standing at the right hand of God his Father;” and being satisfied with this blessed sight, as his soul ascended, and his last breath departed from him, he closed his own eyes, and then disposed his hands and body into such a posture as required not the least alteration by those that came to shroud him.

	[8. In his Book of Devotions written then.]

	Thus variable, thus virtuous was the life: thus excellent, thus exemplary was the death of this memorable man.

	He was buried in that place of St. Paul’s Church, which he had appointed for that use some years before his death; and by which he passed daily to pay his public devotions to Almighty God—who was then served twice a day by a public form of prayer and praises in that place:—but he was not buried privately, though he desired it; for, beside an unnumbered numbers of others, many persons of nobility, and of eminence for learning, who did love and honour him in his life, did show it at his death, by a voluntary and sad attendance of his body to the grave. Where nothing was so remarkable as a public sorrow.

	To which place of his burial some mournful friends repaired, and, as Alexander the Great did to the grave of the famous Achilles, so they strewed his with an abundance of curious and costly flowers; which course, they—who were never yet known—continued morning and evening for many days, not ceasing, till the stones, that were taken up in that church, to give his body admission into the cold earth—now his bed of rest,—were again by the mason’s art so levelled and firmed as they had been formerly, and his place of burial undistinguishable to common view.

	The next day after his burial, some unknown friend, some one of the many lovers and admirers of his virtue and learning, writ this epitaph with a coal on the wall over his grave:—

	Reader! I am to let thee know.

	Donne’s Body only lies below;

	For, could the grave his Soul comprise,

	Earth would be richer than the Skies!

	Nor was this all the honour done to his reverend ashes; for, as there be some persons that will not receive a reward for that for which God accounts himself a debtor; persons that dare trust God with their charity, and without a witness; so there was by some grateful unknown friend, that thought Dr. Donne’s memory ought to be perpetuated, an hundred marks sent to his faithful friends [9] and executors, towards the making of his monument. It was not for many years known by whom; but, after the death of Dr. Fox, it was known that it was he that sent it; and he lived to see as lively a representation of his dead friend as marble can express: a statue indeed so like Dr. Donne, that—as his friend Sir Henry Wotton hath expressed himself—“It seems to breath faintly, and posterity shall look upon it as a kind of artificial miracle.”

	[9. Dr. King and Dr. Montford.]

	He was of stature moderately tall; of a straight and equally—proportioned body, to which all his words and actions gave an unexpressible addition of comeliness.

	The melancholy and pleasant humour were in him so contempered, that each gave advantage to the other, and made his company one of the delights of mankind.

	His fancy was unimitably high, equalled only by his great wit; both being made useful by a commanding judgment.

	His aspect was cheerful, and such as gave a silent testimony of a clear knowing soul, and of a conscience at peace with itself.

	His melting eye showed that he had a soft heart, full of noble compassion; of too brave a soul to offer injuries, and too much a Christian not to pardon them in others.

	He did much contemplate—especially after he entered into his sacred calling—the mercies of Almighty God, the immortality of the soul, and the joys of heaven: and would often say in a kind of sacred ecstasy,—“Blessed be God that he is God, only and divinely like himself.”

	He was by nature highly passionate, but more apt to reluct at the excesses of it. A great lover of the offices of humanity, and of so merciful a spirit, that he never beheld the miseries of mankind without pity and relief.

	He was earnest and unwearied in the search of knowledge, with which his vigorous soul is now satisfied, and employed in a continual praise of that God that first breathed it into his active body: that body, which once was a temple of the Holy Ghost, and is now become a small quantity of Christian dust:—

	But I shall see it re-animated.

	Feb. 15, 1639.

	I. W.
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