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  May Selections


  When the hounds of spring are on winter’s traces,


  The mother of months in meadow or plain


  Fills the shadows and windy places


  With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain…


  Swinburne (Vol. 42, p. 1199)


  May 1. What Would You Ask Judas Iscariot?


  May 2. First Sparks of Electricity


  May 3. Why “Machiavellian”?


  May 4. A Champion of Science


  May 5. Strange Adventures in Man’s Clothes


  May 6. A Poor Artist Defies a Rich Duke


  May 7. A Bishop Bargains


  May 8. Behind the Screen in the School for Scandal


  May 9. Relation of Art to Freedom


  May 10. A Knight Among Cannibals


  May 11. Latest Gossip in Malfi


  May 12. His Wife’s Golden Hair Enshrined His Poems


  May 13. What Does Your Dog Think of You?


  May 14. Jenner's Amazing Smallpox Cure


  May 15. Glimpses Into the Beyond


  May 16. Favorite Superstitions of Celtic Imagination


  May 17. An Honest Life's Reward


  May 18. The Night Life of Flowers


  May 19. Golden Advice on Manners


  May 20. Shakespeare’s Finest Work


  May 21. An Honest Man Defined


  May 22. True Love in Difficulty


  May 23. A Plea for an Unfortunate


  May 24. They Had No Money—Yet Bought and Sold


  May 25. Do What You Fear


  May 26. Daughter Declares Her Love


  May 27. Lessing’s Courageous Stand for Toleration


  May 28. Master of Melodious Lyrics


  May 29. Adventures in Bagdad


  May 30. When the Throb of the War Drum Is Stifl’d


  May 31. America’s Most Surprising Poet


  


  May 1. What Would You Ask Judas Iscariot?


  Volume. 27, pp. 270-283


  English Essays


  Once Hazlitt and his friends took to discussing the famous people they would like to meet—Guy Fawkes, Sir Isaac Newton, Chaucer, Boccaccio, Cromwell, Garrick, and Judas.


  On Persons One Would Wish to Have Seen


  By Wiliam Hazlitt


  […]


  Someone then inquired of Lamb if we could not see from the window the Temple-walk in which Chaucer used to take his exercise; and on his name being put to the vote, I was pleased to find that there was a general sensation in his favor in all but Ayrton, who said something about the ruggedness of the metre, and even objected to the quaintness of the orthography. I was vexed at this superficial gloss, pertinaciously reducing everything to its own trite level, and asked, “If he did not think it would be worth while to scan the eye that had first greeted the Muse in that dim twilight and early dawn of English literature; to see the head round which the visions of fancy must have played like gleams of inspiration or a sudden glory; to watch those lips that “lisped in numbers, for the numbers came’—as by a miracle, or as if the dumb should speak? Nor was it alone that he had been the first to tune his native tongue (however imperfectly to modern ears); but he was himself a noble, manly character, standing before his age and striving to advance it; a pleasant humorist withal, who has not only handed down to us the living manners of his time, but had, no doubt, store of curious and quaint devices, and would make as hearty a companion as mine host of the Tabard. His interview with Petrarch is fraught with interest. Yet I would rather have seen Chaucer in company with the author of the ‘Decameron,’ and have heard them exchange their best stories together—the ‘Squire’s Tale’ against the story of the “Falcon,’ the ‘Wife of Bath’s Prologue’ against the ‘Adventures of Friar Albert.’ How fine to see the high mysterious brow which learning then wore, relieved by the gay, familiar tone of men of the world, and by the courtesies of genius! Surely, the thoughts and feelings which passed through the minds of these great revivers of learning, these Cadmuses who sowed the teeth of letters, must have stamped an expression on their features as different from the moderns as their books, and well worth the perusal. Dante,” I continued, “is as interesting a person as his own Ugolino, one whose lineaments curiosity would as eagerly devour in order to penetrate his spirit, and the only one of the Italian poets I should care much to see. There is a fine portrait of Ariosto by no less a hand than Titian’s; light, Moorish, spirited, but not answering our idea. The same artist’s large colossal profile of Peter Aretine is the only likeness of the kind that has the effect of conversing with ‘the mighty dead’; and this is truly spectral, ghastly, necromantic.” Lamb put it to me if I should like to see Spenser as well as Chaucer; and I answered, without hesitation, “No; for that his beauties were ideal, visionary, not palpable or personal, and therefore connected with less curiosity about the man. His poetry was the essence of romance, a very halo round the bright orb of fancy; and the bringing in the individual might dissolve the charm. No tones of voice could come up to the mellifluous cadence of his verse; no form but of a winged angel could vie with the airy shapes he has described. He was (to our apprehensions) rather a ‘creature of the element, that lived in the rainbow and played in the plighted clouds,’ than an ordinary mortal. Or if he appear, I should wish it to be as a mere vision, like one of his own pageants, and that he should pass by unquestioned like a dream or sound—


  “‘——That was Arion crown’d:


  So went he playing on the wat’ry plain.’” [7]


  [7. “The Fairy Queen,” IV., xi. 23.]


  Captain Burney muttered something about Columbus, and Martin Burney hinted at the Wandering Jew; but the last was set aside as spurious, and the first made over to the New World.


  “I should like,” said Mrs. Reynolds, “to have seen Pope talk with Patty Blount; and I have seen Goldsmith.” Everyone turned round to look at Mrs. Reynolds, as if by so doing they could get a sight at Goldsmith.


  “Where,” asked a harsh, croaking voice, “was Dr. Johnson in the years 1745–46? He did not write anything that we know of, nor is there any account of him in Boswell during those two years. Was he in Scotland with the Pretender? He seems to have passed through the scenes in the Highlands in company with Boswell, many years after, ‘with lack-lustre eye,’ yet as if they were familiar to him, or associated in his mind with interests that he durst not explain. If so, it would be an additional reason for my liking him; and I would give something to have seen him seated in the tent with the youthful Majesty of Britain, and penning the Proclamation to all true subjects and adherents of the legitimate government.”


  “I thought,” said Ayrton, turning short round upon Lamb, “that you of the Lake School did not like Pope?” “Not like Pope! My dear sir, you must be under a mistake—I can read him over and over forever!” “Why, certainly, the ‘Essay on Man’ must be allowed to be a masterpiece.” “It may be so, but I seldom look into it.” “Oh! then it’s his satires you admire?” “No, not his satires, but his friendly epistles and his compliments.” “Compliments! I did not know he ever made any.” “The finest,” said Lamb, “that were ever paid by the wit of man. Each of them is worth an estate for life—nay, is an immortality. There is that superb one to Lord Cornbury:


  “‘Despise low joys, low gains;


  Disdain whatever Cornbury disdains;


  Be virtuous, and be happy for your pains.’ [8]


  Was there ever more artful insinuation of idolatrous praise? And then that noble apotheosis of his friend Lord Mansfield (however little deserved), when, speaking of the House of Lords, he adds:


  “‘Conspicuous scene! another yet is nigh,


  (More silent far) where kings and poets lie;


  Where Murray (long enough his country’s pride)


  Shall be no more than Tully or than Hyde!’ [9]


  And with what a fine turn of indignant flattery he addresses Lord Bolingbroke:


  “‘Why rail they then, if but one wreath of mine,


  O all-accomplish’d St. John, deck thy shrine?’ [10]


  Or turn,” continued Lamb, with a slight hectic on his cheek and his eyes glistening, “to his list of early friends:


  “‘But why then publish? Granville the polite,


  And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write;


  Well-natured Garth inflamed with early praise,


  And Congreve loved, and Swift endured my lays:


  The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield read,


  Ev’n mitred Rochester would nod the head;


  And St. John’s self (great Dryden’s friend before)


  Received with open arms one poet more.


  Happy my studies, if by these approved!


  Happier their author, if by these beloved!


  From these the world will judge of men and books,


  Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks.’” [11]


  Here his voice totally failed him, and throwing down the book, he said, “Do you think I would not wish to have been friends with such a man as this?”


  [8. “Imitations of Horace, Epistles,” I., vi. 60–2.]


  [9. Ibid., 50–3.]


  [10. “Epil. to Satires,” II., 138–9.]


  [11. “Prol. to Satires,” 135–146.]


  What say you to Dryden?” “He rather made a show of himself, and courted popularity in that lowest temple of fame, a coffee-shop, so as in some measure to vulgarize one’s idea of him. Pope, on the contrary, reached the very beau ideal of what a poet’s life should be; and his fame while living seemed to be an emanation from that which was to circle his name after death. He was so far enviable (and one would feel proud to have witnessed the rare spectacle in him) that he was almost the only poet and man of genius who met with his reward on this side of the tomb, who realized in friends, fortune, the esteem of the world, the most sanguine hopes of a youthful ambition, and who found that sort of patronage from the great during his lifetime which they would be thought anxious to bestow upon him after his death. Read Gay’s verses to him on his supposed return from Greece, after his translation of Homer was finished, and say if you would not gladly join the bright procession that welcomed him home, or see it once more land at Whitehall stairs.” “Still,” said Mrs. Reynolds, “I would rather have seen him talking with Patty Blount, or riding by in a coronet-coach with Lady Mary Wortley Montague!”


  Erasmus Phillips, who was deep in a game of piquet at the other end of the room, whispered to Martin Burney to ask if “Junius” would not be a fit person to invoke from the dead. “Yes,” said Lamb, “provided he would agree to lay aside his mask.”


  We were now at a stand for a short time, when Fielding was mentioned as a candidate; only one, however, seconded the proposition. “Richardson?” “By all means, but only to look at him through the glass door of his back shop, hard at work upon one of his novels (the most extraordinary contrast that ever was presented between an author and his works); not to let him come behind his counter, lest he should want you to turn customer, or to go upstairs with him, lest he should offer to read the first manuscript of ‘Sir Charles Grandison,’ which was originally written in eight-and-twenty volumes octavo, or get out the letters of his female correspondents, to prove that Joseph Andrews was low.”


  There was but one statesman in the whole of English history that anyone expressed the least desire to see—Oliver Cromwell, with his fine, frank, rough, pimply face and wily policy; and one enthusiast, John Bunyan, the immortal author of the “Pilgrim’s Progress.” It seemed that if he came into the room, dreams would follow him, and that each person would nod under his golden cloud, “nigh-sphered in heaven,” a canopy as strange and stately as any in Homer.


  Of all persons near our own time, Garrick’s name was received with the greatest enthusiasm, who was proposed by Barron Field. He presently superseded both Hogarth and Handel, who had been talked of, but then it was on condition that he should act in tragedy and comedy, in the play and the farce, Lear and Wildair and Abel Drugger. What a “sight for sore eyes” that would be! Who would not part with a year’s income at least, almost with a year of his natural life, to be present at it? Besides, as he could not act alone, and recitations are unsatisfactory things, what a troop he must bring with him—the silver-tongued Barry, and Quin, and Shuter and Weston, and Mrs. Clive and Mrs. Pritchard, of whom I have heard my father speak as so great a favorite when he was young. This would indeed be a revival of the dead, the restoring of art; and so much the more desirable, as such is the lurking scepticism mingled with our overstrained admiration of past excellence, that though we have the speeches of Burke, the portraits of Reynolds, the writings of Goldsmith, and the conversation of Johnson, to show what people could do at that period, and to confirm the universal testimony to the merits of Garrick; yet, as it was before our time, we have our misgivings, as if he was probably, after all, little better than a Bartlemy—fair actor, dressed out to play Macbeth in a scarlet coat and laced cocked-hat. For one, I should like to have seen and heard with my own eyes and ears. Certainly, by all accounts, if anyone was ever moved by the true histrionic æstus, it was Garrick. When he followed the Ghost in “Hamlet,” he did not drop the sword, as most actors do, behind the scenes, but kept the point raised the whole way round, so fully was he possessed with the idea, or so anxious not to lose sight of his part for a moment. Once at a splendid dinner-party at Lord ——’s, they suddenly missed Garrick, and could not imagine what was become of him, till they were drawn to the window by the convulsive screams and peals of laughter of a young negro boy, who was rolling on the ground in an ecstasy of delight to see Garrick mimicking a turkey-cock in the courtyard, with his coat-tail stuck out behind, and in a seeming flutter of feathered rage and pride. Of our party only two persons present had seen the British Roscius; and they seemed as willing as the rest to renew their acquaintance with their old favorite.


  We were interrupted in the hey-day and mid-career of this fanciful speculation, by a grumbler in a corner, who declared it was a shame to make all this rout about a mere player and farce-writer, to the neglect and exclusion of the fine old dramatists, the contemporaries and rivals of Shakespeare. Lamb said he had anticipated this objection when he had named the author of “Mustapha” and “Alaham”; and, out of caprice, insisted upon keeping him to represent the set, in preference to the wild, hare-brained enthusiast, Kit Marlowe; to the sexton of St. Ann’s, Webster, with his melancholy yew-trees and death’s-heads; to Decker, who was but a garrulous proser; to the voluminous Heywood; and even to Beaumont and Fletcher, whom we might offend by complimenting the wrong author on their joint productions. Lord Brooke, on the contrary, stood quite by himself, or, in Cowley’s words, was “a vast species alone.” Someone hinted at the circumstance of his being a lord, which rather startled Lamb, but he said a ghost would perhaps dispense with strict etiquette, on being regularly addressed by his title. Ben Jonson divided our suffrages pretty equally. Some were afraid he would begin to traduce Shakespeare, who was not present to defend himself. “If he grows disagreeable,” it was whispered aloud, “there is Godwin can match him.” At length, his romantic visit to Drummond of Hawthornden was mentioned, and turned the scale in his favor.


  Lamb inquired if there was anyone that was hanged that I would choose to mention? And I answered, Eugene Aram. [12] The name of the “Admirable Crichton” was suddenly started as a splendid example of waste talents, so different from the generality of his countrymen. This choice was mightily approved by a North-Briton present, who declared himself descended from that prodigy of learning and accomplishment, and said he had family plate in his possession as vouchers for the fact, with the initials A. C.—“Admirable Crichton”! Hunt laughed, or rather roared, as heartily at this as I should think he has done for many years.


  [12. See “Newgate Calendar” for 1758.—H.]


  The last-named Mitre-courtier [13] then wished to know whether there were any metaphysicians to whom one might be tempted to apply the wizard spell? I replied, there were only six in modern times deserving the name—Hobbes, Berkeley, Butler, Hartley, Hume, Leibnitz; and perhaps Jonathan Edwards, a Massachusetts man. [14] As to the French, who talked fluently of having created this science, there was not a tittle in any of their writings that was not to be found literally in the authors I had mentioned. [Horne Tooke, who might have a claim to come in under the head of grammar, was still living.] None of these names seemed to excite much interest, and I did not plead for the reappearance of those who might be thought best fitted by the abstracted nature of their studies for the present spiritual and disembodied state, and who, even while on this living stage, were nearly divested of common flesh and blood. As Ayrton, with an uneasy, fidgety face, was about to put some question about Mr. Locke and Dugald Stewart, he was prevented by Martin Burney, who observed, “If J—— was here, he would undoubtedly be for having up those profound and redoubted socialists, Thomas Aquinas and Duns Scotus.” I said this might be fair enough in him who had read, or fancied he had read, the original works, but I did not see how we could have any right to call up these authors to give an account of themselves in person till we had looked into their writings.


  [13. Lamb at this time occupied chambers in Mitre Court, Fleet Street.—H.]


  [14. Bacon is not included in this list, nor do I know where he should come in. It is not easy to make room for him and his reputation together. This great and celebrated man in some of his works recommends it to pour a bottle of claret into the ground of a morning, and to stand over it, inhaling the perfumes. So he sometimes enriched the dry and barren soil of speculation with the fine aromatic spirit of his genius. His essays and his “Advancement of Learning” are works of vast depth and scope of observation. The last, though it contains no positive discoveries, is a noble chart of the human intellect, and a guide to all future inquirers.—H.]


  By this time it should seem that some rumor of our whimsical deliberation had got wind, and had disturbed the irritable genus in their shadowy abodes, for we received messages from several candidates that we had just been thinking of. Gray declined our invitation, though he had not yet been asked; Gay offered to come, and bring in his hand the Duchess of Bolton, the original Polly; Steele and Addison left their cards as Captain Sentry and Sir Roger de Coverley; Swift came in and sat down without speaking a word, and quitted the room as abruptly; Otway and Chatterton were seen lingering on the opposite side of the Styx, but could not muster enough between them to pay Charon his fare; Thomson fell asleep in the boat, and was rowed back again; and Burns sent a low fellow, one John Barleycorn, an old companion of his, who had conducted him to the other world, to say that he had during his lifetime been drawn out of his retirement as a show, only to be made an exciseman of, and that he would rather remain where he was. He desired, however, to shake hands by his representative—the hand, thus held out, was in a burning fever, and shook prodigiously.


  The room was hung round with several portraits of eminent painters. While we were debating whether we should demand speech with these masters of mute eloquence, whose features were so familiar to us, it seemed that all at once they glided from their frames, and seated themselves at some little distance from us. There was Leonardo, with his majestic beard and watchful eye, having a bust of Archimedes before him; next him was Raphael’s graceful head turned round to the Fornarina; and on his other side was Lucretia Borgia, with calm, golden locks; Michael Angelo had placed the model of St. Peter’s on the table before him; Correggio had an angel at his side; Titian was seated with his mistress between himself and Giorgione; Guido was accompanied by his own Aurora, who took a dice-box from him; Claude held a mirror in his hand; Rubens patted a beautiful panther (led in by a satyr) on the head; Vandyke appeared as his own Paris, and Rembrandt was hid under furs, gold chains, and jewels, which Sir Joshua eyed closely, holding his hand so as to shade his forehead. Not a word was spoken; and as we rose to do them homage, they still presented the same surface to the view. Not being bona-fide representations of living people, we got rid of the splendid apparitions by signs and dumb show. As soon as they had melted into thin air, there was a loud noise at the outer door, and we found it was Giotto, Cimabue, and Ghirlandajo, who had been raised from the dead by their earnest desire to see their illustrious successors—


  “Whose names on earth


  In Fame’s eternal record live for aye!”


  Finding them gone, they had no ambition to be seen after them, and mournfully withdrew. “Egad!” said Lamb, “these are the very fellows I should like to have had some talk with, to know how they could see to paint when all was dark around them.”


  “But shall we have nothing to say,” interrogated G. J——, “to the ‘Legend of Good Women’?” “Name, name, Mr. J——,” cried Hunt in a boisterous tone of friendly exultation, “name as many as you please, without reserve or fear of molestation!” J—— was perplexed between so many amiable recollections, that the name of the lady of his choice expired in a pensive whiff of his pipe; and Lamb impatiently declared for the Duchess of Newcastle. Mrs. Hutchinson was no sooner mentioned, than she carried the day from the Duchess. We were the less solicitous on this subject of filling up the posthumous lists of good women, as there was already one in the room as good, as sensible, and in all respects as exemplary, as the best of them could be for their lives! “I should like vastly to have seen Ninon de l’Enclos,” said that incomparable person; and this immediately put us in mind that we had neglected to pay honor due to our friends on the other side of the Channel: Voltaire, the patriarch of levity, and Rousseau, the father of sentiment; Montaigne and Rabelais (great in wisdom and in wit); Molière and that illustrious group that are collected round him (in the print of that subject) to hear him read his comedy of the “Tartuffe” at the house of Ninon; Racine, La Fontaine, Rochefoucauld, St. Evremont, etc.


  “There is one person,” said a shrill, querulous voice, “I would rather see than all these—Don Quixote!”


  “Come, come!” said Hunt; “I thought we should have no heroes, real or fabulous. What say you, Mr. Lamb? Are you for eking out your shadowy list with such names as Alexander, Julius Caesar, Tamerlane, or Genghis Khan?” “Excuse me,” said Lamb; “on the subject of characters in active life, plotters and disturbers of the world, I have a crotchet of my own, which I beg leave to reserve.” “No, no! come out with your worthies!” “What do you think of Guy Fawkes and Judas Iscariot?” Hunt turned an eye upon him like a wild Indian, but cordial and full of smothered glee. “Your most exquisite reason!” was echoed on all sides; and Ayrton thought that Lamb had now fairly entangled himself. “Why, I cannot but think,” retorted he of the wistful countenance, “that Guy Fawkes, that poor, fluttering, annual scarecrow of straw and rags, is an ill-used gentleman. I would give something to see him sitting pale and emaciated, surrounded by his matches and his barrels of gunpowder, and expecting the moment that was to transport him to Paradise for his heroic self-devotion; but if I say any more, there is that fellow Godwin will make something of it. And as to Judas Iscariot, my reason is different. I would fain see the face of him who, having dipped his hand in the same dish with the Son of Man, could afterwards betray him. I have no conception of such a thing; nor have I ever seen any picture (not even Leonardo’s very fine one) that gave me the least idea of it.” “You have said enough, Mr. Lamb, to justify your choice.”


  “Oh! ever right, Menenius—ever right!”


  “There is only one other person I can ever think of after this,” continued Lamb; [15] but without mentioning a name that once put on a semblance of mortality. “If Shakespeare was to come into the room, we should all rise up to meet him; but if that person was to come into it, we should all fall down and try to kiss the hem of his garment!”


  [15. In the original form of the essay, this speech is given to Hunt.]


  As a lady present seemed now to get uneasy at the turn the conversation had taken, we rose up to go. The morning broke with that dim, dubious light by which Giotto, Cimabue, and Ghirlandajo must have seen to paint their earliest works; and we parted to meet again and renew similar topics at night, the next night, and the night after that, till that night overspread Europe which saw no dawn. The same event, in truth, broke up our little congress that broke up the great one. But that was to meet again: our deliberations have never been resumed.


  


  May 2. First Sparks of Electricity


  Volume 30, pp. 61-72


  Scientific Papers


  Everything has to have a beginning, so too with the science of electricity. Here we learn the very rudiments, the inceptions of science that have revolutionized the world. Faraday explains in a simple way the truths of electricity.


  The Force of Matter


  Lecture V.—Magnetism—Electricity


  Michael Faraday


  I wonder whether we shall be too deep to-day or not. Remember that we spoke of the attraction by gravitation of all bodies to all bodies by their simple approach. Remember that we spoke of the attraction of particles of the same kind to each other—that power which keeps them together in masses—iron attracted to iron, brass to brass, or water to water. Remember that we found, on looking into water, that there were particles of two different kinds attracted to each other; and this was a great step beyond the first simple attraction of gravitation, because here we deal with attraction between different kinds of matter. The hydrogen could attract the oxygen and reduce it to water, but it could not attract any of its own particles, so that there we obtained a first indication of the existence of two attractions.


  To-day we come to a kind of attraction even more curious than the last, namely, the attraction which we find to be of a double nature—of a curious and dual nature. And I want, first of all, to make the nature of this doubleness clear to you. Bodies are sometimes endowed with a wonderful attraction, which is not found in them in their ordinary state. For instance, here is a piece of shellac, having the attraction of gravitation, having the attraction of cohesion, and if I set fire to it, it would have the attraction of chemical affinity to the oxygen in the atmosphere. Now all these powers we find in it as if they were parts of its substance; but there is another property which I will try and make evident by means of this ball, this bubble of air [a light India-rubber ball, inflated and suspended by a thread]. There is no attraction between this ball and this shellac at present; there may be a little wind in the rooms slightly moving the ball about, but there is no attraction. But if I rub the shellac with a piece of flannel [rubbing the shellac, and then holding it near the ball], look at the attraction which has arisen out of the shellac simply by this friction, and which I may take away as easily by drawing it gently through my hand. [The lecturer repeated the experiment of exciting the shellac, and then removing the attractive power by drawing it through his hand.] Again, you will see I can repeat this experiment with another substance; for if I take a glass rod, and rub it with a piece of silk covered with what we call amalgam, look at the attraction which it has; how it draws the ball toward it; and then, as before, by quietly rubbing it through the hand, the attraction will be all removed again, to come back by friction with this silk.


  But now we come to another fact. I will take this piece of shellac, and make it attraction by friction; and remember that, whenever we get an attraction of gravity, chemical affinity, adhesion, or electricity (as in this case), the body which attracts is attracted also, and just as much as that ball was attracted by the shellac, the shellac was attracted by the ball. Now I will suspend this piece of excited shellac in a little paper stirrup, in this way (Fig. 33), in order to make it move easily, and I will take another piece of shellac, and, after rubbing it with flannel, will bring them near together: you will think that they ought to attract each other; but now what happens? It does not attract; on the contrary, it very strongly repels, and I can thus drive it round to any extent. These, therefore, repel each other, although they are so strongly attractive—repel each other to the extent of driving this heavy piece of shellac round and round in this way. But if I excite this piece of shellac as before, and take this piece of glass and rub it with silk, and then bring them near, what think you will happen? [The lecturer held the excited glass near the excited shellac, when they attracted each other strongly.] You see, therefore, what a difference there is between these two attractions; they are actually two kinds of attraction concerned in this case, quite different to any thing we have met with before, but the force is the same. We have here, then, a double attraction—a dual attraction or force—one attracting and the other repelling.


  [image: 33]


  Figure 33


  Again, to show you another experiment which will help to make this clear to you: Suppose I set up this rough indicator again [the excited shellac suspended in the stirrup]: it is rough, but delicate enough for my purpose; and suppose I take this other piece of shellac, and take away the power, which I can do by drawing it gently through the hand; and suppose I take a piece of flannel (Fig. 34), which I have shaped into a cap for it and made dry. I will put this shellac into the flannel, and here comes out a very beautiful result. I will rub this shellac and the flannel together (which I can do by twisting the shellac round), and leave them in contact; and then if I ask, by bringing them near our indicator, what is the attractive force? it is nothing; but if I take them apart, and then ask what will they do when they are separated? why, the shellac is strongly repelled, as it was before, but the cap is strongly attractive; and yet, if I bring them both together again, there is no attraction; it has all disappeared [the experiment was repeated]. Those two bodies, therefore, still contain this attractive power; when they were parted, it was evident to your senses that they had it, though they do not attract when they are together.


  [image: 34]


  Figure 34


  This, then, is sufficient, in the outset, to give you an idea of the nature of the force which we call Electricity. There is no end to the things from which you can evolve this power. When you go home, take a stick of sealing-wax—I have rather a large stick, but a smaller one will do—and make an indicator of this sort (Fig. 35). Take a watch-glass (or your watch itself will do; you only want something which shall have a round face); and now, if you place a piece of flat glass upon that, you have a very easily moved centre; and if I take this lath and put it on the flat glass (you see I am searching for the centre of gravity of this lath; I want to balance it upon the watch-glass), it is very easily moved round; and if I take this piece of sealing-wax and rub it against my coat, and then try whether it is attractive [holding it near the lath], you see how strong the attraction is; I can even draw it about. Here, then, you have a very beautiful indicator, for I have, with a small piece of sealing-wax and my coat, pulled round a plank of that kind, so you need be in no want of indicators to discover the presence of this attraction. There is scarcely a substance which we may not use. Here are some indicators (Fig. 36). I bend round a strip of paper into a hoop, and we have as good an indicator as can be required. See how it rolls along, traveling after the sealing-wax! If I make them smaller, of course we have them running faster, and sometimes they are actually attracted up into the air. Here, also, is a little collodion balloon. It is so electrical that it will scarcely leave my hand unless to go to the other. See how curiously electrical it is; it is hardly possible for me to touch it without making it electrical; and here is a piece which clings to any thing it is brought near, and which it is not easy to lay down. And here is another substance, gutta-percha, in thin strips: it is astonishing how, by rubbing this in your hands, you make it electrical; but our time forbids us to go farther into this subject at present; you see clearly there are two kinds of electricities which may be obtained by rubbing shellac with flannel or glass with silk.
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  Figure 35
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  Figure 36


  Now there are some curious bodies in nature (of which I have two specimens on the table) which are called magnets or loadstones; ores of iron, of which there is a great deal sent from Sweden. They have the attraction of gravitation, and attraction of cohesion, and certain chemical attraction; but they also have a great attractive power, for this little key is held up by this stone. Now that is not chemical attraction; it is not the attraction of chemical affinity, or of aggregation of particles, or of cohesion, or of electricity (for it will not attract this ball if I bring it near it), but it is a separate and dual attraction, and, what is more, one which is not readily removed from the substance, for it has existed in it for ages and ages in the bowels of the earth. Now we can make artificial magnets (you will see me to-morrow make artificial magnets of extraordinary power). And let us take one of these artificial magnets and examine it, and see where the power is in the mass, and whether it is a dual power. You see it attracts these keys, two or three in succession, and it will attract a very large piece of iron. That, then, is a very different thing indeed to what you saw in the case of the shellac, for that only attracted a light ball, but here I have several ounces of iron held up. And if we come to examine this attraction a little more closely, we shall find it presents some other remarkable differences; first of all, one end of this bar (Fig. 37) attracts this key, but the middle does not attract. It is not, then, the whole of the substance which attracts. If I place this little key in the middle it does not adhere; but if I place it there, a little nearer the end, it does, though feebly. Is it not, then, very curious to find that there is an attractive power at the extremities which is not in the middle—to have thus in one bar two places in which this force of attraction resides? If I take this bar and balance it carefully on a point, so that it will be free to move round, I can try what action this piece of iron has on it. Well, it attracts one end, and it also attracts the other end, just as you saw the shellac and the glass did, with the exception of its not attracting in the middle. But if now, instead of a piece of iron, I take a magnet, and examine it in a similar way, you see that one of its ends repels the suspended magnet; the force, then, is no longer attraction, but repulsion; but, if I take the other end of the magnet and bring it near, it shows attraction again.


  You will see this better, perhaps, by another kind of experiment. Here (Fig. 38) is a little magnet, and I have colored the ends differently, so that you may distinguish one form the other. Now this end (S) of the magnet (Fig. 37) attracts the uncolored end of the little magnet. You see it pulls toward it with great power; and, as I carry it round, the uncolored end still follows. But now, if I gradually bring the middle of the bar magnet opposite the uncolored end of the needle, it has no effect upon it, either of attraction or repulsion, until, as I come to the opposite extremity (N), you see that it is the colored end of the needle which is pulled toward it. We are now, therefore, dealing with two kinds of power, attracting different ends of the magnet—a double power, already existing in these bodies, which takes up the form of attraction and repulsion. And now, when I put up this label with the word Magnetism, you will understand that it is to express this double power.
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  Figure 37
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  Figure 38


  Now with this loadstone you may make magnets artificially. Here is an artificial magnet (Fig. 39) in which both ends have been brought together in order to increase the attraction. This mass will lift that lump of iron, and, what is more, by placing this keeper, as it is called, on the top of the magnet, and taking hold of the handle, it will adhere sufficiently strongly to allow itself to be lifted up, so wonderful is its power of attraction. If you take a needle, and just draw one of its ends along one extremity of the magnet, and then draw the other end along the other extremity, and then gently place it on the surface of some water (the needle will generally float on the surface, owing to the slight greasiness communicated to it by the fingers), you will be able to get all the phenomena of attraction and repulsion by bringing another magnetized needle near to it.
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  Figure 39


  I want you now to observe that, although I have shown you in these magnets that this double power becomes evident principally at the extremities, yet the whole of the magnet is concerned in giving the power. That will at first seem rather strange; and I must therefore show you an experiment to prove that this is not an accidental matter, but that the whole of the mass is really concerned in this force, just as in falling the whole of the mass is really acted upon by the force of gravitation. I have here (Fig. 40) a steel bar, and I am going to make it a magnet by rubbing it on the large magnet (Fig. 39). I have now made the two ends magnetic in opposite ways. I do not at present know one from the other, but we can soon find out. You see, when I bring it near our magnetic needle (Fig. 38), one end repels and the other attracts; and the middle will neither attract nor repel—it can not, because it is half way between the two ends. But now, if I break out that piece (n, s), and then examine it, see how strongly one end (n) pulls at this end (S, Fig. 38), and how it repels the other end (N). And so it can be shown that every part of the magnet contains this power of attraction and repulsion, but that the power is only rendered evident at the end of the mass. You will understand all this in a little while; but what you have now to consider is that every part of this steel is in itself a magnet. Here is a little fragment which I have broken out of the very centre of the bar, and you will still see that one end is attractive and the other is repulsive. Now is not this power a most wonderful thing? And very strange, the means of taking it from one substance and bringing it to other matters. I can not make a piece of iron or any thing else heavier or lighter than it is; its cohesive power it must and does have; but, as you have seen by these experiments, we can add or subtract this power of magnetism, and almost do as we like with it.
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  Figure 40


  And now we will return for a short time to the subject treated of at the commencement of this lecture. You see here (Fig. 41) a large machine arranged for the purpose of rubbing glass with silk, and for obtaining the power called electricity; and the moment the handle of the machine is turned a certain amount of electricity is evolved, as you will see by the rise of the little straw indicator (at A). Now I know, from the appearance of repulsion of the pith ball at the end of the straw, that electricity is present in those brass conductors (BB), and I want you to see the manner in which that electricity can pass away [touching the conductor (B) with his finger, the lecturer drew a spark from it, and the straw electrometer immediately fell]. There, it has all gone; and that I have really taken it away you shall see by an experiment of this sort. If I hold this cylinder of brass by the glass handle, and touch the conductor with it, I take away a little of the electricity. You see the spark in which it passes, and observe that the pith-ball indicator has fallen a little, which seems to imply that so much electricity is lost; but it is not lost; it is here in this brass, and I can take it away and carry it about, not because it has any substance of its own, but by some strange property which we have not before met with as belonging to any other force. Let us see whether we have it here or not. [The lecturer brought the charged cylinder to a jet from which gas was issuing; the spark was seen to pass from the cylinder to the jet, but the gas did not light.] Ah! the gas did not light, but you saw the spark; there is, perhaps, some draught in the room which blew the gas on one side, or else it would light; we will try this experiment afterward. You see from the spark that I can transfer the power from the machine to this cylinder, and then carry it away and give it to some other body.
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  Figure 41


  You know very well, as a matter of experiment, that we can transfer the power of heat from one thing to another; for if I pout my hand near the fire it becomes hot. I can show you this by placing before us this ball, which has just been brought red-hot from the fire. If I press this wire to it some of the heat will be transferred from the ball, and I have only now to touch this piece of gun-cotton with the hot wire, and you see how I can transfer the heat from the ball to the wire, and from the wire to the cotton. So you see that some powers are transferable, and others are not. Observe how long the heat stops in this ball. I might touch it with the wire or with my finger, and if I did so quickly I should merely burn the surface of the skin; whereas, if I touch that cylinder, however rapidly, with my finger, the electricity is gone at once—dispersed on the instant, in a manner wonderful to think of.


  I must now take up a little of your time in showing you the manner in which these powers are transferred from one thing to another; for the manner in which force may be conducted or transmitted is extraordinary, and most essential for us to understand. Let us see in what manner these powers travel from place to place. Both heat and electricity can be conducted; and here is an arrangement I have made to show how the former can travel. It consists of a bar of copper (Fig.42); and if I take a spirit lamp (this is one way of obtaining the power of heat) and place it under that little chimney, the flame will strike against the bar of copper and keep it hot. Now you are aware that power is being transferred from the flame of that lamp to the copper, and you will see by-and-by that it is being conducted along the copper from particle to particle; for inasmuch as I have fastened these wooden balls by a little wax at particular distances from the point where the copper is first heated, first one ball will fall and then the more distant ones, as the heat travels along, and thus you will learn that the heat travels gradually through the copper. You will see that this is a very slow conduction of power as compared with electricity. If I take cylinders of wood and metal, joined together at the ends, and wrap a piece of paper round, and then apply the heat of this lamp to the place where the metal and wood join, you will see how the heat will accumulate where the wood is, and burn the paper with which I have covered it; but where the metal is beneath, the heat is conducted away too fast for the paper to be burned. And so, if I take a piece of wood and a piece of metal joined together, and put it so that the flame shall play equally both upon one and the other, we shall soon find that the metal will become hot before the wood; for if I put a piece of phosphorus on the wood and another piece on the copper, you will find that the phosphorus on the copper will take fire before that on the wood is melted; and this shows you how badly the wood conducts heat. But with regard to the traveling of electricity from place to place, its rapidity is astonishing. I will, first of all, take these pieces of glass and metal, and you will soon understand how it is that the glass does not lose the power which it acquired when it is rubbed by the silk; by one or two experiments I will show you. If I take this piece of brass and bring it near the machine, you see how the electricity leaves the latter and passes to the brass cylinder. And again: if I take a rod of metal and touch the machine with it, I lower the indicator; but when I touch it with a rod of glass, no power is drawn away, showing you that the electricity is conducted by the glass and the metal in a manner entirely different; and, to make you see that more clearly, we will take one of our Leyden jars. Now I must not embarrass your minds with this subject too much, but if I take a piece of metal and bring it against the knob at the top and the metallic coating at the bottom, you will see the electricity passing through the air as a brilliant spark. It takes no sensible time to pass through this; and if I were to take a long metallic wire, no matter what the length, at least as far as we are concerned, and if I make one end of it touch the outside, and the other touch the knob at the top, see how the electricity passes! It has flashed instantaneously through the whole length of this wire. Is not this different from the transmission of heat through this copper bar (Fig.42) which has taken a quarter of an hour or more to reach the first ball?
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  Figure 42


  Here is another experiment for the purpose of showing the conductibility of this power through some bodies and not through others. Why do I have this arrangement made of brass? [pointing to the brass work of the electrical machine, Fig. 41]. Because it conducts electricity. And why do I have these columns made of glass? Because they obstruct the passage of electricity. And why do I put that paper tassel (Fig. 43) at the top of the pole, upon a glass rod, and connect it with this machine by means of a wire? You see at once that as soon as the handle of the machine is turned, the electricity which is evolved travels along this wire and up the wooden rod, and goes to the tassel at the top, and you see the power of repulsion with which it has endowed these strips of paper, each spreading outward to the ceiling and sides of the room. The outside of that wire is covered with gutta-percha; it would not serve to keep the force from you when touching it with your hands, because it would burst through; but it answers our purpose for the present. And so you perceived how easily I can manage to send this power of electricity from place to place by choosing the materials which can conduct the power. Suppose I want to fire a portion of gunpowder, I can readily do it by this transferable power of electricity. I will take a Leyden jar, or any other arrangement which gives us this power, and arrange wires so that they may carry the power to the place I wish; and then placing a little gunpowder on the extremities of the wires, the moment I make the connection by this discharging rod I shall fire the gunpowder [the connection was made and the gunpowder ignited]. And if I were to show you a stool like this, and were to explain to you its construction, you could easily understand that we use glass legs because these are capable of preventing the electricity from going away to the earth. If, therefore, I were to stand on this stool, and receive the electricity through this conductor, I could give it to anything that I touched. [The lecturer stood upon the insulating stool, and placed himself in connection with the conductor of the machine.] Now I am electrified; I can feel my hair rising up, as the paper tassel did just now. Let us see whether I can succeed in lighting gas by touching the jet with my finger. [The lecturer brought his finger near a jet from which gas was issuing, when, after one or two attempts, the spark which came from his finger to the jet set fire to the gas.] You now see how it is that this power of electricity can be transferred from the matter in which it is generated, and conducted along wires and other bodies, and thus be made to serve new purposes, utterly unattainable by the powers we have spoken of on previous days; and you will not now be at a loss to bring this power of electricity into comparison with those which to we have previously examined, and to-morrow we shall be able to go farther into the consideration of these transferable powers.
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  Figure 43
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  Chapter I


  Of the Various Kinds of Princedom, and of the Ways in Which They Are Acquired


  All the States and Governments by which men are or ever have been ruled, have been and are either Republics or Princedoms. Princedoms are either hereditary, in which the sovereignty is derived through an ancient line of ancestors, or they are new. New Princedoms are either wholly new, as that of Milan to Francesco Sforza; or they are like limbs joined on to the hereditary possessions of the Prince who acquires them, as the Kingdom of Naples to the dominions of the King of Spain. The States thus acquired have either been used to live under a Prince or have been free; and he who acquires them does so either by his own arms or by the arms of others, and either by good fortune or by merit.


  Chapter II


  Of Hereditary Princedoms


  Of Republics I shall not now speak, having elsewhere spoken of them at length. Here I shall treat exclusively of Princedoms, and, filling in the outline above traced out, shall proceed to examine how such States are to be governed and maintained.


  I say, then, that hereditary States, accustomed to the family of their Prince, are maintained with far less difficulty than new States, since all that is required is that the Prince shall not depart from the usages of his ancestors, trusting for the rest to deal with events as they arise. So that if an hereditary Prince be of average address, he will always maintain himself in his Princedom, unless deprived of it by some extraordinary and irresistible force; and even if so deprived will recover it, should any, even the least, mishap overtake the usurper. We have in Italy an example of this in the Duke of Ferrara, who never could have withstood the attacks of the Venetians in 1484, nor those of Pope Julius in 1510, had not his authority in that State been consolidated by time. For since a Prince by birth has fewer occasions and less need to give offence, he ought to be better loved, and will naturally be popular with his subjects unless outrageous vices make him odious. Moreover, the very antiquity and continuance of his rule will efface the memories and causes which lead to innovation. For one change always leaves a dovetail into which another will fit.


  Chapter III


  Of Mixed Princedoms


  But in new Princedoms difficulties abound. And, first, if the Princedom be not wholly new, but joined on to the ancient dominions of the Prince, so as to form with them what may be termed a mixed Princedom, changes will come from a cause common to all new States, namely, that men, thinking to better their condition, are always ready to change masters, and in this expectation will take up arms against any ruler; wherein they deceive themselves, and find afterwards by experience that they are worse off than before. This again results naturally and necessarily from the circumstance that the Prince cannot avoid giving offence to his new subjects, either in respect of the troops he quarters on them, or of some other of the numberless vexations attendant on a new acquisition. And in this way you may find that you have enemies in all those whom you have injured in seizing the Princedom, yet cannot keep the friendship of those who helped you to gain it; since you can neither reward them as they expect, nor yet, being under obligations to them, use violent remedies against them. For however strong you may be in respect of your army, it is essential that in entering a new Province you should have the good will of its inhabitants.


  Hence it happened that Louis XII of France, speedily gaining possession of Milan, as speedily lost it; and that on the occasion of its first capture, Lodovico Sforza was able with his own forces only to take it from him. For the very people who had opened the gates to the French King, when they found themselves deceived in their expectations and hopes of future benefits, could not put up with the insolence of their new ruler. True it is that when a State rebels and is again got under, it will not afterwards be lost so easily. For the Prince, using the rebellion as a pretext, will not scruple to secure himself by punishing the guilty, bringing the suspected to trial, and otherwise strengthening his position in the points where it was weak. So that if to recover Milan from the French it was enough on the first occasion that a Duke Lodovico should raise alarms on the frontiers to wrest it from them a second time the whole world had to be ranged against them, and their armies destroyed and driven out of Italy. And this for the reasons above assigned. And yet, for a second time, Milan was lost to the King. The general causes of its first loss have been shown. It remains to note the causes of the second, and to point out the remedies which the French King had, or which might have been used by another in like circumstances to maintain his conquest more successfully than he did.


  I say, then, that those States which upon their acquisition are joined on to the ancient dominions of the Prince who acquires them, are either of the same Province and tongue as the people of these dominions, or they are not. When they are, there is a great ease in retaining them, especially when they have not been accustomed to live in freedom. To hold them securely it is enough to have rooted out the line of the reigning Prince; because if in other respects the old condition of things be continued, and there be no discordance in their customs, men live peaceably with one another, as we see to have been the case in Brittany, Burgundy, Gascony, and Normandy, which have so long been united to France. For although there be some slight difference in their languages, their customs are similar, and they can easily get on together. He, therefore, who acquires such a State, if he mean to keep it, must see to two things; first, that the blood of the ancient line of Princes be destroyed; second, that no change be made in respect of laws or taxes; for in this way the newly acquired State speedily becomes incorporated with the hereditary.


  But when States are acquired in a country differing in language, usages, and laws, difficulties multiply, and great good fortune, as well as address, is needed to overcome them. One of the best and most efficacious methods for dealing with such a State, is for the Prince who acquires it to go and dwell there in person, since this will tend to make his tenure more secure and lasting. This course has been followed by the Turk with regard to Greece, who, had he not, in addition to all his other precautions for securing that Province, himself come to live in it, could never have kept his hold of it. For when you are on the spot, disorders are detected in their beginnings and remedies can be readily applied; but when you are at a distance, they are not heard of until they have gathered strength and the case is past cure. Moreover, the Province in which you take up your abode is not pillaged by your officers; the people are pleased to have a ready recourse to their Prince; and have all the more reason if they are well disposed, to love, if disaffected, to fear him. A foreign enemy desiring to attack that State would be cautious how he did so. In short, where the Prince resides in person, it will be extremely difficult to oust him.


  Another excellent expedient is to send colonies into one or two places, so that these may become, as it were, the keys of the Province; for you must either do this, or else keep up a numerous force of men-at-arms and foot soldiers. A Prince need not spend much on colonies. He can send them out and support them at little or no charge to himself, and the only persons to whom he gives offence are those whom he deprives of their fields and houses to bestow them on the new inhabitants. Those who are thus injured form but a small part of the community, and remaining scattered and poor can never become dangerous. All others being left unmolested, are in consequence easily quieted, and at the same time are afraid to make a false move, lest they share the fate of those who have been deprived of their possessions. In few words, these colonies cost less than soldiers, are more faithful, and give less offence, while those who are offended, being, as I have said, poor and dispersed, cannot hurt. And let it here be noted that men are either to be kindly treated, or utterly crushed, since they can revenge lighter injuries, but not graver. Wherefore the injury we do to a man should be of a sort to leave no fear of reprisals.


  But if instead of colonies you send troops, the cost is vastly greater, and the whole revenues of the country are spent in guarding it; so that the gain becomes a loss, and much deeper offence is given; since in shifting the quarters of your soldiers from place to place the whole country suffers hardship, which as all feel, all are made enemies; and enemies who remaining, although vanquished, in their own homes, have power to hurt. In every way, therefore, this mode of defence is as disadvantageous as that by colonizing is useful.


  The Prince who establishes himself in a Province whose laws and language differ from those of his own people, ought also to make himself the head and protector of his feebler neighbours, and endeavour to weaken the stronger, and must see that by no accident shall any other stranger as powerful as himself find an entrance there. For it will always happen that some such person will be called in by those of the Province who are discontented either through ambition or fear; as we see of old the Romans brought into Greece by the Aetolians, and in every other country that they entered, invited there by its inhabitants. And the usual course of things is that so soon as a formidable stranger enters a Province, all the weaker powers side with him, moved thereto by the ill-will they bear towards him who has hitherto kept them in subjection. So that in respect of these lesser powers, no trouble is needed to gain them over, for at once, together, and of their own accord, they throw in their lot with the government of the stranger. The new Prince, therefore, has only to see that they do not increase too much in strength, and with his own forces, aided by their good will, can easily subdue any who are powerful, so as to remain supreme in the Province. He who does not manage this matter well, will soon lose whatever he has gained, and while he retains it will find in it endless troubles and annoyances.


  In dealing with the countries of which they took possession the Romans diligently followed the methods I have described. They planted colonies, conciliated weaker powers without adding to their strength, humbled the great, and never suffered a formidable stranger to acquire influence. A single example will suffice to show this. In Greece the Romans took the Achaians and Aetolians into their pay; the Macedonian monarchy was humbled; Antiochus was driven out. But the services of the Achaians and Aetolians never obtained for them any addition to their power; no persuasions on the part of Philip could induce the Romans to be his friends on the condition of sparing him humiliation; nor could all the power of Antiochus bring them to consent to his exercising any authority within that Province. And in thus acting the Romans did as all wise rulers should, who have to consider not only present difficulties but also future, against which they must use all diligence to provide; for these, if they be foreseen while yet remote, admit of easy remedy, but if their approach be awaited, are already past cure, the disorder having become hopeless; realizing what the physicians tell us of hectic fever, that in its beginning it is easy to cure, but hard to recognize; whereas, after a time, not having been detected and treated at the first, it becomes easy to recognize but impossible to cure.


  And so it is with State affairs. For the distempers of a State being discovered while yet inchoate, which can only be done by a sagacious ruler, may easily be dealt with; but when, from not being observed, they are suffered to grow until they are obvious to every one, there is no longer any remedy. The Romans, therefore, foreseeing evils while they were yet far off, always provided against them, and never suffered them to take their course for the sake of avoiding war; since they knew that war is not so to be avoided, but is only postponed to the advantage of the other side. They chose, therefore, to make war with Philip and Antiochus in Greece, that they might not have to make it with them in Italy, although for a while they might have escaped both. This they did not desire, nor did the maxim leave it to Time, which the wise men of our own day have always on their lips, ever recommend itself to them. What they looked to enjoy were the fruits of their own valour and foresight. For Time, driving all things before it, may bring with it evil as well as good.


  But let us now go back to France and examine whether she has followed any of those methods of which I have made mention. I shall speak of Louis and not of Charles, because from the former having held longer possession of Italy, his manner of acting is more plainly seen. You will find, then, that he has done the direct opposite of what he should have done in order to retain a foreign State.


  King Louis was brought into Italy by the ambition of the Venetians, who hoped by his coming to gain for themselves a half of the State of Lombardy. I will not blame this coming, nor the part taken by the King, because, desiring to gain a footing in Italy, where he had no friends, but on the contrary, owing to the conduct of Charles, every door was shut against him, he was driven to accept such friendships as he could get. And his designs might easily have succeeded had he not made mistakes in other particulars of conduct.


  By the recovery of Lombardy, Louis at once regained the credit which Charles had lost. Genoa made submission; the Florentines came to terms; the Marquis of Mantua, the Duke of Ferrara, the Bentivogli, the Countess of Forli, the Lords of Faenza, Pesaro, Rimini, Camerino, and Piombino, the citizens of Lucca, Pisa, and Siena, all came forward offering their friendship. The Venetians, who to obtain possession of a couple of towns in Lombardy had made the French King master of two-thirds of Italy, had now cause to repent the rash game they had played.


  Let any one, therefore, consider how easily King Louis might have maintained his authority in Italy had he observed the rules which I have noted above, and secured and protected all those friends of his, who being weak, and fearful, some of the Church, some of the Venetians, were of necessity obliged to attach themselves to him, and with whose assistance, for they were many, he might readily have made himself safe against any other powerful State. But no sooner was he in Milan than he took a contrary course, in helping Pope Alexander to occupy Romagna; not perceiving that in seconding this enterprise he weakened himself by alienating friends and those who had thrown themselves into his arms, while he strengthened the Church by adding great temporal power to the spiritual power which of itself confers so mighty an authority. Making this first mistake, he was forced to follow it up, until at last, in order to curb the ambition of Pope Alexander, and prevent him becoming master of Tuscany, he was obliged to come himself into Italy.


  And as though it were not enough for him to have aggrandized the Church and stripped himself of friends, he must needs in his desire to possess the Kingdom of Naples, divide it with the King of Spain; thus bringing into Italy, where before he had been supreme, a rival to whom the ambitious and discontented in that Province might have recourse. And whereas he might have left in Naples a King willing to hold as his tributary, he displaced him to make way for another strong enough to effect his expulsion. The wish to acquire is no doubt a natural and common sentiment, and when men attempt things within their power, they will always be praised rather than blamed. But when they persist in attempts that are beyond their power, mishaps and blame ensue. If France, therefore, with her own forces could have attacked Naples, she should have done so. If she could not, she ought not to have divided it. And if her partition of Lombardy with the Venetians may be excused as the means whereby a footing was gained in Italy, this other partition is to be condemned as not justified by the like necessity.


  Louis, then, had made these five blunders. He had destroyed weaker States, he had strengthened a Prince already strong, he had brought into the country a very powerful stranger, he had not come to reside, and he had not sent colonies. And yet all these blunders might not have proved disastrous to him while he lived, had he not added to them a sixth in depriving the Venetians of their dominions. For had he neither aggrandized the Church, nor brought Spain into Italy, it might have been at once reasonable and necessary to humble the Venetians; but after committing himself to these other courses, he should never have consented to the ruin of Venice. For while the Venetians were powerful they would always have kept others back from an attempt on Lombardy, as well because they never would have agreed to that enterprise on any terms save of themselves being made its masters, as because others would never have desired to take it from France in order to hand it over to them, nor would ever have ventured to defy both. And if it be said that King Louis ceded Romagna to Alexander, and Naples to Spain in order to avoid war, I answer that for the reasons already given, you ought never to suffer your designs to be crossed in order to avoid war, since war is not so to be avoided, but is only deferred to your disadvantage. And if others should allege the King’s promise to the Pope to undertake that enterprise on his behalf, in return for the dissolution of his marriage, and for the Cardinal’s hat conferred on d’Amboise, I answer by referring to what I say further on concerning the faith of Princes and how it is to be kept.


  King Louis, therefore, lost Lombardy from not following any one of the methods pursued by others who have taken Provinces with the resolve to keep them. Nor is this anything strange, but only what might reasonably and naturally be looked for. And on this very subject I spoke to d’Amboise at Nantes, at the time when Duke Valentino, as Cesare Borgia, son to Pope Alexander, was vulgarly called, was occupying Romagna. For, on the Cardinal saying to me that the Italians did not understand war, I answered that the French did not understand statecraft, for had they done so, they never would have allowed the Church to grow so powerful. And the event shows that the aggrandizement of the Church and of Spain in Italy has been brought about by France, and that the ruin of France has been wrought by them. Whence we may draw the general axiom, which never or rarely errs, that he who is the cause of another’s greatness is himself undone, since he must work either by address or force, each of which excites distrust in the person raised to power.


  Chapter IV


  Why the Kingdom of Darius, Conquered by Alexander, Did Not, on Alexander’s Death, Rebel against His Successors


  Alexander the Great having achieved the conquest of Asia in a few years, and dying before he had well entered on possession, it might have been expected, having regard to the difficulty of preserving newly acquired States, that on his death the whole country would rise in revolt. Nevertheless, his successors were able to keep their hold, and found in doing so no other difficulty than arose from their own ambition and mutual jealousies.


  If any one think this strange and ask the cause, I answer, that all the Princedoms of which we have record have been governed in one or other of two ways, either by a sole Prince, all others being his servants permitted by his grace and favour to assist in governing the kingdom as his ministers; or else, by a Prince with his Barons who hold their rank, not by the favour of a superior Lord, but by antiquity of blood, and who have States and subjects of their own who recognize them as their rulers and entertain for them a natural affection. States governed by a sole Prince and by his servants vest in him a more complete authority; because throughout the land none but he is recognized as sovereign, and if obedience be yielded to any others, it is yielded as to his ministers and officers for whom personally no special love is felt.


  Of these two forms of government we have examples in our own days in the Turk and the King of France. The whole Turkish empire is governed by a sole Prince, all others being his slaves. Dividing his kingdom into sandjaks, he sends thither different governors whom he shifts and changes at his pleasure. The King of France, on the other hand, is surrounded by a multitude of nobles of ancient descent, each acknowledged and loved by subjects of his own, and each asserting a precedence in rank of which the King can deprive him only at his peril.


  He, therefore, who considers the different character of these two States, will perceive that it would be difficult to gain possession of that of the Turk, but that once won it might be easily held. The obstacles to its conquest are that the invader cannot be called in by a native nobility, nor expect his enterprise to be aided by the defection of those whom the sovereign has around him. And this for the various reasons already given, namely, that all being slaves and under obligations they are not easily corrupted, or if corrupted can render little assistance, being unable, as I have already explained, to carry the people with them. Whoever, therefore, attacks the Turk must reckon on finding a united people, and must trust rather to his own strength than to divisions on the other side. But were his adversary once overcome and defeated in the field, so that he could not repair his armies, no cause for anxiety would remain, except in the family of the Prince; which being extirpated, there would be none else to fear; for since all beside are without credit with the people, the invader, as before his victory he had nothing to hope from them, so after it has nothing to dread.


  But the contrary is the case in kingdoms governed like that of France, into which, because men who are discontented and desirous of change are always to be found, you may readily procure an entrance by gaining over some Baron of the Realm. Such persons, for the reasons already given, are able to open the way to you for the invasion of their country and to render its conquest easy. But afterwards the effort to hold your ground involves you in endless difficulties, as well in respect of those who have helped you, as of those whom you have overthrown. Nor will it be enough to have destroyed the family of the Prince, since all those other Lords remain to put themselves at the head of new movements; whom being unable either to content or to destroy, you lose the State whenever occasion serves them.


  Now, if you examine the nature of the government of Darius, you will find that it resembled that of the Turk, and, consequently, that it was necessary for Alexander, first of all, to defeat him utterly and strip him of his dominions; after which defeat, Darius having died, the country, for the causes above explained, was permanently secured to Alexander. And had his successors continued united they might have enjoyed it undisturbed, since there arose no disorders in that kingdom save those of their own creating.


  But kingdoms ordered like that of France cannot be retained with the same ease. Hence the repeated risings of Spain, Gaul, and Greece against the Romans, resulting from the number of small Princedoms of which these Provinces were made up. For while the memory of these lasted, the Romans could never think their tenure safe. But when that memory was worn out by the authority and long continuance of their rule, they gained a secure hold, and were able afterwards in their contests among themselves, each to carry with him some portion of these Provinces, according as each had acquired influence there; for these, on the extinction of the line of their old Princes, came to recognize no other Lords than the Romans.


  Bearing all this in mind, no one need wonder at the ease wherewith Alexander was able to lay a firm hold on Asia, nor that Pyrrhus and many others found difficulty in preserving other acquisitions; since this arose, not from the less or greater merit of the conquerors, but from the different character of the States with which they had to deal.


  


  May 4. A Champion of Science


  Volume 28, pp. 209-219


  Essays, English and American


  When science was struggling for a place in popular education, Huxley distinguished himself as its champion. While the arts were to beautify life and increase pleasure, Huxley saw science as a means of benefiting man’s prosperity. (Huxley born May 4, 1825.)


  Science and Culture [1]


  Thomas Henry Huxley


  [1. Originally delivered as an address, in 1880, at the opening of Mason College, Birmingham, England, now the University of Birmingham.]


  Six years ago, as some of my present hearers may remember, I had the privilege of addressing a large assemblage of the inhabitants of this city, who had gathered together to do honor to the memory of their famous townsman, Joseph Priestley; and, if any satisfaction attaches to posthumous glory, we may hope that the manes of the burnt-out philosopher were then finally appeased.


  No man, however, who is endowed with a fair share of common sense, and not more than a fair share of vanity, will identify either contemporary or posthumous fame with the highest good; and Priestley’s life leaves no doubt that he, at any rate, set a much higher value upon the advancement of knowledge, and the promotion of that freedom of thought which is at once the cause and the consequence of intellectual progress.


  Hence I am disposed to think that, if Priestley could be amongst us to-day, the occasion of our meeting would afford him even greater pleasure than the proceedings which celebrated the centenary of his chief discovery. The kindly heart would moved, the high sense of social duty would be satisfied, by the spectacle of well-earned wealth, neither squandered in tawdry luxury and vainglorious show, nor scattered with the careless charity which blesses neither him that gives nor him that takes, but expended in the execution of a well-considered plan for the aid of present and future generations of those who are willing to help themselves.


  We shall all be of one mind thus far. But it is needful to share Priestley’s keen interest in physical science; and to have learned, as he had learned, the value of scientific training in fields of inquiry apparently far remote from physical science; in order to appreciate, as he would have appreciated, the value of the noble gift which Sir Josiah Mason has bestowed upon the inhabitants of the Midland district.


  For us children of the nineteenth century, however, the establishment of a college under the conditions of Sir Josiah Mason’s trust has a significance apart from any which it could have possessed a hundred years ago. It appears to be an indication that we are reaching the crisis of the battle, or rather of the long series of battles, which have been fought over education in a campaign which began long before Priestley’s time, and will probably not be finished just yet.


  In the last century, the combatants were the champions of ancient literature, on the one side, and those of modern literature on the other, but, some thirty years [2] ago, the contest became complicated by the appearance of a third army, ranged round the banner of physical science.


  [2. The advocacy of the introduction of physical science into general education by George Combe and others commenced a good deal earlier; but the movement had acquired hardly any practical force before the time to which I refer.]


  I am not aware that any one has authority to speak in the name of this new host. For it must be admitted to be somewhat of a guerilla force, composed largely of irregulars, each of whom fights pretty much for his own hand. But the impressions of a full private, who has seen a good deal of service in the ranks, respecting the present position of affairs and the conditions of a permanent peace, may not be devoid of interest; and I do not know that I could make a better use of the present opportunity than by laying them before you.


  From the time that the first suggestion to introduce physical science into ordinary education was timidly whispered, until now, the advocates of scientific education have met with opposition of two kinds. On the one hand, they have been poohpoohed by the men of business who pride themselves on being the representatives of practicality; while, on the other hand, they have been excommunicated by the classical scholars, in their capacity of Levites in charge of the ark of culture and monopolists of liberal education.


  The practical men believed that the idol whom they worship—rule of thumb—has been the source of the past prosperity, and will suffice for the future welfare of the arts and manufactures. They were of opinion that science is speculative rubbish; that theory and practice have nothing to do with one another; and that the scientific habit of mind is an impediment, rather than an aid, in the conduct of ordinary affairs.


  I have used the past tense in speaking of the practical men—for although they were very formidable thirty years ago, I am not sure that the pure species has not been extirpated. In fact, so far as mere argument goes, they have been subjected to such a feu d’enfer that it is a miracle if any have escaped. But I have remarked that your typical practical man has an unexpected resemblance to one of Milton’s angels. His spiritual wounds, such as are inflicted by logical weapons, may be as deep as a well and as wide as a church door, but beyond shedding a few drops of ichor, celestial or otherwise, he is no whit the worse. So, if any of these opponents be left, I will not waste time in vain repetition of the demonstrative evidence of the practical value of science; but knowing that a parable will sometimes penetrate where syllogisms fail to effect an entrance, I will offer a story for their consideration.


  Once upon a time, a boy, with nothing to depend upon but his own vigorous nature, was thrown into the thick of the struggle for existence in the midst of a great manufacturing population. He seems to have had a hard fight, inasmuch as, by the time he was thirty years of age, his total disposable funds amounted to twenty pounds. Nevertheless, middle life found him giving proof of his comprehension of the practical problems he had been roughly called upon to solve, by a career of remarkable prosperity.


  Finally, having reached old age with its well-earned surroundings of “honor, troops of friends,” the hero of my story bethought himself of those who were making a like start in life, and how he could stretch out a helping hand to them.


  After long and anxious reflection this successful practical man of business could devise nothing better than to provide them with the means of obtaining “sound, extensive, and practical scientific knowledge.” And he devoted a large part of his wealth and five years of incessant work to this end.


  I need not point the moral of a tale which, as the solid and spacious fabric of the Scientific College assures us, is no fable, nor can anything which I could say intensify the force of this practical answer to practical objections.


  We may take it for granted then, that, in the opinion of those best qualified to judge, the diffusion of thorough scientific education is an absolutely essential condition of industrial progress; and that the college which has been opened to-day will confer an inestimable boon upon those whose livelihood is to be gained by the practice of the arts and manufactures of the district.


  The only question worth discussion is, whether the conditions, under which the work of the college is to be carried out, are such as to give it the best possible chance of achieving permanent success.


  Sir Josiah Mason, without doubt most wisely, has left very large freedom of action to the trustees, to whom he proposes ultimately to commit the administration of the college, so that they may be able to adjust its arrangements in accordance with the changing conditions of the future. But, with respect to three points, he has laid most explicit injunctions upon both administrators and teachers.


  Party politics are forbidden to enter into the minds of either, so far as the work of the college is concerned; theology is as sternly banished from its precincts; and finally, it is especially declared that the college shall make no provision for “mere literary instruction and education.”


  It does not concern me at present to dwell upon the first two injunctions any longer than may be needful to express my full conviction of their wisdom. But the third prohibition brings us face to face with those other opponents of scientific education, who are by no means in the moribund condition of the practical man, but alive, alert, and formidable.


  It is not impossible that we shall hear this express exclusion of “literary instruction and education” from a college which, nevertheless, professes to give a high and efficient education, sharply criticised. Certainly the time was that the Levites of culture would have sounded their trumpets against its walls as against an educational Jericho.


  How often have we not been told that the study of physical science is incompetent to confer culture; that it touches none of the higher problems of life; and, what is worse, that the continual devotion to scientific studies tends to generate a narrow and bigoted belief in the applicability of scientific methods to the search after truth of all kinds. How frequently one has reason to observe that no reply to a troublesome argument tells so well as calling its author a “mere scientific specialist.” And, as I am afraid it is not permissible to speak of this form of opposition to scientific education in the past tense; may we not expect to be told that this, not only omission, but prohibition, of “mere literary instruction and education” is a patent example of scientific narrow-mindedness?


  I am not acquainted with Sir Josiah Mason’s reasons for the action which he has taken; but if, as I apprehend is the case, he refers to the ordinary classical course of our schools and universities by the name of “mere literary instruction and education,” I venture to offer sundry reasons of my own in support of that action.


  For I hold very strongly by two convictions. The first is, that neither the discipline nor the subject-matter of classical education is of such direct value to the student of physical science as to justify the expenditure of valuable time upon either; and the second is, that for the purpose of attaining real culture, an exclusively scientific education is at least as effectual as an exclusively literary education.


  I need hardly point out to you that these opinions, especially the latter, are diametrically opposed to those of the great majority of educated Englishmen, influenced as they are by school and university traditions. In their belief, culture is obtainable only by a liberal education; and a liberal education is synonymous, not merely with education and instruction in literature, but in one particular form of literature, namely, that of Greek and Roman antiquity. They hold that the man who has learned Latin and Greek, however little, is educated; while he who is versed in other branches of knowledge, however deeply, is a more or less respectable specialist, not admissible into cultured caste. The stamp of the educated man, the university degree, is not for him.


  I am too well acquainted with the generous catholicity of spirit, the true sympathy with scientific thought, which pervades the writings of our chief apostle of culture to identify him with these opinions; and yet one may cull from one and another of those epistles to the Philistines, which so much delight all who do not answer to that name, sentences which lend them some support.


  Mr. Arnold tells us that the meaning of culture is “to know the best that has been thought and said in the world.” It is the criticism of life contained in literature. That criticism regards “Europe as being, for intellectual and spiritual purposes, one great confederation, bound to a joint action and working to a common result; and whose members have, for their common outfit, a knowledge of Greek, Roman, and Eastern antiquity, and of one another. Special, local, and temporary advantages being put out of account, that modern nation will in the intellectual and spiritual sphere make most progress, which most thoroughly carries out this programme. And what is that but saying that we too, all of us, as individuals, the more thoroughly we carry it out, shall make the more progress?”


  We have here to deal with two distinct propositions. The first, that a criticism of life is the essence of culture; the second, that literature contains the materials which suffice for the construction of such a criticism.


  I think that we must all assent to the first proposition. For culture certainly means something quite different from learning or technical skill. It implies the possession of an ideal, and the habit of critically estimating the value of things by comparison with a theoretic standard. Perfect culture should apply a complete theory of life, based upon a clear knowledge alike of its possibilities and of its limitations.


  But we may agree to all this, and yet strongly dissent from the assumption that literature alone is competent to supply this knowledge. After having learnt all that Greek, Roman, and Eastern antiquity have thought and said, and all that modern literatures have to tell us, it is not self-evident that we have laid a sufficiently broad and deep foundation for the criticism of life which constitutes culture.


  Indeed, to any one acquainted with the scope of physical science, it is not at all evident. Considering progress only in the “intellectual and spiritual sphere,” I find myself wholly unable to admit that either nations or individuals will really advance, if their common outfit draws nothing from the stores of physical science. I should say that an army, without weapons of precision, and with no particular base of operations, might more hopefully enter upon a campaign on the Rhine, than a man, devoid of a knowledge of what physical science has done in the last century, upon a criticism of life.


  When a biologist meets with an anomaly, he instinctively turns to the study of development to clear it up. The rationale of contradictory opinions may with equal confidence be sought in history.


  It is, happily, no new thing that Englishmen should employ their wealth in building and endowing institutions for educational purposes. But, five or six hundred years ago, deeds of foundation expressed or implied conditions as nearly as possible contrary to those which have been thought expedient by Sir Josiah Mason. That is to say, physical science was practically ignored, while a certain literary training was enjoined as a means to the acquirement of knowledge which was essentially theological.


  The reason of this singular contradiction between the actions of men alike animated by a strong and disinterested desire to promote the welfare of their fellows, is easily discovered.


  At that time, in fact, if any one desired knowledge beyond such as could be obtained by his own observation, or by common conversation, his first necessity was to learn the Latin language, inasmuch as all the higher knowledge of the western world was contained in works written in that language. Hence, Latin grammar, with logic and rhetoric, studied through Latin, were the fundamentals of education. With respect to the substance of the knowledge imparted through this channel, the Jewish and Christian Scriptures, as interpreted and supplemented by the Romish Church, were held to contain a complete and infallibly true body of information.


  Theological dicta were, to the thinkers of those days, that which the axioms and definitions of Euclid are to the geometers of these. The business of the philosophers of the Middle Ages was to deduce from the data furnished by the theologians, conclusions in accordance with ecclesiastical decrees. They were allowed the high privilege of showing, by logical process, how and why that which the Church said was true, must be true. And if their demonstrations fell short of or exceeded this limit, the Church was maternally ready to check their aberrations, if need be, by the help of the secular arm.


  Between the two, our ancestors were furnished with a compact and complete criticism of life. They were told how the world began, and how it would end; they learned that all material existence was but a base and insignificant blot upon the fair face of the spiritual world, and that nature was, to all intents and purposes, the playground of the devil; they learned that the earth is the centre of the visible universe, and that man is the cynosure of things terrestrial; and more especially is it inculcated that the course of nature had no fixed order, but that it could be, and constantly was, altered by the agency of innumerable spiritual beings, good and bad, according as they were moved by the deeds and prayers of men. The sum and substance of the whole doctrine was to produce the conviction that the only thing really worth knowing in this world was how to secure that place in a better, which, under certain conditions, the Church promised.


  Our ancestors had a living belief in this theory of life, and acted upon it in their dealings with education, as in all other matters. Culture meant saintliness—after the fashion of the saints of those days; the education that led to it was, of necessity, theological; and the way to theology lay through Latin.


  That the study of nature—further than was requisite for the satisfaction of everyday wants—should have any bearing on human life was far from the thoughts of men thus trained. Indeed, as nature had been cursed for man’s sake, it was an obvious conclusion that those who meddled with nature were likely to come into pretty close contact with Satan. And, if any born scientific investigator followed his instincts, he might safely reckon upon earning the reputation, and probably upon suffering the fate, of a sorcerer.


  Had the western world been left to itself in Chinese isolation, there is no saying how long this state of things might have endured. But, happily, it was not left to itself. Even earlier than the thirteenth century, the development of Moorish civilization in Spain and the great movement of the Crusades had introduced the leaven which, from that day to this, has never ceased to work. At first, through the intermediation of Arabic translations, afterwards by the study of the originals, the western nations of Europe became acquainted with the writings of the ancient philosophers and poets, and, in time, with the whole of the vast literature of antiquity.


  Whatever there was of high intellectual aspiration or dominant capacity in Italy, France, Germany, and England, spent itself for centuries in taking possession of the rich inheritance left by the dead civilization of Greece and Rome. Marvelously aided by the invention of printing, classical learning spread and flourished. Those who possessed it prided themselves on having attained the highest culture then within the reach of mankind.


  And justly. For, saving Dante on his solitary pinnacle, there was no figure in modern literature at the time of the Renaissance to compare with the men of antiquity; there was no art to compete with their sculpture; there was no physical science but that which Greece had created. Above all, there was no other example of perfect intellectual freedom—of the unhesitating acceptance of reason as the sole guide to truth and the supreme arbiter of conduct.


  The new learning necessarily soon exerted a profound influence upon education. The language of the monks and schoolmen seemed little better than gibberish to scholars fresh from Vergil and Cicero, and the study of Latin was placed upon a new foundation. Moreover, Latin itself ceased to afford the sole key to knowledge. The student who sought the highest thought of antiquity found only a second-hand reflection of it in Roman literature, and turned his face to the full light of the Greeks. And after a battle, not altogether dissimilar to that which is at present being fought over the teaching of physical science, the study of Greek was recognized as an essential element of all higher education.


  Thus the humanists, as they were called, won the day; and the great reform which they effected was of incalculable service to mankind. But the Nemesis of all reformers is finality; and the reformers of education, like those of religion, fell into the profound, however common, error of mistaking the beginning for the end of the work of reformation.


  The representatives of the humanists in the nineteenth century take their stand upon classical education as the sole avenue to culture, as firmly as if we were still in the age of Renaissance. Yet, surely, the present intellectual relations of the modern and the ancient worlds are profoundly different from those which obtained three centuries ago. Leaving aside the existence of a great and characteristically modern literature, of modern painting, and, especially, of modern music, there is one feature of the present state of the civilized world which separates it more widely from the Renaissance than the Renaissance was separated from the Middle Ages.


  This distinctive character of our own times lies in the vast and constantly increasing part which is played by natural knowledge. Not only is our daily life shaped by it, not only does the prosperity of millions of men depend upon it, but our whole theory of life has long been influenced, consciously or unconsciously, by the general conceptions of the universe, which have been forced upon us by physical science.


  In fact, the most elementary acquaintance with the results of scientific investigation shows us that they offer a broad and striking contradiction to the opinions so implicitly credited and taught in the Middle Ages.


  The notions of the beginning and the end of the world entertained by our forefathers are no longer credible. It is very certain that the earth is not the chief body in the material universe, and that the world is not subordinated to man’s use. It is even more certain that nature is the expression of a definite order with which nothing interferes, and that the chief business of mankind is to learn that order and govern themselves accordingly. Moreover this scientific “criticism of life” presents itself to us with different credentials from any other. It appeals not to authority, nor to what anybody may have thought or said, but to nature. It admits that all our interpretations of natural fact are more or less imperfect and symbolic, and bids the learner seek for truth not among words but among things. It warns us that the assertion which outstrips evidence is not only a blunder but a crime.


  The purely classical education advocated by the representatives of the humanists in our day gives no inkling of all this. A man may be a better scholar than Erasmus, and know no more of the chief causes of the present intellectual fermentation than Erasmus did. Scholarly and pious persons, worthy of all respect, favor us with allocutions upon the sadness of the antagonism of science to their mediaeval way of thinking, which betray an ignorance of the first principles of scientific investigation, an incapacity for understanding what a man of science means by veracity, and an unconsciousness of the weight of established scientific truths, which is almost comical.


  There is no great force in the tu quoque argument, or else the advocates of scientific education might fairly enough retort upon the modern humanists that they may be learned specialists, but that they possess no such sound foundation for a criticism of life as deserves the name of culture. And, indeed, if we were disposed to be cruel, we might urge that the humanists have brought this reproach upon themselves, not because they are too full of the spirit of the ancient Greek, but because they lack it.


  […]


  


  May 5. Strange Adventures in Man’s Clothes


  Volume 26, pp. 7-21


  Continental Drama


  Disguised as a man, a Russian noblewoman exploring the mountains of Poland came upon a secret prison. Fate linked the lives of this woman and the unknown prisoner. (Calderon, after a life of adventure, died May 5, 1681.)


  Life is a Dream


  by


  Pedro Calderón de la Barca


  Translated by


  Edward Fitzgerald


  Dramatis Personæ


  Basilio, King of Poland.


  Segismund, his Son.


  Astolfo, his Nephew.


  Estrella, his Niece.


  Clotaldo, a General in Basilio’s Service.


  Rosaura, a Muscovite Lady.


  Fife, her Attendant.


  Chamberlain, Lords-in Waiting, Officers, Soldiers, Etc., in Basilio’s Service.


  The Scene of the first and third Acts lies on the Polish frontier: of the second Act, in Warsaw.


  ACT I


  Scene I


  A pass of rocks, over which a storm is rolling away, and the sun setting: in the foreground, half-way down, a fortress.


  Enter first from the topmost rock Rosaura, as from horseback, in man’s attire; and, after her, Fife [1]


  Rosaura


  There, four-footed Fury, blast-engender’d brute, without the wit


  Of brute, or mouth to match the bit


  Of man—art satisfied at last?


  Who, when thunder roll’d aloof,


  Tow’rd the spheres of fire your ears


  Pricking, and the granite kicking


  Into lightning with your hoof,


  Among the tempest-shatter’d crags


  Shattering your luckless rider


  Back into the tempest pass’d?


  There then lie to starve and die,


  Or find another Phaeton


  Mad-mettled as yourself; for I,


  Wearied, worried, and for-done,


  Alone will down the mountain try,


  That knits his brows against the sun.


  Fife (As to his mule.)


  There, thou mis-begotten thing,


  Long-ear’d lightning, tail’d tornado,


  Griffin-hoof-in hurricano,—


  (I might swear till I were almost


  Hoarse with roaring Asonante)


  Who forsooth because our betters


  Would begin to kick and fling—


  You forthwith your noble mind


  Must prove, and kick me off behind,


  Tow’rd the very centre whither


  Gravity was most inclined.


  There where you have made your bed


  In it lie; for, wet or dry,


  Let what will for me betide you,


  Burning, blowing, freezing, hailing;


  Famine waste you: devil ride you:


  Tempest baste you black and blue:—


  (To Rosaura.)


  There! I think in downright railing


  I can hold my own with you.


  Rosaura.


  Ah, my good Fife, whose merry loyal pipe,


  Come weal, come woe, is never out of tune—


  What, you in the same plight too?


  Fife.


  Ay;


  And madam—sir—hereby desire,


  When you your own adventures sing


  Another time in lofty rhyme,


  You don’t forget the trusty squire


  Who went with you Don-quixoting.


  Rosaura.


  Well, my good fellow—to leave Pegasus


  Who scarce can serve us than our horses worse—


  They say no one should rob another of


  The single satisfaction he has left


  Of singing his own sorrows; one so great,


  So says some great philosopher, that trouble


  Were worth encount’ring only for the sake


  Of weeping over—what perhaps you know


  Some poet calls the ‘luxury of woe.’


  Fife.


  Had I the poet or philosopher


  In the place of her that kick’d me off to ride,


  I’d test his theory upon his hide.


  But no bones broken, madam—sir, I mean?—


  Rosaura.


  A scratch here that a handkerchief will heal—


  And you?—


  Fife.


  A scratch in quiddity, or kind:


  But not in ‘quo’—my wounds are all behind.


  But, as you say, to stop this strain,


  Which, somehow, once one’s in the vein,


  Comes clattering after—there again!—


  What are we twain—deuce take’t!—we two,


  I mean, to do—drench’d through and through—


  Oh, I shall choke of rhymes, which I believe


  Are all that we shall have to live on here.


  Rosaura.


  What, is our victual gone too?—


  Fife.


  Ay, that brute


  Has carried all we had away with her,


  Clothing, and cate, and all.


  Rosaura.


  And now the sun,


  Our only friend and guide, about to sink


  Under the stage of earth.


  Fife.


  And enter Night,


  With Capa y Espada—and—pray heaven!—


  With but her lanthorn also.


  Rosaura.


  Ah, I doubt


  To-night, if any, with a dark one—or


  Almost burnt out after a month’s consumption.


  Well! well or ill, on horseback or afoot,


  This is the gate that lets me into Poland;


  And, sorry welcome as she gives a guest


  Who writes his own arrival on her rocks


  In his own blood—


  Yet better on her stony threshold die,


  Than live on unrevenged in Muscovy.


  Fife.


  Oh, what a soul some women have—I mean


  Some men—


  Rosaura.


  Oh, Fife, Fife, as you love me, Fife,


  Make yourself perfect in that little part,


  Or all will go to ruin!


  Fife.


  Oh, I will,


  Please God we find some one to try it on.


  But, truly, would not any one believe


  Some fairy had exchanged us as we lay


  Two tiny foster-children in one cradle?


  Rosaura.


  Well, be that as it may, Fife, it reminds me


  Of what perhaps I should have thought before,


  But better late than never—You know I love you,


  As you, I know, love me, and loyally


  Have follow’d me thus far in my wild venture.


  Well! now then—having seen me safe thus far—


  Safe if not wholly sound—over the rocks


  Into the country where my business lies—


  Why should not you return the way we came,


  The storm all clear’d away, and, leaving me


  (Who now shall want you, though not thank you, less,


  Now that our horses gone) this side the ridge,


  Find your way back to dear old home again;


  While I—Come, come!—


  What, weeping my poor fellow?—


  Fife.


  Leave you here


  Alone—my Lady—Lord! I mean my Lord—


  In a strange country—among savages—


  Oh, now I know—you would be rid of me


  For fear my stumbling speech—


  Rosaura.


  Oh, no, no, no!—


  I want you with me for a thousand sakes


  To which that is as nothing—I myself


  More apt to let the secret out myself


  Without your help at all—Come, come, cheer up!


  And if you sing again, ‘Come weal, come woe,’


  Let it be that; for we will never part


  Until you give the signal.


  Fife.


  ’Tis a bargain.


  Rosaura.


  Now to begin, then. ‘Follow, follow me,


  ‘You fairy elves that be.’


  Fife.


  Ay, and go on—


  Something of ‘following darkness like a dream,’


  For that we’re after.


  Rosaura.


  No, after the sun;


  Trying to catch hold of his glittering skirts


  That hang upon the mountain as he goes.


  Fife.


  Ah, he’s himself past catching—as you spoke


  He heard what you were saying, and—just so—


  Like some scared water-bird,


  As we say in my country, dove below.


  Rosaura.


  Well, we must follow him as best we may


  Poland is no great country, and, as rich


  In men and means, will but few acres spare


  To lie beneath her barrier mountains bare.


  We cannot, I believe, be very far


  From mankind or their dwellings.


  Fife.


  Send it so!


  And well provided for man, woman, and beast.


  No, not for beast. Ah, but my heart begins


  To yearn for her—


  Rosaura.


  Keep close, and keep your feet


  From serving you as hers did.


  Fife.


  As for beasts,


  If in default of other entertainment,


  We should provide them with ourselves to eat—


  Bears, lions, wolves—


  Rosaura.


  Oh, never fear.


  Fife.


  Or else


  Default of other beasts, beastlier men,


  Cannibals, Anthropophagi, bare Poles


  Who never knew a tailor but by taste.


  Rosaura.


  Look, look! Unless my fancy misconceive


  With twilight—down among the rocks there, Fife—


  Some human dwelling, surely—


  Or think you but a rock torn from the rocks


  In some convulsion like to-day’s, and perch’d


  Quaintly among them in mock-masonry?


  Fife.


  Most likely that, I doubt.


  Rosaura.


  No, no—for look!


  A square of darkness opening in it—


  Fife.


  Oh,


  I don’t half like such openings!—


  Rosaura.


  Like the loom


  Of night from which she spins her outer gloom—


  Fife.


  Lord, Madam, pray forbear this tragic vein


  In such a time and place—


  Rosaura.


  And now again


  Within that square of darkness, look! a light


  That feels its way with hesitating pulse,


  As we do, through the darkness that it drives


  To blacken into deeper night beyond.


  Fife.


  In which could we follow that light’s example,


  As might some English Bardolph with his nose,


  We might defy the sunset—Hark, a chain!


  Rosaura.


  And now a lamp, a lamp! And now the hand


  That carries it.


  Fife.


  Oh, Lord! that dreadful chain!


  Rosaura.


  And now the bearer of the lamp; indeed


  As strange as any in Arabian tale,


  So giant-like, and terrible, and grand,


  Spite of the skin he’s wrapt in.


  Fife.


  Why, ’tis his own:


  Oh, ’tis some wild man of the woods; I’ve heard


  They build and carry torches—


  Rosaura.


  Never Ape


  Bore such a brow before the heavens as that—


  Chain’d as you say too!—


  Fife.


  Oh, that dreadful chain!


  Rosaura.


  And now he sets the lamp down by his side,


  And with one hand clench’d in his tangled hair


  And with a sigh as if his heart would break—


  [During this Segismund has entered from the fortress, with a torch.


  Segismund


  Once more the storm has roar’d itself away,


  Splitting the crags of God as it retires;


  But sparing still what it should only blast,


  This guilty piece of human handiwork,


  And all that are within it. Oh, how oft,


  How oft, within or here abroad, have I


  Waited, and in the whisper of my heart


  Pray’d for the slanting hand of heaven to strike


  The blow myself I dared not, out of fear


  Of that Hereafter, worse, they say, than here,


  Plunged headlong in, but, till dismissal waited,


  To wipe at last all sorrow from men’s eyes,


  And make this heavy dispensation clear.


  Thus have I borne till now, and still endure,


  Crouching in sullen impotence day by day,


  Till some such out-burst of the elements


  Like this rouses the sleeping fire within;


  And standing thus upon the threshold of


  Another night about to close the door


  Upon one wretched day to open it


  On one yet wretcheder because one more;—


  Once more, you savage heavens, I ask of you—


  I, looking up to those relentless eyes


  That, now the greater lamp is gone below,


  Begin to muster in the listening skies;


  In all the shining circuits you have gone


  About this theatre of human woe,


  What greater sorrow have you gazed upon


  Than down this narrow chink you witness still;


  And which, did you yourselves not fore-devise,


  You registered for others to fulfil!


  Fife.


  This is some Laureate at a birthday ode;


  No wonder we went rhyming.


  Rosaura.


  Hush! And now


  See, starting to his feet, he strides about


  Far as his tether’d steps—


  Segismund.


  And if the chain


  You help’d to rivet round me did contract


  Since guiltless infancy from guilt in act;


  Of what in aspiration or in thought


  Guilty, but in resentment of the wrong


  That wreaks revenge on wrong I never wrought


  By excommunication from the free


  Inheritance that all created life,


  Beside myself, is born to—from the wings


  That range your own immeasurable blue,


  Down to the poor, mute, scale-imprison’d things,


  That yet are free to wander, glide, and pass


  About that under-sapphire, whereinto


  Yourselves transfusing you yourselves englass!


  Rosaura.


  What mystery is this?


  Fife.


  Why, the man’s mad:


  That’s all the mystery. That’s why he’s chain’d—


  And why—


  Segismund.


  Nor Nature’s guiltless life alone—


  But that which lives on blood and rapine; nay,


  Charter’d with larger liberty to slay


  Their guiltless kind, the tyrants of the air


  Soar zenith-upward with their screaming prey,


  Making pure heaven drop blood upon the stage


  Of under earth, where lion, wolf, and bear,


  And they that on their treacherous velvet wear


  Figure and constellation like your own, [2]


  With their still living slaughter bound away


  Over the barriers of the mountain cage,


  Against which one, blood-guiltless, and endued


  With aspiration and with aptitude


  Transcending other creatures, day by day


  Beats himself mad with unavailing rage!


  Fife.


  Why, that must be the meaning of my mule’s


  Rebellion—


  Rosaura.


  Hush!


  Segismund.


  But then if murder be


  The law by which not only conscience-blind


  Creatures, but man too prospers with his kind;


  Who leaving all his guilty fellows free,


  Under your fatal auspice and divine


  Compulsion, leagued in some mysterious ban


  Against one innocent and helpless man,


  Abuse their liberty to murder mine:


  And sworn to silence, like their masters mute


  In heaven, and like them twirling through the mask


  Of darkness, answering to all I ask,


  Point up to them whose work they execute!


  Rosaura.


  Ev’n as I thought, some poor unhappy wretch,


  By man wrong’d, wretched, unrevenged, as I!


  Nay, so much worse than I, as by those chains


  Clipt of the means of self-revenge on those


  Who lay on him what they deserve. And I,


  Who taunted Heaven a little while ago


  With pouring all its wrath upon my head—


  Alas! like him who caught the cast-off husk


  Of what another bragg’d of feeding on,


  Here’s one that from the refuse of my sorrows


  Could gather all the banquet he desires!


  Poor soul, poor soul!


  Fife.


  Speak lower—he will hear you.


  Rosaura.


  And if he should, what then? Why, if he would,


  He could not harm me—Nay, and if he could,


  Methinks I’d venture something of a life


  I care so little for—


  Segismund.


  Who’s that? Clotaldo? Who are you, I say,


  That, venturing in these forbidden rocks,


  Have lighted on my miserable life,


  And your own death?


  Rosaura.


  You would not hurt me, surely?


  Segismund.


  Not I; but those that, iron as the chain


  In which they slay me with a lingering death,


  Will slay you with a sudden—Who are you?


  Rosaura.


  A stranger from across the mountain there,


  Who, having lost his way in this strange land


  And coming night, drew hither to what seem’d


  A human dwelling hidden in these rocks,


  And where the voice of human sorrow soon


  Told him it was so.


  Segismund.


  Ay? But nearer—nearer—


  That by this smoky supplement of day


  But for a moment I may see who speaks


  So pitifully sweet.


  Fife.


  Take care! take care!


  Rosaura.


  Alas, poor man, that I, myself so helpless,


  Could better help you than by barren pity,


  And my poor presence—


  Segismund.


  Oh, might that be all!


  But that—a few poor moments—and, alas!


  The very bliss of having, and the dread


  Of losing, under such a penalty


  As every moment’s having runs more near,


  Stifles the very utterance and resource


  They cry for quickest; till from sheer despair


  Of holding thee, methinks myself would tear


  To pieces—


  Fife.


  There, his word’s enough for it.


  Segismund.


  Oh, think, if you who move about at will,


  And live in sweet communion with your kind,


  After an hour lost in these lonely rocks


  Hunger and thirst after some human voice


  To drink, and human face to feed upon;


  What must one do where all is mute, or harsh,


  And ev’n the naked face of cruelty


  Were better than the mask it works beneath?—


  Across the mountain then! Across the mountain!


  What if the next world which they tell one of


  Be only next across the mountain then,


  Though I must never see it till I die,


  And you one of its angels?


  Rosaura.


  Alas; alas!


  No angel! And the face you think so fair,


  ’Tis but the dismal frame-work of these rocks


  That makes it seem so; and the world I come from—


  Alas, alas, too many faces there


  Are but fair vizors to black hearts below,


  Or only serve to bring the wearer woe!


  But to yourself—If haply the redress


  That I am here upon may help to yours.


  I heard you tax the heavens with ordering,


  And men for executing, what, alas!


  I now behold. But why, and who they are


  Who do, and you who suffer—


  Segismund. (Pointing upwards.)


  Ask of them,


  Whom, as to-night, I have so often ask’d,


  And ask’d in vain.


  Rosaura.


  But surely, surely—


  Segismund.


  Hark!


  The trumpet of the watch to shut us in.


  Oh, should they find you!—Quick! Behind the rocks!


  To-morrow—if to-morrow—


  Rosaura. (Flinging her sword toward him.)


  Take my sword!


  Rosaura and Fife hide in the rocks;


  Enter Clotaldo


  Clotaldo.


  These stormy days you like to see the last of


  Are but ill opiates, Segismund, I think,


  For night to follow: and to-night you seem


  More than your wont disorder’d. What! A sword!


  Within there!


  Enter Soldiers with black vizors and torches


  Fife.


  Here’s a pleasant masquerade!


  Clotaldo.


  Whosever watch this was


  Will have to pay head-reckoning. Meanwhile,


  This weapon had a wearer. Bring him here,


  Alive or dead.


  Segismund.


  Clotaldo! good Clotaldo!—


  Clotaldo.(To Soldiers who enclose Segismund; others searching the rocks.)


  You know your duty.


  Soldiers. (Bringing in Rosaura and Fife.)


  Here are two of them,


  Whoever more to follow—


  Clotaldo.


  Who are you,


  That in defiance of know proclamation


  Are found, at night-fall too, about this place?


  Fife.


  Oh, my Lord, she—I mean he—


  Rosaura.


  Silence, Fife,


  And let me speak for both.—Two foreign men,


  To whom your country and its proclamations


  Are equally unknown; and had we known,


  Ourselves not masters of our lawless beasts


  That, terrified by the storm among your rocks,


  Flung us upon them to our cost.


  Fife.


  My mule—


  Clotaldo.


  Foreigners? Of what country?


  Rosaura.


  Muscovy.


  Clotaldo.


  And whither bound?


  Rosaura.


  Hither—if this be Poland;


  But with no ill design on her, and therefore


  Taking it ill that we should thus be stop


  Upon her threshold so uncivilly.


  Clotaldo.


  Whither in Poland?


  Rosaura.


  To the capital.


  Clotaldo.


  And on what errand?


  Rosaura.


  Set me on the road,


  And you shall be the nearer to my answer.


  Clotaldo. (Aside.)


  So resolute and ready to reply,


  And yet so young—and—


  (Aloud.)


  Well,—


  Your business was not surely with the man


  We found you with?


  Rosaura.


  He was the first we saw,—


  And strangers and benighted, as we were,


  As you too would have done in a like case,


  Accosted him at once.


  Clotaldo.


  Ay, but this sword?


  Rosaura.


  I flung it toward him.


  Clotaldo.


  Well, and why?


  Rosaura.


  And why?


  But to revenge himself on those who thus


  Injuriously misuse him.


  Clotaldo.


  So—so—so!


  ’Tis well such resolution wants a beard—


  And, I suppose, is never to attain one.


  Well, I must take you both, you and your sword,


  Prisoners.


  Fife. (Offering a cudgel.)


  Pray take mine, and welcome, sir;


  I’m sure I gave it to that mule of mine


  To mighty little purpose.


  Rosaura.


  Mine you have;


  And may it win us some more kindliness


  Than we have met with yet.


  Clotaldo. (Examining the sword.)


  More mystery!


  How came you by this weapon?


  Rosaura.


  From my father.


  Clotaldo.


  And do you know whence he?


  Rosaura.


  Oh, very well:


  From one of this same Polish realm of yours,


  Who promised a return, should come the chance,


  Of courtesies that he received himself


  In Muscovy, and left this pledge of it—


  Not likely yet, it seems, to be redeem’d.


  Clotaldo. (Aside.)


  Oh, wondrous chance—or wondrous Providence!


  The sword that I myself in Muscovy,


  When these white hairs were black, for keepsake left


  Of obligation for a like return


  To him who saved me wounded as I lay


  Fighting against his country; took me home;


  Tended me like a brother till recover’d,


  Perchance to fight against him once again—


  And now my sword put back into my hand


  By his—if not his son—still, as so seeming,


  By me, as first devoir of gratitude,


  To seem believing, till the wearer’s self


  See fit to drop the ill-dissembling mask.


  (Aloud.)


  Well, a strange turn of fortune has arrested


  The sharp and sudden penalty that else


  Had visited your rashness or mischance:


  In part, your tender youth too—pardon me,


  And touch not where your sword is not to answer—


  Commends you to my care; not your life only,


  Else by this misadventure forfeited;


  But ev’n your errand, which, by happy chance,


  Chimes with the very business I am on,


  And calls me to the very point you aim at.


  Rosaura.


  The capital?


  Clotaldo.


  Ay, the capital; and ev’n


  That capital of capitals, the Court:


  Where you may plead, and, I may promise, win


  Pardon for this, you say unwilling, trespass,


  And prosecute what else you have at heart,


  With me to help you forward all I can;


  Provided all in loyalty to those


  To whom by natural allegiance


  I first am bound to.


  Rosaura.


  As you make, I take


  Your offer: with like promise on my side


  Of loyalty to you and those you serve,


  Under like reservation for regards


  Nearer and dearer still.


  Clotaldo.


  Enough, enough;


  Your hand; a bargain on both sides. Meanwhile,


  Here shall you rest to-night. The break of day


  Shall see us both together on the way.


  Rosaura.


  Thus then what I for misadventure blamed,


  Directly draws me where my wishes aim’d.


  [Exeunt.


  [1. As this version of Calderon’s drama is not for acting, a higher and wider mountain-scene than practicable may be imagined for Rosaura’s descent in the first Act and the soldiers’ ascent in the last. The bad watch kept by the sentinels who guarded their state-prisoner, together with much else (not all!) that defies sober sense in this wild drama, I must leave Calderon to answer for; whose audience were not critical of detail and probability, so long as a good story, with strong, rapid, and picturesque action and situation, was set before them.]


  [2. ‘Some report that they’—(panthers)—‘have one marke on the shoulders resembling the moone, growing and decreasing as she doth, sometimes showing a full compasse, and otherwise hollowed and pointed with tips like the hornes.’—Philemon Holland’s Pliny, b. viii. c. 17.]
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  “Benvenuto, the figure cannot succeed in bronze,” so spoke the patron Duke. Cellini, stung to fury, passionately burst out: “You do not understand art.” Feverishly he began the casting of the statue—but read his own account of the tilt with the Duke.
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  […]


  LXXIII


  Having succeeded so well with the cast of the Medusa, I had great hope of bringing my Perseus through; for I had laid the wax on, and felt confident that it would come out in bronze as perfectly as the Medusa. The waxen model produced so fine an effect, that when the Duke saw it and was struck with its beauty—whether somebody had persuaded him it could not be carried out with the same finish in metal, or whether he thought so for himself—he came to visit me more frequently than usual, and on one occasion said: “Benvenuto, this figure cannot succeed in bronze; the laws of art do not admit of it.” These words of his Excellency stung me so sharply that I answered: “My lord, I know how very little confidence you have in me; and I believe the reason of this is that your most illustrious Excellency lends too ready an ear to my calumniators, or else indeed that you do not understand my art.” He hardly let me close the sentence when he broke in: “I profess myself a connoisseur, and understand it very well indeed.” I replied: “Yes, like a prince, not like an artist; for if your Excellency understood my trade as well as you imagine, you would trust me on the proofs I have already given. These are, first, the colossal bronze bust of your Excellency, which is now in Elba; [1] secondly, the restoration of the Ganymede in marble, which offered so many difficulties and cost me so much trouble, that I would rather have made the whole statue new from the beginning; thirdly, the Medusa, cast by me in bronze, here now before your Excellency’s eyes, the execution of which was a greater triumph of strength and skill than any of my predecessors in this fiendish art have yet achieved. Look you, my lord! I constructed that furnace anew on principles quite different from those of other founders; in addition to many technical improvements and ingenious devices, I supplied it with two issues for the metal, because this difficult and twisted figure could not otherwise have come out perfect. It is only owing to my intelligent insight into means and appliances that the statue turned out as it did; a triumph judged impossible by all the practitioners of this art. I should like you furthermore to be aware, my lord, for certain, that the sole reason why I succeeded with all those great arduous works in France under his most admirable Majesty King Francis, was the high courage which that good monarch put into my heart by the liberal allowances he made me, and the multitude of workpeople he left at my disposal. I could have as many as I asked for, and employed at times above forty, all chosen by myself. These were the causes of my having there produced so many masterpieces in so short a space of time. Now then, my lord, put trust in me; supply me with the aid I need. I am confident of being able to complete a work which will delight your soul. But if your Excellency goes on disheartening me, and does not advance me the assistance which is absolutely required, neither I nor any man alive upon this earth can hope to achieve the slightest thing of value.”


  [1. At Portoferraio. It came afterwards to Florence.]


  LXXIV


  It was as much as the Duke could do to stand by and listen to my pleadings. He kept turning first this way and then that; while I, in despair, poor wretched I, was calling up remembrance of the noble state I held in France, to the great sorrow of my soul. All at once he cried: “Come, tell me, Benvenuto, how is it possible that yonder splendid head of Medusa, so high up there in the grasp of Perseus, should ever come out perfect?” I replied upon the instant: “Look you now, my lord! If your Excellency possessed that knowledge of the craft which you affirm you have, you would not fear one moment for the splendid head you speak of. There is good reason, on the other hand, to feel uneasy about this right foot, so far below and at a distance from the rest.” When he heard these words, the Duke turned, half in anger, to some gentlemen in waiting, and exclaimed: “I verily believe that this Benvenuto prides himself on contradicting everything one says.” Then he faced round to me with a touch of mockery, upon which his attendants did the like, and began to speak as follows: “I will listen patiently to any argument you can possibly produce in explanation of your statement, which may convince me of its probability.” I said in answer: “I will adduce so sound an argument that your Excellency shall perceive the full force of it.” So I began: “You must know, my lord, that the nature of fire is to ascend, and therefore I promise you that Medusa’s head will come out famously; but since it is not in the nature of fire to descend, and I must force it downwards six cubits by artificial means, I assure your Excellency upon this most convincing ground of proof that the foot cannot possibly come out. It will, however, be quite easy for me to restore it.” “Why, then,” said the Duke, “did you not devise it so that the foot should come out as well as you affirm the head will?” I answered: “I must have made a much larger furnace, with a conduit as thick as my leg; and so I might have forced the molten metal by its own weight to descend so far. Now, my pipe, which runs six cubits to the statue’s foot, as I have said, is not thicker than two fingers. However, it was not worth the trouble and expense to make a larger; for I shall easily be able to mend what is lacking. But when my mould is more than half full, as I expect, from this middle point upwards, the fire ascending by its natural property, then the heads of Perseus and Medusa will come out admirably; you may be quite sure of it.” After I had thus expounded these convincing arguments, together with many more of the same kind, which it would be tedious to set down here, the Duke shook his head and departed without further ceremony.


  LXXV


  Abandoned thus to my own resources, I took new courage, and banished the sad thoughts which kept recurring to my mind, making me often weep bitter tears of repentance for having left France; for though I did so only to revisit Florence, my sweet birthplace, in order that I might charitably succour my six nieces, this good action, as I well perceived, had been the beginning of my great misfortune. Nevertheless, I felt convinced that when my Perseus was accomplished, all these trials would be turned to high felicity and glorious well-being.


  Accordingly I strengthened my heart, and with all the forces of my body and my purse, employing what little money still remained to me, I set to work. First I provided myself with several loads of pinewood from the forests of Serristori, in the neighbourhood of Montelupo. While these were on their way, I clothed my Perseus with the clay which I had prepared many months beforehand, in order that it might be duly seasoned. After making its clay tunic (for that is the term used in this art) and properly arming it and fencing it with iron girders, I began to draw the wax out by means of a slow fire. This melted and issued through numerous air-vents I had made; for the more there are of these, the better will the mould fill. When I had finished drawing off the wax, I constructed a funnel-shaped furnace all round the model of my Perseus. [1] It was built of bricks, so interlaced, the one above the other, that numerous apertures were left for the fire to exhale at. Then I began to lay on wood by degrees, and kept it burning two whole days and nights. At length, when all the wax was gone, and the mould was well baked, I set to work at digging the pit in which to sink it. This I performed with scrupulous regard to all the rules of art. When I had finished that part of my work, I raised the mould by windlasses and stout ropes to a perpendicular position, and suspending it with the greatest care one cubit above the level of the furnace, so that it hung exactly above the middle of the pit, I next lowered it gently down into the very bottom of the furnace, and had it firmly placed with every possible precaution for its safety. When this delicate operation was accomplished, I began to bank it up with the earth I had excavated; and, ever as the earth grew higher, I introduced its proper air-vents, which were little tubes of earthenware, such as folk use for drains and such-like purposes. [2] At length, I felt sure that it was admirably fixed, and that the filling-in of the pit and the placing of the air-vents had been properly performed. I also could see that my work people understood my method, which differed very considerably from that of all the other masters in the trade. Feeling confident, then, that I could rely upon them, I next turned to my furnace, which I had filled with numerous pigs of copper and other bronze stuff. The pieces were piled according to the laws of art, that is to say, so resting one upon the other that the flames could play freely through them, in order that the metal might heat and liquefy the sooner. At last I called out heartily to set the furnace going. The logs of pine were heaped in, and, what with the unctuous resin of the wood and the good draught I had given, my furnace worked so well that I was obliged to rush from side to side to keep it going. The labour was more than I could stand; yet I forced myself to strain every nerve and muscle. To increase my anxieties, the workshop took fire, and we were afraid lest the roof should fall upon our heads; while, from the garden, such a storm of wind and rain kept blowing in, that it perceptibly cooled the furnace.


  [1. This furnace, called manica, was like a grain-hopper, so that the mould could stand upright in it as in a cup. The word manica is the same as our manuch, an antique form of sleeve.]


  [2. These air-vents, or sfiatatoi, were introduced into the outer mould, which Cellini calls the tonaca, or clay tunic laid upon the original model of baked clay and wax. They served the double purpose of drawing off the wax, whereby a space was left for the molten bronze to enter, and also of facilitating the penetration of this molten metal by allowing a free escape of air and gas from the outer mould.]


  Battling thus with all these untoward circumstances for several hours, and exerting myself beyond even the measure of my powerful constitution, I could at last bear up no longer, and a sudden fever, [3] of the utmost possible intensity, attacked me. I felt absolutely obliged to go and fling myself upon my bed. Sorely against my will having to drag myself away from the spot, I turned to my assistants, about ten or more in all, what with master-founders, hand-workers, country-fellows, and my own special journeymen, among whom was Bernardino Mannellini of Mugello, my apprentice through several years. To him in particular I spoke: “Look, my dear Bernardino, that you observe the rules which I have taught you; do your best with all despatch, for the metal will soon be fused. You cannot go wrong; these honest men will get the channels ready; you will easily be able to drive back the two plugs with this pair of iron crooks; and I am sure that my mould will fill miraculously. I feel more ill than I ever did in all my life, and verily believe that it will kill me before a few hours are over. [4] Thus, with despair at heart, I left them, and betook myself to bed.


  [3. Una febbre efimera. Lit., a fever of one day’s duration.]


  [4. Some technical terms require explanation in this sentence. The canali or channels were sluices for carrying the molten metal from the furnace into the mould. The mandriani, which I have translated by iron crooks, were poles fitted at the end with curved irons, by which the openings of the furnace, plugs, or in Italian spine, could be partially or wholly driven back, so as to the molten metal flow through the channels into the mould. When the metal reached the mould, it entered in a red-hot stream between the tonaca, or outside mould, and the anima, or inner block, filling up exactly the space which had previously been occupied by the wax extracted by a method of slow burning alluded to above. I believe that the process is known as casting á cire perdue. The forma, or mould, consisted of two pieces; one hollow (la tonaca), which gave shape to the bronze; one solid and rounded (la anima), which stood at a short interval within the former, and regulated the influx of the metal. See above, p. 354, note.]


  LXXVI


  No sooner had I got to bed, than I ordered my serving-maids to carry food and wine for all the men into the workshop; at the same time I cried: “I shall not be alive tomorrow.” They tried to encourage me, arguing that my illness would pass over, since it came from excessive fatigue. In this way I spent two hours battling with the fever, which steadily increased, and calling out continually: “I feel that I am dying.” My housekeeper, who was named Mona Fiore da Castel del Rio, a very notable manager and no less warm-hearted, kept chiding me for my discouragement; but, on the other hand, she paid me every kind attention which was possible. However, the sight of my physical pain and moral dejection so affected her, that, in spite of that brave heart of hers, she could not refrain from shedding tears; and yet, so far as she was able, she took good care I should not see them. While I was thus terribly afflicted, I beheld the figure of a man enter my chamber, twisted in his body into the form of a capital S. He raised a lamentable, doleful voice, like one who announces their last hour to men condemned to die upon the scaffold, and spoke these words: “O Benvenuto! your statue is spoiled, and there is no hope whatever of saving it.” No sooner had I heard the shriek of that wretch than I gave a howl which might have been heard from the sphere of flame. Jumping from my bed, I seized my clothes and began to dress. The maids, and my lads, and every one who came around to help me, got kicks or blows of the fist, while I kept crying out in lamentation: “Ah! traitors! enviers! This is an act of treason, done by malice prepense! But I swear by God that I will sift it to the bottom, and before I die will leave such witness to the world of what I can do as shall make a score of mortals marvel.”


  When I had got my clothes on, I strode with soul bent on mischief toward the workshop; there I beheld the men, whom I had left erewhile in such high spirits, standing stupefied and downcast. I began at once and spoke: “Up with you! Attend to me! Since you have not been able or willing to obey the directions I gave you, obey me now that I am with you to conduct my work in person. Let no one contradict me, for in cases like this we need the aid of hand and hearing, not of advice.” When I had uttered these words, a certain Maestro Alessandro Lastricati broke silence and said: “Look you, Benvenuto, you are going to attempt an enterprise which the laws of art do not sanction, and which cannot succeed.” I turned upon him with such fury and so full of mischief, that he and all the rest of them exclaimed with one voice: “On then! Give orders! We will obey your least commands, so long as life is left in us.” I believe they spoke thus feelingly because they thought I must fall shortly dead upon the ground. I went immediately to inspect the furnace, and found that the metal was all curdled; an accident which we express by “being caked.” [1] I told two of the hands to cross the road, and fetch from the house of the butcher Capretta a load of young oak-wood, which had lain dry for above a year; this wood had been previously offered me by Madame Ginevra, wife of the said Capretta. So soon as the first armfuls arrived, I began to fill the grate beneath the furnace. [2] Now oak-wood of that kind heats more powerfully than any other sort of tree; and for this reason, where a slow fire is wanted, as in the case of gun-foundry, alder or pine is preferred. Accordingly, when the logs took fire, oh! how the cake began to stir beneath that awful heat, to glow and sparkle in a blaze! At the same time I kept stirring up the channels, and sent men upon the roof to stop the conflagration, which had gathered force from the increased combustion in the furnace; also I caused boards, carpets, and other hangings to be set up against the garden, in order to protect us from the violence of the rain.


  [1. Essersi fatto un migliaccio.]


  [2. The Italian is bracciaiuola, a pit below the grating, which receives the ashes from the furnace.]


  LXXVII


  When I had thus provided against these several disasters, I roared out first to one man and then to another: “Bring this thing here! Take that thing there!” At this crisis, when the whole gang saw the cake was on the point of melting, they did my bidding, each fellow working with the strength of three. I then ordered half a pig of pewter to be brought, which weighed about sixty pounds, and flung it into the middle of the cake inside the furnace. By this means, and by piling on wood and stirring now with pokers and now with iron rods, the curdled mass rapidly began to liquefy. Then, knowing I had brought the dead to life again, against the firm opinion of those ignoramuses, I felt such vigour fill my veins, that all those pains of fever, all those fears of death, were quite forgotten.


  All of a sudden an explosion took place, attended by a tremendous flash of flame, as though a thunderbolt had formed and been discharged amongst us. Unwonted and appalling terror astonished every one, and me more even than the rest. When the din was over and the dazzling light extinguished, we began to look each other in the face. Then I discovered that the cap of the furnace had blown up, and the bronze was bubbling over from its source beneath. So I had the mouths of my mould immediately opened, and at the same time drove in the two plugs which kept back the molten metal. But I noticed that it did not flow as rapidly as usual, the reason being probably that the fierce heat of the fire we kindled had consumed its base alloy. Accordingly I sent for all my pewter platters, porringers, and dishes, to the number of some two hundred pieces, and had a portion of them cast, one by one, into the channels, the rest into the furnace. This expedient succeeded, and every one could now perceive that my bronze was in most perfect liquefaction, and my mould was filling; whereupon they all with heartiness and happy cheer assisted and obeyed my bidding, while I, now here, now there, gave orders, helped with my own hands, and cried aloud: “O God! Thou that by Thy immeasurable power didst rise from the dead, and in Thy glory didst ascend to heaven!”… even thus in a moment my mould was filled; and seeing my work finished, I fell upon my knees, and with all my heart gave thanks to God.


  After all was over, I turned to a plate of salad on a bench there, and ate with hearty appetite, and drank together with the whole crew. Afterwards I retired to bed, healthy and happy, for it was now two hours before morning, and slept as sweetly as though I had never felt a touch of illness. My good housekeeper, without my giving any orders, had prepared a fat capon for my repast. So that, when I rose, about the hour for breaking fast, she presented herself with a smiling countenance, and said: “Oh! is that the man who felt that he was dying? Upon my word, I think the blows and kicks you dealt us last night, when you were so enraged, and had that demon in your body as it seemed, must have frightened away your mortal fever! The fever feared that it might catch it too, as we did!” All my poor household, relieved in like measure from anxiety and overwhelming labour, went at once to buy earthen vessels in order to replace the pewter I had cast away. Then we dined together joyfully; nay, I cannot remember a day in my whole life when I dined with greater gladness or a better appetite.


  After our meal I received visits from the several men who had assisted me. They exchanged congratulations, and thanked God for our success, saying they had learned and seen things done which other masters judged impossible. I too grew somewhat glorious; and deeming I had shown myself a man of talent, indulged a boastful humour. So I thrust my hand into my purse, and paid them all to their full satisfaction.


  That evil fellow, my mortal foe, Messer Pier Francesco Ricci, majordomo of the Duke, took great pains to find out how the affair had gone. In answer to his questions, the two men whom I suspected of having caked my metal for me, said I was no man, but of a certainty some powerful devil, since I had accomplished what no craft of the art could do; indeed they did not believe a mere ordinary fiend could work such miracles as I in other ways had shown. They exaggerated the whole affair so much, possibly in order to excuse their own part in it, that the majordomo wrote an account to the Duke, who was then in Pisa, far more marvellous and full of thrilling incidents than what they had narrated.


  LXXVIII


  After I had let my statue cool for two whole days, I began to uncover it by slow degrees. The first thing I found was that the head of Medusa had come out most admirably, thanks to the air-vents; for, as I had told the Duke, it is the nature of fire to ascend. Upon advancing farther, I discovered that the other head, that, namely, of Perseus, had succeeded no less admirably; and this astonished me far more, because it is at a considerably lower level than that of the Medusa. Now the mouths of the mould were placed above the head of Perseus and behind his shoulders; and I found that all the bronze my furnace contained had been exhausted in the head of this figure. It was a miracle to observe that not one fragment remained in the orifice of the channel, and that nothing was wanting to the statue. In my great astonishment I seemed to see in this the hand of God arranging and controlling all.


  I went on uncovering the statue with success, and ascertained that everything had come out in perfect order, until I reached the foot of the right leg on which the statue rests. There the heel itself was formed, and going farther, I found the foot apparently complete. This gave me great joy on the one side, but was half unwelcome to me on the other, merely because I had told the Duke that it could not come out. However, when I reached the end, it appeared that the toes and a little piece above them were unfinished, so that about half the foot was wanting. Although I knew that this would add a trifle to my labour, I was very well pleased, because I could now prove to the Duke how well I understood my business. It is true that far more of the foot than I expected had been perfectly formed; the reason of this was that, from causes I have recently described, the bronze was hotter than our rules of art prescribe; also that I had been obliged to supplement the alloy with my pewter cups and platters, which no one else, I think, had ever done before.


  Having now ascertained how successfully my work had been accomplished, I lost no time in hurrying to Pisa, where I found the Duke. He gave me a most gracious reception, as did also the Duchess; and although the majordomo had informed them of the whole proceedings, their Excellencies deemed my performance far more stupendous and astonishing when they heard the tale from my own mouth. When I arrived at the foot of Perseus, and said it had not come out perfect, just as I previously warned his Excellency, I saw an expression of wonder pass over his face, while he related to the Duchess how I had predicted this beforehand. Observing the princes to be so well disposed towards me, I begged leave from the Duke to go to Rome. He granted it in most obliging terms, and bade me return as soon as possible to complete his Perseus; giving me letters of recommendation meanwhile to his ambassador, Averardo Serristori. We were then in the first years of Pope Giulio de Monti. [1]


  [1. Gio Maria del Monte Sansovino was elected Pope, with the title of Julius III., in February 1550.]


  LXXIX


  Before leaving home, I directed my workpeople to proceed according to the method I had taught them. The reason of my journey was as follows. I had made a life-sized bust in bronze of Bindo Altoviti, [1] the son of Antonio, and had sent it to him at Rome. He set it up in his study, which was very richly adorned with antiquities and other works of art; but the room was not designed for statues or for paintings, since the windows were too low, so that the light coming from beneath spoiled the effect they would have produced under more favourable conditions. It happened one day that Bindo was standing at his door, when Michel Agnolo Buonarroti, the sculptor, passed by; so he begged him to come in and see his study. Michel Agnolo followed, and on entering the room and looking round, he exclaimed: “Who is the master who made that good portrait of you in so fine a manner? You must know that that bust pleases me as much, or even more, than those antiques; and yet there are many fine things to be seen among the latter. If those windows were above instead of beneath, the whole collection would show to greater advantage, and your portrait, placed among so many masterpieces, would hold its own with credit.” No sooner had Michel Agnolo left the house of Bindo than he wrote me a very kind letter, which ran as follows: “My dear Benvenuto, I have known you for many years as the greatest goldsmith of whom we have any information; and henceforward I shall know you for a sculptor of like quality. I must tell you that Master Bindo Altoviti took me to see his bust in bronze, and informed me that you had made it. I was greatly pleased with the work; but it annoyed me to notice that it was placed in a bad light; for if it were suitably illuminated, it would show itself to be the fine performance that it is.” This letter abounded with the most affectionate and complimentary expressions towards myself; and before I left for Rome, I showed it to the Duke, who read it with much kindly interest, and said to me: “Benvenuto, if you write to him, and can persuade him to return to Florence, I will make him a member of the Forty-eight.” [2] Accordingly I wrote a letter full of warmth, and offered in the Duke’s name a hundred times more than my commission carried; but not wanting to make any mistake, I showed this to the Duke before I sealed it, saying to his most illustrious Excellency: “Prince, perhaps I have made him too many promises.” He replied: “Michel Agnolo deserves more than you have promised, and I will bestow on him still greater favours.” To this letter he sent no answer, and I could see that the Duke was much offended with him.


  [1. This man was a member of a very noble Florentine family. Born in 1491, he was at this epoch Tuscan Consul in Rome. Cellini’s bust of him still exists in the Palazzo Altoviti at Rome.]


  [2. This was one of the three Councils created by Clement VII. in 1532, when he changed the Florentine constitution. It corresponded to a Senate.]


  […]


  


  May 7. A Bishop Bargains


  Volume 42, pp. 1074-1078


  English Poetry, Volume III


  A haughty aristocrat, who murdered his wife for enjoying life more than he, now bargaining for a new bride; a crafty bishop begging and bullying his heirs for a tomb richer than that of his rival; these are subjects of Browning’s pen. (Robert Browning born May 7, 1812.)


  Robert Browning


  [1812-1889]


  (668)


  My Last Duchess


  Ferrara


  That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall,


  Looking as if she were alive. I call


  That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf’s hands


  Worked busily a day, and there she stands.


  Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said


  “Frà Pandolf” by design, for never read


  Strangers like you that pictured countenance,


  The depth and passion of its earnest glance,


  But to myself they turned (since none puts by


  The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)


  And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,


  How such a glance came there; so, not the first


  Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, ’twas not


  Her husband’s presence only, called that spot


  Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps


  Frà Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps


  Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or “Paint


  Must never hope to reproduce the faint


  Half-flush that dies along her throat:” such stuff


  Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough


  For calling up that spot of joy. She had


  A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad.


  Too easily impressed: she liked whate’er


  She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.


  Sir, ’twas all one! My favor at her breast,


  The dropping of the daylight in the West,


  The bough of cherries some officious fool


  Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule


  She rode with round the terrace—all and each


  Would draw from her alike the approving speech,


  Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but thanked


  Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked


  My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name


  With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame


  This sort of trifling? Even had you skill


  In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will


  Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this


  Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,


  Or there exceed the mark”—and if she let


  Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set


  Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,


  —E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose


  Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt,


  Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without


  Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;


  Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands


  As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet


  The company below, then. I repeat,


  The Count your master’s known munificence


  Is ample warrant that no just pretence


  Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;


  Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed


  At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go


  Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though,


  Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,


  Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me!


  (669)


  The Bishop Orders His Tomb at Saint Praxed’s Church


  Rome, 15—


  Vanity, saith the preacher, vanity!


  Draw round my bed: is Anselm keeping back?


  Nephews—sons mine … ah God, I know not! Well—


  She, men would have to be your mother once,


  Old Gandolf envied me, so fair she was!


  What’s done is done, and she is dead beside,


  Dead long ago, and I am Bishop since,


  And as she died so must we die ourselves,


  And thence ye may perceive the world’s a dream.


  Life, how and what is it? As here I lie


  In this state-chamber, dying by degrees,


  Hours and long hours in the dead night, I ask


  “Do I live, am I dead?” Peace, peace seems all.


  Saint Praxed’s ever was the church for peace;


  And so, about this tomb of mine. I fought


  With tooth and nail to save my niche, ye know:


  —Old Gandolf cozened me, despite my care;


  Shrewd was that snatch from out the corner South


  He graced his carrion with, God curse the same!


  Yet still my niche is not so cramped but thence


  One sees the pulpit o’ the epistle-side,


  And somewhat of the choir, those silent seats,


  And up into the very dome where live


  The angels, and a sunbeam’s sure to lurk:


  And I shall fill my slab of basalt there,


  And ’neath my tabernacle take my rest,


  With those nine columns round me, two and two,


  The odd one at my feet where Anselm stands:


  Peach-blossom marble all, the rare, the ripe


  As fresh poured red wine of a mighty pulse


  —Old Gandolf with his paltry onion-stone,


  Put me where I may look at him! True peach,


  Rosy and flawless: how I earned the prize!


  Draw close: that conflagration of my church


  —What then? So much was saved if aught were missed!


  My sons, ye would not be my death? Go dig


  The white-grape vineyard where the oil-press stood,


  Drop water gently till the surface sink,


  And if ye find … Ah God, I know not, I! …


  Bedded in store of rotten fig-leaves soft,


  And corded up in a tight olive-frail,


  Some lump, ah God, of lapis lazuli,


  Big as a Jew’s head cut off at the nape,


  Blue as a vein o’er the Madonna’s breast


  Sons, all have I bequeathed you, villas, all,


  That brave Frascati villa with its bath,


  So, let the blue lump poise between my knees,


  Like God the Father’s globe on both his hands


  Ye worship in the Jesu Church so gay,


  For Gandolf shall not choose but see and burst!


  Swift as a weaver’s shuttle fleet our years:


  Man goeth to the grave, and where is he?


  Did I say basalt for my slab, sons? Black—


  ’Twas ever antique-black I meant! How else


  Shall ye contrast my frieze to come beneath?


  The bas-relief in bronze ye promised me.


  Those Pans and Nymphs ye wot of, and perchance


  Some tripod, thyrsus, with a vase or so,


  The Saviour at his sermon on the mount,


  Saint Praxed in a glory, and one Pan


  Ready to twitch the Nymph’s last garment off,


  And Moses with the tables … but I know


  Ye mark me not! What do they whisper thee,


  Child of my bowels, Anselm? Ah, ye hope


  To revel down my villas while I gasp


  Bricked o’er with beggar’s mouldy travertine


  Which Gandolf from his tomb-top chuckles at!


  Nay, boys, ye love me—all of jasper, then!


  ’Tis jasper ye stand pledged to, lest I grieve.


  My bath must needs be left behind, alas!


  One block, pure green as a pistachio-nut,


  There’s plenty jasper somewhere in the world—


  And have I not Saint Praxed’s ear to pray


  Horses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts,


  And mistresses with great smooth marbly limbs?


  —That’s if ye carve my epitaph aright,


  Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every word,


  No gaudy ware like Gandolf’s second line—


  Tully, my masters? Ulpian serves his need!


  And then how I shall lie through centuries,


  And hear the blessed mutter of the mass,


  And see God made and eaten all day long,


  And feel the steady candle-flame, and taste


  Good strong thick stupefying incense-smoke!


  For as I lie here, hours of the dead night,


  Dying in state and by such slow degrees,


  I fold my arms as if they clasped a crook,


  And stretch my feet forth straight as stone can point,


  And let the bedclothes, for a mortcloth, drop


  Into great laps and folds of sculptor’s work:


  And as yon tapers dwindle, and strange thoughts


  Grow, with a certain humming in my ears,


  About the life before I lived this life,


  And this life too, popes, cardinals and priests,


  Saint Praxed at his sermon on the mount,


  Your tall pale mother with her talking eyes,


  And new-found agate urns as fresh as day,


  And marble’s language, Latin pure, discreet,


  —Aha, elucescebat quoth our friend?


  No Tully, said I, Ulpian at the best!


  Evil and brief hath been my pilgrimage.


  All lapis, all, sons! Else I give the Pope


  My villas! Will ye ever eat my heart?


  Ever your eyes were as a lizard’s quick,


  They glitter like your mother’s for my soul,


  Or ye would heighten my impoverished frieze,


  Piece out its starved design, and fill my vase


  With grapes, and add a visor and a Term,


  And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx


  That in his struggle throws the thyrsus down,


  To comfort me on my entablature


  Whereon I am to lie till I must ask


  “Do I live, am I dead?” There, leave me, there!


  For ye have stabbed me with ingratitude


  To death—ye wish it—God, ye wish it! Stone—


  Gritstone, a crumble! Clammy squares which sweat


  As if the corpse they keep were oozing through—


  And no more lapis to delight the world!


  Well, go! I bless ye. Fewer tapers there,


  But in a row: and, going, turn your backs


  —Ay, like departing altar-ministrants,


  And leave me in my church, the church for peace,


  That I may watch at leisure if he leers—


  Old Gandolf—at me, from his onion-stone,


  As still he envied me, so fair she was!


  


  May 8. Behind the Screen in the School for Scandal


  Volume 18, pp. 164-176


  Modern English Drama


  Lady Teazle hides in haste when her husband is unexpectedly announced. Situations which set many tongues wagging and fed the fire of gossip in Scandal-land, startle the reader. (“School for Scandal” produced at Drury Lane, May 8, 1777.)


  The School for Scandal


  By


  Richard Brinsley Sheridan


  Dramatis Personæ


  as originally acted at drury-lane theatre in 1777


  Sir Peter Teazle. Mr. King


  Sir Oliver Surface. Mr. Yates


  Sir Harry Bumper. Mr. Gawdry


  Sir Benjamin Backbite. Mr. Dodd


  Joseph Surface. Mr. Palmer


  Charles Surface. Mr. Smith


  Careless. Mr. Farren


  Snake. Mr. Packer


  Crabtree. Mr. Parsons


  Rowley. Mr. Aikin


  Moses. Mr. Baddeley


  Trip. Mr. Lamask


  Lady Teazle. Mrs. Abington


  Lady Sneerwell. Miss Sherry


  Mrs. Candour. Miss Pope


  Maria. Miss P. Hopkins


  Gentlemen, maid, and Servants


  SCENE: London


  […]


  Scene III—A Library in Joseph Surface’s House


  Enter Joseph Surface and Servant


  Joseph Surface


  No letter from Lady Teazle?


  Servant


  No, sir.


  Joseph Surface


  [Aside.] I am surprised she has not sent, if she is prevented from coming. Sir Peter certainly does not suspect me. Yet I wish I may not lose the heiress, through the scrape I have drawn myself into with the wife; however, Charles’ imprudence and bad character are great points in my favour. [Knocking without.


  Servant


  Sir, I believe that must be Lady Teazle.


  Joseph Surface


  Hold! See whether it is or not, before you go to the door: I have a particular message for you if it should be my brother.


  Servant


  ’Tis her ladyship, sir; she always leaves her chair at the milliner’s in the next street.


  Joseph Surface


  Stay, stay; draw that screen before the window—that will do;—my opposite neighbour is a maiden lady of so curious a temper—[Servant draws the screen, and exit.] I have a difficult hand to play in this affair. Lady Teazle has lately suspected my views on Maria; but she must by no means be let into that secret,—at least, till I have her more in my power.


  Enter Lady Teazle


  Lady Teazle


  What, sentiment in soliloquy now? Have you been very impatient? O Lud! don’t pretend to look grave. I vow I couldn’t come before.


  Joseph Surface


  O madam, punctuality is a species of constancy very unfashionable in a lady of quality. [Places chairs, and sits after Lady Teazle is seated.


  Lady Teazle


  Upon my word, you ought to pity me. Do you know Sir Peter is grown so ill-natured to me of late, and so jealous of Charles too—that’s the best of the story, isn’t it?


  Joseph Surface


  I am glad my scandalous friends keep that up. [Aside.


  Lady Teazle


  I am sure I wish he would let Maria marry him, and then perhaps he would be convinced; don’t you, Mr. Surface?


  Joseph Surface


  [Aside.] Indeed I do not.—[Aloud.] Oh, certainly I do! for then my dear Lady Teazle would also be convinced how wrong her suspicions were of my having any design on the silly girl.


  Lady Teazle


  Well, well, I’m inclined to believe you. But isn’t it provoking, to have the most ill-natured things said of one? And there’s my friend Lady Sneerwell has circulated I don’t know how many scandalous tales of me, and all without any foundation too; that’s what vexes me.


  Joseph Surface


  Ay, madam, to be sure, that is the provoking circumstance—without foundation; yes, yes, there’s the mortification, indeed; for when a scandalous story is believed against one, there certainly is no comfort like the consciousness of having deserved it.


  Lady Teazle


  No, to be sure, then I’d forgive their malice; but to attack me, who am really so innocent, and who never say an ill-natured thing of any body—that is, of any friend; and then Sir Peter, too, to have him so peevish, and so suspicious, when I know the integrity of my own heart—indeed ’tis monstrous!


  Joseph Surface


  But, my dear Lady Teazle, ’tis your own fault if you suffer it. When a husband entertains a groundless suspicion of his wife, and withdraws his confidence from her, the original compact is broken, and she owes it to the honour of her sex to endeavour to outwit him.


  Lady Teazle


  Indeed! So that, if he suspects me without cause, it follows, that the best way of curing his jealousy is to give him reason for’t?


  Joseph Surface


  Undoubtedly—for your husband should never be deceived in you: and in that case it becomes you to be frail in compliment to his discernment.


  Lady Teazle


  To be sure, what you say is very reasonable, and when the consciousness of my innocence—


  Joseph Surface


  Ah, my dear madam, there is the great mistake! ’tis this very conscious innocence that is of the greatest prejudice to you. What is it makes you negligent of forms, and careless of the world’s opinion? why, the consciousness of your own innocence. What makes you thoughtless in your conduct, and apt to run into a thousand little imprudences? why, the consciousness of your own innocence. What makes you impatient of Sir Peter’s temper, and outrageous at his suspicions? why, the consciousness of your innocence.


  Lady Teazle


  ’Tis very true!


  Joseph Surface


  Now, my dear Lady Teazle, if you would but once make a trifling faux pas, you can’t conceive how cautious you would grow, and how ready to humour and agree with your husband.


  Lady Teazle


  Do you think so?


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, I am sure on’t; and then you would find all scandal would cease at once, for—in short, your character at present is like a person in a plethora, absolutely dying from too much health.


  Lady Teazle


  So, so; then I perceive your prescription is, that I must sin in my own defence, and part with my virtue to preserve my reputation?


  Joseph Surface


  Exactly so, upon my credit, ma’am.


  Lady Teazle


  Well, certainly this is the oddest doctrine, and the newest receipt for avoiding calumny!


  Joseph Surface


  An infallible one, believe me. Prudence, like experience, must be paid for


  Lady Teazle


  Why, if my understanding were once convinced—


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, certainly, madam, your understanding should be convinced. Yes, yes—Heaven forbid I should persuade you to do any thing you thought wrong. No, no, I have too much honour to desire it.


  Lady Teazle


  Don’t you think we may as well leave honour out of the argument? [Rises.


  Joseph Surface


  Ah, the ill effects of your country education, I see, still remain with you.


  Lady Teazle


  I doubt they do indeed; and I will fairly own to you, that if I could be persuaded to do wrong, it would be by Sir Peter’s ill usage sooner than your honourable logic, after all.


  Joseph Surface


  Then, by this hand, which he is unworthy of— [Taking her hand.


  Re-enter Servant


  ’Sdeath, you blockhead—what do you want?


  Servant


  I beg your pardon, sir, but I thought you would not choose Sir Peter to come up without announcing him.


  Joseph Surface


  Sir Peter!—Oons—the devil!


  Lady Teazle


  Sir Peter! O Lud! I’m ruined! I’m ruined!


  Servant


  Sir, ’twasn’t I let him in.


  Lady Teazle


  Oh! I’m quite undone! What will become of me? Now, Mr. Logic—Oh! mercy, sir, he’s on the stairs—I’ll get behind here—and if ever I’m so imprudent again— [Goes behind the screen.


  Joseph Surface


  Give me that book. [Sits down. Servant pretends to adjust his chair.


  Enter Sir Peter Teazle


  Sir Peter


  Ay, ever improving himself—Mr. Surface, Mr. Surface— [Pats Joseph on the shoulder.


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, my dear Sir Peter, I beg your pardon.—[Gaping, throws away the book.] I have been dozing over a stupid book. Well, I am much obliged to you for this call. You haven’t been here, I believe, since I fitted up this room. Books, you know, are the only things I am a coxcomb in.


  Sir Peter


  “Tis very neat indeed. Well, well, that’s proper; and you can make even your screen a source of knowledge—hung, I perceive, with maps.


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, yes, I find great use in that screen.


  Sir Peter


  I dare say you must, certainly, when you want to find any thing in a hurry.


  Joseph Surface


  Ay, or to hide any thing in a hurry either. [Aside.


  Sir Peter


  Well, I have a little private business—


  Joseph Surface


  You need not stay. [To Servant.


  Servant


  No, sir. [Exit.


  Joseph Surface


  Here’s a chair, Sir Peter—I beg—


  Sir Peter


  Well, now we are alone, there is a subject, my dear friend, on which I wish to unburden my mind to you—a point of the greatest moment to my peace; in short, my good friend, Lady Teazle’s conduct of late has made me very unhappy.


  Joseph Surface


  Indeed! I am very sorry to hear it.


  Sir Peter


  ’Tis but too plain she has not the least regard for me; but, what’s worse, I have pretty good authority to suppose she has formed an attachment to another.


  Joseph Surface


  Indeed! you astonish me!


  Sir Peter


  Yes! and, between ourselves, I think I’ve discovered the person.


  Joseph Surface


  How! you alarm me exceedingly.


  Sir Peter


  Ay, my dear friend, I knew you would sympathise with me!


  Joseph Surface


  Yes, believe me, Sir Peter, such a discovery would hurt me just as much as it would you.


  Sir Peter


  I am convinced of it. Ah! it is a happiness to have a friend whom we can trust even with one’s family secrets. But have you no guess who I mean?


  Joseph Surface


  I haven’t the most distant idea. It can’t be Sir Benjamin Backbite!


  Sir Peter


  Oh no! What say you to Charles?


  Joseph Surface


  My brother! impossible!


  Sir Peter


  Oh, my dear friend, the goodness of your own heart misleads you. You judge of others by yourself.


  Joseph Surface


  Certainly, Sir Peter, the heart that is conscious of its own integrity is ever slow to credit another’s treachery.


  Sir Peter


  True; but your brother has no sentiment—you never hear him talk so.


  Joseph Surface


  Yet I can’t but think Lady Teazle herself has too much principle.


  Sir Peter


  Ay; but what is principle against the flattery of a handsome, lively young fellow?


  Joseph Surface


  That’s very true.


  Sir Peter


  And then, you know, the difference of our ages makes it very improbable that she should have any great affection for me; and if she were to be frail, and I were to make it public, why the town would only laugh at me, the foolish old bachelor, who had married a girl.


  Joseph Surface


  That’s true, to be sure—they would laugh.


  Sir Peter


  Laugh! ay, and make ballads, and paragraphs, and the devil knows what of me.


  Joseph Surface


  No, you must never make it public.


  Sir Peter


  But then again—that the nephew of my old friend, Sir Oliver, should be the person to attempt such a wrong, hurts me more nearly.


  Joseph Surface


  Ay, there’s the point. When ingratitude barbs the dart of injury, the wound has double danger in it.


  Sir Peter


  Ay—I, that was, in a manner, left his guardian; in whose house he had been so often entertained; who never in my life denied him—my advice!


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, ’tis not to be credited! There may be a man capable of such baseness, to be sure; but, for my part, till you can give me positive proofs, I cannot but doubt it. However, if it should be proved on him, he is no longer a brother of mine—I disclaim kindred with him: for the man who can break the laws of hospitality, and tempt the wife of his friend, deserves to be branded as the pest of society.


  Sir Peter


  What a difference there is between you! What noble sentiments!


  Joseph Surface


  Yet I cannot suspect Lady Teazle’s honour.


  Sir Peter


  I am sure I wish to think well of her, and to remove all ground of quarrel between us. She has lately reproached me more than once with having made no settlement on her; and, in our last quarrel, she almost hinted that she should not break her heart if I was dead. Now, as we seem to differ in our ideas of expense, I have resolved she shall have her own way, and be her own mistress in that respect for the future; and, if I were to die, she will find I have not been inattentive to her interest while living. Here, my friend, are the drafts of two deeds, which I wish to have your opinion on. By one, she will enjoy eight hundred a year independent while I live; and, by the other, the bulk of my fortune at my death.


  Joseph Surface


  This conduct, Sir Peter, is indeed truly generous.—[Aside.] I wish it may not corrupt my pupil.


  Sir Peter


  Yes, I am determined she shall have no cause to complain, though I would have not have her acquainted with the latter instance of my affection yet awhile.


  Joseph Surface


  Nor I, if I could help it. [Aside.


  Sir Peter


  And now, my dear friend, if you please, we will talk over the situation of your hopes with Maria.


  Joseph Surface


  [Softly.] Oh, no, Sir Peter; another time, if you please.


  Sir Peter


  I am sensibly chagrined at the little progress you seem to make in her affections.


  Joseph Surface


  [Softly.] I beg you will not mention it. What are my disappointments when your happiness is in debate!—[Aside.] ’Sdeath, I shall be ruined every way!


  Sir Peter


  And though you are averse to my acquainting Lady Teazle with your passion, I’m sure she’s not your enemy in the affair.


  Joseph Surface


  Pray, Sir Peter, now oblige me. I am really too much affected by the subject we have been speaking of to bestow a thought on my own concerns. The man who is entrusted with his friend’s distresses can never—


  Re-enter Servant


  Well, sir?


  Servant


  Your brother, sir, is speaking to a gentleman in the street, and says he knows you are within.


  Joseph Surface


  ’Sdeath, blockhead, I’m not within—I’m out for the day.


  Sir Peter


  Stay—hold—a thought has struck me:—you shall be at home.


  Joseph Surface


  Well, well, let him come up.—[Exit Servant.] He’ll interrupt Sir Peter, however. [Aside.


  Sir Peter


  Now, my good friend, oblige me, I entreat you. Before Charles comes, let me conceal myself somewhere, then do you tax him on the point we have been talking, and his answer may satisfy me at once.


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, fie, Sir Peter! would you have me join in so mean a trick?—to trepan my brother too?


  Sir Peter


  Nay, you tell me you are sure he is innocent; if so you do him the greatest service by giving him an opportunity to clear himself, and you will set my heart at rest. Come, you shall not refuse me: [Going up.] here, behind the screen will be—Hey! what the devil! there seems to be one listener here already—I’ll swear I saw a petticoat!


  Joseph Surface


  Ha! ha! ha! Well, this is ridiculous enough. I’ll tell you, Sir Peter, though I hold a man of intrigue to be a most despicable character, yet, you know, it does not follow that one is to be an absolute Joseph either! Hark’ee, ’tis a little French milliner, a silly rogue that plagues me; and having some character to lose, on your coming, sir, she ran behind the screen.


  Sir Peter


  Ah, Joseph! Joseph! Did I ever think that you—But, egad, she has overheard all I have been saying of my wife.


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, ’twill never go any farther, you may depend upon it!


  Sir Peter


  No! then, faith, let her hear it out.—Here’s a closet will do as well.


  Joseph Surface


  Well, go in there.


  Sir Peter


  Sly rogue! sly rogue! [Goes into the closet.


  Joseph Surface


  A narrow escape, indeed! and a curious situation I’m in, to part man and wife in this manner.


  Lady Teazle


  [Peeping.] Couldn’t I steal off?


  Joseph Surface


  Keep close, my angel!


  Sir Peter


  [Peeping.] Joseph, tax him home.


  Joseph Surface


  Back, my dear friend!


  Lady Teazle


  [Peeping.] Couldn’t you lock Sir Peter in?


  Joseph Surface


  Be still, my life!


  Sir Peter


  [Peeping.] You’re sure the little milliner won’t blab?


  Joseph Surface


  In, in, my dear Sir Peter!—’Fore Gad, I wish I had a key to the door.


  Enter Charles Surface


  Charles Surface


  Holla! brother, what has been the matter? Your fellow would not let me up at first. What! have you had a Jew or a wench with you?


  Joseph Surface


  Neither, brother, I assure you.


  Charles Surface


  But what has made Sir Peter steal off? I thought he had been with you.


  Joseph Surface


  He was, brother; but, hearing you were coming, he did not choose to stay.


  Charles Surface


  What! was the old gentleman afraid I wanted to borrow money of him?


  Joseph Surface


  No, sir; but I am sorry to find, Charles, you have lately given that worthy man grounds for great uneasiness.


  Charles Surface


  Yes, they tell me I do that to a great many worthy men. But how so, pray?


  Joseph Surface


  To be plain with you, brother, he thinks you are endeavouring to gain Lady Teazle’s affections from him.


  Charles Surface


  Who, I? O Lud! not I, upon my word—Ha! ha! ha! so the old fellow has found out that he has got a young wife, has he?—or, what is worse, Lady Teazle has found out she has an old husband?


  Joseph Surface


  This is no subject to jest on, brother. He who can laugh—


  Charles Surface


  True, true, as you were going to say—then, seriously, I never had the least idea of what you charge me with, upon my honour.


  Joseph Surface


  Well, it will give Sir Peter great satisfaction to hear this. [Raising his voice.


  Charles Surface


  To be sure, I once thought the lady seemed to have taken a fancy to me; but, upon my soul, I never gave her the least encouragement. Besides, you know my attachment to Maria.


  Joseph Surface


  But sure, brother, even if Lady Teazle had betrayed the fondest partiality for you—


  Charles Surface


  Why, look’ee Joseph, I hope I shall never deliberately do a dishonourable action, but if a pretty woman was purposely to throw herself in my way—and that pretty woman married to a man old enough to be her father—


  Joseph Surface


  Well!


  Charles Surface


  Why, I believe I should be obliged to—


  Joseph Surface


  What?


  Charles Surface


  To borrow a little of your morality, that’s all. But, brother, do you know now that you surprise me exceedingly, by naming me with Lady Teazle; for i’ faith, I always understood you were her favourite.


  Joseph Surface


  Oh, for shame, Charles! This retort is foolish.


  Charles Surface


  Nay, I swear I have seen you exchange such significant glances—


  Joseph Surface


  Nay, nay, sir, this is no jest.


  Charles Surface


  Egad, I’m serious! Don’t you remember one day, when I called here—


  Joseph Surface


  Nay, pr’ythee, Charles—


  Charles Surface


  And found you together—


  Joseph Surface


  Zounds, sir, I insist—


  Charles Surface


  And another time when your servant—


  Joseph Surface


  Brother, brother, a word with you!—[Aside.] Gad, I must stop him.


  Charles Surface


  Informed, I say, that—


  Joseph Surface


  Hush! I beg your pardon, but Sir Peter has overheard all we have been saying. I knew you would clear yourself, or I should not have consented.


  Charles Surface


  How, Sir Peter! Where is he?


  Joseph Surface


  Softly, there! [Points to the closet.


  Charles Surface


  Oh, ’fore Heaven, I’ll have him out. Sir Peter, come forth!


  Joseph Surface


  No, no—


  Charles Surface


  I say, Sir Peter, come into court.—[Pulls in Sir Peter.] What my old guardian!—What! turn inquisitor, and take evidence incog? Oh, fie! Oh, fie!


  Sir Peter


  Give me your hand, Charles—I believe I have suspected; you wrongfully; but you mustn’t be angry with Joseph—’twas my plan!


  Charles Surface


  Indeed!


  Sir Peter


  But I acquit you. I promise you I don’t think near so ill of you as I did: what I have heard has given me great satisfaction.


  Charles Surface


  Egad, then, ’twas lucky you didn’t hear any more. Wasn’t it, Joseph?


  Sir Peter


  Ah! you would have retorted on him.


  Charles Surface


  Ah, ay, that was a joke.


  Sir Peter


  Yes, yes, I know his honour too well.


  Charles Surface


  But you might as well have suspected him as me in this matter, for all that. Mightn’t he, Joseph?


  Sir Peter


  Well, well, I believe you.


  Joseph Surface


  Would they were both out of the room. [Aside.


  Sir Peter


  And in future, perhaps, we may not be such strangers.


  Re-enter Servant, and whispers Joseph Surface


  Servant


  Lady Sneerwell is below, and says she will come up.


  Joseph Surface


  Lady Sneerwell! Gad’s life! she must not come here. [Exit Servant.] Gentlemen, I beg pardon—I must wait on you down stairs: here is a person come on particular business.


  Charles Surface


  Well, you can see him in another room. Sir Peter and I have not met a long time, and I have something to say to him.


  Joseph Surface


  [Aside.] They must not be left together.—[Aloud.] I’ll send Lady Sneerwell away, and return directly.—[Aside to Sir Peter.] Sir Peter, not a word of the French milliner.


  Sir Peter


  [Aside to Joseph Surface.] I! not for the world!—[Exit Joseph Surface.] Ah, Charles, if you associated more with your brother, one might indeed hope for your reformation. He is a man of sentiment. Well, there is nothing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment.


  Charles Surface


  Psha! he is too moral by half; and so apprehensive of his good name, as he calls it, that I suppose he would as soon let a priest into his house as a wench.


  Sir Peter


  No, no,—come, come—you wrong him. No, no! Joseph is no rake, but he is no such saint either, in that respect.—[Aside.] I have a great mind to tell him—we should have such a laugh at Joseph.


  Charles Surface


  Oh, hang him! he’s a very anchorite, a young hermit!


  Sir Peter


  Hark’ee—you must not abuse him: he may chance to hear of it again, I promise you.


  Charles Surface


  Why, you won’t tell him?


  Sir Peter


  No—but—this way. [Aside.] Egad, I’ll tell him—[Aloud.] Hark’ee—have you mind to have a good laugh at Joseph?


  Charles Surface


  I should like it of all things.


  Sir Peter


  Then, i’ faith, we will! I’ll be quit with him for discovering me. He had a girl with him when I called. [Whispers.


  Charles Surface


  What! Joseph? you jest.


  Sir Peter


  Hush!—a little French milliner—and the best of the jest is—she’s in the room now.


  Charles Surface


  The devil she is!


  Sir Peter


  Hush! I tell you. [Points to the screen.


  Charles Surface


  Behind the screen! ’Slife, let’s unveil her!


  Sir Peter


  No, no, he’s coming:—you sha’n’t, indeed!


  Charles Surface


  Oh, egad, we’ll have a peep at the little milliner!


  Sir Peter


  Not for the world!—Joseph will never forgive me.


  Charles Surface


  I’ll stand by you—


  Sir Peter


  Odds, here he is! [Charles Surface throws down the screen.


  Re-enter Joseph Surface


  Charles Surface


  Lady Teazle, by all that’s wonderful.


  Sir Peter


  Lady Teazle, by all that’s damnable!


  Charles Surface


  Sir Peter, this is one of the smartest French milliners I ever saw. Egad, you seem all to have been diverting yourselves here at hide and seek, and I don’t see who is out of the secret. Shall I beg your ladyship to inform me? Not a word!—Brother, will you be pleased to explain this matter? What! is Morality dumb too?—Sir Peter, though I found you in the dark, perhaps you are not so now! All mute!—Well—though I can make nothing of the affair, I suppose you perfectly understand one another; so I’ll leave you to yourselves.—[Going.] Brother, I’m sorry to find you have given that worthy man grounds for so much uneasiness.—Sir Peter! there’s nothing in the world so noble as a man of sentiment! [Exit.


  Joseph Surface


  Sir Peter—notwithstanding—I confess—that appearances are against me—if you will afford me your patience—I make no doubt—but I shall explain every thing to your satisfaction.


  Sir Peter


  If you please, sir.


  Joseph Surface


  The fact is, sir, that Lady Teazle, knowing my pretensions to your ward Maria—I say, sir, Lady Teazle, being apprehensive of the jealousy of your temper—and knowing my friendship to the family—she, sir, I say—called here—in order that—I might explain these pretensions—but on your coming—being apprehensive—as I said—of your jealousy—she withdrew—and this, you may depend on it, is the whole truth of the matter.


  Sir Peter


  A very clear account, upon my word; and I dare swear the lady will vouch for every article of it.


  Lady Teazle


  For not one word of it, Sir Peter!


  Sir Peter


  How! don’t you think it worth while to agree in the lie?


  Lady Teazle


  There is not one syllable of truth in what that gentleman has told you.


  Sir Peter


  I believe you, upon my soul, ma’am!


  Joseph Surface


  [Aside to Lady Teazle.] ’Sdeath, madam, will you betray me?


  Lady Teazle


  Good Mr. Hypocrite, by your leave, I’ll speak for myself.


  Sir Peter


  Ay, let her alone, sir; you’ll find she’ll make out a better story than you, without prompting.


  Lady Teazle


  Hear me, Sir Peter!—I came here on no matter relating to your ward, and even ignorant of this gentleman’s pretensions to her. But I came, seduced by his insidious arguments, at least to listen to his pretended passion, if not to sacrifice your honour to his baseness.


  Sir Peter


  Now, I believe thee truth is coming, indeed!


  Joseph Surface


  The woman’s mad!


  Lady Teazle


  No, sir; she has recovered her senses and your own arts have furnished her with the means.—Sir Peter, I do not expect you to credit me—but the tenderness you expressed for me, when I am sure you could not think I was a witness to it, has so penetrated to my heart, that had I left the place without the shame of this discovery, my future life should have spoken the sincerity of my gratitude. As for that smooth-tongued hypocrite, who would have seduced the wife of his too credulous friend, while he affected honourable addresses to his war—I behold him now in a light so truly despicable, that I shall never again respect myself for having listened to him. [Exit.


  Joseph Surface


  Notwithstanding all this, Sir Peter, Heaven knows—


  Sir Peter


  That you are a villain! and so I leave you to your conscience.


  Joseph Surface


  You are too rash, Sir Peter; you shall hear me. The man who shuts out conviction by refusing to—


  Sir Peter


  Oh, damn your sentiments! [Exeunt Sir Peter and Joseph Surface, talking.


  […]
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  Literary and Philosophical Essays


  Who has ever thought the arts had anything to do with freedom? Schiller did. Forced by a German noble to enter a military school, he escaped. Struggling to achieve freedom, he wrote a series of letters on the relation of art to freedom. (Friedrich von Schiller died May 9, 1805.)


  Letters upon the Æsthetic Education of Man


  J. C. Friedrich von Schiller


  Letter I


  By your permission I lay before you, in a series of letters, the results of my researches upon beauty and art. I am keenly sensible of the importance as well as of the charm and dignity of this undertaking. I shall treat a subject which is closely connected with the better portion of our happiness and not far removed from the moral nobility of human nature. I shall plead this cause of the Beautiful before a heart by which her whole power is felt and exercised, and which will take upon itself the most difficult part of my task in an investigation where one is compelled to appeal as frequently to feelings as to principles.


  That which I would beg of you as a favour, you generously impose upon me as a duty; and, when I solely consult my inclination, you impute to me a service. The liberty of action you prescribe is rather a necessity for me than a constraint. Little exercised in formal rules, I shall scarcely incur the risk of sinning against good taste by any undue use of them; my ideas, drawn rather from within than from reading or from an intimate experience with the world, will not disown their origin; they would rather incur any reproach than that of a sectarian bias, and would prefer to succumb by their innate feebleness than sustain themselves by borrowed authority and foreign support.


  In truth, I will not keep back from you that the assertions which follow rest chiefly upon Kantian principles; but if in the course of these researches you should be reminded of any special school of philosophy, ascribe it to my incapacity, not to those principles. No; your liberty of mind shall be sacred to me; and the facts upon which I build will be furnished by your own sentiments; your own unfettered thought will dictate the laws according to which we have to proceed.


  With regard to the ideas which predominate in the practical part of Kant’s system, philosophers only disagree, whilst mankind, I am confident of proving, have never done so. If stripped of their technical shape, they will appear as the verdict of reason pronounced from time immemorial by common consent, and as facts of the moral instinct which nature, in her wisdom, has given to man in order to serve as guide and teacher until his enlightened intelligence gives him maturity. But this very technical shape which renders truth visible to the understanding conceals it from the feelings; for, unhappily, understanding begins by destroying the object of the inner sense before it can appropriate the object. Like the chemist, the philosopher finds synthesis only by analysis, or the spontaneous work of nature only through the torture of art. Thus, in order to detain the fleeting apparition, he must enchain it in the fetters of rule, dissect its fair proportions into abstract notions, and preserve its living spirit in a fleshless skeleton of words. Is it surprising that natural feeling should not recognise itself in such a copy, and if in the report of the analyst the truth appears as paradox?


  Permit me therefore to crave your indulgence if the following researches should remove their object from the sphere of sense while endeavouring to draw it towards the understanding. That which I before said of moral experience can be applied with greater truth to the manifestation of “the beautiful.” It is the mystery which enchants, and its being extinguished with the extinction of the necessary combination of its elements.


  Letter II


  But I might perhaps make a better use of the opening you afford me if I were to direct your mind to a loftier theme than that of art. It would appear to be unseasonable to go in search of a code for the æsthetic world, when the moral world offers matter of so much higher interest, and when the spirit of philosophical inquiry is so stringently challenged by the circumstances of our times to occupy itself with the most perfect of all works of art—the establishment and structure of a true political freedom.


  It is unsatisfactory to live out of your own age and to work for other times. It is equally incumbent on us to be good members of our own age as of our own state or country. If it is conceived to be unseemly and even unlawful for a man to segregate himself from the customs and manners of the circle in which he lives, it would be inconsistent not to see that it is equally his duty to grant a proper share of influence to the voice of his own epoch, to its taste and its requirements, in the operations in which he engages.


  But the voice of our age seems by no means favorable to art, at all events to that kind of art to which my inquiry is directed. The course of events has given a direction to the genius of the time that threatens to remove it continually further from the ideal of art. For art has to leave reality, it has to raise itself bodily above necessity and neediness; for art is the daughter of freedom, and it requires its prescriptions and rules to be furnished by the necessity of spirits and not by that of matter. But in our day it is necessity, neediness, that prevails, and bends a degraded humanity under its iron yoke. Utility is the great idol of the time, to which all powers do homage and all subjects are subservient. In this great balance of utility, the spiritual service of art has no weight, and, deprived of all encouragement, it vanishes from the noisy Vanity Fair of our time. The very spirit of philosophical inquiry itself robs the imagination of one promise after another, and the frontiers of art are narrowed, in proportion as the limits of science are enlarged.


  The eyes of the philosopher as well as of the man of the world are anxiously turned to the theatre of political events, where it is presumed the great destiny of man is to be played out. It would almost seem to betray a culpable indifference to the welfare of society if we did not share this general interest. For this great commerce in social and moral principles is of necessity a matter of the greatest concern to every human being, on the ground both of its subject and of its results. It must accordingly be of deepest moment to every man to think for himself. It would seem that now at length a question that formerly was only settled by the law of the stronger is to be determined by the calm judgment of the reason, and every man who is capable of placing himself in a central position, and raising his individuality into that of his species, can look upon himself as in possession of this judicial faculty of reason; being moreover, as man and member of the human family, a party in the case under trial and involved more or less in its decisions. It would thus appear that this great political process is not only engaged with his individual case, it has also to pronounce enactments, which he as a rational spirit is capable of enunciating and entitled to pronounce.


  It is evident that it would have been most attractive to me to inquire into an object such as this, to decide such a question in conjunction with a thinker of powerful mind, a man of liberal sympathies, and a heart imbued with a noble enthusiasm for the weal of humanity. Though so widely separated by worldly position, it would have been a delightful surprise to have found your unprejudiced mind arriving at the same result as my own in the field of ideas. Nevertheless, I think I can not only excuse, but even justify by solid grounds, my step in resisting this attractive purpose and in preferring beauty to freedom. I hope that I shall succeed in convincing you that this matter of art is less foreign to the needs than to the tastes of our age; nay, that, to arrive at a solution even in the political problem, the road of æsthetics must be pursued, because it is through beauty that we arrive at freedom. But I cannot carry out this proof without my bringing to your remembrance the principles by which the reason is guided in political legislation.


  Letter III


  Man is not better treated by nature in his first start than her other works are; so long as he is unable to act for himself as an independent intelligence, she acts for him. But the very fact that constitutes him a man is, that he does not remain stationary, where nature has placed him, that he can pass with his reason, retracing the steps nature had made him anticipate, that he can convert the work of necessity into one of free solution, and elevate physical necessity into a moral law.


  When man is raised from his slumber in the senses, he feels that he is a man, he surveys his surroundings, and finds that he is in a state. He was introduced into this state, by the power of circumstances, before he could freely select his own position. But as a moral being he cannot possibly rest satisfied with a political condition forced upon him by necessity, and only calculated for that condition; and it would be unfortunate if this did satisfy him. In many cases man shakes off this blind law of necessity, by his free spontaneous action, of which among many others we have an instance, in his ennobling by beauty and suppressing by moral influence the powerful impulse implanted in him by nature in the passion of love. Thus, when arrived at maturity, he recovers his childhood by an artificial process, he founds a state of nature in his ideas, not given him by any experience, but established by the necessary laws and conditions of his reason, and he attributes to this ideal condition an object, an aim, of which he was not cognisant in the actual reality of nature. He gives himself a choice of which he was not capable before, and sets to work just as if he were beginning anew, and were exchanging his original state of bondage for one of complete independence, doing this with complete insight and of his free decision. He is justified in regarding this work of political thraldom as non-existing, though a wild and arbitrary caprice may have founded its work very artfully; though it may strive to maintain it with great arrogance and encompass it with a halo of veneration. For the work of blind powers possesses no authority, before which freedom need bow, and all must be made to adapt itself to the highest end which reason has set up in his personality. It is in this wise that a people in a state of manhood is justified in exchanging a condition of thraldom for one of moral freedom.


  Now the term natural condition can be applied to every political body which owes its establishment originally to forces and not to laws, and such a state contradicts the moral nature of man, because lawfulness can alone have authority over this. At the same time this natural condition is quite sufficient for the physical man, who only gives himself laws in order to get rid of brute force. Moreover, the physical man is a reality, and the moral man problematical. Therefore when the reason suppresses the natural condition, as she must if she wishes to substitute her own, she weighs the real physical man against the problematical moral man, she weighs the existence of society against a possible, though morally necessary, ideal of society. She takes from man something which he really possesses, and without which he possesses nothing, and refers him as a substitute to something that he ought to posses and might possess; and if reason had relied too exclusively on him, she might, in order to secure him a state of humanity in which he is wanting and can want without injury to his life, have robbed him even of the means of animal existence which is the first necessary condition of his being a man. Before he had opportunity to hold firm to the law with his will, reason would have withdrawn from his feet the ladder of nature.


  The great point is therefore to reconcile these two considerations: to prevent physical society from ceasing for a moment in time, while the moral society is being formed in the idea; in other words, to prevent its existence from being placed in jeopardy, for the sake of the moral dignity of man. When the mechanic has to mend a watch, he lets the wheels run out, but the living watchworks of the state have to be repaired while they act, and a wheel has to be exchanged for another during its revolutions. Accordingly props must be sought for to support society and keep it going while it is made independent of the natural condition from which it is sought to emancipate it.


  This prop is not found in the natural character of man, who, being selfish and violent, directs his energies rather to the destruction than to the preservation of society. Nor is it found in his moral character, which has to be formed, which can never be worked upon or calculated on by the lawgiver, because it is free and never appears. It would seem therefore that another measure must be adopted. It would seem that the physical character of the arbitrary must be separated from moral freedom; that it is incumbent to make the former harmonise with the laws and the latter dependent on impressions; it would be expedient to remove the former still farther from matter and to bring the latter somewhat more near to it; in short to produce a third character related to both the others—the physical and the moral—paving the way to a transition from the sway of mere force to that of law, without preventing the proper development of the moral character, but serving rather as a pledge in the sensuous sphere of a morality in the unseen.


  Letter IV


  Thus much is certain. It is only when a third character, as previously suggested, has preponderance that a revolution in a state according to moral principles can be free from injurious consequences; nor can anything else secure its endurance. In proposing or setting up a moral state, the moral law is relied upon as a real power, and free will is drawn into the realm of causes, where all hangs together mutually with stringent necessity and rigidity. But we know that the condition of the human will always remains contingent, and that only in the Absolute Being physical coexists with moral necessity. Accordingly if it is wished to depend on the moral conduct of man as on natural results, this conduct must become nature, and he must be led by natural impulse to such a course of action as can only and invariably have moral results. But the will of man is perfectly free between inclination and duty, and no physical necessity ought to enter as a sharer in this magisterial personality. If therefore he is to retain this power of solution, and yet become a reliable link in the causal concatenation of forces, this can only be effected when the operations of both these impulses are presented quite equally in the world of appearances. It is only possible when, with every difference of form, the matter of man’s volition remains the same, when all his impulses agreeing with his reason are sufficient to have the value of a universal legislation.


  It may be urged that every individual man carries, within himself, at least in his adaptation and destination, a purely ideal man. The great problem of his existence is to bring all the incessant changes of his outer life into conformity with the unchanging unity of this ideal. This pure ideal man, which makes itself known more or less clearly in every subject, is represented by the state, which is the objective and, so to speak, canonical form in which the manifold differences of the subjects strive to unite. Now two ways present themselves to the thought, in which the man of time can agree with the man of idea, and there are also two ways in which the state can maintain itself in individuals. One of these ways is when the pure ideal man subdues the empirical man, and the state suppresses the individual, or again when the individual becomes the state, and the man of time is ennobled to the man of idea.


  I admit that in a one-sided estimate from the point of view of morality this difference vanishes, for the reason is satisfied if her law prevails unconditionally. But when the survey taken is complete and embraces the whole man (anthropology), where the form is considered together with the substance, and a living feeling has a voice, the difference will become far more evident. No doubt the reason demands unity, and nature variety, and both legislations take man in hand. The law of the former is stamped upon him by an incorruptible consciousness, that of the latter by an ineradicable feeling. Consequently education will always appear deficient when the moral feeling can only be maintained with the sacrifice of what is natural; and a political administration will always be very imperfect when it is only able to bring about unity by suppressing variety. The state ought not only to respect the objective and generic but also the subjective and specific in individuals; and while diffusing the unseen world of morals, it must not depopulate the kingdom of appearance, the external world of matter.


  When the mechanical artist places his hand on the formless block, to give it a form according to his intention, he has not any scruples in doing violence to it. For the nature on which he works does not deserve any respect in itself, and he does not value the whole for its parts, but the parts on account of the whole. When the child of the fine arts sets his hand to the same block, he has no scruples either in doing violence to it, he only avoids showing this violence. He does not respect the matter in which he works, and more than the mechanical artist; but he seeks by an apparent consideration for it to deceive the eye which takes this matter under its protection. The political and educating artist follows a very different course, while making man at once his material and his end. In this case the aim or end meets in the material, and it is only because the whole serves the parts that the parts adapt themselves to the end. The political artist has to treat his material man with a very different kind of respect from that shown by the artist of fine art to his work. He must spare man’s peculiarity and personality, not to produce a deceptive effect on the senses, but objectively and out of consideration for his inner being.


  But the state is an organisation which fashions itself through itself and for itself, and for this reason it can only be realised when the parts have been accorded to the idea of the whole. The state serves the purpose of a representative, both to pure ideal and to objective humanity, in the breast of its citizens, accordingly it will have to observe the same relation to its citizens in which they are placed to it, and it will only respect their subjective humanity in the same degree that it is ennobled to an objective existence. If the internal man is one with himself, he will be able to rescue his peculiarity, even in the greatest generalisation of his conduct, and the state will only become the exponent of his fine instinct, the clearer formula of his internal legislation. But if the subjective man is in conflict with the objective and contradicts him in the character of the people, so that only the oppression of the former can give the victory to the latter, then the state will take up the severe aspect of the law against the citizen, and in order not to fall a sacrifice, it will have to crush under foot such a hostile individuality, without any compromise.


  Now man can be opposed to himself in a twofold manner: either as a savage, when his feelings rule over his principles; or as a barbarian, when his principles destroy his feelings. The savage despises art, and acknowledges nature as his despotic ruler; the barbarian laughs at nature, and dishonours it, but he often proceeds in a more contemptible way than the savage, to be the slave of his senses. The cultivated man makes of nature his friend, and honours its friendship, while only bridling its caprice.


  Consequently, when reason brings her moral unity into physical society, she must not injure the manifold in nature. When nature strives to maintain her manifold character in the moral structure of society, this must not create any breach in moral unity; the victorious form is equally remote from uniformity and confusion. Therefore, totality of character must be found in the people which is capable and worthy to exchange the state of necessity for that of freedom.


  […]


  


  May 10. A Knight Among Cannibals


  Volume 33, pp. 326-341


  Voyages and Travels


  Savages who drink the powdered bones of their dead mixed with wine, Amazons who hold riotous festivals, the worship of golden statues, all the primitive wonders of Guiana are described by the famous Elizabethan gallant, Sir Walter Raleigh.


  The Discovery of Guiana


  By Sir Walter Raleigh


  […]


  I sent Captain Whiddon the year before to get what knowledge he could of Guiana: and the end of my journey at this time was to discover and enter the same. But my intelligence was far from truth, for the country is situate about 600 English miles further from the sea than I was made believe it had been. Which afterwards understanding to be true by Berreo, I kept it from the knowledge of my company, who else would never have been brought to attempt the same. Of which 600 miles I passed 400, leaving my ships so far from me at anchor in the sea, which was more of desire to perform that discovery than of reason, especially having such poor and weak vessels to transport ourselves in. For in the bottom of an old galego which I caused to be fashioned like a galley, and in one barge, two wherries, and a ship-boat of the Lion’s Whelp, we carried 100 persons and their victuals for a month in the same, being all driven to lie in the rain and weather in the open air, in the burning sun, and upon the hard boards, and to dress our meat, and to carry all manner of furniture in them. Wherewith they were so pestered and unsavoury, that what with victuals being most fish, with the wet clothes of so many men thrust together, and the heat of the sun, I will undertake there was never any prison in England that could be found more unsavoury and loathsome, especially to myself, who had for many years before been dieted and cared for in a sort far more differing.


  If Captain Preston had not been persuaded that he should have come too late to Trinidad to have found us there (for the month was expired which I promised to tarry for him there ere he could recover the coast of Spain) but that it had pleased God he might have joined with us, and that we had entered the country but some ten days sooner ere the rivers were overflown, we had adventured either to have gone to the great city of Manoa, or at least taken so many of the other cities and towns nearer at hand, as would have made a royal return. But it pleased not God so much to favour me at this time. If it shall be my lot to prosecute the same, I shall willingly spend my life therein. And if any else shall be enabled thereunto, and conquer the same, I assure him thus much; he shall perform more than ever was done in Mexico by Cortes, or in Peru by Pizarro, whereof the one conquered the empire of Mutezuma, the other of Guascar and Atabalipa. And whatsoever prince shall possess it, that prince shall be lord of more gold, and of a more beautiful empire, and of more cities and people, than either the king of Spain or the Great Turk.


  But because there may arise many doubts, and how this empire of Guiana is become so populous, and adorned with so many great cities, towns, temples, and treasures, I thought good to make it known, that the emperor now reigning is descended from those magnificent princes of Peru, of whose large territories, of whose policies, conquests, edifices, and riches, Pedro de Cieza, Francisco Lopez, and others have written large discourses. For when Francisco Pizarro, Diego Almagro and others conquered the said empire of Peru, and had put to death Atabalipa, son to Guayna Capac, which Atabalipa had formerly caused his eldest brother Guascar to be slain, one of the younger sons of Guayna Capac fled out of Peru, and took with him many thousands of those soldiers of the empire called orejones, [10] and with those and many others which followed him, he vanquished all that tract and valley of America which is situate between the great river of Amazons and Baraquan, otherwise called Orenoque and Mara&ntidle;on. [11]


  [10. Orejones =‘having large ears,’ the name given by the Spaniards to the Peru vian warriors, who wore ear-pendants.]


  [11. Baraquan is the alternative name to Orenoque, Marañon to Amazons.]


  The empire of Guiana is directly east from Peru towards the sea, and lieth under the equinoctial line; and it hath more abundance of gold than any part of Peru, and as many or moe [12] great cities than ever Peru had when it flourished most. It is governed by the same laws, and the emperor and people observe the same religion, and the same form and policies in government as were used in Peru, not differing in any part. And I have been assured by such of the Spaniards as have seen Manoa, the imperial city of Guiana, which the Spaniards call El Dorado, that for the greatness, for the riches, and for the excellent seat, it far exceedeth any of the world, at least of so much of the world as is known to the Spanish nation. It is founded upon a lake of salt water of 200 leagues long, like unto Mare Caspium. And if we compare it to that of Peru, and but read the report of Francisco Lopez and others, it will seem more than credible; and because we may judge of the one by the other, I thought good to insert part of the 120. chapter of Lopez in his General History of the Indies, wherein he describeth the court and magnificence of Guayna Capac, ancestor to the emperor of Guiana, whose very words are these:—


  [12. More.]


  ‘Todo el servicio de su casa, mesa, y cocina era de oro y de plata, y cuando menos de plata y cobre, por mas recio. Tenia en su recamara estatuas huecas de oro, que parescian gigantes, y las figuras al propio y tamaño de cuantos animales, aves, arboles, y yerbas produce la tierra, y de cuantos peces cria la mar y agua de sus reynos. Tenia asimesmo sogas, costales, cestas, y troxes de oro y plata; rimeros de palos de oro, que pareciesen leña rajada para quemar. En fin no habia cosa en su tierra, que no la tuviese de oro contrahecha; y aun dizen, que tenian los Ingas un verjel en una isla cerca de la Puna, donde se iban a holgar, cuando querian mar, que tenia la hortaliza, las flores, y arboles de oro y plata; invencion y grandeza hasta entonces nunca vista. Allende de todo esto, tenia infinitisima cantidad de plata y oro por labrar en el Cuzco, que se perdio por la muerte de Guascar; ca los Indios lo escondieron, viendo que los Españoles se lo tomaban, y enviaban a España.’ That is, ‘All the vessels of his house, table, and kitchen, were of gold and silver, and the meanest of silver and copper for strength and hardness of metal. He had in his wardrobe hollow statues of gold which seemed giants, and the figures in proportion and bigness of all the beasts, birds, trees, and herbs, that the earth bringeth forth; and of all the fishes that the sea or waters of his kingdom breedeth. He had also ropes, budgets, chests, and troughs of gold and silver, heaps of billets of gold, that seemed wood marked out [13] to burn. Finally, there was nothing in his country whereof he had not the counterfeit in gold. Yea, and they say, the Ingas had a garden of pleasure in an island near Puna, where they went to recreate themselves, when they would take the air of the sea, which had all kinds of garden-herbs, flowers, and trees of gold and silver; an invention and magnificence till then never seen. Besides all this, he had an infinite quantity of silver and gold unwrought in Cuzco, which was lost by the death of Guascar, for the Indians hid it, seeing that the Spaniards took it, and sent it into Spain.’


  [13. Rather, ‘split into logs.’]


  And in the 117. chapter; Francisco Pizarro caused the gold and silver of Atabalipa to be weighed after he had taken it, which Lopez setteth down in these words following:—‘Hallaron cincuenta y dos mil marcos de buena plata, y un millon y trecientos y veinte y seis mil y quinientos pesos de oro.’ Which is, ‘They found 52,000 marks of good silver, and 1,326,500 pesos of gold.’ Now, although these reports may seem strange, yet if we consider the many millions which are daily brought out of Peru into Spain, we may easily believe the same. For we find that by the abundant treasure of that country the Spanish king vexes all the princes of Europe, and is become, in a few years, from a poor king of Castile, the greatest monarch of this part of the world, and likely every day to increase if other princes forslow the good occasions offered, and suffer him to add this empire to the rest, which by far exceedeth all the rest. If his gold now endanger us, he will then be unresistible. Such of the Spaniards as afterwards endeavoured the conquest thereof, whereof there have been many, as shall be declared hereafter, thought that this Inga, of whom this emperor now living is descended, took his way by the river of Amazons, by that branch which is called Papamene. [14] For by that way followed Orellana, by the commandment of Gonzalo Pizarro, in the year 1542, whose name the river also beareth this day. Which is also by others called Marañon, although Andrew Thevet doth affirm that between Marañon and Amazons there are 120 leagues; but sure it is that those rivers have one head and beginning, and the Marañon, which Thevet describeth, is but a branch of Amazons or Orellana, of which I will speak more in another place. It was attempted by Ordas; but it is now little less than 70 years since that Diego Ordas, a Knight of the Order of Santiago, attempted the same; and it was in the year 1542 that Orellana discovered the river of Amazons; but the first that ever saw Manoa was Juan Martinez, master of the munition to Ordas. At a port called Morequito, [15] in Guiana, there lieth at this day a great anchor of Ordas his ship. And this port is some 300 miles within the land, upon the great river of Orenoque. I rested at this port four days, twenty days after I left the ships at Curiapan.


  [14. The Papamene is a tributary not of the Amazon river but of the Meta, one of the principal tributaries of the Orinoco.]


  [15. Probably San Miguel.]


  The relation of this Martinez, who was the first that discovered Manoa, his success, and end, is to be seen in the Chancery of St. Juan de Puerto Rico, where of Berreo had a copy, which appeared to be the greatest encouragement as well to Berreo as to others that formerly attempted the discovery and conquest. Orellana, after he failed of the discovery of Guiana by the said river of Amazons, passed into Spain, and there obtained a patent of the king for the invasion and conquest, but died by sea about the islands; and his fleet being severed by tempest, the action for that time proceeded not. Diego Ordas followed the enterprise, and departed Spain with 600 soldiers and thirty horse. Who, arriving on the coast of Guiana, was slain in a mutiny, with the most part of such as favoured him, as also of the rebellious part, insomuch as his ships perished and few or none returned; neither was it certainly known what became of the said Ordas until Berreo found the anchor of his ship in the river of Orenoque; but it was supposed, and so it is written by Lopez, that he perished on the seas, and of other writers diversely conceived and reported. And hereof it came that Martinez entered so far within the land, and arrived at that city of Inga the emperor; for it chanced that while Ordas with his army rested at the port of Morequito (who was either the first or second that attempted Guiana), by some negligence the whole store of powder provided for the service was set on fire, and Martinez, having the chief charge, was condemned by the General Ordas to be executed forthwith. Martinez, being much favoured by the soldiers, had all the means possible procured for his life; but it could not be obtained in other sort than this, that he should be set into a canoa alone, without any victual, only with his arms, and so turned loose into the great river. But it pleased God that the canoa was carried down the stream, and certain of the Guianians met it the same evening; and, having not at any time seen any Christian nor any man of that colour, they carried Martinez into the land to be wondered at, and so from town to town, until he came to the great city of Manoa , the seat and residence of Inga the emperor. The emperor, after he had beheld him, knew him to be a Christian, for it was not long before that his brethren Guascar and Atabalipa were vanquished by the Spaniards in Peru : and caused him to be lodged in his palace, and well entertained. He lived seven months in Manoa, but was not suffered to wander into the country anywhere. He was also brought thither all the way blindfold, led by the Indians, until he came to the entrance of Manoa itself, and was fourteen or fifteen days in the passage. He avowed at his death that he entered the city at noon, and then they uncovered his face; and that he travelled all that day till night thorough the city, and the next day from sun rising to sun setting, yere [16] he came to the palace of Inga. After that Martinez had lived seven months in Manoa, and began to understand the language of the country, Inga asked him whether he desired to return into his own country, or would willingly abide with him. But Martinez, not desirous to stay, obtained the favour of Inga to depart; with whom he sent divers Guianians to conduct him to the river of Orenoque, all loaden with as much gold as they could carry, which he gave to Martinez at his departure. But when he was arrived near the river’s side, the borderers which are called Orenoqueponi [17] robbed him and his Guianians of all the treasure (the borderers being at that time at wars, which Inga had not conquered) save only of two great bottles of gourds, which were filled with beads of gold curiously wrought, which those Orenoqueponi thought had been no other thing than his drink or meat, or grain for food, with which Martinez had liberty to pass. And so in canoas he fell down from the river of Orenoque to Trinidad, and from thence to Margarita, and so to St. Juan del Puerto Rico; where, remaining a long time for passage into Spain, he died. In the time of his extreme sickness, and when he was without hope of life, receiving the sacrament at the hands of his confessor, he delivered these things, with the relation of his travels, and also called for his calabazas or gourds of the gold beads, which he gave to the church and friars, to be prayed for.


  [16. Ere.]


  [17. ‘On the Orinoco.’ Poni is a Carib postposition meaning ‘on.’]


  This Martinez was he that christened the city of Manoa by the name of El Dorado, and, as Berreo informed me, upon this occasion, those Guianians, and also the borderers, and all other in that tract which I have seen, are marvellous great drunkards; in which vice I think no nation can compare with them; and at the times of their solemn feasts, when the emperor carouseth with his captains, tributaries, and governors, the manner is thus. All those that pledge him are first stripped naked and their bodies anointed all over with a kind of white balsamum (by them called curca), of which there is great plenty, and yet very dear amongst them, and it is of all other the most precious, whereof we have had good experience. When they are anointed all over, certain servants of the emperor, having prepared gold made into fine powder, blow it thorough hollow canes upon their naked bodies, until they be all shining from the foot to the head; and in this sort they sit drinking by twenties and hundreds, and continue in drunkenness sometimes six or seven days together. [18] The same is also confirmed by a letter written into Spain which was intercepted, which Master Robert Dudley told me he had seen. Upon this sight, and for the abundance of gold which he saw in the city, the images of gold in their temples, the plates, armours, and shields of gold which they use in the wars, he called it El Dorado.


  [18. The substance of this report is in the end of the ‘Navigation of the Great River of Marañon,’ written by Gonzalo Fernando de Oviedo to Cardinal Bembo (Ramusio, vol. iii. fol. 416). (Note by Hakluyt.)]


  After the death of Ordas and Martinez, and after Orellana, who was employed by Gonzalo Pizarro, one Pedro de Orsúa, a knight of Navarre, attempted Guiana, taking his way into Peru, and built his brigandines upon a river called Oia, which riseth to the southward of Quito, and is very great. This river falleth into Amazons, by which Orsúa with his companies descended, and came out of that province which is called Motilones; [19] and it seemeth to me that this empire is reserved for her Majesty and the English nation, by reason of the hard success which all these and other Spaniards found in attempting the same, whereof I will speak briefly, though impertinent in some sort to my purpose. This Pedro de Orsúa had among his troops a Biscayan called Aguirre, a man meanly born, who bare no other office than a sergeant or alferez: [20] but after certain months, when the soldiers were grieved with travels and consumed with famine, and that no entrance could be found by the branches or body of Amazons, this Aguirre raised a mutiny, of which he made himself the head, and so prevailed as he put Orsúa to the sword and all his followers, taking on him the whole charge and commandment, with a purpose not only to make himself emperor of Guiana, but also of Peru and of all that side of the West Indies. He had of his party 700 soldiers, and of those many promised to draw in other captains and companies, to deliver up towns and forts in Peru; but neither finding by the said river any passage into Guiana, nor any possibility to return towards Peru by the same Amazons, by reason that the descent of the river made so great a current, he was enforced to disemboque at the mouth of the said Amazons, which cannot be less than 1,000 leagues from the place where they embarked. From thence he coasted the land till he arrived at Margarita to the north of Mompatar, which is at this day called Puerto de Tyranno, for that he there slew Don Juan de Villa Andreda, Governor of Margarita, who was father to Don Juan Sarmiento, Governor of Margarita when Sir John Burgh landed there and attempted the island. Aguirre put to the sword all other in the island that refused to be of his party, and took with him certain cimarrones [21] and other desperate companions. From thence he went to Cumaná and there slew the governor, and dealt in all as at Margarita. He spoiled all the coast of Caracas and the province of Venezuela and of Rio de la Hacha; and, as I remember, it was the same year that Sir John Hawkins sailed to St. Juan de Ullua in the Jesus of Lubeck; [22] for himself told me that he met with such a one upon the coast, that rebelled, and had sailed down all the river of Amazons. Aguirre from thence landed about Santa Marta and sacked it also, putting to death so many as refused to be his followers, purposing to invade Nuevo Reyno de Granada and to sack Pamplona, Merida, Lagrita, Tunja, and the rest of the cities of Nuevo Reyno, and from thence again to enter Peru; but in a fight in the said Nuevo Reyno he was overthrown, and, finding no way to escape, he first put to the sword his own children, foretelling them that they should not live to be defamed or upbraided by the Spaniards after his death, who would have termed them the children of a traitor or tyrant; and that, sithence he could not make them princes, he would yet deliver them from shame and reproach. These were the ends and tragedies of Ordas, Martinez, Orellana, Orsúa, and Aguirre. Also soon after Ordas followed Jeronimo Ortal de Saragosa, with 130 soldiers; who failing his entrance by sea, was cast with the current on the coast of Paria, and peopled about S. Miguel de Neveri. It was then attempted by Don Pedro de Silva, a Portuguese of the family of Ruy Gomez de Silva, and by the favour which Ruy Gomes had with the king he was set out. But he also shot wide of the mark; for being departed from Spain with his fleet, he entered by Marañon or Amazons, where by the nations of the river and by the Amazons, he was utterly overthrown, and himself and all his army defeated; only seven escaped, and of those but two returned.


  [19. ‘Friars’ (Indians so named from their cropped heads).]


  [20. Al-faris (Arab.), horseman, mounted officer.]


  [21. Fugitive slaves.]


  [22. 1567–68.]


  After him came Pedro Hernandez de Serpa, and landed at Cumaná, in the West Indies, taking his journey by land towards Orenoque, which may be some 120 leagues; but yere he came to the borders of the said river, he was set upon by a nation of the Indians, called Wikiri, and overthrown in such sort, that of 300 soldiers, horsemen, many Indians, and negroes, there returned but eighteen. Others affirm that he was defeated in the very entrance of Guiana, at the first civil town of the empire called Macureguarai. Captain Preston, in taking Santiago de Leon (which was by him and his companies very resolutely performed, being a great town, and far within the land) held a gentleman prisoner, who died in his ship, that was one of the company of Hernandez de Serpa, and saved among those that escaped; who witnessed what opinion is held among the Spaniards thereabouts of the great riches of Guiana, and El Dorado, the city of Inga. Another Spaniard was brought aboard me by Captain Preston, who told me in the hearing of himself and divers other gentlemen, that he met with Berreo’s camp-master at Caracas, when he came from the borders of Guiana, and that he saw with him forty of most pure plates of gold, curiously wrought, and swords of Guiana decked and inlaid with gold, feath-ers garnished with gold, and divers rarities, which he carried to the Spanish king.


  After Hernandez de Serpa, it was undertaken by the Adelantado, Don Gonzalez Ximenes de Quesada, who was one of the chiefest in the conquest of Nuevo Reyno, whose daughter and heir Don Antonio de Berreo married. Gonzalez sought the passage also by the river called Papamene, which riseth by Quito, in Peru, and runneth south-east 100 leagues, and then falleth into Amazons. But he also, failing the entrance, returned with the loss of much labour and cost. I took one Captain George, a Spaniard, that followed Gonzalez in this enterprise. Gonzalez gave his daughter to Berreo, taking his oath and honour to follow the enterprise to the last of his substance and life. Who since, as he hath sworn to me, hath spent 300,000 ducats in the same, and yet never could enter so far into the land as myself with that poor troop, or rather a handful of men, being in all about 100 gentlemen, soldiers, rowers, boat-keepers, boys, and of all sorts; neither could any of the forepassed undertakers, nor Berreo himself, discover the country, till now late y by conference with an ancient king, called Carapana, [23] he got the true light thereof. For Berreo came about 1,500 miles yere he understood aught, or could find any passage or entrance into any part thereof; yet he had experience of all these fore-named, and divers others, and was persuaded of their errors and mistakings. Berreo sought it by the river Cassanar, which falleth into a great river called Pato: Pato falleth into Meta, and Meta into Baraquan, which is also called Orenoque. He took his journey from Nuevo Reyno de Granada, where he dwelt, having the inheritance of Gonzalez Ximenes in those parts; he was followed with 700 horse, he drove with him 1,000 head of cattle, he had also many women, Indians, and slaves. How all these rivers cross and encounter, how the country lieth and is bordered, the passage of Ximenes and Berreo, mine own discovery, and the way that I entered, with all the rest of the nations and rivers, your lordship shall receive in a large chart or map, which I have not yet finished, and which I shall most humbly pray your lordship to secrete, and not to suffer it to pass your own hands; for by a draught thereof all may be prevented by other nations; for I know it is this very year sought by the French, although by the way that they now take, I fear it not much. It was also told me yere I departed England, that Villiers, the Admiral, was in preparation for the planting of Amazons, to which river the French have made divers voyages, and returned [24] much gold and other rarities. I spake with a captain of a French ship that came from thence, his ship riding in Falmouth the same year that my ships came first from Virginia; there was another this year in Helford, that also came from thence, and had been fourteen months at an anchor in Amazons; which were both very rich.


  [23. Carapana (=Caribana, Carib land) was an old European name for the Atlantic coast near the mouth of the Orinoco, and hence was applied to one of its chiefs. Berrio called this district ‘Emeria.’]


  [24. Brought back.]


  Although, as I am persuaded, Guiana cannot be entered that way, yet no doubt the trade of gold from thence passeth by branches of rivers into the river of Amazons, and so it doth on every hand far from the country itself; for those Indians of Trinidad have plates of gold from Guiana, and those cannibals of Dominica which dwell in the islands by which our ships pass yearly to the West Indies, also the Indians of Paria, those Indians called Tucaris, Chochi, Apotomios, Cumanagotos, and all those other nations inhabiting near about the mountains that run from Paria thorough the province of Venezuela, and in Maracapana, and the cannibals of Guanipa, the Indians called Assawai, Coaca, Ajai, and the rest (all which shall be described in my description as they are situate) have plates of gold of Guiana. And upon the river of Amazons, Thevet writeth that the people wear croissants of gold, for of that form the Guianians most commonly make them; so as from Dominica to Amazons, which is above 250 leagues, all the chief Indians in all parts wear of those plates of Guiana. Undoubtedly those that trade [with] Amazons return much gold, which (as is aforesaid) cometh by trade from Guiana, by some branch of a river that falleth from the country into Amazons, and either it is by the river which passeth by the nations called Tisnados, or by Caripuna.


  I made enquiry amongst the most ancient and best travelled of the Orenoqueponi, and I had knowledge of all the rivers between Orenoque and Amazons, and was very desirous to understand the truth of those warlike women, because of some it is believed, of others not. And though I digress from my purpose, yet I will set down that which hath been delivered me for truth of those women, and I spake with a cacique, or lord of people, that told me he had been in the river, and beyond it also. The nations of these women are on the south side of the river in the provinces of Topago, and their chiefest strengths and retracts are in the islands situate on the south side of the entrance, some 60 leagues within the mouth of the said river. The memories of the like women are very ancient as well in Africa as in Asia. In Africa those that had Medusa for queen; others in Scythia, near the rivers of Tanais and Thermodon. We find, also, that Lampedo and Marthesia were queens of the Amazons. In many histories they are verified to have been, and in divers ages and provinces; but they which are not far from Guiana do accompany with men but once in a year, and for the time of one month, which I gather by their relation, to be in April; and that time all kings of the borders assemble, and queens of the Amazons; and after the queens have chosen, the rest cast lots for their valentines. This one month they feast, dance, and drink of their wines in abundance; and the moon being done they all depart to their own provinces. * * * * They are said to be very cruel and bloodthirsty, especially to such as offer to invade their territories. These Amazons have likewise great store of these plates of gold, which they recover by exchange chiefly for a kind of green stones, which the Spaniards call piedras hijadas, and we use for spleen-stones; [25] and for the disease of the stone we also esteem them. Of these I saw divers in Guiana; and commonly every king or cacique hath one, which their wives for the most part wear, and they esteem them as great jewels.


  [25. Stones reduced to powder and taken internally to cure maladies of the spleen.]


  But to return to the enterprise of Berreo, who, as I have said, departed from Nuevo Reyno with 700 horse, besides the provisions above rehearsed. He descended by the river called Cassanar, which riseth in Nuevo Reyno out of the mountains by the city of Tunja, from which mountain also springeth Pato; both which fall into the great river of Meta, and Meta riseth from a mountain joining to Pamplona, in the same Nuevo Reyno de Granada. These, as also Guaiare, which issueth out of the mountains by Timana, fall all into Baraquan, and are but of his heads; for at their coming together they lose their names, and Baraquan farther down is also rebaptized by the name of Orenoque. On the other side of the city and hills of Timana riseth Rio Grande, which falleth into the sea by Santa Marta. By Cassanar first, and so into Meta, Berreo passed, keeping his horsemen on the banks, where the country served them for to march; and where otherwise, he was driven to embark them in boats which he builded for the purpose, and so came with the current down the river of Meta, and so into Baraquan. After he entered that great and mighty river, he began daily to lose of his companies both men and horse; for it is in many places violently swift, and hath forcible eddies, many sands, and divers islands sharp pointed with rocks. But after one whole year, journeying for the most part by river, and the rest by land, he grew daily to fewer numbers; from both by sickness, and by encountering with the people of those regions thorough which he travelled, his companies were much wasted, especially by divers encounters with the Amapaians. [26]And in all this time he never could learn of any passage into Guiana, nor any news or fame thereof, until he came to a further border of the said Amapaia, eight days’ journey from the river Caroli, [27] which was the furthest river that he entered. Among those of Amapaia, Guiana was famous; but few of these people accosted Berreo, or would trade with him the first three months of the six which he sojourned there. This Amapaia is also marvellous rich in gold, as both Berreo confessed and those of Guiana with whom I had most conference; and is situate upon Orenoque also. In this country Berreo lost sixty of his best soldiers, and most of all his horse that remained in his former year’s travel. But in the end, after divers encounters with those nations, they grew to peace, and they presented Berreo with ten images of fine gold among divers other plates and croissants, which, as he sware to me, and divers other gentlemen, were so curiously wrought, as he had not seen the like either in Italy, Spain, or the Low Countries; and he was resolved that when they came to the hands of the Spanish king, to whom he had sent them by his camp-master, they would appear very admirable, especially being wrought by such a nation as had no iron instruments at all, nor any of those helps which our goldsmiths have to work withal. The particular name of the people in Amapaia which gave him these pieces, are called Anebas, and the river of Orenoque at that place is about twelve English miles broad, which may be from his outfall into the sea 700 or 800 miles.


  [26. Amapaia was Berrio’s name for the Orinoco valley above the Caura river.]


  [27. The Caroni river, the first great affluent of the Orinoco on the south, about 180 miles from the see.]


  This province of Amapaia is a very low and a marish ground near the river; and by reason of the red water which issueth out in small branches thorough the fenny and boggy ground, there breed divers poisonful worms and serpents. And the Spaniards not suspecting, nor in any sort foreknowing the danger, were infected with a grievous kind of flux by drinking thereof, and even the very horses poisoned therewith; insomuch as at the end of the six months that they abode there, of all their troops there were not left above 120 soldiers, and neither horse nor cattle. For Berreo hoped to have found Guiana be 1,000 miles nearer than it fell out to be in the end; by means whereof they sustained much want, and much hunger, oppressed with grievous diseases, and all the miseries that could be imagined, I demanded of those in Guiana that had travelled Amapaia, how they lived with that tawny or red water when they travelled thither; and they told me that after the sun was near the middle of the sky, they used to fill their pots and pitchers with that water, but either before that time or towards the setting of the sun it was dangerous to drink of, and in the night strong poison. I learned also of divers other rivers of that nature among them, which were also, while the sun was in the meridian, very safe to drink, and in the morning, evening, and night, wonderful dangerous and infective. From this province Berreo hasted away as soon as the spring and beginning of summer appeared, and sought his entrance on the borders of Orenoque on the south side; but there ran a ledge of so high and impassable mountains, as he was not able by any means to march over them, continuing from the east sea into which Orenoque falleth, even to Quito in Peru. Neither had he means to carry victual or munition over those craggy, high, and fast hills, being all woody, and those so thick and spiny, and so full or prickles, thorns, and briars, as it is impossible to creep thorough them. He had also neither friendship among the people, nor any interpreter to persuade or treat with them; and more, to his disadvantage, the caciques and kings of Amapaia had given knowledge of his purpose to the Guianians, and that he sought to sack and conquer the empire, for the hope of their so great abundance and quantities of gold. He passed by the mouths of many great rivers which fell into Orenoque both from the north and south, which I forbear to name, for tediousness, and because they are more pleasing in describing than reading.


  Berreo affirmed that there fell an hundred rivers into Orenoque from the north and south: whereof the least was as big as Rio Grande, [28] that passed between Popayan and Nuevo Reyno de Granada, Rio Grande being esteemed one of the renowned rivers in all the West Indies, and numbered among the great rivers of the world. But he knew not the names of any of these, but Caroli only; neither from what nations they descended, neither to what provinces they led, for he had no means to discourse with the inhabitants at any time; neither was he curious in these things, being utterly unlearned, and not knowing the east from the west. But of all these I got some knowledge, and of many more, partly by mine own travel, and the rest by conference; of some one I learned one, of others the rest, having with me an Indian that spake many languages, and that of Guiana [29] naturally. I sought out all the aged men, and such as were greatest travellers. And by the one and the other I came to understand the situations, the rivers, the kingdoms from the east sea to the borders of Peru, and from Orenoque southward as far as Amazons or Marañon, and the regions of Marinatambal, [30] and of all the kings of provinces, and captains of towns and villages, how they stood in terms of peace or war, and which were friends or enemies the one with the other; without which there can be neither entrance nor conquest in those parts, nor elsewhere. For by the dissension between Guascar and Atabalipa, Pizarro conquered Peru, and by the hatred that the Tlaxcallians bare to Mutezuma, Cortes was victorious over Mexico; without which both the one and the other had failed of their enterprise, and of the great honour and riches which they attained unto.


  [28. The Magdalena.]


  [29. The Carib.]


  [30. North coasts of Brazil.]


  […]


  


  May 11. Latest Gossip in Malfi


  Volume 47, pp. 721-737


  Elizabethan Drama


  Latest news abroad in Malfi: The Duchess has run off with her butler. But this happened before the days of newspapers or radio, so Webster made from it an exciting play.


  The Duchess of Malfi


  By John Webster


  Dramatis Personæ


  Ferdinand [Duke of Calabria].


  cardinal [his brother].


  Antonio [Bologna, Steward of the Household to the Duchess].


  Delio [his friend].


  Daniel De Bosola [Gentleman of the Horse to the Duchess].


  [Castruccio, an old Lord.]


  Marquis of pescara.


  [Count] Malatesti.


  [Lords.]


  Roderigo,


  Silvio,


  Grisolan.


  Doctor.


  The Several Madmen.


  Dutchess [Of Malfi].


  Cariola [her woman].


  [Julia, Castruccio’s wife, and] the Cardinal’s mistress.


  [Old Lady.]


  Ladies, Three Young Children, Two Pilgrims, Executioners, Court Officers, and Attendants


  […]


  ACT II


  […]


  Scene IV. [An apartment in the palace of the Cardinal]


  [Enter] Cardinal and Julia


  Cardinal.


  Sit: thou art my best of wishes. Prithee, tell me


  What trick didst thou invent to come to Rome


  Without thy husband?


  Julia.


  Why, my lord, I told him


  I came to visit an old anchorite [1]


  Here for devotion.


  [1. Religious recluse.]


  Cardinal.


  Thou art a witty false one,—


  I mean, to him.


  Julia.


  You have prevail’d with me


  Beyond my strongest thoughts; I would not now


  Find you inconstant.


  Cardinal.


  Do not put thyself


  To such a voluntary torture, which proceeds


  Out of your own guilt.


  Julia.


  How, my lord!


  Cardinal.


  You fear


  My constancy, because you have approv’d [2]


  Those giddy and wild turnings in yourself.


  [2. Experienced.]


  Julia.


  Did you e’er find them?


  Cardinal.


  Sooth, generally for women,


  A man might strive to make glass malleable,


  Ere he should make them fixed.


  Julia.


  So, my lord.


  Cardinal.


  We had need go borrow that fantastic glass


  Invented by Galileo the Florentine


  To view another spacious world i’ th’ moon,


  And look to find a constant woman there.


  Julia.


  This is very well, my lord.


  Cardinal.


  Why do you weep?


  Are tears your justification? The self-same tears


  Will fall into your husband’s bosom, lady,


  With a loud protestation that you love him


  Above the world. Come, I’ll love you wisely,


  That’s jealously; since I am very certain


  You cannot make me cuckold.


  Julia.


  I’ll go home


  To my husband.


  Cardinal.


  You may thank me, lady,


  I have taken you off your melancholy perch,


  Bore you upon my fist, and show’d you game,


  And let you fly at it.—I pray thee, kiss me.—


  When thou wast with thy husband, thou wast watch’d


  Like a tame elephant:—still you are to thank me:—


  Thou hadst only kisses from him and high feeding;


  But what delight was that? ’Twas just like one


  That hath a little fing’ring on the lute,


  Yet cannot tune it:—still you are to thank me.


  Julia.


  You told me of a piteous wound i’ th’ heart,


  And a sick liver, when you woo’d me first,


  And spake like one in physic. [3]


  [3. Sick.]


  Cardinal.


  Who’s that?——


  [Enter Servant]


  Rest firm, for my affection to thee,


  Lightning moves slow to ’t.


  Servant.


  Madam, a gentleman,


  That’s come post from Malfi, desires to see you.


  Cardinal.


  Let him enter: I’ll withdraw.


  Exit.


  Servant.


  He says


  Your husband, old Castruccio, is come to Rome,


  Most pitifully tir’d with riding post.


  [Exit.]


  [Enter Delio]


  Julia. [aside.]


  Signior Delio! ’tis one of my old suitors.


  Delio.


  I was bold to come and see you.


  Julia.


  Sir, you are welcome.


  Delio.


  Do you lie here?


  Julia.


  Sure, your own experience


  Will satisfy you no: our Roman prelates


  Do not keep lodging for ladies.


  Delio.


  Very well:


  I have brought you no commendations from your husband,


  For I know none by him.


  Julia.


  I hear he’s come to Rome.


  Delio.


  I never knew man and beast, of a horse and a knight,


  So weary of each other. If he had a good back,


  He would have undertook to have borne his horse,


  His breech was so pitifully sore.


  Julia.


  Your laughter


  Is my pity.


  Delio.


  Lady, I know not whether


  You want money, but I have brought you some.


  Julia.


  From my husband?


  Delio.


  No, from mine own allowance.


  Julia.


  I must hear the condition, ere I be bound to take it.


  Delio.


  Look on ’t, ’tis gold; hath it not a fine colour?


  Julia.


  I have a bird more beautiful.


  Delio.


  Try the sound on ’t.


  Julia.


  A lute-string far exceeds it.


  It hath no smell, like cassia or civet;


  Nor is it physical, [4] though some fond doctors


  Persuade us seethe ’t in cullises. [5] I’ll tell you,


  This is a creature bred by——


  [4. Medicinal.]


  [5. Strong broth.]


  [Re-enter Servant]


  Servant.


  Your husband’s come,


  Hath deliver’d a letter to the Duke of Calabria


  That, to my thinking, hath put him out of his wits.


  [Exit.]


  Julia.


  Sir, you hear:


  Pray, let me know your business and your suit


  As briefly as can be.


  Delio.


  With good speed: I would wish you,


  At such time as you are non-resident


  With your husband, my mistress.


  Julia.


  Sir, I’ll go ask my husband if I shall,


  And straight return your answer.


  Exit.


  Delio.


  Very fine!


  Is this her wit, or honesty, that speaks thus?


  I heard one say the duke was highly mov’d


  With a letter sent from Malfi. I do fear


  Antonio is betray’d. How fearfully


  Shows his ambition now! Unfortunate fortune!


  They pass through whirl-pools, and deep woes do shun,


  Who the event weigh ere the action’s done.


  Exit.


  Scene V. [Another apartment in the same place]


  [Enter] Cardinal and Ferdinand with a letter


  Ferdinand.


  I have this night digg’d up a mandrake. [1]


  [1. The mandrake was supposed to give forth shrieks when uprooted, which drove the hearer mad.]


  Cardinal.


  Say you?


  Ferdinand.


  And I am grown mad with ’t.


  Cardinal.


  What’s the prodigy?


  Ferdinand.


  Read there,—a sister damn’d: she’s loose i’ the hilts; [2]


  Grown a notorious strumpet.


  [2. Unchaste.]


  Cardinal.


  Speak lower.


  Ferdinand.


  Lower!


  Rogues do not whisper ’t now, but seek to publish ’t


  (As servants do the bounty of their lords)


  Aloud; and with a covetous searching eye,


  To mark who note them. O, confusion seize her!


  She hath had most cunning bawds to serve her turn,


  And more secure conveyances for lust


  Than towns of garrison for service.


  Cardinal.


  Is ’t possible?


  Can this be certain?


  Ferdinand.


  Rhubarb, O, for rhubarb


  To purge this choler! Here’s the cursèd day


  To prompt my memory; and here ’t shall stick


  Till of her bleeding heart I make a sponge


  To wipe it out.


  Cardinal.


  Why do you make yourself


  So wild a tempest?


  Ferdinand.


  Would I could be one,


  That I might toss her palace ’bout her ears,


  Root up her goodly forests, blast her meads,


  And lay her general territory as waste


  As she hath done her honours.


  Cardinal.


  Shall our blood,


  The royal blood of Arragon and Castile,


  Be thus attainted?


  Ferdinand.


  Apply desperate physic:


  We must not now use balsamum, but fire,


  The smarting cupping-glass, for that’s the mean


  To purge infected blood, such blood as hers.


  There is a kind of pity in mine eye,—


  I’ll give it to my handkercher; and now ’tis here,


  I’ll bequeath this to her bastard.


  Cardinal.


  What to do?


  Ferdinand.


  Why, to make soft lint for his mother’s wounds,


  When I have hew’d her to pieces.


  Cardinal.


  Curs’d creature!


  Unequal nature, to place women’s hearts


  So far upon the left side! [3]


  [3. Supposed to be a sign of folly.]


  Ferdinand.


  Foolish men,


  That e’er will trust their honour in a bark


  Made of so slight weak bulrush as is woman,


  Apt every minute to sink it!


  Cardinal.


  Thus ignorance, when it hath purchas’d honour,


  It cannot wield it.


  Ferdinand.


  Methinks I see her laughing,—


  Excellent hyena! Talk to me somewhat quickly,


  Or my imagination will carry me


  To see her in the shameful act of sin.


  Cardinal.


  With whom?


  Ferdinand.


  Happily with some strong-thigh’d bargeman,


  Or one o’ th’ wood-yard that can quoit the sledge [4]


  Or toss the bar, or else some lovely squire


  That carries coals up to her privy lodgings.


  [4. Throw the hammer.]


  Cardinal.


  You fly beyond your reason.


  Ferdinand.


  Go to, mistress!


  ’Tis not your whore’s milk that shall quench my wild-fire,


  But your whore’s blood.


  Cardinal.


  How idly shows this rage, which carries you,


  As men convey’d by witches through the air,


  On violent whirlwinds! This intemperate noise


  Fitly resembles deaf men’s shrill discourse,


  Who talk aloud, thinking all other men


  To have their imperfection.


  Ferdinand.


  Have not you


  My palsy?


  Cardinal.


  Yes, [but] I can be angry


  Without this rupture. There is not in nature


  A thing that makes man so deform’d, so beastly,


  As doth intemperate anger. Chide yourself.


  You have divers men who never yet express’d


  Their strong desire of rest but by unrest,


  By vexing of themselves. Come, put yourself


  In tune.


  Ferdinand.


  So I will only study to seem


  The thing I am not. I could kill her now,


  In you, or in myself; for I do think


  It is some sin in us heaven doth revenge


  By her.


  Cardinal.


  Are you stark mad?


  Ferdinand.


  I would have their bodies


  Burnt in a coal-pit with the ventage stopp’d,


  That their curs’d smoke might not ascend to heaven;


  Or dip the sheets they lie in in pitch or sulphur,


  Wrap them in ’t, and then light them like a match;


  Or else to-boil [5] their bastard to a cullis,


  And give ’t his lecherous father to renew


  The sin of his back.


  [5. Boil to shreds. (Dyce.) Qq. to boil.]


  Cardinal.


  I’ll leave you.


  Ferdinand.


  Nay, I have done.


  I am confident, had I been damn’d in hell,


  And should have heard of this, it would have put me


  Into a cold sweat. In, in; I’ll go sleep.


  Till I know who [loves] my sister, I’ll not stir:


  That known, I’ll find scorpions to string my whips,


  And fix her in a general eclipse.


  Exeunt.


  ACT III


  Scene I. [Malfi. An apartment in the palace of the Duchess]


  [Enter] Antonio and Delio


  Antonio.


  Our noble friend, my most beloved Delio!


  O, you have been a stranger long at court:


  Came you along with the Lord Ferdinand?


  Delio.


  I did, sir: and how fares your noble duchess?


  Antonio.


  Right fortunately well: she’s an excellent


  Feeder of pedigrees; since you last saw her,


  She hath had two children more, a son and daughter.


  Delio. Methinks ’twas yesterday. Let me but wink,


  And not behold your face, which to mine eye


  Is somewhat leaner, verily I should dream


  It were within this half hour.


  Antonio.


  You have not been in law, friend Delio,


  Nor in prison, nor a suitor at the court,


  Nor begg’d the reversion of some great man’s place,


  Nor troubled with an old wife, which doth make


  Your time so insensibly hasten.


  Delio.


  Pray, sir, tell me,


  Hath not this news arriv’d yet to the ear


  Of the lord cardinal?


  Antonio.


  I fear it hath:


  The Lord Ferdinand, that’s newly come to court,


  Doth bear himself right dangerously.


  Delio.


  Pray, why?


  Antonio.


  He is so quiet that he seems to sleep


  The tempest out, as dormice do in winter.


  Those houses that are haunted are most still


  Till the devil be up.


  Delio.


  What say the common people?


  Antonio.


  The common rabble do directly say


  She is a strumpet.


  Delio.


  And your graver heads


  Which would be politic, what censure they?


  Antonio.


  They do observe I grow to infinite purchase, [1]


  The left hand way; and all suppose the duchess


  Would amend it, if she could; for, say they,


  Great princes, though they grudge their officers


  Should have such large and unconfined means


  To get wealth under them, will not complain,


  Lest thereby they should make them odious


  Unto the people. For other obligation


  Of love or marriage between her and me


  They never dream of.


  [1. Wealth.]


  Delio.


  The Lord Ferdinand


  Is going to bed.


  [Enter Duchess, Ferdinand, and Attendants]


  Ferdinand.


  I’ll instantly to bed,


  For I am weary.—I am to bespeak


  A husband for you.


  Duchess.


  For me, sir! Pray, who is ’t?


  Ferdinand.


  The great Count Malatesti.


  Duchess.


  Fie upon him!


  A count! He’s a mere stick of sugar-candy;


  You may look quite through him. When I choose


  A husband, I will marry for your honour.


  Ferdinand.


  You shall do well in ’t.—How is ’t, worthy Antonio?


  Duchess.


  But, sir I am to have private conference with you


  About a scandalous report is spread


  Touching mine honour.


  Ferdinand.


  Let me be ever deaf to ’t:


  One of Pasquil’s paper-bullets, [2] court-calumny.


  A pestilent air, which princes’ palaces


  Are seldom purg’d of. Yet, say that it were true,


  I pour it in your bosom, my fix’d love


  Would strongly excuse, extenuate, nay, deny


  Faults, were they apparent in you. Go, be safe


  In your own innocency.


  [2. Lampoons.]


  Duchess. [Aside.]


  O bless’d comfort!


  This deadly air is purg’d.


  Exeunt [duchess, antonio, delio, and Attendants.]


  Ferdinand.


  Her guilt treads on


  Hot-burning coulters. [3]


  Enter Bosola


  Now, Bosola,


  How thrives our intelligence? [4]


  [3. Plowshares.]


  [4. Spying.]


  Bosola.


  Sir, uncertainly:


  ’Tis rumour’d she hath had three bastards, but


  By whom we may go read i’ the stars.


  Ferdinand.


  Why, some


  Hold opinion all things are written there.


  Bosola.


  Yes, if we could find spectacles to read them.


  I do suspect there hath been some sorcery


  Us’d on the duchess.


  Ferdinand.


  Sorcery! to what purpose?


  Bosola.


  To make her dote on some desertless fellow


  She shames to acknowledge.


  Ferdinand.


  Can your faith give way.


  To think there’s power in potions or in charms,


  To make us love whether we will or no?


  Bosola.


  Most certainly.


  Ferdinand.


  Away! these are mere gulleries, [5] horrid things,


  Invented by some cheating mountebanks


  To abuse us. Do you think that herbs or charms


  Can force the will? Some trials have been made


  In this foolish practice, but the ingredients


  Were lenitive [6] poisons, such as are of force


  To make the patient mad; and straight the witch


  Swears by equivocation they are in love.


  The witch-craft lies in her rank blood. This night


  I will force confession from her. You told me


  You had got, within these two days, a false key


  Into her bed-chamber.


  [5. Deceptions.]


  [6. Soothing.]


  Bosola.


  I have.


  Ferdinand.


  As I would wish.


  Bosola.


  What do you intend to do?


  Ferdinand.


  Can you guess?


  Bosola.


  No.


  Ferdinand.


  Do not ask, then:


  He that can compass me, and know my drifts,


  May say he hath put a girdle ’bout the world,


  And sounded all her quick-sands.


  Bosola.


  I do not


  Think so.


  Ferdinand.


  What do you think, then, pray?


  Bosola.


  That you


  Are your own chronicle too much, and grossly


  Flatter yourself.


  Ferdinand.


  Give me thy hand; I thank thee:


  I never gave pension but to flatterers,


  Till I entertained thee. Farewell.


  That friend a great man’s ruin strongly checks


  Who rails into his belief all his defects.


  Exeunt.


  Scene II. [The bed-chamber of the Duchess in the same]


  [Enter] Duchess, Antonio, and Cariola


  Duchess.


  Bring me the casket hither, and the glass.—


  You get no lodging here to-night, my lord.


  Antonio.


  Indeed, I must persuade one.


  Duchess.


  Very good:


  I hope in time ’twill grow into a custom,


  That noblemen shall come with cap and knee


  To purchase a night’s lodging of their wives.


  Antonio.


  I must lie here.


  Duchess.


  Must! You are a lord of mis-rule.


  Antonio.


  Indeed, my rule is only in the night.


  Duchess.


  To what use will you put me?


  Antonio.


  We’ll sleep together.


  Duchess.


  Alas, what pleasure can two lovers find in sleep?


  Cariola.


  My lord, I lie with her often, and I know


  She’ll much disquiet you.


  Antonio.


  See, you are complain’d of.


  Cariola.


  For she’s the sprawling’st bedfellow.


  Antonio.


  I shall like her the better for that.


  Cariola.


  Sir, shall I ask you a question?


  Antonio.


  I pray thee, Cariola.


  Cariola.


  Wherefore still when you lie with my lady


  Do you rise so early?


  Antonio.


  Labouring men


  Count the clock oft’nest, Cariola,


  Are glad when their task’s ended.


  Duchess.


  I’ll stop your mouth.


  [Kisses him.]


  Antonio.


  Nay, that’s but one; Venus had two soft doves


  To draw her chariot; I must have another.—


  [She kisses him again.]


  When wilt thou marry, Cariola?


  Cariola.


  Never, my lord.


  Antonio.


  O, fie upon this single life! forgo it.


  We read how Daphne, for her peevish [flight,] [1]


  Became a fruitless bay-tree; Syrinx turn’d


  To the pale empty reed; Anaxarete


  Was frozen into marble: whereas those


  Which married, or prov’d kind unto their friends,


  Were by a gracious influence transhap’d


  Into the olive, pomegranate, mulberry,


  Became flowers, precious stones, or eminent stars.


  [1. Qq. read slight.]


  Cariola.


  This is a vain poetry: but I pray you, tell me,


  If there were propos’d me, wisdom, riches, and beauty,


  In three several young men, which should I choose?


  Antonio.


  ’Tis a hard question. This was Paris’ case,


  And he was blind in ’t, and there was a great cause;


  For how was ’t possible he could judge right,


  Having three amorous goddesses in view,


  And they stark naked? ’Twas a motion


  Were able to benight the apprehension


  Of the severest counsellor of Europe.


  Now I look on both your faces so well form’d,


  It puts me in mind of a question I would ask.


  Cariola.


  What is ’t?


  Antonio.


  I do wonder why hard-favour’d ladies,


  For the most part, keep worse-favour’d waiting-women


  To attend them, and cannot endure fair ones.


  Duchess.


  O, that’s soon answer’d.


  Did you ever in your life know an ill painter


  Desire to have his dwelling next door to the shop


  Of an excellent picture-maker? ’Twould disgrace


  His face-making, and undo him. I prithee,


  When were we so merry?—My hair tangles.


  Antonio.


  Pray thee, Cariola, let’s steal forth the room,


  And let her talk to herself: I have divers times


  Serv’d her the like, when she hath chaf’d extremely.


  I love to see her angry. Softly, Cariola.


  Exeunt [Antonio and Cariola.]


  Duchess.


  Doth not the colour of my hair ’gin to change?


  When I wax gray, I shall have all the court


  Powder their hair with arras, [2] to be like me.


  You have cause to love me; I ent’red you into my heart


  Enter ferdinand unseen]


  Before you would vouchsafe to call for the keys.


  We shall one day have my brothers take you napping.


  Methinks his presence, being now in court,


  Should make you keep your own bed; but you’ll say


  Love mix’d with fear is sweetest. I’ll assure you,


  You shall get no more children till my brothers


  Consent to be your gossips. Have you lost your tongue?


  ’Tis welcome:


  For know, whether I am doom’d to live or die,


  I can do both like a prince.


  [2. Powder of orris-root.]


  Ferdinand.


  Die, then, quickly!


  Giving her a poniard.


  Virtue, where art thou hid? What hideous thing


  Is it that doth eclipse thee?


  Duchess.


  Pray, sir, hear me.


  Ferdinand.


  Or is it true thou art but a bare name,


  And no essential thing?


  Duchess.


  Sir——


  Ferdinand.


  Do not speak.


  Duchess.


  No, sir:


  I will plant my soul in mine ears, to hear you.


  Ferdinand.


  O most imperfect light of human reason,


  That mak’st [us] so unhappy to foresee


  What we can least prevent! Pursue thy wishes,


  And glory in them: there’s in shame no comfort


  But to be past all bounds and sense of shame.


  Duchess.


  I pray, sir, hear me: I am married.


  Ferdinand.


  So!


  Duchess.


  Happily, not to your liking: but for that,


  Alas, your shears do come untimely now


  To clip the bird’s wings that’s already flown!


  Will you see my husband?


  Ferdinand.


  Yes, if I could change


  Eyes with a basilisk.


  Duchess.


  Sure, you came hither


  By his confederacy.


  Ferdinand.


  The howling of a wolf


  Is music to thee, screech-owl: prithee, peace.—


  Whate’er thou art that hast enjoy’d my sister,


  For I am sure thou hear’st me, for thine own sake


  Let me not know thee. I came hither prepar’d


  To work thy discovery; yet am now persuaded


  It would beget such violent effects


  As would damn us both. I would not for ten millions


  I had beheld thee: therefore use all mean


  I never may have knowledge of thy name;


  Enjoy thy lust still, and a wretched life,


  On that condition.—And for thee, vile woman,


  If thou do wish thy lecher may grow old


  In thy embracements, I would have thee build


  Such a room for him as our anchorites


  To holier use inhabit. Let not the sun


  Shine on him till he’s dead; let dogs and monkeys


  Only converse with him, and such dumb things


  To whom nature denies use to sound his name;


  Do not keep a paraquito, lest she learn it;


  If thou do love him, cut out thine own tongue,


  Lest it bewray him.


  Duchess.


  Why might not I marry?


  I have not gone about in this to create


  Any new world or custom.


  Ferdinand.


  Thou art undone;


  And thou hast ta’en that massy sheet of lead


  That hid thy husband’s bones, and folded it


  About my heart.


  Duchess.


  Mine bleeds for ’t.


  Ferdinand.


  Thine! thy heart!


  What should I name ’t unless a hollow bullet


  Fill’d with unquenchable wild-fire?


  Duchess.


  You are in this


  Too strict; and were you not my princely brother,


  I would say, too wilful: my reputation


  Is safe.


  Ferdinand.


  Dost thou know what reputation is?


  I’ll tell thee,—to small purpose, since the instruction


  Comes now too late.


  Upon a time Reputation, Love, and Death,


  Would travel o’er the world; and it was concluded


  That they should part, and take three several ways.


  Death told them, they should find him in great battles,


  Or cities plagu’d with plagues: Love gives them counsel


  To inquire for him ’mongst unambitious shepherds,


  Where dowries were not talk’d of, and sometimes


  ’Mongst quiet kindred that had nothing left


  By their dead parents: “Stay,’ quoth Reputation,


  ‘Do not forsake me; for it is my nature,


  If once I part from any man I meet,


  I am never found again.’ And so for you:


  You have shook hands with Reputation,


  And made him invisible. So, fare you well:


  I will never see you more.


  Duchess.


  Why should only I,


  Of all the other princes of the world,


  Be cas’d up, like a holy relic? I have youth


  And a little beauty.


  Ferdinand.


  So you have some virgins


  That are witches. I will never see thee more.


  Exit.


  Re-enter Antonio with a pistol, [and Cariola]


  Duchess.


  You saw this apparition?


  Antonio.


  Yes: we are


  Betray’d. How came he hither? I should turn


  This to thee, for that.


  Cariola.


  Pray, sir, do; and when


  That you have cleft my heart, you shall read there


  Mine innocence.


  Duchess.


  That gallery gave him entrance.


  Antonio.


  I would this terrible thing would come again,


  That, standing on my guard, I might relate


  My warrantable love.—


  She shows the poniard.


  Ha! what means this?


  Duchess.


  He left this with me.


  Antonio.


  And it seems did wish


  You would use it on yourself.


  Duchess.


  His action seem’d


  To intend so much.


  Antonio.


  This hath a handle to ’t,


  As well as a point: turn it towards him, and


  So fasten the keen edge in his rank gall.


  [Knocking within.]


  How now! who knocks? More earthquakes?


  Duchess.


  I stand


  As if a mine beneath my feet were ready


  To be blown up.


  Cariola.


  ’Tis Bosola.


  Duchess.


  Away!


  O misery! methinks unjust actions


  Should wear these masks and curtains, and not we.


  You must instantly part hence: I have fashion’d it already.


  Exit Antonio.


  Enter Bosola


  Bosola.


  The duke your brother is ta’en up in a whirlwind;


  Hath took horse, and ’s rid post to Rome.


  Duchess.


  So late?


  Bosola.


  He told me, as he mounted into the saddle,


  You were undone.


  Duchess.


  Indeed, I am very near it.


  Bosola.


  What’s the matter?


  Duchess.


  Antonio, the master of our household,


  Hath dealt so falsely with me in ’s accounts.


  My brother stood engag’d with me for money


  Ta’en up of certain Neapolitan Jews,


  And Antonio lets the bonds be forfeit.


  Bosola.


  Strange!—[Aside.] This is cunning.


  Duchess.


  And hereupon


  My brother’s bills at Naples are protested


  Against.—Call up our officers.


  Bosola.


  I shall.


  Exit.


  [Re-enter Antonio]


  Duchess.


  The place that you must fly to is Ancona:


  Hire a house there; I’ll send after you


  My treasure and my jewels. Our weak safety


  Runs upon enginous wheels: [3] short syllables


  Must stand for periods. I must now accuse you


  Of such a feigned crime as Tasso calls


  Magnanima menzogna, a noble lie,


  ’Cause it must shield our honours.—Hark! they are coming.


  [3. Wheels of craft.]


  [Re-enter Bosola and Officers]


  Antonio.


  Will your grace hear me?


  Duchess.


  I have got well by you; you have yielded me


  A million of loss: I am like to inherit


  The people’s curses for your stewardship.


  You had the trick in audit-time to be sick,


  Till I had sign’d your quietus; [4] and that cur’d you


  Without help of a doctor.—Gentlemen,


  I would have this man be an example to you all;


  So shall you hold my favour; I pray, let him;


  For h’as done that, alas, you would not think of,


  And, because I intend to be rid of him,


  I mean not to publish.—Use your fortune elsewhere.


  [4. Certificate that the books were found correct.]


  Antonio.


  I am strongly arm’d to brook my overthrow,


  As commonly men bear with a hard year.


  I will not blame the cause on ’t; but do think


  The necessity of my malevolent star


  Procures this, not her humour. O, the inconstant


  And rotten ground of service! You may see,


  ’Tis even like him, that in a winter night,


  Takes a long slumber o’er a dying fire,


  A-loth to part from ’t; yet parts thence as cold


  As when he first sat down.


  Duchess.


  We do confiscate,


  Towards the satisfying of your accounts,


  All that you have.


  Antonio.


  I am all yours; and ’tis very fit


  All mine should be so.


  Duchess.


  So, sir, you have your pass.


  Antonio.


  You may see, gentlemen, what ’tis to serve


  A prince with body and soul.


  Exit.


  Bosola.


  Here’s an example for extortion: what moisture is drawn out of the sea, when foul weather comes, pours down, and runs into the sea again.


  Duchess.


  I would know what are your opinions


  Of this Antonio.


  Second Officer.


  He could not abide to see a pig’s head gaping:


  I thought your grace would find him a Jew.


  Third Officer.


  I would you had been his officer, for your own sake.


  Fourth Officer.


  You would have had more money.


  First Officer.


  He stopped his ears with black wool, and to those came to him for money said he was thick of hearing.


  Second Officer.


  Some said he was an hermaphrodite, for he could not abide a woman.


  Fourth Officer.


  How scurvy proud he would look when the treasury was full! Well, let him go.


  First Officer.


  Yes, and the chippings of the buttery fly after him, to scour his gold chain. [5]


  [5. The badge of a steward.]


  Duchess.


  Leave us.


  Exeunt [Officers.]


  What do you think of these?


  Bosola.


  That these are rogues that in ’s prosperity,


  But to have waited on his fortune, could have wish’d


  His dirty stirrup riveted through their noses,


  And follow’d after ’s mule, like a bear in a ring;


  Would have prostituted their daughters to his lust;


  Made their first-born intelligencers; [6] thought none happy


  But such as were born under his blest planet,


  And wore his livery: and do these lice drop off now?


  Well, never look to have the like again:


  He hath left a sort [7] of flattering rogues behind him;


  Their doom must follow. Princes pay flatterers


  In their own money: flatterers dissemble their vices,


  And they dissemble their lies; that’s justice.


  Alas, poor gentleman!


  [6. Spies.]


  [7. Lot.]


  Duchess.


  Poor! he hath amply fill’d his coffers.


  Bosola.


  Sure, he was too honest. Pluto, [8] the god of riches,


  When he’s sent by Jupiter to any man,


  He goes limping, to signify that wealth


  That comes on God’s name comes slowly; but when he’s sent


  On the devil’s errand, he rides post and comes in by scuttles. [9]


  Let me show you what a most unvalu’d jewel


  You have in a wanton humour thrown away,


  To bless the man shall find him. He was an excellent


  Courtier and most faithful; a soldier that thought it


  As beastly to know his own value too little


  As devilish to acknowledge it too much.


  Both his virtue and form deserv’d a far better fortune:


  His discourse rather delighted to judge itself than show itself:


  His breast was fill’d with all perfection,


  And yet it seemed a private whisp’ring-room,


  It made so little noise of ’t.


  [8. For Plutus.]


  [9. Quick steps.]


  Duchess.


  But he was basely descended.


  Bosola.


  Will you make yourself a mercenary herald,


  Rather to examine men’s pedigrees than virtues?


  You shall want [10] him:


  For know an honest statesman to a prince


  Is like a cedar planted by a spring;


  The spring bathes the tree’s root, the grateful tree


  Rewards it with his shadow: you have not done so.


  I would sooner swim to the Bermoothes on


  Two politicians’ rotten bladders, tied


  Together with an intelligencer’s heart-string,


  Than depend on so changeable a prince’s favour.


  Fare thee well, Antonio! Since the malice of the world


  Would needs down with thee, it cannot be said yet


  That any ill happen’d unto thee, considering thy fall


  Was accompanied with virtue.


  [10. Miss.]


  Duchess.


  O, you render me excellent music!


  Bosola.


  Say you?


  Duchess.


  This good one that you speak of is my husband.


  Bosola.


  Do I not dream? Can this ambitious age


  Have so much goodness in ’t as to prefer


  A man merely for worth, without these shadows


  Of wealth and painted honours? Possible?


  Duchess.


  I have had three children by him.


  Bosola.


  Fortunate lady!


  For you have made your private nuptial bed


  The humble and fair seminary of peace,


  No question but: many an unbenefic’d scholar


  Shall pray for you for this deed, and rejoice


  That some preferment in the world can yet


  Arise from merit. The virgins of your land


  That have no dowries shall hope your example


  Will raise them to rich husbands. Should you want


  Soldiers, ’twould make the very Turks and Moors


  Turn Christians, and serve you for this act.


  Last, the neglected poets of your time,


  In honour of this trophy of a man,


  Rais’d by that curious engine, your white hand,


  Shall thank you, in your grave, for ’t; and make that


  More reverend than all the cabinets


  Of living princes. For Antonio,


  His fame shall likewise flow from many a pen,


  When heralds shall want coats to sell to men.


  Duchess.


  As I taste comfort in this friendly speech,


  So would I find concealment.


  Bosola.


  O, the secret of my prince,


  Which I will wear on th’ inside of my heart!


  Duchess.


  You shall take charge of all my coin and jewels,


  And follow him; for he retires himself


  To Ancona.


  Bosola.


  So.


  Duchess.


  Whither, within few days,


  I mean to follow thee.


  Bosola.


  Let me think:


  I would wish your grace to feign a pilgrimage


  To our Lady of Loretto, scarce seven leagues


  From fair Ancona; so may you depart


  Your country with more honour, and your flight


  Will seem a princely progress, retaining


  Your usual train about you.


  Duchess.


  Sir, your direction


  Shall lead me by the hand.


  Cariola.


  In my opinion,


  She were better progress to the baths at Lucca,


  Or go visit the Spa


  In Germany; for, if you will believe me,


  I do not like this jesting with religion,


  This feigned pilgrimage.


  Duchess.


  Thou art a superstitious fool:


  Prepare us instantly for our departure.


  Past sorrows, let us moderately lament them,


  For those to come, seek wisely to prevent them.


  [Exeunt Duchess and Cariola.]


  Bosola.


  A politician is the devil’s quilted anvil;


  He fashions all sins on him, and the blows


  Are never heard: he may work in a lady’s chamber,


  As here for proof. What rests [11] but I reveal


  All to my lord? O, this base quality [12]


  Of intelligencer! Why, every quality i’ the world


  Prefers but gain or commendation:


  Now, for this act I am certain to be rais’d,


  And men that paint weeds to the life are prais’d.


  [11. Remains.]


  [12. Profession.]


  [Exit.


  […]


  


  May 12. His Wife’s Golden Hair Enshrined His Poems


  Volume 42, pp. 1149-1153, 1178-1181


  English Poetry, Volume III


  The manuscripts of many of the best poems of Rossetti were buried with his wife. Friends prevailed upon him to allow them to be exhumed—and these poems, once buried with the dead, are now a treasure of the living. (Rossetti born May 12, 1828.)


  Dante Gabriel Rossetti


  [1828–1882]


  (714)


  The Blessèd Damozel


  The blessèd Damozel lean’d out


  From the gold bar of Heaven:


  Her blue grave eyes were deeper much


  Than a deep water, even.


  She had three lilies in her hand,


  And the stars in her hair were seven.


  Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem,


  No wrought flowers did adorn,


  But a white rose of Mary’s gift


  On the neck meetly worn;


  And her hair, lying down her back,


  Was yellow like ripe corn.


  Herseem’d she scarce had been a day


  One of God’s choristers;


  The wonder was not yet quite gone


  From that still look of hers;


  Albeit, to them she left, her day


  Had counted as ten years.


  (To one it is ten years of years:


  … Yet now, here in this place,


  Surely she lean’d o’er me,—her hair


  Fell all about my face…


  Nothing: the Autumn-fall of leaves.


  The whole year sets apace.)


  It was the terrace of God’s house


  That she was standing on,—


  By God built over the sheer depth


  In which Space is begun;


  So high, that looking downward thence,


  She scarce could see the sun.


  It lies from Heaven across the flood


  Of ether, as a bridge.


  Beneath, the tides of day and night


  With flame and darkness ridge


  The void, as low as where this earth


  Spins like a fretful midge.


  But in those tracts, with her, it was


  The peace of utter light


  And silence. For no breeze may stir


  Along the steady flight


  Of seraphim; no echo there,


  Beyond all depth or height.


  Heard hardly, some of her new friends,


  Playing at holy games,


  Spake, gentle-mouth’d, among themselves,


  Their virginal chaste names;


  And the souls, mounting up to God,


  Went by her like thin flames.


  And still she bow’d herself, and stoop’d


  Into the vast waste calm;


  Till her bosom’s pressure must have made


  The bar she lean’d on warm,


  And the lilies lay as if asleep


  Along her bended arm.


  From the fixt lull of Heaven, she saw


  Time, like a pulse, shake fierce


  Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove,


  In that steep gulf, to pierce


  The swarm; and then she spoke, as when


  The stars sang in their spheres.


  ‘I wish that he were come to me,


  For he will come,’ she said.


  ‘Have I not pray’d in solemn Heaven?


  On earth, has he not pray’d?


  Are not two prayers a perfect strength?


  And shall I feel afraid?


  ‘When round his head the aureole clings,


  And he is clothed in white,


  I’ll take his hand, and go with him


  To the deep wells of light,


  And we will step down as to a stream


  And bathe there in God’s sight.


  ‘We two will stand beside that shrine,


  Occult, withheld, untrod,


  Whose lamps tremble continually


  With prayer sent up to God;


  And where each need, reveal’d, expects


  Its patient period.


  ‘We two will lie i’ the shadow of


  That living mystic tree


  Within whose secret growth the Dove


  Sometimes is felt to be,


  While every leaf that His plumes touch


  Saith His name audibly.


  ‘And I myself will teach to him,—


  I myself, lying so,—


  The songs I sing here; which his mouth


  Shall pause in, hush’d and slow,


  Finding some knowledge at each pause,


  And some new thing to know.’


  (Alas! to her wise simple mind


  These things were all but known


  Before: they trembled on her sense,—


  Her voice had caught their tone.


  Alas for lonely Heaven! Alas


  For life wrung out alone!


  Alas, and though the end were reach’d?…


  Was thy part understood


  Or borne in trust? And for her sake


  Shall this too be found good?—


  May the close lips that knew not prayer


  Praise ever, though they would?)


  ‘We two,’ she said, ‘will seek the groves


  Where the lady Mary is,


  With her five handmaidens, whose names


  Are five sweet symphonies:—


  Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen,


  Margaret and Rosalys.


  ‘Circle-wise sit they, with bound locks


  And bosoms coverèd;


  Into the fine cloth, white like flame,


  Weaving the golden thread,


  To fashion the birth-robes for them


  Who are just born, being dead.


  ‘He shall fear, haply, and be dumb.


  Then I will lay my cheek


  To his, and tell about our love,


  Not once abash’d or weak:


  And the dear Mother will approve


  My pride, and let me speak.


  ‘Herself shall bring us, hand in hand,


  To Him round whom all souls


  Kneel—the unnumber’d solemn heads


  Bow’d with their aureoles:


  And Angels, meeting us, shall sing


  To their citherns and citoles.


  ‘There will I ask of Christ the Lord


  Thus much for him and me:—


  To have more blessing than on earth


  In nowise; but to be


  As then we were,—being as then


  At peace. Yea, verily.


  ‘Yea, verily; when he is come


  We will do thus and thus:


  Till this my vigil seem quite strange


  And almost fabulous;


  We two will live at once, one life;


  And peace shall be with us.’


  She gazed, and listen’d, and then said,


  Less sad of speech than mild,—


  ‘All this is when he comes.’ She ceased:


  The light thrill’d past her, fill’d


  With Angels, in strong level lapse.


  Her eyes pray’d, and she smiled.


  (I saw her smile.) But soon their flight


  Was vague ’mid the poised spheres.


  And then she cast her arms along


  The golden barriers,


  And laid her face between her hands,


  And wept. (I heard her tears.)


  (716)


  Lovesight


  When do I see thee most, beloved one?


  When in the light the spirits of mine eyes


  Before thy face, their altar, solemnize


  The worship of that Love through thee made known?


  Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,)


  Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies


  Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies,


  And my soul only sees thy soul its own?


  O love, my love! if I no more should see


  Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee,


  Nor image of thine eyes in any spring,—


  How then should sound upon Life’s darkening slope


  The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,


  The wind of Death’s imperishable wing?


  (717)


  Heart’s Hope


  By what word’s power, the key of paths untrod,


  Shall I the difficult deeps of Love explore,


  Till parted waves of Song yield up the shore


  Even as that sea which Israel crossed dryshod?


  For lo! in some poor rhythmic period,


  Lady, I fain would tell how evermore


  Thy soul I know not from thy body, nor


  Thee from myself, neither our love from God.


  Yea, in God’s name, and Love’s, and thine, would I


  Draw from one loving heart such evidence


  As to all hearts all things shall signify;


  Tender as dawn’s first hill-fire, and intense


  As instantaneous penetrating sense,


  In Spring’s birth-hour, of other Springs gone by.


  (718)


  Genius in Beauty


  Beauty like hers is genius. Not the call


  Of Homer’s or of Dante’s heart sublime,—


  Not Michael’s hand furrowing the zones of time,—


  Is more with compassed mysteries musical;


  Nay, not in Spring’s or Summer’s sweet footfall


  More gathered gifts exuberant Life bequeathes


  Than doth this sovereign face, whose love-spell breathes


  Even from its shadowed contour on the wall.


  As many men are poets in their youth,


  But for one sweet-strung soul the wires prolong


  Even through all change the indomitable song;


  So in like wise the envenomed years, whose tooth


  Rends shallower grace with ruin void of ruth,


  Upon this beauty’s power shall wreak no wrong.


  (719)


  Silent Noon


  Your hands lie open in the long, fresh grass,—


  The finger-points look through like rosy blooms:


  Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms


  ’Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass.


  All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,


  Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge


  Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn hedge.


  ’Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass.


  Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragon-fly


  Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky,—


  So this wing’d hour is dropped to us from above.


  Oh! clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower,


  This close-companioned inarticulate hour


  When twofold silence was the song of love.


  (720)


  Love-Sweetness


  Sweet dimness of her loosened hair’s downfall


  About thy face; her sweet hands round thy head


  In gracious fostering union garlanded;


  Her tremulous smiles; her glances’ sweet recall


  Of love; her murmuring sighs memorial;


  Her mouth’s culled sweetness by thy kisses shed


  On cheeks and neck and eyelids, and so led


  Back to her mouth, which answers there for all:—


  What sweeter than these things, except the thing


  In lacking which all these would lose their sweet:—


  The confident heart’s still fervor: the swift beat


  And soft subsidence of the spirit’s wing,


  Then when it feels, in cloud-girt wayfaring,


  The breath of kindred plumes against its feet?


  (721)


  Heart’s Compass


  Sometimes thou seem’st not as thyself alone,


  But as the meaning of all things that are;


  A breathless wonder, shadowing forth afar


  Some heavenly solstice hushed and halcyon;


  Whose unstirred lips are music’s visible tone;


  Whose eyes the sun-gate of the soul unbar,


  Being of its furthest fires oracular—


  The evident heart of all life sown and mown.


  Even such love is; and is not thy name Love?


  Yea, by thy hand the Love-god rends apart


  All gathering clouds of Night’s ambiguous art;


  Flings them far down, and sets thine eyes above;


  And simply, as some gage of flower or glove,


  Stakes with a smile the world against thy heart.


  (722)


  Her Gifts


  High grace, the dower of queens; and therewithal


  Some wood-born wonder’s sweet simplicity;


  A glance like water brimming with the sky


  Or hyacinth-light where forest-shadows fall;


  Such thrilling pallor of cheek as doth enthral


  The heart; a mouth whose passionate forms imply


  All music and all silence held thereby;


  Deep golden locks, her sovereign coronal;


  A round reared neck, meet column of Love’s shrine


  To cling to when the heart takes sanctuary;


  Hands which for ever at Love’s bidding be,


  And soft-stirred feet still answering to his sign:—


  These are her gifts, as tongue may tell them o’er.


  Breathe low her name, my soul; for that means more.


  


  May 13. What Does Your Dog Think of You?


  Volume 6, pp. 151-157


  The Poems and Songs of Robert Burns


  Two dogs fell a-gossiping about their masters and about a dog’s life among the humble Scotch folk. Each “rejoic’d they werena men but dogs; an’ each took aff his several way.”


  Robert Burns


  [1786]


  The Twa Dogs1


  A Tale


  'Twas in that place o' Scotland's isle,


  That bears the name o' auld King Coil,


  Upon a bonie day in June,


  When wearin' thro' the afternoon,


  Twa dogs, that were na thrang at hame,


  Forgather'd ance upon a time.


  The first I'll name, they ca'd him Caesar,


  Was keepit for His Honor's pleasure:


  His hair, his size, his mouth, his lugs,


  Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs;


  But whalpit some place far abroad,


  Whare sailors gang to fish for cod.


  His locked, letter'd, braw brass collar


  Shew'd him the gentleman an' scholar;


  But though he was o' high degree,


  The fient a pride, nae pride had he;


  But wad hae spent an hour caressin,


  Ev'n wi' al tinkler-gipsy's messin:


  At kirk or market, mill or smiddie,


  Nae tawted tyke, tho' e'er sae duddie,


  But he wad stan't, as glad to see him,


  An' stroan't on stanes an' hillocks wi' him.


  The tither was a ploughman's collie—


  A rhyming, ranting, raving billie,


  Wha for his friend an' comrade had him,


  And in freak had Luath ca'd him,


  After some dog in Highland Sang,2


  Was made lang syne,—Lord knows how lang.


  He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke,


  As ever lap a sheugh or dyke.


  His honest, sonsie, baws'nt face


  Aye gat him friends in ilka place;


  His breast was white, his touzie back


  Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black;


  His gawsie tail, wi' upward curl,


  Hung owre his hurdie's wi' a swirl.


  Nae doubt but they were fain o' ither,


  And unco pack an' thick thegither;


  Wi' social nose whiles snuff'd an' snowkit;


  Whiles mice an' moudieworts they howkit;


  Whiles scour'd awa' in lang excursion,


  An' worry'd ither in diversion;


  Until wi' daffin' weary grown


  Upon a knowe they set them down.


  An' there began a lang digression.


  About the “lords o' the creation.”


  Caesar


  I've aften wonder'd, honest Luath,


  What sort o' life poor dogs like you have;


  An' when the gentry's life I saw,


  What way poor bodies liv'd ava.


  Our laird gets in his racked rents,


  His coals, his kane, an' a' his stents:


  He rises when he likes himsel';


  His flunkies answer at the bell;


  He ca's his coach; he ca's his horse;


  He draws a bonie silken purse,


  As lang's my tail, where, thro' the steeks,


  The yellow letter'd Geordie keeks.


  Frae morn to e'en, it's nought but toiling


  At baking, roasting, frying, boiling;


  An' tho' the gentry first are stechin,


  Yet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan


  Wi' sauce, ragouts, an' sic like trashtrie,


  That's little short o' downright wastrie.


  Our whipper-in, wee, blasted wonner,


  Poor, worthless elf, it eats a dinner,


  Better than ony tenant-man


  His Honour has in a' the lan':


  An' what poor cot-folk pit their painch in,


  I own it's past my comprehension.


  Luath


  Trowth, Caesar, whiles they're fash't eneugh:


  A cottar howkin in a sheugh,


  Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke,


  Baring a quarry, an' sic like;


  Himsel', a wife, he thus sustains,


  A smytrie o' wee duddie weans,


  An' nought but his han'-daurk, to keep


  Them right an' tight in thack an' rape.


  An' when they meet wi' sair disasters,


  Like loss o' health or want o' masters,


  Ye maist wad think, a wee touch langer,


  An' they maun starve o' cauld an' hunger:


  But how it comes, I never kent yet,


  They're maistly wonderfu' contented;


  An' buirdly chiels, an' clever hizzies,


  Are bred in sic a way as this is.


  Caesar


  But then to see how ye're negleckit,


  How huff'd, an' cuff'd, an' disrespeckit!


  Lord man, our gentry care as little


  For delvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle;


  They gang as saucy by poor folk,


  As I wad by a stinkin brock.


  I've notic'd, on our laird's court-day,—


  An' mony a time my heart's been wae,—


  Poor tenant bodies, scant o'cash,


  How they maun thole a factor's snash;


  He'll stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear


  He'll apprehend them, poind their gear;


  While they maun stan', wi' aspect humble,


  An' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble!


  I see how folk live that hae riches;


  But surely poor-folk maun be wretches!


  Luath


  They're no sae wretched's ane wad think.


  Tho' constantly on poortith's brink,


  They're sae accustom'd wi' the sight,


  The view o't gives them little fright.


  Then chance and fortune are sae guided,


  They're aye in less or mair provided:


  An' tho' fatigued wi' close employment,


  A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment.


  The dearest comfort o' their lives,


  Their grushie weans an' faithfu' wives;


  The prattling things are just their pride,


  That sweetens a' their fire-side.


  An' whiles twalpennie worth o' nappy


  Can mak the bodies unco happy:


  They lay aside their private cares,


  To mind the Kirk and State affairs;


  They'll talk o' patronage an' priests,


  Wi' kindling fury i' their breasts,


  Or tell what new taxation's comin,


  An' ferlie at the folk in Lon'on.


  As bleak-fac'd Hallowmass returns,


  They get the jovial, rantin kirns,


  When rural life, of ev'ry station,


  Unite in common recreation;


  Love blinks, Wit slaps, an' social Mirth


  Forgets there's Care upo' the earth.


  That merry day the year begins,


  They bar the door on frosty win's;


  The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream,


  An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam;


  The luntin pipe, an' sneeshin mill,


  Are handed round wi' right guid will;


  The cantie auld folks crackin crouse,


  The young anes rantin thro' the house—


  My heart has been sae fain to see them,


  That I for joy hae barkit wi' them.


  Still it's owre true that ye hae said,


  Sic game is now owre aften play'd;


  There's mony a creditable stock


  O' decent, honest, fawsont folk,


  Are riven out baith root an' branch,


  Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench,


  Wha thinks to knit himsel the faster


  In favour wi' some gentle master,


  Wha, aiblins, thrang a parliamentin,


  For Britain's guid his saul indentin—


  Caesar


  Haith, lad, ye little ken about it:


  For Britain's guid! guid faith! I doubt it.


  Say rather, gaun as Premiers lead him:


  An' saying ay or no's they bid him:


  At operas an' plays parading,


  Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading:


  Or maybe, in a frolic daft,


  To Hague or Calais takes a waft,


  To mak a tour an' tak a whirl,


  To learn bon ton, an' see the worl'.


  There, at Vienna, or Versailles,


  He rives his father's auld entails;


  Or by Madrid he takes the rout,


  To thrum guitars an' fecht wi' nowt;


  Or down Italian vista startles,


  Whore-hunting amang groves o' myrtles:


  Then bowses drumlie German-water,


  To mak himsel look fair an' fatter,


  An' clear the consequential sorrows,


  Love-gifts of Carnival signoras.


  For Britain's guid! for her destruction!


  Wi' dissipation, feud, an' faction.


  Luath


  Hech, man! dear sirs! is that the gate


  They waste sae mony a braw estate!


  Are we sae foughten an' harass'd


  For gear to gang that gate at last?


  O would they stay aback frae courts,


  An' please themsels wi' country sports,


  It wad for ev'ry ane be better,


  The laird, the tenant, an' the cotter!


  For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies,


  Feint haet o' them's ill-hearted fellows;


  Except for breakin o' their timmer,


  Or speakin lightly o' their limmer,


  Or shootin of a hare or moor-cock,


  The ne'er-a-bit they're ill to poor folk,


  But will ye tell me, Master Caesar,


  Sure great folk's life's a life o' pleasure?


  Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can steer them,


  The very thought o't need na fear them.


  Caesar


  Lord, man, were ye but whiles whare I am,


  The gentles, ye wad ne'er envy them!


  It's true, they need na starve or sweat,


  Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat:


  They've nae sair wark to craze their banes,


  An' fill auld age wi' grips an' granes:


  But human bodies are sic fools,


  For a' their colleges an' schools,


  That when nae real ills perplex them,


  They mak enow themsel's to vex them;


  An' aye the less they hae to sturt them,


  In like proportion, less will hurt them.


  A country fellow at the pleugh,


  His acre's till'd, he's right eneugh;


  A country girl at her wheel,


  Her dizzen's dune, she's unco weel;


  But gentlemen, an' ladies warst,


  Wi' ev'n-down want o' wark are curst.


  They loiter, lounging, lank an' lazy;


  Tho' deil-haet ails them, yet uneasy;


  Their days insipid, dull, an' tasteless;


  Their nights unquiet, lang, an' restless.


  An'ev'n their sports, their balls an' races,


  Their galloping through public places,


  There's sic parade, sic pomp, an' art,


  The joy can scarcely reach the heart.


  The men cast out in party-matches,


  Then sowther a' in deep debauches.


  Ae night they're mad wi' drink an' whoring,


  Niest day their life is past enduring.


  The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters,


  As great an' gracious a' as sisters;


  But hear their absent thoughts o' ither,


  They're a' run-deils an' jads thegither.


  Whiles, owre the wee bit cup an' platie,


  They sip the scandal-potion pretty;


  Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks


  Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks;


  Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard,


  An' cheat like ony unhanged blackguard.


  There's some exceptions, man an' woman;


  But this is gentry's life in common.


  By this, the sun was out of sight,


  An' darker gloamin brought the night;


  The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone;


  The kye stood rowtin i' the loan;


  When up they gat an' shook their lugs,


  Rejoic'd they werena men but dogs;


  An' each took aff his several way,


  Resolv'd to meet some ither day.


  [1: Luath was Burns' own dog.]


  [2: Luath, Cuchullin's dog in Ossian's “Fingal.”—R. B.]


  


  May 14. Jenner's Amazing Smallpox Cure


  Volume 38, pp. 145-154


  Scientific Papers


  Edward Jenner found that disease in the heel of a horse, transmitted through a cow to the dairy attendants, was an agent in making human beings immune from smallpox. His amazing experiments inaugurated a new epoch. (Edward Jenner makes his first vaccination May 14, 1796.)


  The Three Original Publications On Vaccination Against Smallpox


  By Edward Jenner


  I


  An Inquiry Into the Causes and Effects of the Variolæ Vaccinæ, Or Cow-Pox. 1798


  The deviation of man from the state in which he was originally placed by nature seems to have proved to him a prolific source of diseases. From the love of splendour, from the indulgences of luxury, and from his fondness for amusement he has familiarised himself with a great number of animals, which may not originally have been intended for his associates.


  The wolf, disarmed of ferocity, is now pillowed in the lady’s lap. [1] The cat, the little tiger of our island, whose natural home is the forest, is equally domesticated and caressed. The cow, the hog, the sheep, and the horse, are all, for a variety of purposes, brought under his care and dominion.


  [1. The late Mr. John Hunter proved, by experiments, that the dog is the wolf in a degenerate state.]


  There is a disease to which the horse, from his state of domestication, is frequently subject. The farriers have called it the grease. It is an inflammation and swelling in the heel, from which issues matter possessing properties of a very peculiar kind, which seems capable of generating a disease in the human body (after it has undergone the modification which I shall presently speak of), which bears so strong a resemblance to the smallpox that I think it highly probable it may be the source of the disease.


  In this dairy country a great number of cows are kept, and the office of milking is performed indiscriminately by men and maid servants. One of the former having been appointed to apply dressings to the heels of a horse affected with the grease, and not paying due attention to cleanliness, incautiously bears his part in milking the cows, with some particles of the infectious matter adhering to his fingers. When this is the case, it commonly happens that a disease is communicated to the cows, and from the cows to the dairymaids, which spreads through the farm until the most of the cattle and domestics feel its unpleasant consequences. This disease has obtained the name of the cow-pox. It appears on the nipples of the cows in the form of irregular pustules. At their first appearance they are commonly of a palish blue, or rather of a colour somewhat approaching to livid, and are surrounded by an erysipelatous inflammation. These pustules, unless a timely remedy be applied, frequently degenerate into phagedenic ulcers, which prove extremely troublesome. [2] The animals become indisposed, and the secretion of milk is much lessened. Inflamed spots now begin to appear on different parts of the hands of the domestics employed in milking, and sometimes on the wrists, which quickly run on to suppuration, first assuming the appearance of the small vesications produced by a burn. Most commonly they appear about the joints of the fingers and at their extremities; but whatever parts are affected, if the situation will admit, these superficial suppurations put on a circular form, with their edges more elevated than their centre, and of a colour distantly approaching to blue. Absorption takes place, and tumours appear in each axilla. The system becomes affected—the pulse is quickened; and shiverings, succeeded by heat, with general lassitude and pains about the loins and limbs, with vomiting, come on. The head is painful, and the patient is now and then even affected with delirium. These symptoms, varying in their degrees of violence, generally continue from one day to three or four, leaving ulcerated sores about the hands, which, from the sensibility of the parts, are very troublesome, and commonly heal slowly, frequently becoming phagedenic, like those from whence they sprung. The lips, nostrils, eyelids, and other parts of the body are sometimes affected with sores; but these evidently arise from their being heedlessly rubbed or scratched with the patient’s infected fingers. No eruptions on the skin have followed the decline of the feverish symptoms in any instance that has come under my inspection, one only excepted, and in this case a very few appeared on the arms: they were very minute, of a vivid red colour, and soon died away without advancing to maturation; so that I cannot determine whether they had any connection with the preceding symptoms.


  [2. They who attend sick cattle in this country find a speedy remedy for stopping the progress of this complaint in those applications which act chemically upon the morbid matter, such as the solutions of the vitriolum zinci and the vitriolum cupri, etc.]


  Thus the disease makes its progress from the horse [3] to the nipple of the cow, and from the cow to the human subject.


  [3. Jenner’s conclusion that “grease” and cow-pox were the same disease has since been proved erroneous; but this error has not invalidated his main conclusion as to the relation of cow-pox and smallpox.—Editor.]


  Morbid matter of various kinds, when absorbed into the system, may produce effects in some degree similar; but what renders the cow-pox virus so extremely singular is that the person who has been thus affected is forever after secure from the infection of the small-pox; neither exposure to the variolous effluvia, nor the insertion of the matter into the skin, producing this distemper.


  In support of so extraordinary a fact, I shall lay before my reader a great number of instances. [4]


  [4. It is necessary to observe that pustulous sores frequently appear spontaneously on the nipples of cows, and instances have occurred, though very rarely, of the hands of the servants employed in milking being affected with sores in consequence, and even of their feeling an indisposition from absorption. These pustules are of a much milder nature than those which arise from that contagion which constitutes the true cow-pox. They are always free from the bluish or livid tint so conspicuous in the pustules in that disease. No erysipelas attends them, nor do they shew any phagedenic disposition as in the other case, but quickly terminate in a scab without creating any apparent disorder in the cow. This complaint appears at various seasons of the year, but most commonly in the spring, when the cows are first taken from their winter food and fed with grass. It is very apt to appear also when they are suckling their young. But this disease is not to be considered as similar in any respect to that of which I am treating, as it is incapable of producing any specific effects on the human constitution. However, it is of the greatest consequence to point it out here, lest the want of discrimination should occasion an idea of security from the infection of the smallpox, which might prove delusive.]


  Case I.—Joseph Merret, now an under gardener to the Earl of Berkeley, lived as a servant with a farmer near this place in the year 1770, and occasionally assisted in milking his master’s cows. Several horses belonging to the farm began to have sore heels, which Merret frequently attended. The cows soon became affected with the cow-pox, and soon after several sores appeared on his hands. Swellings and stiffness in each axilla followed, and he was so much indisposed for several days as to be incapable of pursuing his ordinary employment. Previously to the appearance of the distemper among the cows there was no fresh cow brought into the farm, nor any servant employed who was affected with the cow-pox.


  In April, 1795, a general inoculation taking place here, Merret was inoculated with his family; so that a period of twenty-five years had elapsed from his having the cow-pox to this time. However, though the variolous matter was repeatedly inserted into his arm, I found it impracticable to infect him with it; an efflorescence only, taking on an erysipelatous look about the centre, appearing on the skin near the punctured parts. During the whole time that his family had the smallpox, one of whom had it very full, he remained in the house with them, but received no injury from exposure to the contagion.


  It is necessary to observe that the utmost care was taken to ascertain, with the most scrupulous precision, that no one whose case is here adduced had gone through the smallpox previous to these attempts to produce that disease.


  Had these experiments been conducted in a large city, or in a populous neighbourhood, some doubts might have been entertained; but here, where population is thin, and where such an event as a person’s having had the smallpox is always faithfully recorded, no risk of inaccuracy in this particular can arise.


  Case II.—Sarah Portlock, of this place, was infected with the cow-pox when a servant at a farmer’s in the neighbourhood, twenty-seven years ago. [5]


  [5. I have purposely selected several cases in which the disease had appeared at a very distant period previous to the experiments made with variolous matter, to shew that the change produced in the constitution is not affected by time.]


  In the year 1792, conceiving herself, from this circumstance, secure from the infection of the smallpox, she nursed one of her own children who had accidentally caught the disease, but no indisposition ensued. During the time she remained in the infected room, variolous matter was inserted into both her arms, but without any further effect than in the preceding case.


  Case III.—John Phillips, a tradesman of this town, had the cow-pox at so early a period as nine years of age. At the age of sixty-two I inoculated him, and was very careful in selecting matter in its most active state. It was taken from the arm of a boy just before the commencement of the eruptive fever, and instantly inserted. It very speedily produced a sting-like feel in the part. An efflorescence appeared, which on the fourth day was rather extensive, and some degree of pain and stiffness were felt about the shoulder: but on the fifth day these symptoms began to disappear, and in a day or two after went entirely off, without producing any effect on the system.


  Case IV.—Mary Barge, of Woodford, in this parish, was inoculated with variolous matter in the year 1791. An efflorescence of a palish red colour soon appeared about the parts where the matter was inserted, and spread itself rather extensively, but died away in a few days without producing any variolous symptoms. [6] She has since been repeatedly employed as a nurse to smallpox patients, without experiencing any ill consequences. This woman had the cow-pox when she lived in the service of a farmer in this parish thirty-one years before.


  [6. It is remarkable that variolous matter, when the system is disposed to reject it, should excite inflammation on the part to which it is applied more speedily than when it produces the smallpox. Indeed, it becomes almost a criterion by which we can determine whether the infection will be received or not. It seems as if a change, which endures through life, had been produced in the action, or disposition to action, in the vessels of the skin; and it is remarkable, too, that whether this change has been effected by the smallpox or the cow-pox that the disposition to sudden cuticular inflammation is the same on the application of variolous matter.]


  Case V.—Mrs. H——, a respectable gentlewoman of this town, had the cow-pox when very young. She received the infection in rather an uncommon manner: it was given by means of her handling some of the same utensils [7] which were in use among the servants of the family, who had the disease from milking infected cows. Her hands had many of the cow-pox sores upon them, and they were communicated to her nose, which became inflamed and very much swollen. Soon after this event Mrs. H——was exposed to the contagion of the smallpox, where it was scarcely possible for her to have escaped, had she been susceptible of it, as she regularly attended a relative who had the disease in so violent a degree that it proved fatal to him.


  [7. When the cow-pox has prevailed in the dairy, it has often been communicated to those who have not milked the cows, by the handle of the milk pail.]


  In the year 1778 the smallpox prevailed very much at Berkeley, and Mrs. H——, not feeling perfectly satisfied respecting her safety (no indisposition having followed her exposure to the smallpox), I inoculated her with active variolous matter. The same appearance followed as in the preceding cases—an efflorescence on the arm without any effect on the constitution.


  Case VI.—It is a fact so well known among our dairy farmers that those who have had the smallpox either escape the cow-pox or are disposed to have it slightly, that as soon as the complaint shews itself among the cattle, assistants are procured, if possible, who are thus rendered less susceptible of it, otherwise the business of the farm could scarcely go forward.


  In the month of May, 1796, the cow-pox broke out at Mr. Baker’s, a farmer who lives near this place. The disease was communicated by means of a cow which was purchased in an infected state at a neighbouring fair, and not one of the farmer’s cows (consisting of thirty) which were at that time milked escaped the contagion. The family consisted of a man servant, two dairymaids, and a servant boy, who, with the farmer himself, were twice a day employed in milking the cattle. The whole of this family, except Sarah Wynne, one of the dairymaids, had gone through the smallpox. The consequence was that the farmer and the servant boy escaped the infection of the cow-pox entirely, and the servant man and one of the maid servants had each of them nothing more than a sore on one of their fingers, which produced no disorder in the system. But the other dairymaid, Sarah Wynne, who never had the smallpox, did not escape in so easy a manner. She caught the complaint from the cows, and was affected with the symptoms described on page 146 in so violent a degree that she was confined to her bed, and rendered incapable for several days of pursuing her ordinary vocations in the farm.


  March 28th, 1797, I inoculated this girl and carefully rubbed the variolous matter into two slight incisions made upon the left arm. A little inflammation appeared in the usual manner around the parts where the matter was inserted, but so early as the fifth day it vanished entirely without producing any effect on the system.


  Case VII.—Although the preceding history pretty clearly evinces that the constitution is far less susceptible of the contagion of the cow-pox after it has felt that of the smallpox, and although in general, as I have observed, they who have had the smallpox, and are employed in milking cows which are infected with the cow-pox, either escape the disorder, or have sores on the hands without feeling any general indisposition, yet the animal economy is subject to some variation in this respect, which the following relation will point out:


  In the summer of the year 1796 the cow-pox appeared at the farm of Mr. Andrews, a considerable dairy adjoining to the town of Berkeley. It was communicated, as in the preceding instance, by an infected cow purchased at a fair in the neighbourhood. The family consisted of the farmer, his wife, two sons, a man and a maid servant; all of whom, except the farmer (who was fearful of the consequences), bore a part in milking the cows. The whole of them, exclusive of the man servant, had regularly gone through the smallpox; but in this case no one who milked the cows escaped the contagion. All of them had sores upon their hands, and some degree of general indisposition, preceded by pains and tumours in the axillæ: but there was no comparison in the severity of the disease as it was felt by the servant man, who had escaped the smallpox, and by those of the family who had not, for, while he was confined to his bed, they were able, without much inconvenience, to follow their ordinary business.


  February the 13th, 1797, I availed myself of an opportunity of inoculating William Rodway, the servant man above alluded to. Variolous matter was inserted into both his arms: in the right, by means of superficial incisions, and into the left by slight punctures into the cutis. Both were perceptibly inflamed on the third day. After this the inflammation about the punctures soon died away, but a small appearance of erysipelas was manifest about the edges of the incisions till the eighth day, when a little uneasiness was felt for the space of half an hour in the right axilla. The inflammation then hastily disappeared without producing the most distant mark of affection of the system.


  Case VIII.—Elizabeth Wynne, aged fifty-seven, lived as a servant with a neighbouring farmer thirty-eight years ago. She was then a dairymaid, and the cow-pox broke out among the cows. She caught the disease with the rest of the family, but, compared with them, had it in a very slight degree, one very small sore only breaking out on the little finger of her left hand, and scarcely any perceptible indisposition following it.


  As the malady had shewn itself in so slight a manner, and as it had taken place at so distant a period of her life, I was happy with the opportunity of trying the effects of variolous matter upon her constitution, and on the 28th of March, 1797, I inoculated her by making two superficial incisions on the left arm, on which the matter was cautiously rubbed. A little efflorescence soon appeared, and a tingling sensation was felt about the parts where the matter was inserted until the third day, when both began to subside, and so early as the fifth day it was evident that no indisposition would follow.


  Case IX.—Although the cow-pox shields the constitution from the smallpox, and the smallpox proves a protection against its own future poison, yet it appears that the human body is again and again susceptible of the infectious matter of the cow-pox, as the following history will demonstrate.


  William Smith, of Pyrton in this parish, contracted this disease when he lived with a neighbouring farmer in the year 1780. One of the horses belonging to the farm had sore heels, and it fell to his lot to attend him. By these means the infection was carried to the cows, and from the cows it was communicated to Smith. On one of his hands were several ulcerated sores, and he was affected with such symptoms as have been before described.


  In the year 1791 the cow-pox broke out at another farm where he then lived as a servant, and he became affected with it a second time; and in the year 1794 he was so unfortunate as to catch it again. The disease was equally as severe the second and third time as it was on the first. [8]


  [8. This is not the case in general—a second attack is commonly very slight, and so, I am informed, it is among the cows.]


  In the spring of the year 1795 he was twice inoculated, but no affection of the system could be produced from the variolous matter; and he has since associated with those who had the smallpox in its most contagious state without feeling any effect from it.


  Case X.—Simon Nichols lived as a servant with Mr. Bromedge, a gentleman who resides on his own farm in this parish, in the year 1782. He was employed in applying dressings to the sore heels of one of his master’s horses, and at the same time assisted in milking the cows. The cows became affected in consequence, but the disease did not shew itself on their nipples till several weeks after he had begun to dress the horse. He quitted Mr. Bromedge’s service, and went to another farm without any sores upon him; but here his hands soon began to be affected in the common way, and he was much indisposed with the usual symptoms. Concealing the nature of the malady from Mr. Cole, his new master, and being there also employed in milking, the cow-pox was communicated to the cows.


  Some years afterward Nichols was employed in a farm where the smallpox broke out, when I inoculated him with several other patients, with whom he continued during the whole time of their confinement. His arm inflamed, but neither the inflammation nor his associating with the inoculated family produced the least effect upon his constitution.


  Case XI.—William Stinchcomb was a fellow servant with Nichols at Mr. Bromedge’s farm at the time the cattle had the cow-pox, and he was, unfortunately, infected by them. His left hand was very severely affected with several corroding ulcers, and a tumour of considerable size appeared in the axilla of that side. His right hand had only one small tumour upon it, and no tumour discovered itself in the corresponding axilla.


  In the year 1792 Stinchcomb was inoculated with variolous matter, but no consequences ensued beyond a little inflammation in the arm for a few days. A large party were inoculated at the same time, some of whom had the disease in a more violent degree than is commonly seen from inoculation. He purposely associated with them, but could not receive the smallpox.


  During the sickening of some of his companions their symptoms so strongly recalled to his mind his own state when sickening with the cow-pox that he very pertinently remarked their striking similarity.


  Case XII.—The paupers of the village of Tortworth, in this county, were inoculated by Mr. Henry Jenner, Surgeon, of Berkeley, in the year 1795. Among them, eight patients presented themselves who had at different periods of their lives had the cow-pox. One of them, Hester Walkley, I attended with that disease when she lived in the service of a farmer in the same village in the year 1782; but neither this woman, nor any other of the patients who had gone through the cow-pox, received the variolous infection either from the arm or from mixing in the society of the other patients who were inoculated at the same time. This state of security proved a fortunate circumstance, as many of the poor women were at the same time in a state of pregnancy.


  Case XIII.—One instance has occurred to me of the system being affected from the matter issuing from the heels of horses, and of its remaining afterwards unsusceptible of the variolous contagion; another, where the smallpox appeared obscurely; and a third, in which its complete existence was positively ascertained.


  First, Thomas Pearce is the son of a smith and farrier near to this place. He never had the cow-pox; but, in consequence of dressing horses with sore heels at his father’s, when a lad, he had sores on his fingers which suppurated, and which occasioned a pretty severe indisposition. Six years afterwards I inserted variolous matter into his arm repeatedly, without being able to produce any thing more than slight inflammation, which appeared very soon after the matter was applied, and afterwards I exposed him to the contagion of the smallpox with as little effect. [9]


  [9. It is a remarkable fact, and well known to many, that we are frequently foiled in our endeavours to communicate the smallpox by inoculation to blacksmiths, who in the country are farriers. They often, as in the above instance, either resist the contagion entirely, or have the disease anomalously. Shall we not be able to account for this on a rational principle?]


  […]


  


  May 15. Glimpses Into the Beyond


  Volume 20, pp. 102-114


  The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri


  The best part of the Divine Comedy for a few minutes’ reading is the “Inferno.” There the reader finds the most vivid descriptions, the most startling and unforgettable pictures. (Dante born May 15, 1265.)


  The Divine Comedy


  of


  Dante Alighieri


  Hell [Inferno]


  Canto XXV


  Argument.—The sacrilegious Fucci vents his fury in blasphemy, is seized by serpents, and flying is pursued by Cacus in the form of a Centaur, who is described with a swarm of serpents on his haunch, and a dragon on his shoulders breathing forth fire. Our Poet then meets with the spirits of three of his countrymen, two of whom undergo a marvelous transformation in his presence.


  When he had spoke, the sinner raised his hands(1)


  Pointed in mockery and cried” “Take them, God!


  I level them at thee.” From that day forth


  The serpents were my friends; for round his neck


  One of them rolling twisted, as it said,


  “Be silent, tongue!” Another, to his arms


  Upgliding, tied them, riveting itself


  So close, it took from them the power to move.


  Pistoia! ah, Pistoia! why dost doubt


  To turn thee into ashes, cumbering earth


  No longer, since in evil act so far


  Thou hast outdone thy seed? I did not mark,


  Through all the gloomy circles of the abyss,


  Spirit, that swell’d so proudly ’gainst his God;


  Not him,(2) who headlong fell from Thebes. He fled,


  Nor utter’d more; and after him there came


  A Centaur full of fury, shouting, “Where,


  Where is the caitiff?” On Maremma’s marsh(3)


  Swarm not the serpent tribe, as on his haunch


  They swarm’d, to where the human face begins.


  Behind his head, upon the shoulders, lay


  With open wings a dragon, breathing fire


  On whomsoe’er he met. To me my guide:


  “Cacus is this, who underneath the rock


  Of Aventine spread oft a lake of blood.


  He, from his brethren parted, here must tread


  A different journey, for his fraudful theft


  Of the great herd that near him stall’d; whence found


  His felon deeds their end, beneath the mace


  Of stout Alcides, that perchance laid on


  A hundred blows, and not the tenth was felt.”


  While yet he spake, the Centaur sped away:


  And under us three spirits came, of whom


  Nor I nor he was ware, till they exclaim’d,


  “Say who are ye!” We then brake off discourse,


  Intent on these alone. I knew them not:


  But, as it chanceth oft, befell that one


  Had need to name another. “Where,” said he,


  “Doth Cianfa(4) lurk?” I, for a sign my guide


  Should stand attentive, placed against my lips


  The finger lifted. If, O reader! now


  Thou be not apt to credit what I tell,


  No marvel; for myself do scarce allow


  The witness of mine eyes. But as I look’d


  Toward them, lo! a serpent with six feet


  Springs forth on one, and fastens full upon him:


  His midmost grasp’d the belly, a forefoot


  Seized on each arm (while deep in either cheek


  He flesh’d his fangs); the hinder on the thighs


  Were spread, ’twixt which the tail inserted curl’d


  Upon the reins behind. Ivy ne’er clasp’d


  A dodder’d oak, as round the other’s limbs


  The hideous monster intertwined his own.


  Then, as they both had been of burning wax,


  Each melted into other, mingling hues,


  That which was either now was seen no more.


  Thus up the shrinking paper, ere it burns,


  A brown tint glides, not turning yet to black,


  And the clean white expires. The other two


  Look’d on exclaiming, “Ah! how dost thou change,


  Agnello!(5) See! Thou art nor double now,


  Nor only one.” The two heads now became


  One, and two figures blended in one form


  Appear’d, where both were lost. Of the four lengths


  Two arms were made: the belly and the chest,


  The thighs and legs, into such members changed


  As never eye hath seen. Of former shape


  All trace was vanish’d. Two, yet neither, seem’d


  That image miscreate, and so pass’d on


  With tardy steps. As underneath the scourge


  Of the fierce dog-star that lays bare the fields,


  Shifting from brake to brake the lizard seems


  A flash of lightning, if he thwart the road;


  So toward the entrails of the other two


  Approaching seem’d an adder all on fire,


  As the dark pepper-grain livid and swart.


  In that part, whence our life is nourish’d first,


  Once he transpierced; then down before him fell


  Stretch’d out. The pierced spirit look’d on him,


  But spake not; yea, stood motionless and yawn’d,


  As if by sleep or feverous fit assail’d.


  He eyed the serpent, and the serpent him.


  One from the wound, the other from the mouth


  Breathed a thick smoke, whose vapory columns join’d.


  Lucan in mute attention now may hear,


  Nor thy disastrous fate, Sabellus, tell,


  Nor thine, Nasidius. Ovid now be mute.


  What if in warbling fiction he record


  Cadmus and Arethusa, to a snake


  Him changed, and her into a fountain clear,


  I envy not; for never face to face


  Two natures thus transmuted did he sing,


  Wherein both shapes were ready to assume


  The other’s substance. They in mutual guise


  So answer’d that the serpent split his train


  Divided to a fork, and the pierced spirit


  Drew close his steps together, legs and thighs


  Compacted, that no sign of juncture soon


  Was visible: the tail, disparted, took


  The figure which the spirit lost; its skin


  Softening, his indurated to a rind.


  The shoulders next I mark’d, that entering join’d


  The monster’s arm-pits, whose two shorter feet


  So lengthen’d, as the others dwindling shrunk.


  The feet behind then twisting up became


  That part that man conceals, which in the wretch


  Was cleft in twain. While both the shadowy smoke


  With a new color veils, and generates


  The excrescent pile on one, peeling it off


  From the other body, lo! upon his feet


  One upright rose, and prone the other fell.


  Nor yet their glaring and malignant lamps


  Were shifted, though each feature changed beneath.


  Of him who stood erect, the mounting face


  Retreated toward the temples, and what there


  Superfluous matter came, shot out in ears


  From the smooth cheeks; the rest, not backward dragg’d,


  Of its excess did shape the nose; and swell’d


  Into due size protuberant the lips.


  He, on the earth who lay, meanwhile extends


  His sharpen’d visage, and draws down the ears


  Into the head, as doth the slug his horns.


  His tongue, continuous before and apt


  For utterance, severs; and the other’s fork


  Closing unites. That done, the smoke was laid.


  The soul, transform’d into the brute, glides off,


  Hissing along the vale, and after him


  The other talking sputters; but soon turn’d


  His new-grown shoulders on him, and in few


  Thus to another spake: “Along this path


  Crawling, as I have done, speed Buoso now!”


  So saw I fluctuate in successive change


  The unsteady ballast of the seventh hold:


  And here if aught my pen have swerved, events


  So strange may be its warrant. O’er mine eyes


  Confusion hung, and on my thoughts amaze.


  Yet ’scaped they not so covertly, but well


  I mark’d Sciancato: he alone it was


  Of the three first that came, who changed not: tho’


  The other’s fate, Gaville! still dost rue.


  Canto XXVI


  Argument.—Remounting by the steps, down which they have descended to the seventh gulf, they go forward to the arch that stretches over the eighth, and from thence behold numberless flames wherein are punished the evil counsellors, each flame containing a sinner, save one, in which were Diomede and Ulysses, the latter of whom relates the manner of his death.


  Florence, exult! for thou so mightily


  Hast thriven, that o’er land and sea thy wings


  Thou beatest, and thy name spreads over hell.


  Among the plunderers, such the three I found


  Thy citizens; whence shame to me thy son,


  And no proud honour to thyself redounds.


  But if our minds, when dreaming near the dawn,


  Are of the truth presageful, thou ere long


  Shalt feel what Prato(6) (not to say the rest)


  Would fain might come upon thee; and that chance


  Were in good time, if it befell thee now.


  Would so it were, since it must needs befall!


  For as time wears me, I shall grieve the more.


  We from the depth departed; and my guide


  Remounting scaled the flinty steps, which late


  We downward traced, and drew me up the steep.


  Pursuing thus our solitary way


  Among the crags and splinters of the rock,


  Sped not our feet without the help of hands.


  Then sorrow seized me, which e’en now revives,


  As my thought turns again to what I saw,


  And, more than I am wont, I rein and curb


  The powers of nature in me, lest they run


  Where Virtue guides not; that, if aught of good


  My gentle star or something better gave me,


  I envy not myself the precious boon.


  As in that season, when the sun least veils


  His face that lightens all, what time the fly


  Gives way to the shrill gnat, the peasant then,


  Upon some cliff reclined, beneath him sees


  Fire-flies innumerous spangling o’er the vale,


  Vineyard or tilth, where his day-labor lies;


  With flames so numberless throughout its space


  Shone the eighth chasm, apparent, when the depth


  Was to my view exposed. As he, whose wrongs


  The bears avenged, as its departure saw


  Elijah’s chariot, when the steeds erect


  Raised their steep flight for heaven; his eyes meanwhile,


  Straining pursued them, till the flame alone,


  Upsoaring like a misty speck, he kenn’d:


  E’en thus along the gulf moves every flame,


  A sinner so enfolded close in each,


  That none exhibits token of the theft.


  Upon the bridge I forward bent to look


  And grasp’d a flinty mass, or else had fallen,


  Though push’d not from the height. The guide, who mark’d


  How I did gaze attentive, thus began:


  “Within these ardours are the spirits; each


  Swatched in confining fire.” “Master! thy word,”


  I answer’d, “hath assured me; yet I deem’d


  Already of the truth, already wish’d


  To ask thee who is in yon fire, that comes


  So parted at the summit, as it seem’d


  Ascending from that funeral pile(7) where lay


  The Theban brothers.” He replied: “Within,


  Ulysses there and Diomede endure


  Their penal tortures, thus to vengeance now


  Together hasting, as erewhile to wrath


  These in the flame with ceaseless groans deplore


  The ambush of the horse,(8) that open’d wide


  A portal for the goodly seed to pass,


  Which sow’d imperial Rome; nor less the guile


  Lament they, whence, of her Achilles ’reft,


  Deidamia yet in death complains.


  And there is rued the stratagem that Troy


  Of her Palladium spoil’d.”—“If they have power


  Of utterance from within these sparks,” said I,


  “O master! think my prayer a thousand-fold


  In repetition urged, that thou vouchsafe


  To pause till here the horned flame arrive.


  See, how toward it with desires I bend.”


  He thus: “Thy prayer is worthy of much praise,


  And I accept it therefore; but do thou


  Thy tongue refrain: to question them be mine;


  For I divine thy wish: and they perchance,


  For they were Greeks,(9) might shun discourse with thee.”


  When there the flame had come, where time and place


  Seem’d fitting to my guide, he thus began:


  “O ye, who dwell two spirits in one fire!


  If, living, I of you did merit aught,


  Whate’er the measure were of that desert,


  When in the world my lofty strain I pour’d,


  Move ye not on, till one of you unfold


  In what clime death o’ertook him self-destroy’d.”


  Of the old flame forthwith the greater horn


  Began to roll, murmuring, as a fire


  That labors with the wind, then to and fro


  Wagging the top, as a tongue uttering sounds,


  Threw out its voice, and spake: “When I escaped


  From Circe, who beyond a circling year


  Had held me near Caieta by her charms,


  Ere thus Æneas yet had named the shore;


  Nor fondness for my son, nor reverence


  Of my old father, nor return of love,


  That should have crown’d Penelope with joy,


  Could overcome in me the zeal I had


  To explore the world, and search the ways of life,


  Man’s evil and his virtue. Forth I sail’d


  Into the deep illimitable main,


  With but one bark, and the small faithful band


  That yet cleaved to me. As Iberia far,


  Far as Marocco, either shore I saw,


  And the Sardinian and each isle beside


  Which round that ocean bathes. Tardy with age


  Were I and my companions, when we came


  To the strait pass,(10) where Hercules ordain’d


  The boundaries not to be o’erstepp’d by man.


  The walls of Seville to my right I left,


  On the other hand already Ceuta past.


  ‘O brothers!’ I began, ‘who to the west


  Through perils without number now have reach’d;


  To this the short remaining watch, that yet


  Our senses have to wake, refuse not proof


  Of the unpeopled world, following the track


  Of Phœbus. Call to mind from whence ye sprang:


  Ye were not form’d to live the life of brutes,


  But virtue to pursue and knowledge high.’


  With these few words I sharpen’d for the voyage


  The mind of my associates, that I then


  Could scarcely have withheld them. To the dawn


  Our poop we turn’d, and for the witless flight


  Made our oars wings, still gaining on the left.


  Each star of the other pole night now beheld,


  And ours so low, that from the ocean floor


  It rose not. Five times reillumed, as oft


  Vanish’d the light from underneath the moon,


  Since the deep way we enter’d, when from far


  Appear’d a mountain dim,(11) loftiest methought


  Of all I e’er beheld. Joy seized us straight;


  But soon to mourning changed. From the new land


  A whirlwind sprung, and at her foremost side


  Did strike the vessel. Thrice it whirl’d her round


  With all the waves; the fourth time lifted up


  The poop, and sank the prow: so fate decreed:


  And over us the booming billow closed.”(12)


  Canto XXVII


  Argument.—The Poet, treating of the same punishment as in the last Canto, relates that he turned toward a flame in which was the Count Guido da Montefeltro, whose inquiries respecting the state of Romagna he answers; and Guido is thereby induced to declare who he is, and why condemned to that torment.


  Now upward rose the flame, and still’d its light


  To speak no more, and now pass’d on with leave


  From the mild poet gain’d; when following came


  Another, from whose top a sound confused,


  Forth issuing, drew our eyes that way to look.


  As the Sicilian bull,(13) that rightfully


  His cries first echoed who had shaped its mould,


  Did so rebellow, with the voice of him


  Tormented, that the brazen monster seem’d


  Pierced through with pain; thus, while no way they found,


  Nor avenue immediate through the flame,


  Into its language turn’d the dismal words:


  But soon as they had won their passage forth,


  Up from the point, which vibrating obey’d


  Their motion at the tongue, these sounds were heard:


  “O thou! to whom I now direct my voice,


  That lately didst exclaim in Lombard phrase,


  ‘Depart thou; I solicit thee no more;’


  Though somewhat tardy I perchance arrive,


  Let it not irk thee here to pause awhile,


  And with me parley: lo! it irks not me,


  And yet I burn. If but e’en now thou fall


  Into this blind world, from that pleasant land


  Of Latium, whence I draw my sum of guilt,


  Tell me if those who in Romagna dwell


  Have peace or war. For of the mountains there(14)


  Was I, betwixt Urbino and the height


  Whence Tiber first unlocks his mighty flood.”


  Leaning I listen’d yet with heedful ear,


  When, as he touch’d my side, the leader thus:


  “Speak thou: he is a Latian.” My reply


  Was ready, and I spake without delay:


  “O spirit! who art hidden here below,


  Never was thy Romagna without war


  In her proud tyrants’ bosoms, nor is now:


  But open war there left I none. The state,


  Ravenna hath maintain’d this many a year,


  Is steadfast. There Polenta’s eagle(15) broods;


  And in his broad circumference of plume


  O’ershadows Cervia. The green talons grasp


  The land,(16) that stood erewhile the proof so long


  And piled in bloody heap the host of France.


  “The old mastiff of Verrucchio and the young,(17)


  That tore Montagna(18) in their wrath, still make,


  Where they are wont, an augre of their fangs.


  “Lamone’s city, and Santerno’s,(19) range


  Under the lion of the snowy lair,(20)


  Inconstant partisan, that changeth sides,


  Or ever summer yields to winter’s frost.


  And she, whose flank is wash’d of Savio’s wave,(21)


  As ’twixt the level and the steep she lies,


  Lives so ’twixt tyrant power and liberty.


  “Now tell us, I entreat thee, who art thou:


  Be not more hard than others. In the world,


  So may thy name still rear its forehead high.”


  Then roar’d awhile the fire, its sharpen’d point


  On either side waved, and thus breathed at last:


  “If I did think my answer were to one


  Who ever could return unto the world,


  This flame should rest unshaken. But since ne’er,


  If true be told me, any from this depth


  Has found his upward way, I answer thee,


  Nor fear lest infamy record the words.


  “A man of arms(22) at first, I clothed me then


  In good Saint Francis’ girdle, hoping so


  To have made amends. And certainly my hope


  Had fail’d not, but that he, whom curses light on,


  The high priest,(23) again seduced me into sin.


  And how, and wherefore, listen while I tell.


  Long as this spirit moved the bones and pulp


  My mother gave me, less my deeds bespake


  The nature of the lion than the fox.


  All ways of winding subtlety I knew,


  And with such art conducted, that the sound


  Reach’d the world’s limit. Soon as to that part


  Of life I found me come, and when each behoves


  To lower sails and gather in the lines;


  That, which before had pleased me, then I rued,


  And to repentance and confession turn’d,


  Wretch that I was; and well it had bestead me.


  The chief of the new Pharisees(24) meantime,


  Waging his warfare near the Lateran,


  Not with the Saracens or Jews (his foes


  All Christians were, nor against Acre one


  Had fought,(25) nor traffick’d in the Soldan’s land),


  He, his great charge nor sacred ministry,


  In himself reverenced, nor in me that cord


  Which used to mark with leanness whom it girded.


  As in Soracte, Constantine besought,


  To cure his leprosy, Sylvester’s aid;


  So me, to cure the fever of his pride,


  This man besought: my counsel to that end


  He ask’d; and I was silent; for his words


  Seem’d drunken: but forthwith he thus resumed:


  ‘From thy heart banish fear: of all offence


  I hitherto absolve thee. In return,


  Teach me my purpose so to execute,


  That Penestrino cumber earth no more.


  Heaven, as thou knowest, I have power to shut


  And open: and the keys are therefore twain,


  The which my predecessor(26) meanly prized.’


  “Then, yielding to the forceful arguments,


  Of silence, as more perilous I deem’d,


  And answer’d: ‘Father! since thou washest me


  Clear of that guilt wherein I now must fall,


  Large promise with performance scant, be sure,


  Shall make thee triumph in thy lofty seat.’


  “When I was number’d with the dead, then came


  Saint Francis for me; but a cherub dark


  He met, who cried, ‘Wrong me not; he is mine,


  And must below to join the wretched crew,


  For the deceitful counsel which he gave.


  E’er since I watch’d him, hovering at his hair.


  No power can the impenitent absolve;


  Nor to repent, and will, at once consist,


  By contradiction absolute forbid.’


  Oh misery! how I shook myself, when he


  Seized me, and cried, “Thou haply thought’st me not


  A disputant in logic so exact!’


  To Minos down he bore me; and the judge


  Twined eight times round his callous back the tail,


  Which biting with excess of rage, he spake:


  ‘This is a guilty soul, that in the fire


  Must vanish.’ Hence, perdition-doom’d, I rove


  A prey to rankling sorrow, in this garb.”


  When he had thus fulfill’d his words, the flame


  In dolour parted, beating to and fro,


  And writhing its sharp horn. We onward went,


  I and my leader, up along the rock,


  Far as another arch, that overhangs


  The foss, wherein the penalty is paid


  Of those who load them with committed sin.


  


  May 16. Favorite Superstitions of Celtic Imagination


  Volume 32, pp. 145-155


  Literary and Philosophical Essays


  Chessboards on which, of their own accord, black pieces played against white; chariots that swiftly turned hither and yon without a driver; pots in which a coward’s meat would not cook—all these are woven into bewitching stories.


  The Poetry of the Celtic Races


  Ernest Renan


  Translated by W. G. Hutchson


  […]


  II


  At a first glance the literature of Wales is divided into three perfectly distinct branches: the bardic or lyric, which shines forth in splendour in the sixth century by the works of Taliessin, of Aneurin, and of Liwarc’h Hen, and continues through an uninterrupted series of imitations up to modern times; the Mabinogion, or literature of romance, fixed towards the twelfth century, but linking themselves in the groundwork of their ideas with the remotest ages of the Celtic genius; finally, an ecclesiastical and legendary literature, impressed with a distinct stamp of its own. These three literatures seem to have existed side by side, almost without knowledge of one another. The bards, proud of their solemn rhetoric, held in disdain the popular tales, the form of which they considered careless; on the other hand, both bards and romancers appear to have had few relations with the clergy; and one at times might be tempted to suppose that they ignored the existence of Christianity. To our thinking it is in the Mabinogion that the true expression of the Celtic genius is to be sought; and it is surprising that so curious a literature, the source of nearly all the romantic creations of Europe, should have remained unknown until our own days. The cause is doubtless to be ascribed to the dispersed state of the Welsh manuscripts, pursued till last century by the English, as seditious books compromising those who possessed them. Often too they fell into hands of ignorant owners, whose caprice or ill-will sufficed to keep them from critical research.


  The Mabinogion have been preserved for us in two principal documents—one of the thirteenth century from the library of Hengurt, belonging to the Vaughan family; the other dating from the fourteenth century, known under the name of the Red Book of Hergest, and now in Jesus College, Oxford. No doubt it was some such collection that charmed the weary hours of the hapless Leolin in the Tower of London, and was burned after his condemnation, with the other Welsh books which had been the companions of his captivity. Lady Charlotte Guest has based her edition on the Oxford manuscript; it cannot be sufficiently regretted that paltry considerations have caused her to be refused the use of the earlier manuscript, of which the later appears to be only a copy. Regrets are redoubled when one knows that several Welsh texts, which were seen and copied fifty years ago, have now disappeared. It is in the presence of facts such as these that one comes to believe that revolutions—in general so destructive of the works of the past—are favourable to the preservation of literary monuments, by compelling their concentration in great centres, where their existence, as well as their publicity, is assured.


  The general tone of the Mabinogion is rather romantic than epic. Life is treated naively and not too emphatically. The hero’s individuality is limitless. We have free and noble natures acting in all their spontaneity. Each man appears as a kind of demi-god characterised by a supernatural gift. This gift if nearly always connected with some miraculous object, which in some measure is the personal seal of him who possesses it. The inferior classes, which this people of heroes necessarily supposes beneath it, scarcely show themselves, except in the exercise of some trade, for practising which they are held in high esteem. The somewhat complicated products of human industry are regarded as living beings, and in their manner endowed with magical properties. A multiplicity of celebrated objects have proper names, such as the drinking-cup, the lance, the sword, and the shield of Arthur; the chess-board of Gwendolen, on which the black pieces played of their own accord against the white; the horn of Bran Galed, where one found whatever liquor one desired; the chariot of Morgan, which directed itself to the place to which one wished to go; the pot of Tyrnog, which would not cook when meat for a coward was put into it; the grindstone of Tudwal, which would only sharpen brave men’s swords; the coat of Padarn, which none save a noble could don; and the mantle of Tegan, which no woman could put upon herself were she not above reproach. [4] The animal is conceived in a still more individual way; it has a proper name, personal qualities, and a rôle which it develops at its own will and with full consciousness. The same hero appears as at once man and animal, without it being possible to trace the line of demarcation between the two natures.


  [4. Here may be recognized the origin of trial by court mantle, one of the most interesting episodes in Lancelot of the Lake.]


  The tale of Kilhwch and Olwen, the most extraordinary of the Mabinogion, deals with Arthur’s struggle against the wild-boar king Twrch Trwyth, who with his seven cubs holds in check all the heroes of the Round Table. The adventures of the three hundred ravens of Kerverhenn similarly form the subject of the Dream of Rhonabwy. The idea of moral merit and demerit is almost wholly absent from all these compositions. There are wicked beings who insult ladies, who tyrannise over their neighbours, who only find pleasure in evil because such is their nature; but it does not appear that they incur wrath on that account. Arthur’s knights pursue them, not as criminals but as mischievous fellows. All other beings are perfectly good and just, but more or less richly gifted. This is the dream of an amiable and gentle race which looks upon evil as being the work of destiny, and not a product of the human conscience. All nature is enchanted, and fruitful as imagination itself in indefinitely varied creations. Christianity rarely discloses itself; although at times its proximity can be felt, it alters in no respect the purely natural surroundings in which everything takes place. A bishop figures at table beside Arthur, but his function is strictly limited to blessing the dishes. The Irish saints, who at one time present themselves to give their benediction to Arthur and receive favours at his hands, are portrayed as a race of men vaguely known and difficult to understand. No mediæval literature held itself further removed from all monastic influence. We evidently must suppose that the Welsh bards and story-tellers lived in a state of great isolation from the clergy, and had their culture and traditions quite apart.


  The charm of the Mabinogion principally resides in the amiable serenity of the Celtic mind, neither sad nor gay, ever in suspense between a smile and a tear. We have in them the simple recital of a child, unwitting of any distinction between the noble and the common; there is something of that softly animated world, of that calm and tranquil ideal to which Ariosto’s stanzas transport us. The chatter of the later mediæval French and German imitators can give no idea of this charming manner of narration. The skilful Chrétien de Troyes himself remains in this respect far below the Welsh story-tellers, and as for Wolfram of Eschenbach, it must be avowed that the joy of the first discovery has carried German critics too far in the exaggeration of his merits. He loses himself in interminable descriptions, and almost completely ignores the art of his recital.


  What strikes one at a first glance in the imaginative compositions of the Celtic races, above all when they are contrasted with those of the Teutonic races, is the extreme mildness of manners pervading them. There are none of those frightful vengeances which fill the Edda and the Niebelungen. Compare the Teutonic with the Gaelic hero,—Beowulf with Peredur, for example. What a difference there is! In the one all the horror of disgusting and blood-embrued barbarism, the drunkenness of carnage, the disinterested taste, if I may say so, for destruction and death; in the other a profound sense of justice, a great height of personal pride it is true, but also a great capacity for devotion, an exquisite loyalty. The tyrannical man, the monster, the Black Man, find a place here like the Lestrigons and the Cyclops of Homer only to inspire horror by contrast with softer manners; they are almost what the wicked man is in the naive imagination of a child brought up by a mother in the ideas of a gentle and pious morality. The primitive man of Teutonism is revolting by his purposeless brutality, by a love of evil that only gives him skill and strength in the service of hatred and injury. The Cymric hero on the other hand, even in his wildest flights, seems possessed by habits of kindness and a warm sympathy with the weak. Sympathy indeed is one of the deepest feelings among the Celtic peoples. Even Judas is not denied a share of their pity. St. Brandan found him upon a rock in the midst of the Polar seas; once a week he passes a day there to refresh himself from the fires of hell. A cloak that he had given to a beggar is hung before him, and tempers his sufferings.


  If Wales has a right to be proud of her Mabinogion, she has not less to felicitate herself in having found a translator truly worthy of interpreting them. For the proper understanding of these original beauties there was needed a delicate appreciation of Welsh narration, and an intelligence of the naive order, qualities of which an erudite translator would with difficulty have been capable. To render these gracious imaginings of a people so eminently dowered with feminine tact, the pen of a woman was necessary. Simple, animated, without effort and without vulgarity, Lady Guest’s translation is a faithful mirror of the original Cymric. Even supposing that, as regards philology, the labours of this noble Welsh lady be destined to receive improvement, that does not prevent her book from for ever remaining a work of erudition and highly distinguished taste. [5]


  [5. M. de la Villemarqué published in 1842 under the title of Contes populaires des anciens Bretons, a French translation of the narratives that Lady Guest had already presented in English at that time.]


  The Mabinogion, or at least the writings which Lady Guest thought she ought to include under this common name, divide themselves into two perfectly distinct classes—some connected exclusively with the two peninsulas of Wales and Cornwall, and relating to the heroic personality of Arthur; the others alien to Arthur, having for their scene not only the parts of England that have remained Cymric, but the whole of Great Britain, and leading us back by the persons and traditions mentioned in them to the later years of the Roman occupation. The second class, of greater antiquity than the first, at least on the ground of subject, is also distinguished by a much more mythological character, a bolder use of the miraculous, an enigmatical form, a style full of alliteration and plays upon words. Of this number are the tales of Pwyll, of Branwen, of Manawyddan, of Math the son of Mathonwy, the Dream of the Emperor Maximus, the story of Llud and Llewelys, and the legend of Taliessin. To the Arthurian cycle belong the narratives of Owen, of Geraint, of Peredur, of Kilhwch and Olwen, and the Dream of Rhonabwy. It is also to be remarked that the two last-named narratives have a particularly antique character. In them Arthur dwells in Cornwall, and not as in the others at Caerleon on the Usk. In them he appears with an individual character, hunting and taking a personal part in warfare, while in the more modern tales he is only an emperor all-powerful and impassive, a truly sluggard hero, around whom a pleiad of active heroes groups itself. The Mabinogi of Kilhwch and Olwen, by its entirely primitive aspect, by the part played in it by the wild-boar in conformity to the spirit of Celtic mythology, by the wholly supernatural and magical character of the narration, by innumerable allusions the sense of which escapes us, forms a cycle by itself. It represents for us the Cymric conception in all its purity, before it had been modified by the introduction of any foreign element. Without attempting here to analyse this curious poem, I should like by some extracts to make its antique aspect and high originality apparent.


  Kilhwch, the son of Kilydd, prince of Kelyddon, having heard some one mention the name of Olwen, daughter of Yspaddaden Penkawr, falls violently in love, without having ever seen her. He goes to find Arthur, that he may ask for his aid in the difficult undertaking which he meditates; in point of fact, he does not know in what country the fair one of his affection dwells. Yspaddaden is besides a frightful tyrant who suffers no man to go from his castle alive, and whose death is linked by destiny to the marriage of his daughter. [6] Arthur grants Kilhwch some of his most valiant comrades in arms to assist him in this enterprise. After wonderful adventures the knights arrive at the castle of Yspaddaden, and succeed in seeing the young maiden of Kilhwch’s dream. Only after three days of persistent struggle do they manage to obtain a response from Olwen’s father, who attaches his daughter’s hand to conditions apparently impossible of realisation. The performance of these trials makes a long chain of adventures, the framework of a veritable romantic epic which has come to us in a very fragmentary form. Of the thirty-eight adventures imposed on Kilhwch the manuscript used by Lady Guest only relates seven or eight. I choose at random one of these narratives, which appears to me fitted to give an idea of the whole composition. It deals with the finding of Mabon the son of Modron, who was carried away from his mother three days after his birth, and whose deliverance is one of the labours exacted of Kilhwch.


  [6. The idea of making the death of the father the condition of possession of the daughter is to be found in several romances of the Breton cycle, in Lancelot for example.]


  “His followers said unto Arthur, ‘Lord, go thou home; thou canst not proceed with thy host in quest of such small adventures as these.’ Then said Arthur, ‘It were well for thee, Gwrhyr Gwalstawd Ieithoedd, to go upon this quest, for thou knowest all languages, and art familiar with those of the birds and the beasts. Thou, Eidoel, oughtest likewise to go with my men in search of thy cousin. And as for you, Kai and Bedwyr, I have hope of whatever adventure ye are in quest of, that ye will achieve it. Achieve ye this adventure for me.”


  They went forward until they came to the Ousel of Cilgwri. And Gwrhyr adjured her for the sake of Heaven, saying, “Tell me if thou knowest aught of Mabon the son of Modron, who was taken when three nights old from between his mother and the wall.” And the Ousel answered, “When I first came here there was a smith’s anvil in this place, and I was then a young bird; and from that time no work has been done upon it, save the pecking of my beak every evening, and now there is not so much as the size of a nut remaining thereof; yet all the vengeance of Heaven be upon me, if during all that time I have ever heard of the man for whom you enquire. Nevertheless I will do that which is right, and that which it is fitting I should do for an embassy from Arthur. There is a race of animals who were formed before me, and I will be your guide to them.”


  So they proceeded to the place where was the Stag of Redynvre. “Stag of Redynvre, behold we are come to thee, an embassy from Arthur, for we have not heard of any animal older than thou. Say, knowest thou aught of Mabon the son of Modron, who was taken from his mother when three nights old?” The Stag said, “When first I came hither there was a plain all around me, without any trees save one oak sapling, which grew up to be an oak with an hundred branches. And that oak has since perished, so that now nothing remains of it but the withered stump; and from that day to this I have been here, yet have I never heard of the man for whom you enquire. Nevertheless, being an embassy from Arthur, I will be your guide to the place where there is an animal which was formed before I was.”


  So they proceeded to the place where was the Owl of Cwm Cawlwyd. “Owl of Cwm Cawlwyd, here is an embassy from Arthur; knowest thou aught of Mabon the son of Modron, who was taken after three nights from his mother?” “If I knew I would tell you. When first I came hither, the wide valley you see was a wooded glen. And a race of men came and rooted it up. And there grew there a second wood; and this wood is the third. My wings, are they not withered stumps? Yet all this time, even until to-day, I have never heard of the man for whom you enquire. Nevertheless I will be the guide of Arthur’s embassy until you come to the place where is the oldest animal in the world, and the one that has travelled most, the Eagle of Gwern Abwy.”


  Gwrhyr said, “Eagle of Gwern Abwy, we have come to thee an embassy from Arthur, to ask thee if thou knowest aught of Mabon the son of Modron, who was taken from his mother when he was three nights old.” The Eagle said, “I have been here for a great space of time, and when I first came hither there was a rock here, from the top of which I pecked at the stars every evening; and now it is not so much as a span high. From that day to this I have been here, and I have never heard of the man for whom you enquire, except once when I went in search of food as far as Llyn Llyw. And when I came there, I struck my talons into a salmon, thinking he would serve me as food for a long time. But he drew me into the deep, and I was scarcely able to escape from him. After that I went with my whole kindred to attack him and to try to destroy him, but he sent messengers, and made peace with me; and came and besought me to take fifty fish spears out of his back. Unless he know something of him whom you seek, I cannot tell who may. However, I will guide you to the place where he is.”


  So they went thither; and the Eagle said, “Salmon of Llyn Llyw, I have come to thee with an embassy from Arthur, to ask thee if thou knowest aught concerning Mabon the son of Modron, Who was taken away at three nights old from his mother.” “As much as I know I will tell thee. With every tide I go along the river upwards, until I come near to the walls of Gloucester, and there have I found such wrong as I never found elsewhere; and to the end that ye may give credence thereto, let one of you go thither upon each of my two shoulders.” So Kai and Gwrhyr Gwalstawd Ieithoedd went upon the shoulders of the salmon, and they proceeded until they came unto the wall of the prison, and they heard a great wailing and lamenting from the dungeon. Said Gwrhyr, “Who is it that laments in this house of stone?” “Alas there is reason enough for whoever is here to lament. It is Mabon the son of Modron who is here imprisoned; and no imprisonment was ever so grievous as mine, neither that of Lludd Llaw Ereint, nor that of Greid the son of Eri.” “Hast thou hope of being released for gold or for silver, or for any gifts of wealth, or through battle and fighting?” “By fighting will whatever I may gain be obtained.”


  We shall not follow the Cymric hero through trials the result of which can be foreseen. What, above all else, is striking in these strange legends is the part played by animals, transformed by the Welsh imagination into intelligent beings. No race conversed so intimately as did the Celtic race with the lower creation, and accorded it so large a share of moral life. [7] The close association of man and animal, the fictions so dear to mediæval poetry of the Knight of the Lion, the Knight of the Falcon, the Knight of the Swan, the vows consecrated by the presence of birds of noble repute, are equally Breton imaginings. Ecclesiastical literature itself presents analogous features; gentleness towards animals informs all the legends of the saints of Brittany and Ireland. One day St. Kevin fell asleep, while he was praying at his window with outstretch arms; and a swallow perceiving the open hand of the venerable monk, considered it an excellent place wherein to make her nest. The saint on awaking saw the mother sitting upon her eggs, and, loth to disturb her, waited for the little ones to be hatched before he arose from his knees.


  [7. See especially the narratives of Nennius, and of Giraldus Cambrensis. In them animals have at least as important a part as men.]


  This touching sympathy was derived from the singular vivacity with which the Celtic races have inspired their feeling for nature. Their mythology is nothing more than a transparent naturalism, not that anthropomorphic naturalism of Greece and Indian, in which the forces of the universe, viewed as living beings and endowed with consciousness, tend more and more to detach themselves from physical phenomena, and to become moral beings; but in some measure a realistic naturalism, the love of nature for herself, the vivid impression of her magic, accompanied by the sorrowful feeling that man knows, when face to face with her, he believes that he hears her commune with him concerning his origin and his destiny. The legend of Merlin mirrors this feeling. Seduced by a fairy of the woods he flies with her and becomes a savage. Arthur’s messengers come upon him as he is singing by the side of a fountain; he is led back again to court; but the charm carries him away. He returns to his forests, and this time for ever. Under a thicket of hawthorn Vivien has built him a magical prison. There he prophesies the future of the Celtic races; he speaks of a maiden of the woods, now visible and now unseen, who holds him captive by her spells. Several Arthurian legends are impressed with the same character. Arthur himself in popular belief became, as it were, a woodland spirit. “The foresters on their nightly round by the light of the moon,” says Gervais of Tilbury, [8] “often hear a great sound as of horns, and meet bands of huntsmen; when they are asked whence they come, these huntsmen make reply that they are of King Arthur’s following.” [9] Even the French imitators of the Breton romances keep an impression—although a rather insipid one—of attraction exercised by nature on the Celtic imagination. Elaine, the heroine of Lancelot, the ideal of Breton perfection, passes her life with her companions in a garden, in the midst of flowers which she tends. Every flower culled by her hands is at the instant restored to life; and the worshippers of her memory are under an obligation, when they cut a flower, to sow another in its place.


  [8. An English chronicler of the twelfth century.]


  [9. This manner of explaining all the unknown noises of the wood by Arthur’s Hunting is still to be found in several districts. To understand properly the cult of nature, and, if I may say so, of landscape among the Celts, see Gildas and Nennius, pp. 131, 136, 137, etc. (Edit. San Marte, Berlin, 1884).]


  The worship of forest, and fountain, and stone is to be explained by this primitive naturalism, which all the Councils of the Church held in Brittany united to proscribe. The stone, in truth, seems the natural symbol of the Celtic races. It is an immutable witness that has no death. The animal, the plant, above all the human figure, only express the divine life under a determinate form; the stone on the contrary, adapted to receive all forms, has been the fetish of peoples in their childhood. Pausanias saw, still standing erect, the thirty square stones of Pharæ, each bearing the name of a divinity. The men-hir to be met with over the whole surface of the ancient world, what is it but the monument of primitive humanity, a living witness of its faith in Heaven? [10]


  [10. It is, however, doubtful whether the monuments known in France as Celtic (men-hir, dol-men, etc.) are the work of the Celts. With M. Worsaae and the Copenhagen archæologists, I am inclined to think that these monuments belong to a more ancient humanity. Never, in fact, has any branch of the Indo-European race built in this fashion. (See two articles by M. Mérimée in L’Athenæum français, Sept. 11th, 1852, and April 25th, 1853.)]


  It has frequently been observed that the majority of popular beliefs still extant in our different provinces are of Celtic origin. A not less remarkable fact is the strong tinge of naturalism dominant in these beliefs. Nay more, every time that the old Celtic spirit appears in our history, there is to be seen, re-born with it, faith in nature and her magic influences. One of the most characteristic of these manifestations seems to me to be that of Joan of Arc. That indomitable hope, that tenacity in the affirmation of the future, that belief that the salvation of the kingdom will come from a woman,—all those features, far removed as they are from the taste of antiquity, and from Teutonic taste, are in many respects Celtic. The memory of the ancient cult perpetuated itself at Domremy, as in so many other places, under the form of popular superstition. The cottage of the family of Arc was shaded by a beech tree, famed in the country and reputed to be the abode of fairies. In her childhood Joan used to go and hang upon its branches garlands of leaves and flowers, which, so it was said, disappeared during the night. The terms of her accusation speak with horror of this innocent custom, as of a crime against the faith; and indeed they were not altogether deceived, those unpitying theologians who judged the holy maid. Although she knew it not, she was more Celtic than Christian. She has been foretold by Merlin; she knows of neither Pope nor Church,—she only believes the voice that speaks in her own heart. This voice she hears in the fields, in the sough of the wind among the trees, when measured and distant sounds fall upon her ears. During her trial, worn out with questions and scholastic subtleties, she is asked whether she still hears her voices. “Take me to the woods,” she says, “and I shall hear them clearly.” Her legend is tinged with the same colours; nature loved her, the wolves never touched the sheep of her flock. When she was a little girl, the birds used to come and eat bread from her lap as though they were tame. [11]


  [11. Since the first publication of these views, on which I should not like more emphasis to be put than what belongs to a passing impression, similar considerations have been developed, in terms that appear a little too positive, by M. H. Martin (History of France, vol. vi., 1856). The objections raised to it are, for the most part, due to the fact that very few people are capable of delicately appreciating questions of this kind, relative to the genius of races. It frequently happens that the resurrection of an old national genius takes place under a very different form from that which one would have expected, and by means of individuals who have no idea of the ethnographical part which they play.]


  […]


  


  May 17. An Honest Life's Reward


  Volume 2, pp. 24-30


  The Apology of Socrates, Plato


  Condemned for impiety, Socrates felt so justified in the virtue of his past action that instead of receiving a death sentence, he told the judges he should be maintained at public expense as a public benefactor.


  The Apology of Socrates


  Plato


  […]


  There are many reasons why I am not grieved, O men of Athens, at the vote of condemnation. I expected this, and am only surprised that the votes are so nearly equal; for I had thought that the majority against me would have been far larger; but now, had thirty votes gone over to the other side, I should have been acquitted. And I may say that I have escaped Meletus. And I may say more; for without the assistance of Anytus and Lycon, he would not have had a fifth part of the votes, as the law requires, in which case he would have incurred a fine of a thousand drachmæ, as is evident.


  And so he proposes death as the penalty. And what shall I propose on my part, O men of Athens? Clearly that which is my due. And what is that which I ought to pay or to receive? What shall be done to the man who has never had the wit to be idle during his whole life; but has been careless of what the many care about—wealth and family interests, and military offices, and speaking in the assembly, and magistracies, and plots, and parties. Reflecting that I was really too honest a man to follow in this way and live, I did not go where I could do no good to you or to myself; but where I could do the greatest good privately to everyone of you, thither I went, and sought to persuade every man among you that he must look to himself, and seek virtue and wisdom before he looks to his private interests, and look to the State before he looks to the interests of the State; and that this should be the order which he observes in all his actions. What shall be done to such a one? Doubtless some good thing, O men of Athens, if he has his reward; and the good should be of a kind suitable to him. What would be a reward suitable to a poor man who is your benefactor, who desires leisure that he may instruct you? There can be no more fitting reward than maintenance in the Prytaneum, O men of Athens, a reward which he deserves far more than the citizen who has won the prize at Olympia in the horse or chariot race, whether the chariots were drawn by two horses or by many. For I am in want, and he has enough; and he only gives you the appearance of happiness, and I give you the reality. And if I am to estimate the penalty justly, I say that maintenance in the Prytaneum is the just return.


  Perhaps you may think that I am braving you in saying this, as in what I said before about the tears and prayers. But that is not the case. I speak rather because I am convinced that I never intentionally wronged anyone, although I cannot convince you of that—for we have had a short conversation only; but if there were a law at Athens, such as there is in other cities, that a capital cause should not be decided in one day, then I believe that I should have convinced you; but now the time is too short. I cannot in a moment refute great slanders; and, as I am convinced that I never wronged another, I will assuredly not wrong myself. I will not say of myself that I deserve any evil, or propose any penalty. Why should I? Because I am afraid of the penalty of death which Meletus proposes? When I do not know whether death is a good or an evil, why should I propose a penalty which would certainly be an evil? Shall I say imprisonment? And why should I live in prison, and be the slave of the magistrates of the year—of the Eleven? Or shall the penalty be a fine, and imprisonment until the fine is paid? There is the same objection. I should have to lie in prison, for money I have none, and I cannot pay. And if I say exile (and this may possibly be the penalty which you will affix), I must indeed be blinded by the love of life if I were to consider that when you, who are my own citizens, cannot endure my discourses and words, and have found them so grievous and odious that you would fain have done with them, others are likely to endure me. No, indeed, men of Athens, that is not very likely. And what a life should I lead, at my age, wandering from city to city, living in ever-changing exile, and always being driven out! For I am quite sure that into whatever place I go, as here so also there, the young men will come to me; and if I drive them away, their elders will drive me out at their desire: and if I let them come, their fathers and friends will drive me out for their sakes.


  Someone will say: Yes, Socrates, but cannot you hold your tongue, and then you may go into a foreign city, and no one will interfere with you? Now I have great difficulty in making you understand my answer to this. For if I tell you that this would be a disobedience to a divine command, and therefore that I cannot hold my tongue, you will not believe that I am serious; and if I say again that the greatest good of man is daily to converse about virtue, and all that concerning which you hear me examining myself and others, and that the life which is unexamined is not worth living—that you are still less likely to believe. And yet what I say is true, although a thing of which it is hard for me to persuade you. Moreover, I am not accustomed to think that I deserve any punishment. Had I money I might have proposed to give you what I had, and have been none the worse. But you see that I have none, and can only ask you to proportion the fine to my means. However, I think that I could afford a mina, and therefore I propose that penalty; Plato, Crito, Critobulus, and Apollodorus, my friends here, bid me say thirty minæ, and they will be the sureties. Well then, say thirty minæ, let that be the penalty; for that they will be ample security to you.


  ————


  Not much time will be gained, O Athenians, in return for the evil name which you will get from the detractors of the city, who will say that you killed Socrates, a wise man; for they will call me wise even although I am not wise when they want to reproach you. If you had waited a little while, your desire would have been fulfilled in the course of nature. For I am far advanced in years, as you may perceive and not far from death. I am speaking now only to those of you who have condemned me to death. And I have another thing to say to them: You think that I was convicted through deficiency of words—I mean, that if I had thought fit to leave nothing undone, nothing unsaid, I might have gained an acquittal. Not so; the deficiency which led to my conviction was not of words—certainly not. But I had not the boldness or impudence or inclination to address you as you would have liked me to address you, weeping and wailing and lamenting, and saying and doing many things which you have been accustomed to hear from others, and which, as I say, are unworthy of me. But I thought that I ought not to do anything common or mean in the hour of danger: nor do I now repent of the manner of my defence, and I would rather die having spoken after my manner, than speak in your manner and live. For neither in war nor yet at law ought any man to use every way of escaping death. For often in battle there is no doubt that if a man will throw away his arms, and fall on his knees before his pursuers, he may escape death; and in other dangers there are other ways of escaping death, if a man is willing to say and do anything. The difficulty, my friends, is not in avoiding death, but in avoiding unrighteousness; for that runs faster than death. I am old and move slowly, and the slower runner has overtaken me, and my accusers are keen and quick, and the faster runner, who is unrighteousness, has overtaken them. And now I depart hence condemned by you to suffer the penalty of death, and they, too, go their ways condemned by the truth to suffer the penalty of villainy and wrong; and I must abide by my award—let them abide by theirs. I suppose that these things may be regarded as fated—and I think that they are well.


  And now, O men who have condemned me, I would fain prophesy to you; for I am about to die, and that is the hour in which men are gifted with prophetic power. And I prophesy to you who are my murderers, that immediately after my death punishment far heavier than you have inflicted on me will surely await you. Me you have killed because you wanted to escape the accuser, and not to give an account of your lives. But that will not be as you suppose: far otherwise. For I say that there will be more accusers of you than there are now; accusers whom hitherto I have restrained: and as they are younger they will be more severe with you, and you will be more offended at them. For if you think that by killing men you can avoid the accuser censuring your lives, you are mistaken; that is not a way of escape which is either possible or honorable; the easiest and noblest way is not to be crushing others, but to be improving yourselves. This is the prophecy which I utter before my departure, to the judges who have condemned me.


  Friends, who would have acquitted me, I would like also to talk with you about this thing which has happened, while the magistrates are busy, and before I go to the place at which I must die. Stay then awhile, for we may as well talk with one another while there is time. You are my friends, and I should like to show you the meaning of this event which has happened to me. O my judges—for you I may truly call judges—I should like to tell you of a wonderful circumstance. Hitherto the familiar oracle within me has constantly been in the habit of opposing me even about trifles, if I was going to make a slip or error about anything; and now as you see there has come upon me that which may be thought, and is generally believed to be, the last and worst evil. But the oracle made no sign of opposition, either as I was leaving my house and going out in the morning, or when I was going up into this court, or while I was speaking, at anything which I was going to say; and yet I have often been stopped in the middle of a speech; but now in nothing I either said or did touching this matter has the oracle opposed me. What do I take to be the explanation of this? I will tell you. I regard this as a proof that what has happened to me is a good, and that those of us who think that death is an evil are in error. This is a great proof to me of what I am saying, for the customary sign would surely have opposed me had I been going to evil and not to good.


  Let us reflect in another way, and we shall see that there is great reason to hope that death is a good, for one of two things: either death is a state of nothingness and utter unconsciousness, or, as men say, there is a change and migration of the soul from this world to another. Now if you suppose that there is no consciousness, but a sleep like the sleep of him who is undisturbed even by the sight of dreams, death will be an unspeakable gain. For if a person were to select the night in which his sleep was undisturbed even by dreams, and were to compare with this the other days and nights of his life, and then were to tell us how many days and nights he had passed in the course of his life better and more pleasantly than this one, I think that any man, I will not say a private man, but even the great king, will not find many such days or nights, when compared with the others. Now if death is like this, I say that to die, is gain; for eternity is then only a single night. But if death is the journey to another place, and there, as men say, all the dead are, what good, O my friends and judges, can be greater than this? If indeed when the pilgrim arrives in the world below, he is delivered from the professors of justice in this world, and finds the true judges who are said to give judgment there, Minos and Rhadamanthus and Æacus and Triptolemus, and other sons of God who were righteous in their own life, that pilgrimage will be worth making. What would not a man give if he might converse with Orpheus and Musæus and Hesiod and Homer? Nay, if this be true, let me die again and again. I, too, shall have a wonderful interest in a place where I can converse with Palamedes, and Ajax the son of Telamon, and other heroes of old, who have suffered death through an unjust judgment; and there will be no small pleasure, as I think, in comparing my own sufferings with theirs. Above all, I shall be able to continue my search into true and false knowledge; as in this world, so also in that; I shall find out who is wise, and who pretends to be wise, and is not. What would not a man give, O judges, to be able to examine the leader of the great Trojan expedition; or Odysseus or Sisyphus, or numberless others, men and women too! What infinite delight would there be in conversing with them and asking them questions! For in that world they do not put a man to death for this; certainly not. For besides being happier in that world than in this, they will be immortal, if what is said is true.


  Wherefore, O judges, be of good cheer about death, and know this of a truth—that no evil can happen to a good man, either in life or after death. He and his are not neglected by the gods; nor has my own approaching end happened by mere chance. But I see clearly that to die and be released was better for me; and therefore the oracle gave no sign. For which reason also, I am not angry with my accusers, or my condemners; they have done me no harm, although neither of them meant to do me any good; and for this I may gently blame them.


  Still I have a favor to ask of them. When my sons are grown up, I would ask you, O my friends, to punish them; and I would have you trouble them, as I have troubled you, if they seem to care about riches, or anything, more than about virtue; or if they pretend to be something when they are really nothing—then reprove them, as I have reproved you, for not caring about that for which they ought to care, and thinking that they are something when they are really nothing. And if you do this, I and my sons will have received justice at your hands.


  The hour of departure has arrived, and we go our ways—I to die, and you to live. Which is better, God only knows.


  


  May 18. The Night Life of Flowers


  Volume 17, pp. 334-341


  Folklore and Fable


  Flowers often tire of their stationary life and sometimes at night frolic away to a ball in a beautiful castle. Thus a fanciful story-teller accounts for their drooping condition in the morning.


  Hans Christian Andersen’s Tales


  Little Ida’s Flowers


  “My poor flowers are quite dead!” said little Ida. “They were so pretty yesterday, and now all the leaves hang withered. Why do they do that?” she asked the Student, who sat on the sofa; for she liked him very much. He knew the prettiest stories, and could cut out the most amusing pictures: hearts, with little ladies in them who danced; flowers, and great castles in which one could open the doors; he was a merry student. “Why do the flowers look so faded to-day?” she asked again, and showed him a nosegay, which was quite withered.


  “Do you know what’s the matter with them?” said the Student. “The flowers have been at a ball last night, and that’s why they hang their heads.”


  “But flowers cannot dance!” cried little Ida.


  “O yes,” said the Student, “when it grows dark, and we are asleep, they jump about merrily. Almost every night they have a ball.”


  “Can children go to this ball?”


  “Yes,” said the Student, “quite little daisies, and lilies of the valley.”


  “Where do the beautiful flowers dance?” asked Ida.


  “Have you not often been outside the town gate, by the great castle, where the king lives in summer, and where the beautiful garden is with all the flowers? You have seen the swans, which swim up to you when you want to give them bread crumbs? There are capital balls there, believe me.”


  “I was out there in the garden yesterday, with my mother,” said Ida; “but all the leaves were off the trees, and there was not one flower left. Where are they? In the summer I saw so many.”


  “They are within, in the castle,” replied the Student. “You must know, as soon as the king and all the court go to town, the flowers run out of the garden into the castle and are merry. You should see that. The two most beautiful roses seat themselves on the throne, and then they are king and queen; all the red coxcombs range themselves on either side, and stand and bow; they are the chamberlains. Then all the pretty flowers come, and there is a great ball. The blue violets represent little naval cadets; they dance with hyacinths and crocuses, which they call young ladies; the tulips and great tiger-lilies are old ladies who keep watch that the dancing is well done, and that everything goes on with propriety.”


  “But,” asked little Ida, “is nobody there who hurts the flowers, for dancing in the king’s castle?”


  “There is nobody who really knows about it,” answered the Student. “Sometimes, certainly, the old steward of the castle comes at night, and he has to watch there. He has a great bunch of keys with him; but as soon as the flowers hear the keys rattle they are quite quiet, hide behind the long curtains, and only poke their heads out. Then the old steward says, ‘I smell that there are flowers here,’ but he cannot see them.”


  “That is famous!” cried little Ida, clapping her hands. “But should not I be able to see the flowers?”


  “Yes,” said the student: “only remember, when you go out again, to peep through the window; then you will see them. That is what I did to-day. There was a long yellow lily lying on the sofa and stretching herself. She was a court lady.”


  “Can the flowers out of the Botanical Garden get there? Can they go the long distance?”


  “Yes, certainly,” replied the Student; “if they like they can fly. Have you not seen the beautiful butterflies—red, yellow, and white? They almost look like flowers; and that is what they have been. They have flown off their stalks high into the air, and have beaten it with their leaves, as if these leaves were little wings, and thus they flew. And because they behaved themselves well, they got leave to fly about in the day-time too, and were not obliged to sit still upon their stalks at home; and thus at last the leaves became real wings. That you have seen yourself. It may be, however, that the flowers in the Botanical Garden have never been in the king’s castle, or that they don’t know of the merry proceedings there at night. Therefore I will tell you something: he will be very much surprised, the botanical professor, who lives close by here. You know him, do you not? When you come into his garden, you must tell one of the flowers that there is a great ball yonder in the castle. Then that flower tell it to all the rest, and then they will fly away: when the professor comes out into the garden, there will not be a single flower left, and he won’t be able to make out where they are gone.”


  “But how can one flower tell it to another? For, you know, flowers cannot speak.”


  “That they cannot, certainly,” replied the Student; “but then they make signs. Have you not noticed that when the wind blows a little, the flowers nod at one another, and move all their green leaves? They can understand that just as well as we when we speak together.”


  “Can the professor understand these signs?” asked Ida.


  “Yes, certainly. He came one morning into his garden, and saw a great stinging-nettle standing there, and making signs to a beautiful red carnation with its leaves. It was saying, ‘You are so pretty, and I love you with all my heart.’ But the professor does not like that kind of thing, and he directly slapped the stinging-nettle upon its leaves, for those are its fingers; but he stung himself, and since that time he has not dared to touch a stinging-nettle.”


  “That is funny,” cried little Ida; and she laughed.


  “How can any one put such notions into a child’s head?” said the tiresome Privy Councilor, who had come to pay a visit, and was sitting on the sofa. He did not like the Student, and always grumbled when he saw him cutting out the merry, funny pictures—sometimes a man hanging on a gibbet and holding a heart in his hand, to show that he stole hearts; sometimes an old witch riding on a broom, and carrying her husband on her nose. The Councilor could not bear this, and then he said, just as he did now. “How can any one put such notions into a child’s head? Those are stupid fancies!”


  But to little Ida, what the Student told about her flowers seemed very droll; and she thought much about it. The flowers hung their heads, for they were tired because they had danced all night; they were certainly ill. Then she went with them to her other toys, which stood on a pretty little table, and the whole drawer was full of beautiful things. In the doll’s bed lay her doll Sophy, asleep; but little Ida said to her,—


  “You must really get up, Sophy, and manage to lie in the drawer for to-night. The poor flowers are ill, and they must lie in your bed; perhaps they will then get well again.”


  And she at once took the doll out; but the doll looked cross, and did not say a single word; for she was cross because she could not keep her own bed.


  Then Ida laid the flowers in the doll’s bed, pulled the little coverlet quite up over them, and said they were to lie still and be good, and she would make them some tea, so that they might get well again, and be able to get up to-morrow. And she drew the curtains closely round the little bed, so that the sun should not shine in their eyes. The whole evening through she could not help thinking of what the Student had told her. And when she was going to bed herself she was obliged first to look behind the curtains which hung before the windows where her mother’s beautiful flowers stood—hyacinths as well as tulips; then she whispered, “I know you are going to the ball—tonight!” But the flowers made as if they did not understand a word, and did not stir a leaf; but still little Ida knew what she knew.


  When she was in bed she lay for a long time thinking how pretty it must be to see the beautiful flowers dancing out in the king’s castle. “I wonder if my flowers have really been there?” And then she fell asleep. In the night she woke up again: she had dreamed of the flowers, and of the Student with whom the Councilor found fault. It was quite quiet in the bedroom where Ida lay; the night-lamp burned on the table, and father and mother were asleep.


  “I wonder if my flowers are still lying in Sophy’s bed?” she thought to herself. “How I should like to know it!” She raised herself a little, and looked at the door, which stood ajar: within lay the flowers and all her playthings. She listened, and then it seemed to her as if she heard some one playing on the piano in the next room, but quite softly and prettily, as she had never heard it before.


  “Now all the flowers are certainly dancing in there!” thought she. “O, how glad I should be to see it!” But she dared not get up, for she would have disturbed her father and mother.


  “If they would only come in!” thought she. But the flowers did not come, and the music continued to play beautifully; then she could not bear it any longer, for it was too pretty; she crept out of her little bed, and went quietly to the door, and looked into the room.


  O, how splendid it was, what she saw!


  There was no night-lamp burning, but still it was quite light: the moon shone through the window into the middle of the floor; it was almost like day. All the hyacinths and tulips stood in two long rows in the room; there were none at all left at the window—there stood the empty flower-pots. On the floor all the flowers were dancing very gracefully round each other, making perfect turns, and holding each other by the long green leaves as they swung round. But at the piano sat a great yellow lily, which little Ida had certainly seen in summer; for she remembered how the Student had said, “How like that one is to Miss Lina.” Then he had been laughed at by all; but now it seemed really to little Ida as if the long, yellow flower looked like the young lady; and it had just her manners in playing—sometimes bending its long, yellow face to one side, sometimes to the other, and nodding in tune to the charming music! No one noticed little Ida. Then she saw a great blue crocus hop into the middle of the table, where the toys stood, and go to the doll’s bed and pull the curtains aside; there lay the sick flowers, but they got up directly, and nodded to the others, to say that they wanted to dance too. The old Chimney-sweep doll, whose underlip was broken off, stood up and bowed to the pretty flowers: these did not look at all ill now; they jumped down to the others, and were very merry.


  Then it seemed as if something fell down from the table. Ida looked that way. It was the birch rod which was jumping down! it seemed almost as if it belonged to the flowers. At any rate it was very neat; and a little wax doll, with just such a broad hat on its head as the Councilor wore, sat upon it. The birch rod hopped about among the flowers on its three legs, and stamped quite loud, for it was dancing the mazourka; and the other flowers could not manage that dance, because they were too light, and unable to stamp like that.


  The wax doll on the birch rod all at once became quite great and long, turned itself over the paper flowers, and said, “How can one put such things in a child’s head? those are stupid fancies!” and then the wax doll was exactly like the Councilor with the broad hat, and looked just as yellow and cross as he. But the paper flowers hit him on his thin legs, and then he shrank up again, and became quite a little wax doll. That was very amusing to see; and little Ida could not restrain her laughter. The birch rod went on dancing, and the Councilor was obliged to dance too; it was no use, he might make himself great and long, or remain the little yellow wax doll with the big black hat. Then the other flowers put in a good word for him, especially those who had lain in the doll’s bed, and then the birch rod gave over. At the same moment there was a loud knocking at the drawer, inside where Ida’s doll, Sophy, lay with many other toys. The Chimney-sweep ran to the edge of the table, lay flat down on his stomach, and began to pull the drawer out of a little. Then Sophy raised herself, and looked round quite astonished.


  “There must be a ball here,” said she; “why did nobody tell me?”


  “Will you dance with me?” asked the Chimney-sweep.


  “You are a nice sort of fellow to dance!” she replied, and turned her back upon him.


  Then she seated herself upon the drawer, and thought that one of the flowers would come and ask her; but not one of them came. Then she coughed, “Hem! hem! hem!” but for all that not one came. The Chimney-sweep now danced all alone, and that was not at all so bad.


  As none of the flowers seemed to notice Sophy, she let herself fall down from the drawer straight upon the floor, so that there was a great noise. The flowers now all came running up, to ask if she had not hurt herself; and they were all very polite to her, especially the flowers that had lain in her bed. But she had not hurt herself at all; and Ida’s flowers all thanked her for the nice bed, and were kind to her, took her into the middle of the room, where the moon shone in, and danced with her; and all the other flowers formed a circle round her. Now Sophy was glad, and said they might keep her bed, she did not at all mind lying in the drawer.


  But the flowers said, “We thank you heartily, but in any way we cannot live long. To-morrow we shall be quite dead. But tell little Ida she is to bury us out in the garden, where the canary lies; then we shall wake up again in summer, and be far more beautiful.”


  “No, you must not die,” said Sophy; and she kissed the flowers.


  Then the room door opened, and a great number of splendid flowers came dancing in. Ida could not imagine whence they had come; these must certainly all be flowers from the king’s castle yonder. First of all came two glorious roses, and they had little gold crowns on; they were a king and a queen. Then came the prettiest stocks and carnations; and they bowed in all directions. They had music with them. Great poppies and peonies blew upon pea-pods till they were quite red in the face. The blue hyacinths and the little white snow-drops rang just as if they had been bells. That was wonderful music! Then came many other flowers, and danced all together; the blue violets and the pink primroses, daisies and the lilies of the valley. And all the flowers kissed one another. It was beautiful to look at!


  At last the flowers wished one another good-night; then little Ida, too, crept to bed, where she dreamed of all she had seen.


  When she rose next morning, she went quickly to the little table, to see if the pretty flowers were still there. She drew aside the curtains of the little bed; there were they all, but they were quite faded, far more than yesterday. Sophy was lying in the drawer where Ida laid her; she looked very sleepy.


  “Do you remember what you were to say to me?” asked little Ida.


  But Sophy looked quite stupid, and did not say a single word.


  “You are not good at all!” said Ida. “And yet they all danced with you.”


  Then she took a little paper box, on which were painted beautiful birds, and opened it, and laid the dead flowers in it.


  “That shall be your pretty coffin,” said she, “and when my cousins come to visit me by and by they shall help me to bury you outside in the garden, so that you may grow again in summer, and become more beautiful than ever.”


  These cousins were two merry boys. Their names were Gustave and Adolphe; their father had given them two new cross-bows, and they brought these with them to show to Ida. She told them about the poor flowers which had died, and then they got leave to bury them. The two boys went first, with their cross-bows on their shoulders, and little Ida followed with the dead flowers in the pretty box. Out in the garden a little grave was dug. Ida first kissed the flowers, and then laid them in the earth in the box, and Adolphe and Gustave shot with their cross-bows over the grave, for they had neither guns nor cannons.


  


  May 19. Golden Advice on Manners


  Volume 2, pp. 128-138


  The Golden Sayings of Epictetus


  When a man is invited to a banquet he must be satisfied with the dishes put before him. Epictetus reasoned that man should be content with what life offers, and in serenity find happiness.


  The Golden Sayings of Epictetus


  Translated and Arranged


  by


  Hastings Crossley, M.A.


  […]


  XXXIII


  Knowest thou what a speck thou art in comparison with the Universe?—That is, with respect to the body; since with respect to Reason, thou art not inferior to the Gods, nor less than they. For the greatness of Reason is not measured by length or height, but by the resolves of the mind. Place then thy happiness in that wherein thou art equal to the Gods.


  XXXIV


  Asked how a man might eat acceptably to the Gods, Epictetus replied:—If when he eats, he can be just, cheerful, equable, temperate, and orderly, can he not thus eat acceptably to the Gods? But when you call for warm water, and your slave does not answer, or when he answers brings it lukewarm, or is not even found to be in the house at all, then not to be vexed nor burst with anger, is not that acceptable to the Gods?


  “But how can one endure such people?”


  Slave, will you not endure your own brother, that has God to his forefather, even as a son sprung from the same stock, and of the same high descent as yourself? And if you are stationed in a high position, are you therefore forthwith to set up for a tyrant? Remember who you are, and whom you rule, that they are by nature your kinsmen, your brothers, the offspring of God.


  “But I paid a price for them, not they for me.”


  Do you see whither you are looking—down to the earth, to the pit, to those despicable laws of the dead? But to the laws of the Gods you do not look.


  XXXV


  When we are invited to a banquet, we take what is set before us; and were one to call upon his host to set fish upon the table or sweet things, he would be deemed absurd. Yet in a word, we ask the Gods for what they do not give; and that, although they have given us so many things!


  XXXVI


  Asked how a man might convince himself that every single act of his was under the eye of God, Epictetus answered:—


  “Do you not hold that all things are bound together in one?”


  “I do.”


  “Well, and do you not hold that things on earth and things in heaven are continuous and in unison with each other?”


  “I do,” was the reply.


  “Else how should the trees so regularly, as though by God’s command, at His bidding flower; at His bidding send forth shoots, bear fruit and ripen it; at His bidding let it fall and shed their leaves, and folded up upon themselves lie in quietness and rest? How else, as the Moon waxes and wanes, as the Sun approaches and recedes, can it be that such vicissitude and alternation is seen in earthly things?


  “If then all things that grow, nay, our own bodies, are thus bound up with the whole, is not this still truer of our souls? And if our souls are bound up and in contact with God, as being very parts and fragments plucked from Himself, shall He not feel every movement of theirs as though it were His own, and belonging to His own nature?”


  XXXVII


  “But” you say, “I cannot comprehend all this at once.”


  Why, who told you that your powers were equal to God’s?”


  Yet God hath placed by the side of each a man’s own Guardian Spirit, [4] who is charged to watch over him—a Guardian who sleeps not nor is deceived. For to what better or more watchful Guardian could He have committed each of us? So when you have shut the doors and made a darkness within, remember never to say that you are alone; for you are not alone, but God is within, and your Guardian Spirit, and what light do they need to behold what you do? To this God you also should have sworn allegiance, even as soldiers unto Cæsar. They, when their service is hired, swear to hold the life of Cæsar dearer than all else: and will you not swear your oath, that are deemed worthy of so many and great gifts? And will you not keep your oath when you have sworn it? And what oath will you swear? Never to disobey, never to arraign or murmur at aught that comes to you from His hand: never unwillingly to do or suffer aught that necessity lays upon you.


  “Is this oath like theirs?”


  They swear to hold no other dearer than Cæsar: you, to hold our true selves dearer than all else beside.


  [4: To the Stoics the Guardian Spirit was each man’s Reason.]


  XXXVIII


  “How shall my brother cease to be wroth with me?”


  Bring him to me, and I will tell him. But to thee I have nothing to say about his anger.


  XXXIX


  When one took counsel of Epictetus, saying, “What I seek is this, how even though my brother be not reconciled to me, I may still remain as Nature would have me to be,” he replied: “All great things are slow of growth; nay, this is true even of a grape or of a fig. If then you say to me now, I desire a fig, I shall answer, It needs time: wait till it first flower, then cast its blossom, then ripen. Whereas then the fruit of the fig-tree reaches not maturity suddenly nor yet in a single hour, do you nevertheless desire so quickly and easily to reap the fruit of the mind of man?—Nay, expect it not, even though I bade you!”


  XL


  Epaphroditus [5] had a shoemaker whom he sold as being good-for-nothing. This fellow, by some accident, was afterwards purchased by one of Cæsar’s men, and became shoemaker to Cæsar. You should have seen what respect Epaphroditus paid him then. “How does the good Felicion? Kindly let me know!” And if any of us inquired, “What is Epaphroditus doing?” the answer was, “He is consulting about so and so with Felicion.”—Had he not sold him as good-for-nothing? Who had in a trice converted him into a wiseacre?


  This is what comes of holding of importance anything but the things that depend on the Will.


  [5: A freedman of Nero, and at one time owner of Epictetus.]


  XLI


  What you shun enduring yourself, attempt not to impose on others. You shun slavery—beware of enslaving others! If you can endure to do that, one would think you had been once upon a time a slave yourself. For Vice has nothing in common with virtue, nor Freedom with slavery.


  XLII


  Has a man been raised to the tribuneship? Every one that he meets congratulates him. One kisses him on the eyes, another on the neck, while the slaves kiss his hands. He goes home to find torches burning; he ascends to the Capitol to sacrifice.—Who ever sacrificed for having had right desires; for having conceived such inclinations as Nature would have him? In truth we thank the Gods for that wherein we place our happiness.


  XLIII


  A man was talking to me to-day about the priesthood of Augustus. I said to him, “Let the thing go, my good Sir; you will spend a great deal to no purpose.”


  “Well, but my name will be inserted in all documents and contracts.”


  “Will you be standing there to tell those that read them, That is my name written there? And even though you could now be there in every case, what will you do when you are dead?”


  “At all events my name will remain.”


  “Inscribe it on a stone and it will remain just as well. And think, beyond Nicopolis what memory of you will there be?”


  “But I shall have a golden wreath to wear.”


  “If you must have a wreath, get a wreath of roses and put it on; you will look more elegant!”


  XLIV


  Above all, remember that the door stands open. Be not more fearful than children; but as they, when they weary of the game, cry, “I will play no more,” even so, when thou art in the like case, cry, “I will play no more,” and depart. But if thou stayest, make no lamentation.


  XLV


  Is there smoke in the room? If it be slight, I remain; if grievous, I quit it. For you must remember this and hold it fast, that the door stands open.


  “You shall not dwell at Nicopolis!”


  Well and good.


  “Nor at Athens.”


  Then I will not dwell at Athens either.


  “Nor at Rome.”


  Nor at Rome either.


  “You shall dwell in Gyara!” [6]


  Well: but to dwell in Gyara seems to me like a grievous smoke; I depart to a place where none can forbid me to dwell: that habitation is open unto all! As for the last garment of all, that is the poor body; beyond that, none can do aught unto me. This is why Demetrius [7] said to Nero: “You threaten me with death; it is Nature who threatens you!”


  [6: An island in the Ægean, used as a place of banishment.]


  [7: A well-known Cynic philosopher.]


  XLVI


  The beginning of philosophy is to know the condition of one’s own mind. If a man recognises that this is in a weakly state, he will not then want to apply it to questions of the greatest moment. As it is, men who are not fit to swallow even a morsel, buy whole treatises and try to devour them. Accordingly they either vomit them up again, or suffer from indigestion, whence come gripings, fluxions, and fevers. Whereas they should have stopped to consider their capacity.


  XLVII


  In theory it is easy to convince an ignorant person: in actual life, men not only object to offer themselves to be convinced, but hate the man who has convinced them. Whereas Socrates used to say that we should never lead a life not subjected to examination.


  XLVIII


  This is the reason why Socrates, when reminded that he should prepare for his trial, answered: “Thinkest thou not that I have been preparing for it all my life?”


  “In what way?”


  “I have maintained that which in me lay.”


  “How so?”


  “I have never, secretly or openly, done a wrong unto any.”


  XLIX


  In what character dost thou now come forward?


  As a witness summoned by God. “Come thou,” saith God, “and testify for Me, for thou art worthy of being brought forward as a witness by Me. Is aught that is outside thy will either good or bad? Do I hurt any man? Have I placed the good of each in the power of any other than himself? What witness dost thou bear to God?”


  “I am in evil state, Master, I am undone! None careth for me, none giveth me aught: all men blame, all speak evil of me.”


  Is this the witness thou wilt bear, and do dishonour to the calling wherewith He hath called thee, because He hath done thee so great honour, and deemed thee worthy of being summoned to bear witness in so great a cause?


  L


  Wouldst thou have men speak good of thee? speak good of them. And when thou hast learned to speak good of them, try to do good unto them, and thus thou wilt reap in return their speaking good of thee.


  LI


  When thou goest in to any of the great, remember that Another from above sees what is passing, and that thou shouldst please Him rather than man. He therefore asks thee:—


  “In the Schools, what didst thou call exile, imprisonment, bonds, death and shame?”


  “I called them things indifferent.”


  “What then dost thou call them now? Are they at all changed?”


  “No.”


  “Is it then thou that art changed?”


  “No.”


  “Say then, what are things indifferent?”


  “Things that are not in our power.”


  “Say then, what follows?”


  “That things which are not in our power are nothing to me.”


  “Say also what things you hold to be good.”


  “A will such as it ought to be, and a right use of the things of sense.”


  “And what is the end?”


  “To follow Thee!”


  LII


  “That Socrates should ever have been so treated by the Athenians!”


  Slave! why say “Socrates”? Speak of the thing as it is: That ever then the poor body of Socrates should have been dragged away and haled by main force to prison! That ever hemlock should have been given to the body of Socrates; that that should have breathed its life away!—Do you marvel at this? Do you hold this unjust? Is it for this that you accuse God? Had Socrates no compensation for this? Where then for him was the ideal Good? Whom shall we hearken to, you or him? And what says he?


  “Anytus and Meletus [8] may put me to death: to injure me is beyond their power.”


  And again:—


  “If such be the will of God, so let it be.”


  [8: The accusers of Socrates. See Plato’s Apology.]


  LIII


  Nay, young man, for heaven’s sake; but once thou hast heard these words, go home and say to thyself:—“It is not Epictetus that has told me these things: how indeed should he? No, it is some gracious God through him. Else it would never have entered his head to tell me them—he that is not used to speak to any one thus. Well, then, let us not lie under the wrath of God, but be obedient unto Him.”—Nay, indeed; but if a raven by its croaking bears thee any sign, it is not the raven but God that sends the sign through the raven; and if He signifies anything to thee through human voice, will He not cause the man to say these words to thee, that thou mayest know the power of the Divine—how He sends a sign to some in one way and to others in another, and on the greatest and highest matters of all signifies His will through the noblest messenger?


  What else does the poet mean:—


  I spake unto him erst Myself, and sent


  Hermes the shining One, to check and warn him,


  The husband not to slay, nor woo the wife!


  LIV


  In the same way my friend Heraclitus, who had a trifling suit about a petty farm at Rhodes, first showed the judges that his cause was just, and then at the finish cried, “I will not entreat you; nor do I care what sentence you pass. It is you who are on your trial, not I!”—And so he ended the case. [9]


  [9: Or, “And so he lost his case” (Long).]


  LV


  As for us, we behave like a herd of deer. When they flee from the huntsman’s feathers [10] in affright, which way do they turn? What haven of safety do they make for? Why, they rush upon the nets! And thus they perish by confounding what they should fear with that wherein no danger lies… Not death or pain is to be feared, but the fear of death or pain. Well said the poet therefore:—


  Death has no terror; only a Death of shame!


  [10: Colored feathers fixed to ropes partly surrounding the cover.]


  LVI


  How is it then that certain external things are said to be natural, and others contrary to Nature?


  Why, just as it might be said if we stood alone and apart from others. A foot, for instance, I will allow it is natural should be clean. But if you take it as a foot, and as a thing which does not stand by itself, it will beseem it (if need be) to walk in the mud, to tread on thorns, and sometimes even to be cut off, for the benefit of the whole body; else it is no longer a foot. In some such way we should conceive of ourselves also. What art thou?—A man.—Looked at as standing by thyself and separate, it is natural for thee in health and wealth long to live. But looked at as a Man, and only as a part of a Whole, it is for that Whole’s sake that thou shouldst at one time fall sick, at another brave the perils of the sea, again, know the meaning of want and perhaps die an early death. Why then repine? Knowest thou not that as the foot is no more a foot if detached from the body, so thou in like case art no longer a Man? For what is a Man? A part of a City:—first, of the City of Gods and Men; next, of that which ranks nearest it, a miniature of the universal City… In such a body, in such a world enveloping us, among lives like these, such things must happen to one or another. Thy part, then, being here, is to speak of these things as is meet, and to order them as befits the matter.


  LVII


  That was a good reply which Diogenes made to a man who asked him for letters of recommendation.—“That you are a man, he will know when he sees you;—whether a good or bad one, he will know if he has any skill in discerning the good and the bad. But if he has none, he will never know, though I write to him a thousand times.”—It is as though a piece of silver money desired to be recommended to some one to be tested. If the man be a good judge of silver, he will know: the coin will tell its own tale.


  LVIII


  Even as the traveller asks his way of him that he meets, inclined in no wise to bear to the right rather than to the left (for he desires only the way leading whither he would go), so should we come unto God as to a guide; even as we use our eyes without admonishing them to show us some things rather than others, but content to receive the images of such things as they present unto us. But as it is we stand anxiously watching the victim, and with the voice of supplication call upon the augur:—“Master, have mercy on me: vouchsafe unto me a way of escape!” Slave, would you then have aught else than what is best? is there anything better than what is God’s good pleasure? Why, as far as in you lies, would you corrupt your Judge, and lead your Counsellor astray?


  LIX


  God is beneficent. But the Good also is beneficent. It should seem then that where the real nature of God is, there too is to be found the real nature of the Good. What then is the real nature of God?—Intelligence, Knowledge, Right Reason. Here then without more ado seek the real nature of the Good. For surely thou dost not seek it in a plant or in an animal that reasoneth not.


  LX


  Seek then the real nature of the Good in that without whose presence thou wilt not admit the Good to exist in aught else.—What then? Are not these other things also works of God?—They are; but not preferred to honour, nor are they portions of God. But thou art a thing preferred to honour: thou art thyself a fragment torn from God:—thou hast a portion of Him within thyself. How is it then that thou dost not know thy high descent—dost not know whence thou comest? When thou eatest, wilt thou not remember who thou art that eatest and whom thou feedest? In intercourse, in exercise, in discussion knowest thou not that it is a God whom thou feedest, a God whom thou exercisest, a God whom thou bearest about with thee, O miserable! and thou perceivest it not. Thinkest thou that I speak of a God of silver or gold, that is without thee? Nay, thou bearest Him within thee! all unconscious of polluting Him with thoughts impure and unclean deeds. Were an image of God present, thou wouldst not dare to act as thou dost, yet, when God Himself is present within thee, beholding and hearing all, thou dost not blush to think such thoughts and do such deeds, O thou that art insensible of thine own nature and liest under the wrath of God!


  LXI


  Why then are we afraid when we send a young man from the Schools into active life, lest he should indulge his appetites intemperately, lest he should debase himself by ragged clothing, or be puffed up by fine raiment? Knows he not the God within him; knows he not with whom he is starting on his way? Have we patience to hear him say to us, Would I had thee with me!—Hast thou not God where thou art, and having Him dost thou still seek for any other? Would He tell thee aught else than these things? Why, wert thou a statue of Phidias, an Athena or a Zeus, thou wouldst bethink thee both of thyself and thine artificer; and hadst thou any sense, thou wouldst strive to do no dishonour to thyself or him that fashioned thee, nor appear to beholders in unbefitting guise. But now, because God is thy Maker, is that why thou carest not of what sort thou shalt show thyself to be? Yet how different the artists and their workmanship! What human artist’s work, for example, has in if the faculties that are displayed in fashioning it? Is it aught but marble, bronze, gold, or ivory? Nay, when the Athena of Phidias has put forth her hand and received therein a Victory, in that attitude she stands for evermore. But God’s works move and breathe; they use and judge the things of sense. The workmanship of such an Artist, wilt thou dishonour Him? Aye, when he not only fashioned thee, but placed thee, like a ward, in the care and guardianship of thyself alone, wilt thou not only forget this, but also do dishonour to what is committed to thy care! If God had entrusted thee with an orphan, wouldst thou have thus neglected him? He hath delivered thee to thine own care, saying, I had none more faithful than myself: keep this man for me such as Nature hath made him—modest, faithful, high—minded, a stranger to fear, to passion, to perturbation…


  Such will I show myself to you all.—“What, exempt from sickness also: from age, from death?”—Nay, but accepting sickness, accepting death as becomes a God!


  LXII


  No labour, according to Diogenes, is good but that which aims at producing courage and strength of soul rather than of body.


  […]
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  William Shakespeare


  [1564-1616]


  (108)


  Eighteenth Sonnet


  Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?


  Thou art more lovely and more temperate;


  Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,


  And summer’s lease hath all too short a date:


  Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,


  And often is his gold complexion dimm’d:


  And every fair from fair sometime declines,


  By chance, or nature’s changing course, untrimm’d.


  But thy eternal summer shall not fade,


  Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;


  Nor shall Death brag thou wanderest in his shade


  When in eternal lines to time thou growest.


  So long as men can breathe, or eyes can see


  So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.


  (109)


  Twenty-ninth Sonnet


  When in disgrace with fortune and men’s eyes


  I all alone beweep my outcast state,


  And trouble deaf heaven with my bootless cries,


  And look upon myself, and curse my fate;


  Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,


  Featured like him, like him with friends possest,


  Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope,


  With what I most enjoy contented least;


  Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,


  Haply I think on thee—and then my state,


  Like to the lark at break of day arising


  From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate;


  For thy sweet love remember’d, such wealth brings


  That then I scorn to change my state with kings.


  (110)


  Thirtieth Sonnet


  When to the sessions of sweet silent thought


  I summon up remembrance of things past,


  I sigh the lack of many a thing I sought,


  And with old woes new wail my dear time’s waste;


  Then can I drown an eye, unused to flow,


  For precious friends hid in death’s dateless night,


  And weep afresh love’s long-since cancell’d woe,


  And moan the expense of many a vanish’d sight.


  Then can I grieve at grievances foregone,


  And heavily from woe to woe tell o’er


  The sad account of fore-bemoanèd moan,


  Which I new pay as if not paid before:


  But if the while I think on thee, dear friend,


  All losses are restored, and sorrows end.


  (111)


  Thirty-first Sonnet


  Thy bosom is endearèd with all hearts


  Which I, by lacking, have supposèd dead:


  And there reigns Love, and all Love’s loving parts,


  And all those friends which I thought burièd.


  How many a holy and obsequious tear


  Hath dear religious love stol’n from mine eye,


  As interest of the dead!—which now appear


  But things removed that hidden in thee lie.


  Thou art the grave where buried love doth live,


  Hung with the trophies of my lovers gone,


  Who all their parts of me to thee did give;


  That due of many now is thine alone:


  Their images I loved I view in thee,


  And thou, all they, hast all the all of me.


  (112)


  Thirty-second Sonnet


  If thou survive my well-contented day


  When that churl Death my bones with dust shall cover,


  And shalt by fortune once more re-survey


  These poor rude lines of thy deceaséd lover;


  Compare them with the bettering of the time,


  And though they be outstripp’d by every pen,


  Reserve them for my love, not for their rhyme


  Exceeded by the height of happier men.


  O then vouchsafe me but this loving thought—


  ‘Had my friend’s muse grown with this growing age,


  A dearer birth than this his love had brought,


  To march in ranks of better equipage:


  But since he died, and poets better prove,


  Theirs for their style I’ll read, his for his love’.


  (113)


  Thirty-third Sonnet


  Full many a glorious morning have I seen


  Flatter the mountain tops with sovereign eye,


  Kissing with golden face the meadows green,


  Gilding pale streams with heavenly alchemy;


  Anon permit the basest clouds to ride


  With ugly rack on his celestial face,


  And from the forlorn world his visage hide,


  Stealing unseen to west with this disgrace:


  Even so my sun one early morn did shine


  With all-triumphant splendour on my brow;


  But out, alack! he was but one hour mine;


  The region-cloud hath mask’d him from me now.


  Yet him for this my love no whit disdaineth;


  Suns of the world may stain when heaven’s sun staineth.


  (114)


  Fifty-fourth Sonnet


  O how much more doth beauty beauteous seem


  By that sweet ornament which truth doth give!


  The Rose looks fair, but fairer we it deem


  For that sweet odour which doth in it live.


  The Canker-blooms have full as deep a dye


  As the perfumèd tincture of the Roses,


  Hang on such thorns, and play as wantonly


  When summer’s breath their maskèd buds discloses;


  But—for their virtue only is their show—


  They live unwoo’d and unrespected fade,


  Die to themselves. Sweet Roses do not so;


  Of their sweet deaths are sweetest odours made.


  And so of you, beauteous and lovely youth,


  When that shall fade, my verse distils your truth.


  (115)


  Fifty-fifth Sonnet


  Not marble, nor the gilded monuments


  Of princes, shall outlive this powerful rhyme;


  But you shall shine more bright in these contents


  Than unswept stone, besmear’d with sluttish time.


  When wasteful war shall statues overturn,


  And broils root out the work of masonry,


  Nor Mars his sword nor war’s quick fire shall burn


  The living record of your memory.


  ’Gainst death and all-oblivious enmity


  Shall you pace forth; your praise shall still find room


  Even in the eyes of all posterity


  That wear this world out to the ending doom.


  So, till the judgment that yourself arise,


  You live in this, and dwell in lovers’ eyes.


  (116)


  Fifty-seventh Sonnet


  Being your slave, what should I do but tend


  Upon the hours and times of your desire?


  I have no precious time at all to spend


  Nor services to do, till you require:


  Nor dare I chide the world-without-end hour


  Whilst I, my sovereign, watch the clock for you,


  Nor think the bitterness of absence sour


  When you have bid your servant once adieu:


  Nor dare I question with my jealous thought


  Where you may be, or your affairs suppose,


  But like a sad slave, stay and think of nought


  Save, where you are, how happy you make those.


  So true a fool is love, that in your will,


  Though you do anything, he thinks no ill.


  (117)


  Sixtieth Sonnet


  Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore


  So do our minutes hasten to their end;


  Each changing place with that which goes before,


  In sequent toil all forwards do contend.


  Nativity once in the main of light,


  Crawls to maturity, wherewith being crown’d,


  Crooked eclipses ’gainst his glory fight,


  And Time, that gave, doth now his gift confound.


  Time doth transfix the flourish set on youth,


  And delves the parallels in beauty’s brow;


  Feeds on the rarities of nature’s truth,


  And nothing stands but for his scythe to mow:


  And yet, to times in hope, my verse shall stand


  Praising thy worth, despite his cruel hand.


  (118)


  Sixty-fourth Sonnet


  When I have seen by Time’s fell hand defaced


  The rich-proud cost of outworn buried age;


  When sometime lofty towers I see down-razed,


  And brass eternal, slave to mortal rage;


  When I have seen the hungry ocean gain


  Advantage on the kingdom of the shore,


  And the firm soil win of the watery main,


  Increasing store with loss, and loss with store;


  When I have seen such interchange of state,


  Or state itself confounded to decay,


  Ruin hath taught me thus to ruminate—


  That Time will come and take my Love away:


  This thought is as a death, which cannot choose


  But weep to have that which it fears to lose.


  (119)


  Sixty-fifth Sonnet


  Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea,


  But sad mortality o’ersways their power,


  How with this rage shall beauty hold a plea,


  Whose action is no stronger than a flower?


  O how shall summer’s honey breath hold out


  Against the wreckful siege of battering days,


  When rocks impregnable are not so stout


  Nor gates of steel so strong, but time decays?


  O fearful meditation! where, alack!


  Shall Time’s best jewel from Time’s chest lie hid?


  Or what strong hand can hold his swift foot back,


  Or who his spoil of beauty can forbid?


  O none, unless this miracle have might,


  That in black ink my love may still shine bright.


  (120)


  Sixty-sixth Sonnet


  Tired with all these, for restful death I cry,—


  As, to behold desert a beggar born,


  And needy nothing trimm’d in jollity,


  And purest faith unhappily forsworn,


  And gilded honour shamefully misplaced,


  And maiden virtue rudely strumpeted,


  And right perfection wrongfully disgraced,


  And strength by limping sway disabled,


  And art made tongue-tied by authority,


  And folly, doctor-like, controlling skill,


  And simple truth miscall’d simplicity,


  And captive Good attending captain Ill:


  Tired with all these, from these would I be gone,


  Save that, to die, I leave my Love alone.


  (121)


  Seventy-first Sonnet


  No longer mourn for me when I am dead


  Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell


  Give warning to the world, that I am fled


  From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;


  Nay, if you read this line, remember not


  The hand that writ it; for I love you so,


  That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot


  If thinking on me then should make you woe.


  O, if, I say, you look upon this verse


  When I perhaps compounded am with clay,


  Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,


  But let your love even with my life decay,


  Lest the wise world should look into your moan,


  And mock you with me after I am gone.


  (122)


  Seventy-third Sonnet


  That time of year thou may’st in me behold


  When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang


  Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,


  Bare ruin’d choirs, where late the sweet birds sang:


  In me thou see’st the twilight of such day


  As after sunset fadeth in the west,


  Which by and by black night doth take away,


  Death’s second self, that seals up all in rest:


  In me thou seest the glowing of such fire,


  That on the ashes of his youth doth lie


  As the deathbed whereon it must expire,


  Consumed with that which it was norish’d by:


  This thou perceiv’st, which makes thy love more strong,


  To love that well which thou must leave ere long.


  (123)


  Eighty-seventh Sonnet


  Farewell! thou art too dear for my possessing,


  And like enough thou know’st thy estimate:


  The charter of thy worth gives thee releasing;


  My bonds in thee are all determinate.


  For how do I hold thee but by thy granting?


  And for that riches where is my deserving?


  The cause of this fair gift in me is wanting,


  And so my patent back again is swerving.


  Thyself thou gav’st, thy own worth then not knowing,


  Or me, to whom thou gav’st it, else mistaking;


  So thy great gift, upon misprision growing,


  Comes home again, on better judgment making.


  Thus have I had thee as a dream doth flatter;


  In sleep, a king; but waking, no such matter.
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  […]


  Epistle IV—Of the Nature and State of Man with Respect to Happiness


  Oh Happiness! our being’s end and aim!


  Good, pleasure, ease, content! whate’er thy name:


  That something still which prompts th’ eternal sigh,


  For which we bear to live, or dare to die,


  Which still so near us, yet beyond us lies,


  O’er-look’d, seen double, by the fool, and wise.


  Plant of celestial seed! if dropt below,


  Say, in what mortal soil thou deign’st to grow?


  Fair op’ning to some court’s propitious shine,


  Or deep with di’monds in the flaming mine?


  Twin’d with the wreaths Parnassian laurels yield,


  Or reap’d in iron harvests of the field?


  Where grows?—where grows it not? If vain our toil,


  We ought to blame the culture, not the soil:


  Fix’d to no spot is happiness sincere,


  ’Tis nowhere to be found, or ev’rywhere:


  ’Tis never to be bought, but always free,


  And fled from monarchs, St. John! dwells with thee.


  Ask of the learn’d the way? The learn’d are blind;


  This bids to serve, and that to shun mankind;


  Some place the bliss in action, some in ease,


  Those call it pleasure, and contentment these;


  Some sunk to beasts, find pleasure end in pain;


  Some swell’d to gods, confess e’en virtue vain;


  Or indolent, to each extreme they fall,


  To trust in ev’ry thing, or doubt of all.


  Who thus define it, say they more or less


  Than this, that happiness is happiness?


  Take nature’s path, and mad opinion’s leave;


  All states can reach it, and all heads conceive;


  Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell;


  There needs but thinking right, and meaning well;


  And mourn our various portions as we please,


  Equal is common sense, and common ease.


  Remember, man, ‘The universal cause


  Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws’;


  And makes what happiness we justly call


  Subsist not in the good of one, but all.


  There’s not a blessing individuals find,


  But some way leans and hearkens to the kind:


  No bandit fierce, no tyrant mad with pride,


  No cavern’d hermit, rests self-satisfy’d:


  Who most to shun or hate mankind pretend,


  Seek an admirer, or who would fix a friend:


  Abstract what others feel, what others think,


  All pleasures sicken, and all glories sink:


  Each has his share; and who would more obtain,


  Shall find the pleasure pays not half the pain.


  Order is heav’n’s first law; and this confest,


  Some are, and must be, greater than the rest,


  More rich, more wise; but who infers from hence


  That such are happier, shocks all common sense.


  Heav’n to mankind impartial we confess,


  If all are equal in their happiness:


  But mutual wants this happiness increase;


  All nature’s diff’rence keeps all nature’s peace.


  Condition, circumstance is not the thing;


  Bliss is the same in subject or in king,


  In who obtain defence, or who defend,


  In him who is, or him who finds a friend:


  Heav’n breathes thro’ ev’ry member of the whole


  One common blessing, as one common soul.


  But fortune’s gifts if each alike possest,


  And each were equal, must not all contest?


  If then to all men happiness was meant,


  God in externals could not place content.


  Fortune her gifts may variously dispose,


  And these be happy call’d, unhappy those;


  But heav’n’s just balance equal will appear,


  While those are plac’d in hope, and these in fear:


  Not present good or ill, the joy or curse,


  But future views of better, or of worse.


  Oh sons of earth! attempt ye still to rise,


  By mountains pil’d on mountains, to the skies?


  Heav’n still with laughter the vain toil surveys,


  And buries madmen in the heaps they raise.


  Know, all the good that individuals find,


  Or God and nature meant to mere mankind,


  Reason’s whole pleasure, all the joys of sense,


  Lie in three words, health, peace, and competence


  But health consists with temperance alone;


  And peace, oh virtue! peace is all thy own.


  The good or bad the gifts of fortune gain;


  But these less taste them, as they worse obtain.


  Say, in pursuit of profit or delight,


  Who risk the most, that take wrong means, or right?


  Of vice or virtue, whether blest or curst,


  Which meets contempt, or which compassion first?


  Count all th’ advantage prosp’rous vice attains,


  ’Tis but what virtue flies from and disdains:


  And grant the bad what happiness they would,


  One they must want, which is, to pass for good.


  Oh blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below,


  Who fancy bliss to vice, to virtue woe!


  Who sees and follows that great scheme the best,


  Best knows the blessing, and will most be blest.


  But fools the good alone unhappy call,


  For ills or accidents that chance to all.


  See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just!


  See god-like Turenne prostrate on the dust!


  See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife!


  Was this their virtue, or contempt of life?


  Say, was it virtue, more tho’ heav’n ne’er gave,


  Lamented Digby! sunk thee to the grave?


  Tell me, if virtue made the son expire,


  Why, full of days and honour, lives the sire?


  Why drew Marseilles’ good bishop purer breath,


  When nature sicken’d and each gale was death!


  Or why so long (in life if long can be)


  Lent heav’n a parent to the poor and me?


  What makes all physical or moral ill?


  There deviates nature, and here wanders will.


  God sends not ill; if rightly understood,


  Or partial ill is universal good,


  Or change admits, or nature lets it fall,


  Short, and but rare, ’till man improv’d it all.


  We just as wisely might of heav’n complain


  That righteous Abel was destroy’d by Cain,


  As that the virtuous son is ill at ease,


  When his lewd father gave the dire disease.


  Think we, like some weak prince, th’ eternal cause


  Prone for his fav’rites to reverse his laws?


  Shall burning Ætna, if a sage requires,


  Forget to thunder, and recall her fires?


  On air or sea new motions be imprest,


  Oh blameless Bethel! to relieve thy breast?


  When the loose mountain trembles from on high


  Shall gravitation cease, if you go by?


  Or some old temple, nodding to its fall,


  For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall?


  But still this world (so fitted for the knave)


  Contents us not. A better shall we have?


  A kingdom of the just then let it be:


  But first consider how those just agree.


  The good must merit God’s peculiar care;


  But who, but God, can tell us who they are?


  One thinks on Calvin heav’n’s own spirit fell;


  Another deems him instrument of hell;


  If Calvin feel heav’n’s blessing, or its rod,


  This cries there is, and that, there is no God.


  What shocks one part will edify the rest,


  Nor with one system can they all be blest.


  The very best will variously incline,


  And what rewards your virtue, punish mine.


  Whatever is, is right.—This world, ’tis true,


  Was made for Cæsar—but for Titus too;


  And which more blest, who chain’d his country, say,


  Or he whose virtue sigh’d to lose a day?


  ‘But sometimes virtue starves, while vice is fed.’


  What then? is the reward of virtue bread?


  That vice may merit, ’tis the price of toil;


  The knave deserves it, when he tills the soil,


  The knave deserves it, when he tempts the main,


  Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain.


  The good man may be weak, be indolent;


  Nor is his claim to plenty, but content.


  But grant him riches, your demand is o’er?


  ‘No, shall the good want health, the good want pow’r?’


  Add health and pow’r, and ev’ry earthly thing,


  ‘Why bounded pow’r? why private? why no king?


  Nay, why external for internal giv’n?


  Why is not man a God, and earth a heav’n?’


  Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conceive


  God gives enough, while he has more to give:


  Immense the pow’r, immense were the demand;


  Say, at what part of nature will they stand?


  What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy,


  The soul’s calm sunshine, and the heart-felt joy,


  Is virtue’s prize: a better would you fix?


  Then give humility a coach and six,


  Justice a conq’ror’s sword, or truth a gown,


  Or public spirit its great cure, a crown.


  Weak, foolish man! will heav’n reward us there


  With the same trash mad mortals wish for here?


  The boy and man an individual makes,


  Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes?


  Go, like the Indian, in another life


  Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife,


  As well as dream such trifles are assign’d,


  As toys and empires, for a god-like mind.


  Rewards, that either would to virtue bring


  No joy, or be destructive of the thing:


  How oft by these at sixty are undone


  The virtues of a saint at twenty-one!


  To whom can riches give repute, or trust,


  Content, or pleasure, but the good and just?


  Judges and senates have been bought for gold,


  Esteem and love were never to be sold.


  Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind,


  The lover and the love of human-kind,


  Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear,


  Because he wants a thousand pounds a year.


  Honour and shame from no condition rise;


  Act well your part, there all the honour lies.


  Fortune in men has some small diff’rence mad’


  One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade;


  The cobler apron’d, and the parson gown’d,


  The frier hooded, and the monarch crown’d.


  ‘What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl?’


  I’ll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool.


  You’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk,


  Or, cobler-like, the parson will be drunk,


  Worth makes the man, and want of it, the fellow;


  The rest is all but leather or prunella.


  Stuck o’er with titles and hung round with strings,


  That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kings.


  Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race,


  In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece:


  But by your fathers’ worth if your’s you rate,


  Count me those only who were good and great.


  Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood


  Has crept thro’ scoundrels ever since the flood,


  Go! and pretend your family is young;


  Nor own your fathers have been fools so long.


  What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards?


  Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards,


  Look next on greatness; say where greatness lies.


  ‘Where, but among the heroes and the wise?’


  Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed,


  From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede;


  The whole strange purpose of their lives, to find


  Or make, an enemy of all mankind!


  Not one looks backward, onward still he goes,


  Yet ne’er looks forward farther than his nose.


  No less alike the politic and wise;


  All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes:


  Men in their loose unguarded hours they take,


  Not that themselves are wise, but others weak.


  But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat;


  ’Tis phrase absurd to call a villain great:


  Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave,


  Is but the more a fool, the more a knave.


  Who noble ends by noble means obtains,


  Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains,


  Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed


  Like Socrates, that man is great indeed.


  What’s fame? a fancy’d life in others’ breath,


  A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death.


  Just what you hear, you have, and what’s unknown


  The same (my lord) if Tully’s, or your own.


  All that we feel of it begins and ends


  In the small circle of our foes or friends;


  To all beside as much an empty shade


  An Eugene living, as a Cæsar dead;


  Alike or when, or where they shone, or shine,


  Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine.


  A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod;


  An honest man’s the noblest work of God.


  Fame but from death a villain’s name can save,


  As justice tears his body from the grave;


  When what t’ oblivion better were resign’d,


  Is hung on high, to poison half mankind.


  All fame is foreign, but of true desert;


  Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart:


  One self approving hour whole years out-weighs


  Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas;


  And more true joy Marcellus exil’d feels,


  Than Cæsar with a senate at his heels.


  In parts superior what advantage lies?


  Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise?


  ’Tis but to know how little can be known;


  To see all others’ faults, and feel your own:


  Condemn’d in bus’ness or in arts to drudge,


  Without a second, or without a judge:


  Truths would you teach, or save a sinking land?


  All fear, none aid you, and few understand.


  Painful preëminence! yourself to view


  Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too.


  Bring then these blessings to a strict account;


  Make fair deductions; see to what they ’mount:


  How much of other each is sure to cost;


  How each for other oft is wholly lost;


  How inconsistent greater goods with these;


  How sometimes life is risqu’d, and always ease:


  Think, and if still the things thy envy call,


  Say, would’st thou be the man to whom they fall?


  To sigh for ribbands if thou art so silly,


  Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy.


  Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life;


  Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife.


  If parts allure thee, think how Bacon shin’d,


  The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind:


  Or ravish’d with the whistling of a name,


  See Cromwell, damn’d to everlasting fame!


  If all, united, thy ambition call,


  From ancient story learn to scorn them all.


  There, in the rich, the honour’d, fam’d and great,


  See the false scale of happiness complete!


  In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay,


  How happy those to ruin, these betray.


  Mark by what wretched steps their glory grows,


  From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose;


  In each how guilt and greatness equal ran,


  And all that rais’d the hero, sunk the man:


  Now Europe’s laurels on their brows behold,


  But stain’d with blood, or ill-exchang’d for gold:


  Then see them broke with toils, or sunk in ease,


  Or infamous for plunder’d provinces.


  Oh, wealth ill-fated! which no act of fame


  E’er taught to shine, or sanctify’d from shame!


  What greater bliss attends their close of life?


  Some greedy minion, or imperious wife,


  The trophy’d arches, story’d halls invade,


  And haunt their slumbers in the pompous shade.


  Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray,


  Compute the morn and ev’ning to the day;


  The whole amount of that enormous fame,


  A tale, that blends their glory with their shame!


  Know then this truth, enough for man to know,


  ‘Virtue alone is happiness below.’


  The only point where human bliss stands still,


  And tastes the good without the fall to ill;


  Where only merit constant pay receives,


  Is blest in what it takes, and what it gives;


  The joy unequal’d, if its end it gain,


  And if it lose, attended with no pain:


  Without satiety, tho’ e’er so bless’d,


  And but more relish’d as the more distress’d:


  The broadest mirth unfeeling folly wears,


  Less pleasing far than virtue’s very tears;


  Good, from each object, from each place acquir’d,


  For ever exercis’d, yet never tir’d;


  Never elated, while one man’s oppress’d;


  Never dejected, while another’s bless’d;


  And where no wants, no wishes can remain,


  Since but to wish more virtue, is to gain.


  See the sole bliss heav’n could on all bestow!


  Which who but feels can taste, but thinks can know:


  Yet poor with fortune, and with learning blind,


  The bad must miss, the good, untaught, will find;


  Slave to no sect, who takes no private road,


  But looks through nature up to nature’s God:


  Pursues that chain which links th’ immense design,


  Joins heav’n and earth, and mortal and divine;


  Sees, that no being any bliss can know,


  But touches some above, and some below;


  Learns, from this union of the rising whole,


  The first, last purpose of the human soul;


  And knows where faith, law, morals, all began,


  All end, in love of God, and love of man.


  For him alone, hope leads from goal to goal,


  And opens still, and opens on his soul;


  ’Till lengthen’d on to faith, and unconfin’d,


  It pours the bliss that fills up all the mind.


  He sees, why nature plants in man alone


  Hope of known bliss, and faith in bliss unknown:


  (Nature, whose dictates to no other kind


  Are giv’n in vain, but what they seek they find)


  Wise is her present; she connects in this


  His greatest virtue with his greatest bliss;


  At once his own bright prospect to be blest,


  And strongest motive to assist the rest.


  Self-love thus push’d to social, to divine,


  Gives thee to make thy neighbour’s blessing thine.


  Is this too little for the boundless heart?


  Extend it, let thy enemies have part:


  Grasp the whole worlds of reason, life, and sense,


  In one close system of benevolence:


  Happier as kinder, in whate’er degree,


  And height of bliss but height of charity.


  God loves from whole to parts: but human soul


  Must rise from individual to the whole.


  Self-love but serves the virtuous mind to wake


  As the small pebble stirs the peaceful lake;


  The centre mov’d, a circle strait succeeds,


  Another still, and still another spreads;


  Friend, parent, neighbour, first it will embrace;


  His country next; and next all human race;


  Wide and more wide, th’ o’erflowings of the mind


  Take ev’ry creature in, of ev’ry kind;


  Earth smiles around, with boundless bounty blest,


  And heav’n beholds its image in his breast.


  Come then, my friend, my genius, come along;


  Oh master of the poet, and the song!


  And while the muse now stoops, or now ascends,


  To man’s low passions, or their glorious ends,


  Teach me, like thee, in various nature wise,


  To fall with dignity, with temper rise;


  Form’d by thy converse, happily to steer


  From grave to gay, from lively to severe;


  Correct with spirit, eloquent with ease,


  Intent to reason, or polite to please.


  Oh! while along the stream of time thy name


  Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame;


  Say, shall my little bark attendant sail,


  Pursue the triumph, and partake the gale?


  When statesmen, heroes, kings, in dust repose,


  Whose sons shall blush their fathers were thy foes,


  Shall then this verse to future age pretend


  Thou wert my guide, philosopher, and friend?


  That, urg’d by thee, I turn’d the tuneful art


  From sounds to things, from fancy to the heart;


  For wit’s false mirror held up nature’s light;


  Shew’d erring pride, whatever is, is right;


  That reason, passion, answer one great aim;


  That true self-love and social are the same;


  That virtue only makes our bliss below;


  And all our knowledge is, ourselves to know.
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  I Promessi Sposi, Manzoni


  Because of a fancy for a peasant girl, the tyrannical lord of an Italian village sent desperadoes to threaten the priest if he married the girl to her village lover. (Manzoni died May 22, 1873.)


  I Promessi Sposi


  (The Betrothed)


  By Alessandro Manzoni


  Chapter I


  That branch of the lake of Como, which extends towards the south, is enclosed by two unbroken chains of mountains, which, as they advance and recede, diversify its shores with numerous bays and inlets. Suddenly the lake contracts itself, and takes the course and form of a river, between a promontory on the right, and a wide open shore on the opposite side. The bridge which there joins the two banks seems to render this transformation more sensible to the eye, and marks the point where the lake ends, and the Adda again begins—soon to resume the name of the lake, where the banks receding afresh, allow the water to extend and spread itself in new gulfs and bays.


  The open country, bordering the lake, formed of the alluvial deposits of three great torrents, reclines upon the roots of two contiguous mountains, one named San Martino, the other, in the Lombard dialect, Il Resegone, because of its many peaks seen in profile, which in truth resemble the teeth of a saw so much so, that no one at first sight, viewing it in front (as, for example, from the northern bastions of Milan), could fail to distinguish it by this simple description, from the other mountains of more obscure name and ordinary form in that long and vast chain. For a considerable distance the country rises with a gentle and continuous ascent; afterwards it is broken into hill and dale, terraces and elevated plains, formed by the intertwining of the roots of the two mountains, and the action of the waters. The shore itself, intersected by the torrents, consists for the most part of gravel and large flints; the rest of the plain, of fields and vineyards, interspersed with towns, villages, and hamlets: other parts are clothed with woods, extending far up the mountain.


  Lecco, the principal of these towns, giving its name to the territory, is at a short distance from the bridge, and so close upon the shore, that, when the waters are high, it seems to stand in the lake itself. A large town even now, it promises soon to become a city. At the time the events happened which we undertake to recount, this town, already of considerable importance, was also a place of defence, and for that reason had the honour of lodging a commander, and the advantage of possessing a fixed garrison of Spanish soldiers, who taught modesty to the damsels and matrons of the country; bestowed from time to time marks of their favour on the shoulder of a husband or a father; and never failed, in autumn, to disperse themselves in the vineyards, to thin the grapes, and lighten for the peasant the labours of the vintage.


  From one to the other of these towns, from the heights to the lake, from one height to another, down through the little valleys which lay between, there ran many narrow lanes or mule-paths, (and they still exist,) one while abrupt and steep, another level, another pleasantly sloping, in most places enclosed by walls built of large flints, and clothed here and there with ancient ivy, which, eating with its roots into the cement, usurps its place, and binds together the wall it renders verdant. For some distance these lanes are hidden, and as it were buried between the walls, so that the passenger, looking upwards, can see nothing but the sky and the peaks of some neighbouring mountain: in other places they are terraced: sometimes they skirt the edge of a plain, or project from the face of a declivity, like a long staircase, upheld by walls which flank the hillsides like bastions, but in the pathway rise only the height of a parapet—and here the eye of the traveller can range over varied and most beautiful prospects. On one side he commands the azure surface of the lake, and the inverted image of the rural banks reflected in the placid wave; on the other, the Adda, scarcely escaped from the arches of the bridge, expands itself anew into a little lake, then is again contracted, and prolongs to the horizon its bright windings; upward,—the massive piles of the mountains, overhanging the head of the gazer; below,—the cultivated terrace, the champaign, the bridge; opposite,—the further bank of the lake, and, rising from it, the mountain boundary.


  Along one of these narrow lanes, in the evening of the 7th of November, in the year 1628, Don Abbondio… curate of one of the towns alluded to above, was leisurely returning home from a walk, (our author does not mention the name of the town—two blanks already!) He was quietly repeating his office, and now and then, between one psalm and another, he would shut the breviary upon the fore-finger of his right hand, keeping it there for a mark; then, putting both his hands behind his back, the right (with the closed book) in the palm of the left, he pursued his way with downcast eyes, kicking, from time to time, towards the wall the flints which lay as stumbling-blocks in the path. Thus he gave more undisturbed audience to the idle thoughts which had come to tempt his spirit, while his lips repeated, of their own accord, his evening prayers. Escaping from these thoughts, he raised his eyes to the mountain which rose opposite; and mechanically gazed on the gleaming of the scarcely set sun, which, making its way through the clefts of the opposite mountain, was thrown upon the projecting peaks in large unequal masses of rose-coloured light. The breviary open again, and another portion recited, he reached a turn, where he always used to raise his eyes and look forward; and so he did to-day. After the turn, the road ran straight forward about sixty yards, and then divided into two lanes, Y fashion—the right hand path ascended towards the mountain, and led to the parsonage: the left branch descended through the valley to a torrent: and on this side the walls were not higher than about two feet. The inner walls of the two ways, instead of meeting so as to form an angle, ended in a little chapel, on which were depicted certain figures, long, waving, and terminating in a point. These, in the intention of the artist, and to the eyes of the neighbouring inhabitants, represented flames. Alternately with the flames were other figures—indescribable, meant for souls in purgatory, souls and flames of brick-colour on a grey ground enlivened with patches of the natural wall, where the plaster was gone. The curate, having turned the corner, and looked forward, as was his custom, towards the chapel, beheld an unexpected sight, and one he would not willingly have seen. Two men, one opposite the other, were stationed at the confluence, so to say, of the two ways: one of them was sitting across the low wall, with one leg dangling on the outer side, and the other supporting him in the path: his companion was standing up, leaning against the wall, with his arms crossed on his breast. Their dress, their carriage, and so much of their expression as could be distinguished at the distance at which the curate stood, left no doubt about their condition. Each had a green net on his head, which fell upon the left shoulder, and ended in a large tassel. Their long hair, appearing in one large lock upon the forehead: on the upper lip two long mustachios, curled at the end: their doublets, confined by bright leathern girdles, from which hung a brace of pistols: a little horn of powder, dangling round their necks, and falling on their breasts like a necklace: on the right side of their large and loose pantaloons, a pocket, and from the pocket the handle of a dagger: a sword hanging on the left, with a large basket-hilt of brass, carved in cipher, polished and gleaming:—all, at a glance, discovered them to be individuals of the species bravo.


  This order, now quite extinct, was then most flourishing in Lombardy, and already of considerable antiquity. Has any one no clear idea of it? Here are some authentic sketches, which may give him a distinct notion of its principal characteristics, of the means put in force to destroy it, and of its obstinate vitality.


  On the 8th of April, 1583, the most Illustrious and Excellent Signor Don Carlo d’Aragon, Prince of Castelvetrano, Duke of Terranuova, Marquis of Avola, Count of Burgeto, grand Admiral, and grand Constable of Sicily, Governor of Milan, and Captain-General of His Catholic Majesty in Italy, being fully informed of the intolerable misery in which this city of Milan has lain, and does lie, by reason of bravoes and vagabonds, publishes a ban against them, declares and defines all those to be included in this ban, and to be held bravoes and vagabonds who, whether foreigners or natives, have no occupation, or having it do not employ themselves in it… but without salary, or with, engage themselves, to any cavalier or gentleman, officer or merchant… to render them aid and service, or rather, as may be presumed, to lay wait against others… all these he commands, that, within the term of six days, they should evacuate the country, threatens the galleys to the refractory, and grants to all officials the most strangely ample and indefinite power of executing the order. But the following year, on the 12th of April, this same Signor, perceiving that this city is completely full of the said bravoes… returned to live as they had lived before, their customs wholly unchanged, and their numbers undiminished, issues another hue and cry, more vigorous and marked, in which, among other ordinances, he prescribes—That whatsoever person, as well as inhabitant of this city as a foreigner, who by the testimony of two witnesses, should appear to be held and commonly reputed a bravo, and to have that name, although he cannot be convicted of having committed any crime… for this reputation of being a bravo alone, without any other proof, may, by the said judges, and by every individual of them, be put to the rack and torture, for process of information… and although he confess no crime whatever, notwithstanding, he shall be sent to the galleys for the said three years, for the sole reputation and name of bravo, as aforesaid. All this and more which is omitted, because His Excellency is resolved to be obeyed by every one.


  At hearing such brave and confident words of so great a Signor, accompanied too with many penalties, one feels much inclined to suppose that, at the echo of their rumblings, all the bravoes had disappeared for ever. But the testimony of a Signor not less authoritative, nor less endowed with names, obliges us to believe quite the contrary. The most Illustrious and most Excellent Signor Juan Fernandez de Velasco, Constable of Castile, Grand Chamberlain of his Majesty, Duke of the city of Frias, Count of Haro and Castelnovo, Lord of the House of Velasco, and that of the Seven Infantas of Lara, Governor of the State of Milan, &c., on the 5th of June, 1593, he also, fully informed of how much loss and destruction… bravoes and vagabonds are the cause, and of the mischief such sort of people effects against the public weal, in despite of justice, warns them anew, that within the term of six days, they are to evacuate the country, repeating almost word for word, the threats and penalties of his predecessor. On the 23rd of May, in a subsequent year, 1598, being informed, with no little displeasure of mind, that… every day, in this city and state, the number of these people (bravoes and vagabonds) is on the increase, and day and night nothing is heard of them but murder, homicide, robbery, and crimes of every kind, for which there is greater facility, because these bravoes are confident of being supported by their great employers… he prescribes anew the same remedies, increasing the dose, as men do in obstinate maladies. Let every one, then, he concludes, be wholly on his guard against contravening in the least the present proclamation; for, instead of experiencing the clemency of His Excellency, he will experience the rigour of his anger… he being resolved and determined that this shall be the last and peremptory admonition.


  Not, however, of this opinion was the most Illustrious and most Excellent Signor, Il Signor Don Pietro Enriquez de Acevedo, Count of Fuentes, Captain and Governor of the State of Milan; not of this opinion was he, and for good reasons. Being fully informed of the misery in which this city and state lies by reason of the great number of bravoes which abound in it… and being resolved wholly to extirpate a plant so pernicious, he issues, on the 5th of December, 1600, a new admonition, full of severe penalties, with a firm purpose, that, with all rigour, and without any hope of remission, they shall be fully carried out.


  We must believe, however, that he did not apply himself to this matter with that hearty good will which he knew how to employ in contriving cabals and exciting enemies against his great enemy, Henry IV. History informs us that he succeeded in arming against that king the Duke of Savoy, and caused him to lose a city. He succeeded also in engaging the Duke of Biron on his behalf, and caused him to lose his head; but as to this pernicious plant of bravoes, certain it is that it continued to blossom till the 22nd of September, 1612. On that day the most Illustrious Signor Don Giovanni de Mendosa, Marquis of Hynojosa, Gentleman, &c., Governor, &c., had serious thoughts of extirpating it. To this end he sent the usual proclamation, corrected and enlarged, to Pandolfo and Marco Tullio Molatesti, associated printers to His Majesty, with orders to print it to the destruction of the bravoes. Yet they lived to receive on the 24th of December, 1618, similar and more vigorous blows from the most Illustrious and most Excellent Signor, the Signor Don Gomez Suarez di Figueroa, Duke of Feria, &c., Governor, &c. Moreover, they not being hereby done to death, the most Illustrious and most Excellent Signor, the Signor Gonzala Fernandez di Cordova, (under whose government these events happened to Don Abbondio,) had found himself obliged to recorrect and republish the usual proclamation against the bravoes, on the 5th day of October, 1627; i. e. one year one month and two days before this memorable event.


  Nor was this the last publication. We do not feel bound, however, to make mention of those which ensued, as they are beyond the period of our story. We will notice only one of the 13th of February, 1632, in which the most Illustrious and most Excellent Signor the Duke of Feria, a second time governor, signifies to us that the greatest outrages are caused by those denominated bravoes.


  This suffices to make it pretty certain, that at the time of which we treat, there was as yet no lack of bravoes.


  That the two described above were on the lookout for some one, was but too evident; but what more alarmed Don Abbondio was, that he was assured by certain signs that he was the person expected; for, the moment he appeared, they exchanged glances, raising their heads with a movement which plainly expressed that both at once had exclaimed, ‘Here’s our man!’ He who bestrode the wall got up, and brought his other leg into the path: his companion left leaning on the wall, and both began to walk towards him. Don Abbondio, keeping the breviary open before him, as if reading, directed his glance forward to watch their movements. He saw them advancing straight towards him: multitudes of thoughts, all at once, crowded upon him; with quick anxiety he asked himself, whether any pathway to the right or left lay between him and the bravoes; and quickly came the answer,—no. He made a hasty examination, to discover whether he had offended some great man, some vindictive neighbour; but even in this moment of alarm, the consoling testimony of conscience somewhat reassured him. Meanwhile the bravoes drew near, eyeing him fixedly. He put the fore finger and middle finger of his left hand up to his collar, as if to settle it, and running the two fingers round his neck he turned his head backwards at the same time, twisting his mouth in the same direction, and looked out of the corner of his eyes as far as he could, to see whether any one was coming; but he saw no one. He cast a glance over the low wall into the fields—no one; another, more subdued, along the path forward—no one but the bravoes. What is to be done? turn back? It is too late. Run? It was the same as to say, follow me, or worse. Since he could not escape the danger, he went to meet it. These moments of uncertainty were already so painful, he desired only to shorten them. He quickened his pace, recited a verse in a louder tone, composed his face to a tranquil and careless expression, as well as he could, used every effort to have a smile ready; and when he found himself in the presence of the two good men, exclaiming mentally, ‘here we are!’ he stood still. ‘Signor Curato!’ said one, staring in his face.


  ‘Who commands me?’ quickly answered Don Abbondio, raising his eyes from the book, and holding it open in both hands.


  ‘You intend,’ continued the other, with the threatening angry brow of one who has caught an inferior committing some grievous fault, ‘you intend, to-morrow, to marry Renzo Tramaglino and Lucia Mondella!’


  ‘That is…’ replied Don Abbondio, with a quivering voice,—‘That is… You, gentlemen, are men of the world, and know well how these things go. A poor curate has nothing to do with them. They patch up their little treaties between themselves, and then… then, they come to us, as one goes to the bank to make a demand; and we… we are servants of the community.’


  ‘Mark well,’ said the bravo, in a lower voice but with a solemn tone of command, ‘this marriage is not to be performed, not to-morrow, nor ever.’


  ‘But, gentlemen,’ replied Don Abbondio, with the soothing, mild tone of one who would persuade an impatient man, ‘be so kind as put yourselves in my place. If the thing depended on me… you see plainly that it is no advantage to me…’


  ‘Come, come,’ interrupted the bravo; ‘if the thing were to be decided by prating, you might soon put our heads in a poke. We know nothing about it, and we don’t want to know more. A warned man… you understand.’


  ‘But gentlemen like you are too just, too reasonable…’


  ‘But,’ (this time the other companion broke in, who had not hitherto spoken)—‘but the marriage is not to be performed, or…’ here a great oath—‘or he who performs it will never repent, because he shall have no time for it…’ another oath.


  ‘Silence, silence,’ replied the first orator: ‘the Signor Curato knows the way of the world, and we are good sort of men, who don’t wish to do him any harm, if he will act like a wise man. Signor Curato, the Illustrious Signor Don Rodrigo, our master, sends his kind respects.’


  To the mind of Don Abbondio this name was like the lightning flash in a storm at night, which, illuminating for a moment and confusing all objects, increases the terror. As by instinct he made a low bow, and said, “If you could suggest…’


  ‘Oh! suggest is for you who know Latin,’ again interrupted the bravo, with a smile between awkwardness and ferocity; “it is all very well for you. But, above all, let not a word be whispered about this notice that we have given you for your good, or… Ehem!… it will be the same as marrying them.—Well, what will your Reverence that we say for you to the Illustrious Signor Don Rodrigo?’


  ‘My respects.’


  ‘Be clear, Signor Curato.’


  ‘…Disposed… always disposed to obedience.’ And having said these words, he did not himself well know whether he had given a promise, or whether he had only sent an ordinary compliment. The bravoes took it, and showed that they took it, in the more serious meaning.


  ‘Very well—good evening, Signor Curato,’ said one of them, leading his companion away.


  Don Abbondio, who a few moments before would have given one of his eyes to have got rid of them, now wished to prolong the conversation and modify the treaty;—in vain they would not listen, but took the path along which he had come, and were soon out of sight, singing a ballad, which I do not choose to transcribe. Poor Don Abbondio stood for a moment with his mouth open, as if enchanted: and then he too departed, taking that path which led to his house, and hardly dragging one leg after the other, with a sensation of walking on crab-claws, and in a frame of mind which the reader will better understand, after having learnt somewhat more of the character of this personage, and of the sort of times in which his lot was cast.


  Don Abbondio—the reader may have discovered it already—was not born with the heart of a lion. Besides this, from his earliest years, he had had occasion to learn, that the most embarrassing of all conditions in those times, was that of an animal, without claws, and without teeth, which yet, nevertheless, had no inclination to be devoured.


  The arm of the law by no means protected the quiet inoffensive man, who had no other means of inspiring fear. Not, indeed, that there was any want of laws and penalties against private violence. Laws came down like hail; crimes were recounted and particularized with minute prolixity; penalties were absurdly exorbitant; and if that were not enough, capable of augmentation in almost every case, at the will of the legislator himself and of a hundred executives; the forms of procedure studied only how to liberate the judge from every impediment in the way of passing a sentence of condemnation; the sketches we have given of the proclamations against the bravoes are a feeble but true index of this. Notwithstanding, or rather in great measure for this reason, these proclamations, republished and reenforced by one government after another, served only to attest most magniloquently the impotence of their authors; or if they produced any immediate effect, it was for the most part to add new vexations to those already suffered by the peaceable and helpless at the hands of the turbulent, and to increase the violence and cunning of the latter. Impunity was organized and implanted so deeply that its roots were untouched, or at least unmoved, by these proclamations. Such were the asylums, such were the privileges of certain classes, privileges partly recognized by law, partly borne with envious silence, or decried with vain protests, but kept up in fact, and guarded by these classes, and by almost every individual in them, with interested activity and punctilious jealousy. Now, impunity of this kind, threatened and insulted, but not destroyed by the proclamations, was naturally obliged, on every new threat and insult, to put in force new powers and new schemes to preserve its own existence. So it fell out in fact; and on the appearance of a proclamation for the restraint of the violent, these sought in their power new means more apt in effecting that which the proclamations forbade. The proclamations, indeed, could accomplish at every step the molestation of a good sort of men, who had neither power themselves nor protection from others; because, in order to have every person under their hands, to prevent or punish every crime, they subjected every movement of private life to the arbitrary will of a thousand magistrates and executives. But whoever, before committing a crime, had taken measures to secure his escape in time to a convent or a palace, where the birri [1] had never dared to enter; whoever (without any other measures) bore a livery which called to his defence the vanity and interest of a powerful family or order, such an one was free to do as he pleased, and could set at nought the clamour of the proclamations. Of those very persons to whom the enforcing of them was committed, some belonged by birth to the privileged class, some were dependent on it, as clients; both one and the other by education, interest, habit, and imitation, had embraced its maxims, and would have taken good care not to offend it for the sake of a piece of paper pasted on the corners of the streets. The men entrusted with the immediate execution of the decrees, had they been enterprising as heroes, obedient as monks, and devoted as martyrs, could not have had the upper hand, inferior as they were in number to those with whom they would have been engaged in battle, with the probability of being frequently abandoned, or even sacrificed, by those who abstractedly, or (so to say) in theory, set them to work. But besides this, these men were, generally, chosen from the lowest and most rascally classes of those times: their office was held base even by those who stood most in fear of it, and their title a reproach. It was therefore but natural that they, instead of risking, or rather throwing away, their lives in an impracticable undertaking, should take pay for inaction, or even connivance at the powerful, and reserve the exercise of their execrated authority and diminished power for those occasions, where they could oppress, without danger, i. e. by annoying pacific and defenceless persons.


  [1. i. e., the armed police.]


  The man who is ready to give and expecting to receive offence every moment, naturally seeks allies and companions. Hence the tendency of individuals to unite into classes was in these times carried to the greatest excess; new societies were formed, and each man strove to increase the power of his own party to the greatest degree. The clergy were on the watch to defend and extend their immunities; the nobility their privileges, the military their exemptions. Tradespeople and artisans were enrolled in subordinate confraternities, lawyers constituted a league, and even doctors a corporation. Each of these little oligarchies had its own peculiar power; in each the individual found it an advantage to avail himself, in proportion to their authority and vigour, of the united force of the many. Honest men availed themselves of this advantage for defence; the evil-disposed and sharp-witted made use of it to accomplish deeds of violence, for which their personal means were insufficient, and to ensure themselves impunity. The power, however, of these various combinations was very unequal; and especially in the country, a rich and violent nobility, having a band of bravoes, and surrounded by a peasantry accustomed by immemorial tradition, and compelled by interest or force, to look upon themselves as soldiers of their lords, exercised a power against which no other league could have maintained effectual resistance.


  Our Abbondio, not noble, not rich, not courageous, was therefore accustomed from his very infancy to look upon himself as a vessel of fragile earthenware, obliged to journey in company with many vessels of iron. Hence he had very easily acquiesced in his parents’ wish to make him a priest. To say the truth, he had not reflected much on the obligations and noble ends of the ministry to which he was dedicating himself: to ensure something to live upon with comfort, and to place himself in a class revered and powerful, seemed to him two sufficient reasons for his choice. But no class whatever provides for an individual, or secures him, beyond a certain point: and none dispenses him from forming his own particular system.


  Don Abbondio, continually absorbed in thoughts about his own security, cared not at all for those advantages which risked a little to secure a great deal. His system was to escape all opposition, and to yield where he could not escape. In all the frequent contests carried on around him between the clergy and laity, in the perpetual collision between officials and the nobility, between the nobility and magistrates, between bravoes and soldiers, down to the pitched battle between two rustics, arising from a word, and decided with fists or poniards, an unarmed neutrality was his chosen position. If he were absolutely obliged to take a part, he favoured the stronger, always, however, with a reserve, and an endeavour to show the other that he was not willingly his enemy. It seemed as if he would say, ‘Why did you not manage to be stronger? I would have taken your side then.’ Keeping a respectful distance from the powerful; silently bearing their scorn, when capriciously shown in passing instances; answering with submission when it assumed a more serious and decided form; obliging, by his profound bows and respectful salutations, the most surly and haughty to return him a smile, when he met them by the way; the poor man had performed the voyage of sixty years without experiencing any very violent tempests.


  It was not that he had not too his own little portion of gall in his disposition: and this continual exercise of endurance, this ceaseless giving reasons to others, these many bitter mouthfuls gulped down in silence, had so far exasperated it, that had he not an opportunity sometimes of giving it a little of its own way, his health would certainly have suffered. But since there were in the world, close around him, some few persons whom he knew well to be incapable of hurting, upon them he was able now and then to let out the bad humour so long pent up, and take upon himself (even he) the right to be a little fantastic, and to scold unreasonably. Besides, he was a rigid censor of those who did not guide themselves by his rules; that is, when the censure could be passed without any, the most distant, danger. Was any one beaten? he was at least imprudent;—any one murdered? he had always been a turbulent meddler. If any one, having tried to maintain his right against some powerful noble, came off with a broken head, Don Abbondio always knew how to discover some fault; a thing not difficult, since right and wrong are never divided with so clean a cut, that one party has the whole of either. Above all, he declaimed against any of his brethren, who, at their own risk, took the part of the weak and oppressed against the powerful oppressor. This he called paying for quarrels, and giving one’s legs to the dogs: he even pronounced with severity upon it, as a mixing in profane things, to the loss of dignity to the sacred ministry. Against such men he discoursed (always, however, with his eyes about him, or in a retired corner) with greater vehemence in proportion as he knew them to be strangers to anxiety about their personal safety. He had, finally, a favourite sentence, with which he always wound up discourses on these matters, that a respectable man who looked to himself, and minded his own business, could always keep clear of mischievous quarrels.


  My five-and-twenty readers may imagine what impression such an encounter as has been related above would make on the mind of this pitiable being. The fearful aspect of those faces; the great words; the threats of a Signor known for never threatening in vain; a system of living in quiet, the patient study of so many years, upset in a moment; and, in prospect, a path narrow and rugged, from which no exit could be seen,—all these thoughts buzzed about tumultuously in the downcast head of Don Abbondio. ‘If Renzo could be dismissed in peace with a mere no, it is all plain; but he would want reasons; and what am I to say to him? and—and—and he is a lamb, quiet as a lamb if no one touches him, but if he were contradicted… whew! and then—out of his senses about this Lucia, in love over head and… These young men, who fall in love for want of something to do, will be married, and think nothing about other people, they do not care anything for the trouble they bring upon a poor curate. Unfortunate me! What possible business had these two frightful figures to put themselves in my path, and interfere with me? Is it I who want to be married? Why did they not rather go and talk with… Let me see: what a great misfortune it is that the right plan never comes into my head till it is too late! If I had but thought of suggesting to them to carry their message to…’ But at this point it occurred to him that to repent of not having been aider and abettor in iniquity, was itself iniquitous; and he turned his angry thoughts upon the man who had come, in this manner, to rob him of his peace. He knew Don Rodrigo only by sight and by report; nor had he had to do with him further than to make a lowly reverence when he had chanced to meet him. It had fallen to him several times to defend this Signor against those who, with subdued voice and looks of fear, wished ill to some of his enterprises. He had said a hundred times that he was a respectable cavalier; but at this moment he bestowed upon him all those epithets which he had never heard applied by others without an exclamation of disapprobation. Amid the tumult of these thoughts he reached his own door—hastily applied the key which he held in his hand, opened, entered, carefully closed it behind him, and anxious to find himself in trustworthy company, called quickly, ‘Perpetua, Perpetua!’ as he went towards the dining-room, where he was sure to find Perpetua laying the cloth for supper.


  Perpetua, as every one already knows, was Don Abbondio’s servant, a servant affectionate and faithful, who knew how to obey and command in turn as occasion required—to bear, in season, the grumblings and fancies of her master, and to make him bear the like when her turn came; which day by day recurred more frequently, since she had passed the sinodal age of forty, remaining single, because, as she said herself, she had refused all offers, or because she had never found any one goose enough to have her, as her friends said.


  ‘I am coming,’ replied Perpetua, putting down in its usual place a little flask of Don Abbondio’s favourite wine, and moving leisurely. But before she reached the door of the dining-room, he entered, with a step so unsteady, with an expression so overcast, with features so disturbed, that there had been no need of Perpetua’s experienced eye to discover at a glance that something very extraordinary had happened.


  ‘Mercy! what has happened to you, master?’


  ‘Nothing, nothing,’ replied Don Abbondio, sinking down breathless on his arm-chair.


  ‘How nothing! Would you make me believe this, so disordered as you are? Some great misfortune has happened.’


  ‘Oh, for Heaven’s sake! When I say nothing, either it is nothing, or it is something I cannot tell.’


  ‘Not tell, even to me? Who will take care of your safety, sir? who will advise you?’


  ‘Oh, dear! hold your tongue, and say no more; give me a glass of my wine.’


  ‘And you will persist, sir, that it is nothing!’ said Perpetua, filling the glass; and then holding it in her hand, as if she would give it in payment for the confidence he kept her waiting for so long.


  ‘Give it here, give it here,’ said Don Abbondio, taking the glass from her with no very steady hand, and emptying it hastily, as if it were a draught of medicine.


  ‘Do you wish me, then, sir, to be obliged to ask here and there, what has happened to my master?’ said Perpetua, right opposite him, with her arms akimbo, looking steadily at him, as if she would gather the truth from his eyes.


  ‘For Heaven’s sake! let us have no brawling—let us have no noise: it is… it is my life!’


  ‘Your life!’


  ‘My life.’


  ‘You know, sir, that whenever you have told me any thing sincerely in confidence, I have never…’


  ‘Well done! for instance, when…’


  Perpetua saw she had touched a wrong chord; wherefore, suddenly changing her tone, ‘Signor, master,’ she said, with a softened and affecting voice, ‘I have always been an affectionate servant to you, sir; and if I wish to know this, it is because of my care for you, because I wish to be able to help you, to give you good advice, and to comfort you.’


  The fact was, Don Abbondio was, perhaps, just as anxious to get rid of his burdensome secret, as Perpetua was to know it. In consequence, after having rebutted, always more feebly, her reiterated and more vigorous assaults, after having made her vow more than once not to breathe the subject, with many sighs and many doleful exclamations, he related at last the miserable event. When he came to the terrible name, it was necessary for Perpetua to make new and more solemn vows of silence; and Don Abbondio, having pronounced this name, sank back on the chair, lifting up his hands in act at once of command and entreaty—exclaiming, ‘For heaven’s sake!’


  ‘Mercy!’ exclaimed Perpetua, ‘Oh, what a wretch! Oh, what a tyrant! Oh, what a godless man!’


  ‘Will you hold your tongue? or do you wish to ruin me altogether?’


  ‘Why, we’re all alone: no one can hear us. But what will you do, sir? Oh, my poor master!’


  ‘You see now, you see,’ said Don Abbondio, in an angry tone, ‘what good advice this woman can give me! She comes and asks me what shall I do, what shall I do, as if she were in a quandary, and it were my place to help her out.’


  ‘But I could even give my poor opinion; but then…’


  ‘But then, let us hear.’


  ‘My advice would be, since, as everybody says, our Archbishop is a saint, a bold-hearted man, and one who is not afraid of an ugly face, and one who glories in upholding a poor curate against these tyrants, when he has an opportunity,—I should say, and I do say, that you should write a nice letter to inform him how that…’


  ‘Will you hold your tongue? will you be silent? Is this fit advice to give a poor man? When a bullet was lodged in my back, (Heaven defend me!) would the Archbishop dislodge it?’


  ‘Why! bullets don’t fly in showers like comfits. [2] Woe to us if these dogs could bite whenever they bark. And I have always taken notice that whoever knows how to show his teeth, and makes use of them, is treated with respect; and just because master will never give his reasons, we are come to that pass, that every one comes to us, if I may say it to…’


  [2. It is a custom in Italy, during the carnival, for friends to salute each other with showers of comfits, as they pass in the streets.]


  ‘Will you hold your tongue?’


  ‘I will directly; but it is, however, certain, that when all the world sees a man always, in every encounter, ready to yield the…’


  ‘Will you hold your tongue? Is this a time for such nonsensical words?’


  ‘Very well: you can think about it to-night; but now, don’t be doing any mischief to yourself; don’t be making yourself ill—take a mouthful to eat.’


  ‘Think about it, shall I?’ grumbled Don Abbondio, ‘to be sure I shall think about it. I’ve got it to think about;’ and he got up, going on; ‘I will take nothing, nothing: I have something else to do. I know, too, what I ought to think about it. But, that this should have come on my head!’


  ‘Swallow at least this other little drop,’ said Perpetua, pouring it out; ‘you know, sir, this always strengthens your stomach.’


  ‘Ah, we want another strengthener—another—another—’


  So saying, he took the candle, and constantly grumbling, ‘A nice little business to a man like me! and to-morrow, what is to be done?’ with other like lamentations, went to his chamber, to lie down. When he had reached the door, he paused a moment, turned round and laid his finger on his lips, pronouncing slowly and solemnly, ‘For Heaven’s sake!’ and disappeared.


  



  


  May 23. A Plea for an Unfortunate


  Volume 41, pp. 907-911


  English Poetry, Volume II


  From the river her body was tenderly lifted—the girl who could find no place in the vast city. Thomas Hood pleads for her—eloquently and justly. Read this gem of pathos. (Thomas Hood born May 23, 1799.)


  Thomas Hood


  [1798-1845]


  (563)


  The Bridge of Sighs


  One more Unfortunate


  Weary of breath


  Rashly importunate,


  Gone to her death!


  Take her up tenderly,


  Lift her with care;


  Fashion’d so slenderly,


  Young, and so fair!


  Look at her garments


  Clinging like cerements;


  Whilst the wave constantly


  Drips from her clothing;


  Take her up instantly,


  Loving, not loathing.


  Touch her not scornfully;


  Think of her mournfully,


  Gently and humanly;


  Not of the stains of her—


  All that remains of her


  Now is pure womanly.


  Make no deep scrutiny


  Into her mutiny


  Rash and undutiful:


  Past all dishonour,


  Death has left on her


  Only the beautiful.


  Still, for all slips of hers,


  One of Eve’s family—


  Wipe those poor lips of hers


  Oozing so clammily.


  Loop up her tresses


  Escaped from the comb,


  Her fair auburn tresses;


  Whilst wonderment guesses


  Where was her home?


  Who was her father?


  Who was her mother?


  Had she a sister?


  Had she a brother?


  Or was there a dearer one


  Still, and a nearer one


  Yet, than all other?


  Alas! for the rarity


  Of Christian charity


  Under the sun!


  O! it was pitiful!


  Near a whole city full,


  Home she had none.


  Sisterly, brotherly,


  Fatherly, motherly


  Feelings had changed:


  Love, by harsh evidence,


  Thrown from its eminence;


  Even God’s providence


  Seeming estranged.


  Where the lamps quiver


  So far in the river,


  With many a light


  From window and casement,


  From garret to basement,


  She stood, with amazement,


  Houseless by night.


  The bleak wind of March


  Made her tremble and shiver;


  But not the dark arch,


  Or the black flowing river:


  Mad from life’s history,


  Glad to death’s mystery


  Swift to be hurl’d—


  Anywhere, anywhere


  Out of the world!


  In she plunged boldly,


  No matter how coldly


  The rough river ran,


  Over the brink of it,—


  Picture it, think of it,


  Dissolute Man!


  Lave in it, drink of it,


  Then, if you can!


  Take her up tenderly,


  Lift her with care;


  Fashion’d so slenderly,


  Young, and so fair!


  Ere her limbs frigidly


  Stiffen too rigidly,


  Decently, kindly,


  Smooth and compose them;


  And her eyes, close them,


  Staring so blindly!


  Dreadfully staring


  Thro’ muddy impurity,


  As when with the daring


  Last look of despairing


  Fix’d on futurity.


  Perishing gloomily,


  Spurr’d by contumely,


  Cold inhumanity,


  Burning insanity,


  Into her rest.


  —Cross her hands humbly


  As if praying dumbly,


  Over her breast!


  Owning her weakness,


  Her evil behaviour,


  And leaving, with meekness,


  Her sins to her Saviour.


  (564)


  The Death Bed


  We watch’d her breathing thro’ the night,


  Her breathing soft and low,


  As in her breast the wave of life


  Kept heaving to and fro.


  So silently we seemed to speak,


  So slowly moved about,


  As we had lent her half our powers


  To eke her living out.


  Our very hopes belied our fears,


  Our fears our hopes belied—


  We thought her dying when she slept,


  And sleeping when she died.


  But when the morn came dim and sad


  And chill with early showers,


  Her quiet eyelids closed—she had


  Another morn than ours.


  (565)


  Past and Present


  I remember, I remember


  The house where I was born,


  The little window where the sun


  Came peeping in at morn;


  He never came a wink too soon


  Nor brought too long a day;


  But now, I often wish the night


  Had borne my breath away.


  I remember, I remember


  The roses, red and white,


  The violets, and the lily-cups—


  Those flowers made of light!


  The lilacs where the robin built,


  And where my brother set


  The laburnum on his birthday,—


  The tree is living yet!


  I remember, I remember


  Where I was used to swing,


  And thought the air must rush as fresh


  To swallows on the wing;


  My spirit flew in feathers then


  That is so heavy now,


  And summer pools could hardly cool


  The fever on my brow.


  I remember, I remember


  The fir-trees dark and high;


  I used to think their slender tops


  Were close against the sky:


  It was a childish ignorance,


  But now ’tis little joy


  To know I’m farther off from Heaven


  Than when I was a boy.


  


  May 24. They Had No Money—Yet Bought and Sold


  Volume 10, pp.27-33


  Wealth of Nations, Smith


  Debts were not always paid in money. Not so long ago the butcher paid for his keg of beer with a slab of beef, and oxen were exchanged for land and wives. Adam Smith tells the interesting story of the origin and use of money.


  Wealth of Nations


  By 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 IV


  Of the Origin and Use of Money


  When the division of labour has been once thoroughly established, it is but a very small part of a man’s wants which the produce of his own labour can supply. He supplies the far greater part of them by exchanging that surplus part of the produce of his own labour, which is over and above his own consumption, for such parts of the produce of other men’s labour as he has occasion for. Every man thus lives by exchanging, or becomes in some measure a merchant, and the society itself grows to be what is properly a commercial society.


  But when the division of labour first began to take place, this power of exchanging must frequently have been very much clogged and embarrassed in its operations. One man, we shall suppose, has more of a certain commodity than he himself has occasion for, while another has less. The former consequently would be glad to dispose of, and the latter to purchase, a part of this superfluity. But if this latter should chance to have nothing that the former stands in need of, no exchange can be made between them. The butcher has more meat in his shop than he himself can consume, and the brewer and the baker would each of them be willing to purchase a part of it. But they have nothing to offer in exchange, except the different productions of their respective trades, and the butcher is already provided with all the bread and beer which he has immediate occasion for. No exchange can, in this case, be made between them. He cannot be their merchant, nor they his customers; and they are all of them thus mutually less serviceable to one another. In order to avoid the inconveniency of such situations, every prudent man in every period of society, after the first establishment of the division of labour, must naturally have endeavoured to manage his affairs in such a manner, as to have at all times by him, besides the peculiar produce of his own industry, a certain quantity of some one commodity or other, such as he imagined few people would be likely to refuse in exchange for the produce of their industry.


  Many different commodities, it is probable, were successively both thought of and employed for this purpose. In the rude ages of society, cattle are said to have been the common instrument of commerce; and, though they must have been a most inconvenient one, yet in old times we find things were frequently valued according to the number of cattle which had been given in exchange for them. The armour of Diomede, says Homer, cost only nine oxen; but that of Glaucus cost an hundred oxen. Salt is said to be the common instrument of commerce and exchanges in Abyssinia; a species of shells in some parts of the coast of India; dried cod at Newfoundland; tobacco in Virginia; sugar in some of our West India colonies; hides or dressed leather in some other countries; and there is at this day a village in Scotland where it is not uncommon, I am told, for a workman to carry nails instead of money to the baker’s shop or the alehouse.


  In all countries, however, men seem at last to have been determined by irresistible reasons to give the preference, for this employment, to metals above every other commodity. Metals can not only be kept with as little loss as any other commodity, scarce any thing being less perishable than they are, but they can likewise, without any loss, be divided into any number of parts, as by fusion those parts can easily be reunited again; a quality which no other equally durable commodities possess, and which more than any other quality renders them fit to be the instruments of commerce and circulation. The man who wanted to buy salt, for example, and had nothing but cattle to give in exchange for it, must have been obliged to buy salt to the value of a whole ox, or a whole sheep, at a time. He could seldom buy less than this, because what he was to give for it could seldom be divided without loss; and if he had a mind to buy more, he must, for the same reasons, have been obliged to buy double or triple the quantity, the value, to wit, of two or three oxen, or of two or three sheep. If on the contrary, instead of sheep or oxen, he had metals to give in exchange for it, he could easily proportion the quantity of the metal to the precise quantity of the commodity which he had immediate occasion for.


  Different metals have been made use of by different nations for this purpose. Iron was the common instrument of commerce among the antient Spartans; copper among the antient Romans; and gold and silver among all rich commercial nations.


  Those metals seem originally to have been made use of for this purpose in rude bars, without any stamp or coinage. Thus we are told by Pliny, upon the authority of Timæus, an antient historian, that, till the time of Servius Tullius, the Romans had no coined money, but made use of unstamped bars of copper, to purchase whatever they had occasion for. These rude bars, therefore, performed at this time the function of money.


  The use of metals in this rude state was attended with two very considerable inconveniences; first with the trouble of weighing; and, secondly, with that of assaying them. In the precious metals, where a small difference in the quantity makes a great difference in the value, even the business of weighing, with proper exactness, requires at least very accurate weights and scales. The weighing of gold in particular is an operation of some nicety. In the coarser metals, indeed, where a small error would be of little consequence, less accuracy would, no doubt, be necessary. Yet we should find it excessively troublesome, if every time a poor man had occasion either to buy or sell a farthing’s worth of goods, he was obliged to weigh the farthing. The operation of assaying is still more difficult, still more tedious, and, unless a part of the metal is fairly melted in the crucible, with proper dissolvents, any conclusion that can be drawn from it, is extremely uncertain. Before the institution of coined money, however, unless they went through this tedious and difficult operation, people must always have been liable to the grossest frauds and impositions, and instead of a pound weight of pure silver, or pure copper, might receive in exchange for their goods, an adulterated composition of the coarsest and cheapest materials, which had, however, in their outward appearance, been made to resemble those metals. To prevent such abuses, to facilitate exchanges, and thereby to encourage all sorts of industry and commerce, it has been found necessary, in all countries that have made any considerable advances towards improvement, to affix a public stamp upon certain quantities of such particular metals, as were in those countries commonly made use of to purchase goods. Hence the origin of coined money, and of those public offices called mints; institutions exactly of the same nature with those of the aulnagers and stampmasters of woollen and linen cloth. All of them are equally meant to ascertain, by means of a public stamp, the quantity and uniform goodness of those different commodities when brought to market.


  The first public stamps of this kind that were affixed to the current metals, seem in many cases to have been intended to ascertain, what it was both most difficult and most important to ascertain, the goodness or fineness of the metal, and to have resembled the sterling mark which is at present affixed to plate and bars of silver, or the Spanish mark which is sometimes affixed to ingots of gold, and which being struck only upon one side of the piece, and not covering the whole surface, ascertains the fineness, but not the weight of the metal. Abraham weighs to Ephron the four hundred shekels of silver which he had agreed to pay for the field of Machpelah. They are said, however, to be the current money of the merchant, and yet are received by weight and not by tale, in the same manner as ingots of gold and bars of silver are at present. The revenues of the antient Saxon kings of England are said to have been paid, not in money but in kind, that is, in victuals and provisions of all sorts. William the Conqueror introduced the custom of paying them in money. This money, however, was, for a long time, received at the exchequer, by weight and not by tale.


  The inconveniency and difficulty of weighing those metals with exactness gave occasion to the institution of coins, of which the stamp, covering entirely both sides of the piece and sometimes the edges too, was supposed to ascertain not only the fineness, but the weight of the metal. Such coins, therefore, were received by tale as at present, without the trouble of weighing.


  The denominations of those coins seem originally to have expressed the weight or quantity of metal contained in them. In the time of Servius Tullius, who first coined money at Rome, the Roman As or Pondo contained a Roman pound of good copper. It was divided in the same manner as our Troyes pound, into twelve ounces, each of which contained a real ounce of good copper. The English pound sterling in the time of Edward I., contained a pound, Tower weight, of silver of a known fineness. The Tower pound seems to have been something more than the Roman pound, and something less than the Troyes pound. This last was not introduced into the mint of England till the 18th of Henry VIII. The French livre contained in the time of Charlemagne a pound, Troyes weight, of silver of a known fineness. The fair of Troyes in Champaign was at that time frequented by all the nations of Europe, and the weights and measures of so famous a market were generally known and esteemed. The Scots money pound contained, from the time of Alexander the First to that of Robert Bruce, a pound of silver of the same weight and fineness with the English pound sterling. English, French, and Scots pennies too, contained all of them originally a real pennyweight of silver, the twentieth part of an ounce, and the two-hundred-and-fortieth part of a pound. The shilling, too, seems originally to have been the denomination of a weight. When wheat is at twelve shillings the quarter, says an antient statute of Henry III., then wastel bread of a farthing shall weigh eleven shillings and four pence. The proportion, however, between the shilling and either the penny on the one hand, or the pound on the other, seems not to have been so constant and uniform as that between the penny and the pound. During the first race of the kings of France, the French sou or shilling appears upon different occasions to have contained five, twelve, twenty, and forty pennies. Among the antient Saxons a shilling appears at one time to have contained only five pennies, and it is not improbable that it may have been as variable among them as among their neighbours, the antient Franks. From the time of Charlemagne among the French, and from that of William the Conqueror among the English, the proportion between the pound, the shilling, and the penny, seems to have been uniformly the same as at present, though the value of each has been very different. For in every country of the world, I believe, the avarice and injustice of princes and sovereign states, abusing the confidence of their subjects, have by degrees diminished the real quantity of metal, which had been originally contained in their coins. The Roman As, in the latter ages of the Republic, was reduced to the twenty-fourth part of its original value, and, instead of weighing a pound, came to weigh only half an ounce. The English pound and penny contain at present about a third only; the Scots pound and penny about a thirty-sixth; and the French pound and penny about a sixty-sixth part of their original value. By means of those operations the princes and sovereign states which performed them were enabled, in appearance, to pay their debts and to fulfil their engagements with a smaller quantity of silver than would otherwise have been requisite. It was indeed in appearance only; for their creditors were really defrauded of a part of what was due to them. All other debtors in the state were allowed the same privilege, and might pay with the same nominal sum of the new and debased coin whatever they had borrowed in the old. Such operations, therefore, have always proved favourable to the debtor, and ruinous to the creditor, and have sometimes produced a greater and more universal revolution in the fortunes of private persons, than could have been occasioned by a very great public calamity.


  It is in this manner that money has become in all civilized nations the universal instrument of commerce, by the intervention of which goods of all kinds are bought and sold, or exchanged for one another.


  What are the rules which men naturally observe in exchanging them either for money or for one another, I shall now proceed to examine. These rules determine what may be called the relative or exchangeable value of goods.


  The word value, it is to be observed, has two different meanings, and sometimes expresses the utility of some particular object, and sometimes the power of purchasing other goods which the possession of that object conveys. The one may be called “value in use;” the other, “value in exchange.” The things which have the greatest value in use have frequently little or no value in exchange; and on the contrary, those which have the greatest value in exchange have frequently little or no value in use. Nothing is more useful than water: but it will purchase scarce any thing; scarce any thing can be had in exchange for it. A diamond, on the contrary, has scarce any value in use; but a very great quantity of other goods may frequently be had in exchange for it.


  In order to investigate the principles which regulate the exchangeable value of commodities, I shall endeavour to shew,


  First, what is the real measure of this exchangeable value; or, wherein consists the real price of all commodities.


  Secondly, what are the different parts of which this real price is composed or made up.


  And, lastly, what are the different circumstances which sometimes raise some or all of these different parts of price above, and sometimes sink them below their natural or ordinary rate; or, what are the causes which sometimes hinder the market price, that is, the actual price of commodities, from coinciding exactly with what may be called their natural price.


  I shall endeavour to explain, as fully and distinctly as I can, those three subjects in the three following chapters, for which I must very earnestly entreat both the patience and attention of the reader: his patience in order to examine a detail which may perhaps in some places appear unnecessarily tedious; and his attention in order to understand what may, perhaps, after the fullest explication which I am capable of giving of it, appear still in some degree obscure. I am always willing to run some hazard of being tedious in order to be sure that I am perspicuous; and after taking the utmost pains that I can to be perspicuous, some obscurity may still appear to remain upon a subject in its own nature extremely abstracted.


  […]


  


  May 25. Do What You Fear


  Volume 5, pp. 121-131


  Essays and English Traits, Emerson


  Emerson startled the world by fearlessly declaring his beliefs. Such apparent paradoxes as we find in his inspirational essay, “Heroism,” makes him the most stimulating yet profound thinker America has produced. (Emerson born May 25, 1803.)


  Heroism


  (1841)


  Paradise is under the shadow of swords.


  —Mahomet.


  In the elder English dramatists, and mainly in the plays of Beaumont and Fletcher, there is a constant recognition of gentility, as if a noble behavior were as easily marked in the society of their age as color is in our American population. When any Rodrigo, Pedro or Valerio enters, though he be a stranger, the duke or governor exclaims, “This is a gentleman,” and proffers civilities without end; but all the rest are slag and refuse. In harmony with this delight in personal advantages there is in their plays a certain heroic cast of character and dialogue,—as in Bonduca, Sophocles, the Mad Lover, the Double Marriage,—wherein the speaker is so earnest and cordial and on such deep grounds of character, that the dialogue, on the slightest additional incident in the plot, rises naturally into poetry. Among many texts take the following. The Roman Martius has conquered Athens,—all but the invincible spirits of Sophocles, the duke of Athens, and Dorigen, his wife. The beauty of the latter inflames Martius, and he seeks to save her husband; but Sophocles will not ask his life, although assured that a word will save him, and the execution of both proceeds:—


  Valerius. Bid thy wife farewell.


  Soph. No, I will take no leave. My Dorigen,


  Yonder, above, ’bout Ariadne’s crown,


  My spirit shall hover for thee. Prithee, haste.


  Dor. Stay, Sophocles,—with this tie up my sight;


  Let not soft nature so transformed be,


  And lose her gentler sexed humanity,


  To make me see my lord bleed. So, ’t is well;


  Never one object underneath the sun


  Will I behold before my Sophocles:


  Farewell; now teach the Romans how to die.


  Mar. Dost know what ’t is to die?


  Soph. Thou dost not, Martius,


  And, therefore, not what ’t is to live; to die


  Is to begin to live. It is to end


  An old, stale, weary work and to commence


  A newer and a better. ’T is to leave


  Deceitful knaves for the society


  Of gods and goodness. Thou thyself must part


  At last from all thy garlands, pleasures, triumphs,


  And prove thy fortitude what then ’t will do.


  Val. But art not grieved nor vexed to leave thy life thus?


  Soph. Why should I grieve or vex for being sent


  To them I ever loved best? Now I’ll kneel,


  But with my back toward thee: ’t is the last duty


  This trunk can do the gods.


  Mar. Strike, strike, Valerius,


  Or Martius’ heart will leap out at his mouth.


  This is a man, a woman. Kiss thy lord,


  And live with all the freedom you were wont.


  O love! thou doubly hast afflicted me


  With virtue and with beauty. Treacherous heart,


  My hand shall cast thee quick into my urn,


  Ere thou transgress this knot of piety.


  Val. What ails my brother?


  Soph. Martius, O Martius,


  Thou now hast found a way to conquer me.


  Dor. O star of Rome! what gratitude can speak


  Fit words to follow such a deed as this?


  Mar. This admirable duke, Valerius,


  With his disdain of fortune and of death,


  Captived himself, has captivated me,


  And though my arm hath ta’en his body here,


  His soul hath subjugated Martius’ soul.


  By Romulus, he is all soul, I think;


  He hath no flesh, and spirit cannot be gyved,


  Then we have vanquished nothing; he is free,


  And Martius walks now in captivity.


  I do not readily remember any poem, play, sermon, novel or oration that our press vents in the last few years, which goes to the same tune. We have a great many flutes and flageolets, but not often the sound of any fife. Yet Wordsworth’s “Laodamia,” and the ode of “Dion,” and some sonnets, have a certain noble music; and Scott will sometimes draw a stroke like the portrait of Lord Evandale given by Balfour of Burley. Thomas Carlyle, with his natural taste for what is manly and daring in character, has suffered no heroic trait in his favorites to drop from his biographical and historical pictures. Earlier, Robert Burns has given us a song or two. In the Harleian Miscellanies there is an account of the battle of Lutzen which deserves to be read. And Simon Ockley’s History of the Saracens recounts the prodigies of individual valor, with admiration all the more evident on the part of the narrator that he seems to think that his place in Christian Oxford requires of him some proper protestations of abhorrence. But if we explore the literature of Heroism we shall quickly come to Plutarch, who is its Doctor and historian. To him we owe the Brasidas, the Dion, the Epaminondas, the Scipio of old, and I must think we are more deeply indebted to him than to all the ancient writers. Each of his “Lives” is a refutation to the despondency and cowardice of our religious and political theorists. A wild courage, a stoicism not of the schools but of the blood, shines in every anecdote, and has given that book its immense fame.


  We need books of this tart cathartic virtue more than books of political science or of private economy. Life is a festival only to the wise. Seen from the nook and chimney-side of prudence, it wears a ragged and dangerous front. The violations of the laws of nature by our predecessors and our contemporaries are punished in us also. The disease and deformity around us certify the infraction of natural, intellectual and moral laws, and often violation on violation to breed such compound misery. A lockjaw that bends a man’s head back to his heels; hydrophobia that makes him bark at his wife and babes; insanity that makes him eat grass; war, plague, cholera, famine, indicate a certain ferocity in nature, which, as it had its inlet by human crime, must have its outlet by human suffering. Unhappily almost no man exists who has not in his own person become to some amount a stockholder in the sin, and so made himself liable to a share in the expiation.


  Our culture therefore must not omit the arming of the man. Let him hear in season that he is born into the state of war, and that the commonwealth and his own well-being require that he should not go dancing in the weeds of peace, but warned, self-collected and neither defying nor dreading the thunder, let him take both reputation and life in his hand, and with perfect urbanity dare the gibbet and the mob by the absolute truth of his speech and the rectitude of his behavior.


  Towards all this external evil the man within the breast assumes a warlike attitude, and affirms his ability to cope single-handed with the infinite army of enemies. To this military attitude of the soul we give the name of Heroism. Its rudest form is the contempt for safety and ease, which makes the attractiveness of war. It is a self-trust which slights the restraints of prudence, in the plenitude of its energy and power to repair the harms it may suffer. The hero is a mind of such balance that no disturbances can shake his will, but pleasantly and as it were merrily he advances to his own music, alike in frightful alarms and in the tipsy mirth of universal dissoluteness. There is somewhat not philosophical in heroism; there is somewhat not holy in it; it seems not to know that other souls are of one texture with it; it hath pride; it is the extreme of individual nature. Nevertheless we must profoundly revere it. There is somewhat in great actions which does not allow us to go behind them. Heroism feels and never reasons, and therefore is always right; and although a different breeding, different religion and greater intellectual activity would have modified or even reversed the particular action, yet for the hero that thing he does is the highest deed, and is not open to the censure of philosophers or divines. It is the avowal of the unschooled man that he finds a quality in him that is negligent of expense, of health, of life, of danger, of hatred, of reproach, and that he knows that his will is higher and more excellent than all actual and all possible antagonists.


  Heroism works in contradiction to the voice of mankind and in contradiction, for a time, to the voice of the great and good. Heroism is an obedience to a secret impulse of an individual’s character. Now to no other man can its wisdom appear as it does to him, for every man must be supposed to see a little farther on his own proper path than any one else. Therefore just and wise men take umbrage at his act, until after some little time be past: then they see it to be in unison with their acts. All prudent men see that the action is clean contrary to a sensual prosperity; for every heroic act measures itself by its contempt of some external good. But it finds its own success at last, and then the prudent also extol.


  Self-trust is the essence of heroism. It is the state of the soul at war, and its ultimate objects are the last defiance of falsehood and wrong, and the power to bear all that can be inflicted by evil agents. It speaks the truth and it is just. It is generous, hospitable, temperate, scornful of petty calculations and scornful of being scorned. It persists; it is of an undaunted boldness and of a fortitude not to be wearied out. Its jest is the littleness of common life. That false prudence which dotes on health and wealth is the foil, the butt and merriment of heroism. Heroism, like Plotinus, is almost ashamed of its body. What shall it say then to the sugar-plums a cats’- cradles, to the toilet, compliments, quarrels, cards and custard, which rack the wit of all human society? What joys has kind nature provided for us dear creatures! There seems to be no interval between greatness and meanness. When the spirit is not master of the world, then it is its dupe. Yet the little man takes the great hoax so innocently, works in it so headlong and believing, is born red, and dies gray, arranging his toilet, attending on his own health, laying traps for sweet food and strong wine, setting his heart on a horse or a rifle, made happy with a little gossip or a little praise, that the great soul cannot choose but laugh at such earnest nonsense. “Indeed, these humble considerations make me out of love with greatness. What a disgrace is it to me to take note how many pairs of silk stockings thou hast, namely, these and those that were the peach-colored ones; or to bear the inventory of thy shirts, as one for superfluity, and one other for use.”


  Citizens, thinking after the laws of arithmetic, consider the inconvenience of receiving strangers at their fireside, reckon narrowly the loss of time and the unusual display: the soul of a better quality thrusts back the unseasonable economy into the vaults of life, and says, I will obey the God, and the sacrifice and the fire he will provide. Ibn Hankal, the Arabian geographer, describes a heroic extreme in the hospitality of Sogd, in Bukharia. “When I was in Sogd I saw a great building, like a palace, the gates of which were open and fixed back to the wall with large nails. I asked the reason, and was told that the house had not been shut, night or day, for a hundred years. Strangers may present themselves at any hour and in whatever number; the master has amply provided for reception of the men and their animals and is never happier than when they tarry for some time. Nothing of the kind have I seen in any other country.” The magnanimous know very well that they who give time, or money, or shelter, to the stranger,—so it be done for love and not for ostentation,—do, as it were, put God under obligation to them, so perfect are the compensations of the universe. In some way the time they seem to lose is redeemed and the pains they seem to take remunerate themselves. These men fan the flame of human love and raise the standard of civil virtue among mankind. But hospitality must be for service and not for show, or it pulls down the host. The brave soul rates itself too high to value itself by the splendor of its table and draperies. It gives what it hath, and all it hath, but its own majesty can lend a better grace to bannocks and fair water than belong to city feasts.


  The temperance of the hero proceeds from the same wish to do no dishonor to the worthiness he has. But he loves it for its elegancy, not for its austerity. It seems not worth his while to be solemn and denounce with bitterness flesh-eating or wine-drinking, the use of tobacco, or opium, or tea, or silk, or gold. A great man scarcely knows how he dines, how he dresses, but without railing or precision his living is natural and poetic. John Eliot, the Indian Apostle, drank water, and said of wine, “It is a noble, generous liquor and we should be humbly thankful for it, but, as I remember, water was made before it.” Better still is the temperance of King David, who poured out on the ground unto the Lord the water which three of his warriors had brought him to drink, at the peril of their lives.


  It is told of Brutus, that when he fell on his sword after the battle of Philippi, he quoted a line of Euripides, “O Virtue! I have followed thee through life, and I find thee at last but a shade.” I doubt not the hero is slandered by this report. The heroic soul does not sell its justice and its nobleness. It does not ask to dine nicely and to sleep warm. The essence of greatness is the perception that virtue is enough. Poverty is its ornament. Plenty does not need it, and can very well abide its loss.


  But that which takes my fancy most in the heroic class, is the good-humor and hilarity they exhibit. It is a height to which common duty can very well attain, to suffer and to dare with solemnity. But these rare souls set opinion, success, and life at so cheap a rate that they will not soothe their enemies by petitions, or the show of sorrow, but wear their own habitual greatness. Scipio, charged with peculation, refuses to do himself so great a disgrace as to wait for justification, though he had the scroll of his accounts in his hands, but tears it to pieces before the tribunes. Socrates’ condemnation of himself to be maintained in all honor in the Prytaneum, during his life, and Sir Thomas More’s playfulness at the scaffold, are of the same strain. In Beaumont and Fletcher’s “Sea Voyage,” Juletta tells the stout captain and his company,—


  Jul. Why, slaves, ’t is in our power to hang ye.


  Master. Very likely,


  ’T is in our powers, then, to be hanged, and scorn ye.


  These replies are sound and whole. Sport is the bloom and glow of a perfect health. The great will not condescend to take any thing seriously; all must be as gay as the song of a canary, though it were the building of cities or the eradication of old and foolish churches and nations which have cumbered the earth long thousands of years. Simple hearts put all the history and customs of this world behind them, and play their own play in innocent defiance of the Blue-Laws of the world; and such would appear, could we see the human race assembled in vision, like little children frolicking together, though to the eyes of mankind at large they wear a stately and solemn garb of works and influences.


  The interest these fine stories have for us, the power of a romance over the boy who grasps the forbidden book under his bench at school, our delight in the hero, is the main fact to our purpose. All these great and transcendent properties are ours. If we dilate in beholding the Greek energy, the Roman pride, it is that we are already domesticating the same sentiment. Let us find room for this great guest in our small houses. The first step of worthiness will be to disabuse us of our superstitious associations with places and times, with number and size. Why should these words, Athenian, Roman, Asia and England, so tingle in the ear? Let us feel that where the heart is, there the muses there the gods sojourn, and not in any geography of fame. Massachusetts, Connecticut River and Boston Bay you think paltry places, and the ear loves names of foreign and classic topography. But here we are:—that is a great fact, and, if we will tarry a little, we may come to learn that here is best. See to it only that thyself is here,—and art and nature, hope and dread, friends, angels and the Supreme Being shall not be absent from the chamber where thou sittest. Epaminondas, brave and affectionate, does not seem to us to need Olympus to die upon, nor the Syrian sunshine. He lies very well where he is. The Jerseys were handsome ground enough for Washington to tread, and London streets for the feet of Milton. A great man illustrates his place, makes his climate genial in the imagination of men, and its air the beloved element of all delicate spirits. That country is the fairest which is inhabited by the noblest minds. The pictures which fill the imagination in reading the actions of Pericles, Xenophon, Columbus, Bayard, Sidney, Hampden, teach us how needlessly mean our life is; that we, by the depth of our living, should deck it with more than regal or national splendor, and act on principles that should interest man and nature in the length of our days.


  We have seen or heard of many extraordinary young men who never ripened, or whose performance in actual life was not extraordinary. When we see their air and mien, when we hear them speak of society, of books, of religion, we admire theirs superiority; they seem to throw contempt on the whole state of the world; their is the tone of a youthful giant who is sent to work revolutions. But they enter an active profession and the forming Colossus shrinks to the common size of man. The magic they used was the ideal tendencies, which always makes the Actual ridiculous; but the tough world has its revenge the moment they put their horses of the sun to plough in its furrow. They found no example and no companion, and their heart fainted. What then? The lesson they gave in their first aspirations is yet true; and a better valor and a purer truth shall one day execute their will and put the world to shame. Or why should a woman liken herself to any historical woman, and think, because Sappho, or Sévigné, or De Staël, or the cloistered souls who have had genius and cultivation do not satisfy the imagination and the serene Themis, none can,—certainly not she. Why not? She has a new and unattempted problem to solve, perchance that of the happiest nature that ever bloomed. Let the maiden, with erect soul, walk serenely on her way, accept the hint of each new experience, try in turn all the gifts God offers her that she may learn the power and the charm that like a new dawn radiating of the deep of space, her new-born being is. The fair girl who repels interference by a decided and proud choice of influences, so careless of pleasing, so wilful and lofty, inspires every beholder with somewhat of her own nobleness. The silent heart encourages her; O friend, never strike sail to a fear. Come into port greatly, or sail with God the seas. Not in vain you live, for every passing eye is cheered and refined by the vision.


  The characteristic of genuine heroism, is its persistency. All men have wandering impulses, fits and starts of generosity. But when you have resolved to be great, abide by yourself, and do not weakly try to reconcile yourself with the world. The heroic cannot be the common, nor the common the heroic. Yet we have the weakness to expect the sympathy of people in those actions whose excellence is that they outrun sympathy and appeal to a tardy justice. If you would serve your brother it is fit for you to serve him, do not take back your words when you find that prudent people do not commend you. Be true to your own act, and congratulate yourself if you have done something strange and extravagant and broken the monotony of a decorous age. It was a high counsel that I once heard given to a young person, “Always do what you are afraid to do.” A simple manly character need never make an apology, but should regard its past action with the calmness of Phocion, when he admitted that the event of the battle was happy, yet did not regret his dissuasion from the battle.


  There is no weakness or exposure for which we cannot find consolation in the thought,—this is a part of my constitution, part of my relation and office to my fellow-creature. Has nature covenanted with me that I should never appear to disadvantage, never make a ridiculous figure? Let us be generous of our dignity as well as of our money. Greatness once and for ever has done with opinion. We tell our charities, not because we wish to be praised for them, not because we think they have great merit, but for our justification. It is a capital blunder; as you discover when another man recites his charities.


  To speak the truth, even with some austerity, to live with some rigor of temperance, or some extremes of generosity, seems to be an asceticism which common good nature would appoint to those who are at ease and in plenty, in sign that they feel a brotherhood with the great multitude of suffering men. And not only need we breathe and exercise the soul by assuming the penalties of abstinence, of debt, of solitude, of unpopularity, but it behooves the wise man to look with a bold eye into those rarer dangers which sometimes invade men, and to familiarize himself with disgusting forms of disease, with sounds of execration, and the vision of violent death.


  Times of heroism are generally times of terror, but the day never shines in which this element may not work. The circumstances of man, we say, are historically somewhat better in this country and at this hour than perhaps ever before. More freedom exists for culture. It will not now run against an axe at the first step out of the beaten track of opinion. But whoso is heroic will always find crises to try his edge. Human virtue demands her champions and martyrs, and the trial of persecution always proceeds. It is but the other day that the brave Lovejoy gave his breast to the bullets of a mob, for the rights of free speech and opinion, and died when it was better not to live.


  I see not any road of perfect peace which a man can walk, but to take counsel of his own bosom. Let him quit too much association, let him go home much, and establish himself in those courses he approves. The unremitting retention of simple and high sentiments in obscure duties is hardening the character to that temper which will work with honor, if need be in the tumult, or on the scaffold. Whatever outrages have happened to men may befall a man again: and very easily in a republic, if there appear any signs of a decay of religion. Coarse slander, fire, tar and feathers and the gibbet, the youth may freely bring home to his mind and with what sweetness of temper he can, and inquire how fast he can fix his sense of duty, braving such penalties, whenever it may please the next newspaper and a sufficient number of his neighbors to pronounce his opinions incendiary.


  It may calm the apprehension of calamity in the most susceptible heart to see how quick a bound Nature has set to the utmost infliction of malice. We rapidly approach a brink over which no enemy can follow us.


  Let them rave:


  Thou art quiet in thy grave.


  In the gloom of our ignorance of what shall be, in the hour when we are deaf to the higher voices, who does not envy them who have seen safely to an end their manful endeavor? Who that sees the meanness of our politics but inly congratulates Washington that he is long already wrapped in his shroud, and for ever safe; that he was laid sweet in his grave, the hope of humanity not yet subjugated in him? Who does not sometimes envy the good and brave who are no more to suffer from the tumults of the natural world, and await with curious complacency the speedy term of his own conversation with finite nature? And yet the love that will be annihilated sooner than treacherous has already made death impossible, and affirms itself no mortal but a native of the deeps of absolute and inextinguishable being.


  


  May 26. Daughter Declares Her Love


  Volume 46, pp. 215-225


  Elizabethan Drama, Volume I


  Goneril and Regan falsely swore they loved their father, King Lear, more than life itself. Cordelia could find no words to express her sincere devotion. Then King Lear made the decision that started a series of exciting events. (Shakespeare’s first daughter, Susanna, baptized May 26, 1583.)


  The Tragedy of Macbeth


  By William Shakespeare


  [Dramatis Personæ


  Lear, King of Britain.


  King of France.


  Duke of Burgundy.


  Duke of Cornwall.


  Duke of Albany.


  Earl of Kent.


  Earl of Gloucester.


  Edgar, son to Gloucester.


  Edmund, bastard son to Gloucester.


  Curan, a courtier.


  Old Man, tenant to Gloucester.


  Doctor.


  Fool.


  Oswald, steward to Goneril.


  A Captain employed by Edmund.


  Gentleman attendant on Cordelia.


  A Herald.


  Servants to Cornwall.


  Daughters to Lear:


  Goneril,


  Regan,


  Cordelia.


  Knights of Lear’s train, Captains, Messengers, Soldiers, and Attendants


  SCENE: Britain]


  ACT I


  Scene I. [King Lear’s palace]


  Enter Kent, Gloucester, and Edmund


  Kent.


  I thought the King had more affected [1] the Duke of Albany than Cornwall.


  [1. Liked.]


  Gloucester.


  It did always seem so to us; but now, in the division of the kingdom, it appears not which of the Dukes he values most; for qualities [2] are so weigh’d, that curiosity in neither can make choice of either’s moiety. [3]


  [2. The values in each share are so balanced.]


  [3. Portion.]


  Kent.


  Is not this your son, my lord?


  Gloucester.


  His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge. I have so often blush’d to acknowledge him, that now I am braz’d [4] to ’t.


  [4. Hardened.]


  Kent.


  I cannot conceive you.


  Gloucester.


  Sir, this young fellow’s mother could; whereupon she grew round-womb’d, and had, indeed, sir, a son for her cradle ere she had a husband for her bed. Do you smell a fault?


  Kent.


  I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it being so proper. [5]


  [5. Handsome.]


  Gloucester.


  But I have a son, sir, by order of law, some year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account. [6] Though this knave came something saucily into the world before he was sent for, yet was his mother fair; there was good sport at his making, and the whoreson must be acknowledged. Do you know this noble gentleman, Edmund?


  [6. Esteem.]


  Edmund.


  No, my lord.


  Gloucester.


  My Lord of Kent. Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend.


  Edmund.


  My services to your lordship.


  Kent.


  I must love you, and sue to know you better.


  Edmund.


  Sir, I shall study deserving.


  Gloucester.


  He hath been out [7] nine years, and away he shall again. The King is coming.


  [7. Away, making a career.]


  Sennet. [8] Enter one bearing a coronet, then King Lear, then the Dukes of Albany and Cornwall, next Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, with followers


  [8. A set of notes on a trumpet.]


  Lear.


  Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloucester.


  Gloucester.


  I shall, my lord.


  Exeunt [Gloucester and Edmund].


  Lear.


  Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.


  Give me the map there. Know that we have divided


  In three our kingdom; and ’tis our fast intent


  To shake all cares and business from our age,


  Conferring them on younger strengths, while we


  Unburden’d crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall,


  And you, our no less loving son of Albany,


  We have this hour a constant will to publish


  Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife


  May be prevented now. The Princes, France and Burgundy,


  Great rivals in our youngest daughter’s love,


  Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,


  And here are to be answer’d. Tell me, my daughters,—


  Since now we will divest us both of rule,


  Interest of territory, cares of state,—


  Which of you shall we say doth love us most,


  That we our largest bounty may extend


  Where nature doth with merit challenge? [9] Goneril,


  Our eldest-born, speak first.


  [9. Where natural affection deservedly claims it.]


  Goneril.


  Sir, I love you more than word can wield the matter;


  Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty;


  Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;


  No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;


  As much as child e’er lov’d, or father found;


  A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable:


  Beyond all manner of so much I love you.


  Cordelia. [Aside.]


  What shall Cordelia speak? Love and be silent.


  Lear.


  Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,


  With shadowy forests and with champains [10] rich’d,


  With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,


  We make thee lady. To thine and Albany’s issues


  Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter,


  Our dearest Regan, wife of Cornwall? Speak.


  [10. Level country.]


  Regan.


  I am made of that self metal as my sister,


  And prize me at her worth. In my true heart


  I find she names my very deed of love;


  Only she comes too short, that I profess


  Myself an enemy to all other joys


  Which the most precious square of sense [11] possesses;


  And find I am alone felicitate


  In your dear Highness’ love.


  [11. Sense in its perfection.]


  Cordelia. [Aside.]


  Then poor Cordelia!


  And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love’s


  More ponderous than my tongue.


  Lear.


  To thee and thine hereditary ever


  Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;


  No less in space, validity, and pleasure,


  Than that conferr’d on Goneril. Now, our joy,


  Although our last and least, to whose young love [12]


  The vines of France and milk of Burgundy


  Strive to be interess’d, [13] what can you say to draw


  A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.


  [12. The quarto reading is, Although the last, not least in our dear love.]


  [13. Attached.]


  Cordelia.


  Nothing, my lord.


  Lear.


  Nothing!


  Cordelia.


  Nothing.


  Lear.


  Nothing will come of nothing. Speak again.


  Cordelia.


  Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave


  My heart into my mouth. I love your Majesty


  According to my bond; no more nor less.


  Lear.


  How, how, Cordelia! Mend your speech a little,


  Lest you may mar your fortunes.


  Cordelia.


  Good my lord,


  You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me: I


  Return those duties back as are right fit;


  Obey you, love you, and most honour you.


  Why have my sisters husbands, if they say


  They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,


  That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry


  Half my love with him, half my care and duty.


  Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters


  [To love my father all].


  Lear.


  But goes thy heart with this?


  Cordelia.


  Ay, my good lord.


  Lear.


  So young, and so untender?


  Cordelia.


  So young, my lord, and true.


  Lear.


  Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower!


  For, by the scared radiance of the sun,


  The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;


  By all the operation of the orbs


  From whom we do exist, and cease to be;


  Here I disclaim all my paternal care,


  Propinquity and property [14] of blood,


  And as a stranger to my heart and me


  Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian,


  Or he that makes his generation messes [15]


  To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom


  Be as well neighbour’d, piti’d, and reliev’d,


  As thou my sometime daughter.


  [14. Relationship.]


  [15. The Scythians were said to eat their parents.]


  Kent.


  Good my liege,—


  Lear.


  Peace, Kent!


  Come not between the dragon and his wrath.


  I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest


  On her kind nursery. [16] [To Cordelia.] Hence, and avoid my sight!—


  So be my grave my peace, as here I give


  Her father’s heart from her! Call France.—Who stirs?


  Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany,


  With my two daughters’ dowers digest the third;


  Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.


  I do invest you jointly with my power,


  Pre-eminence, and all the large effects


  That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course,


  With reservation of an hundred knights,


  By you to be sustain’d, shall our abode


  Make with you by due turn. Only we shall retain


  The name, and all the addition [17] to a king;


  The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,


  Beloved sons, be yours; which to confirm,


  This coronet part between you.


  [16. Nursing.]


  [17. Titles.]


  Kent.


  Royal Lear,


  Whom I have ever honour’d as my king,


  Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d,


  As my great patron thought on in my prayers,—


  Lear.


  The bow is bent and drawn; make from the shaft.


  Kent.


  Let it fall rather, though the fork invade


  The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly


  When Lear is mad. What wouldst thou do, old man?


  Thinkst thou that duty shall have dread to speak,


  When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour’s bound,


  When majesty falls to folly. Reserve thy state;


  And, in thy best consideration, check


  This hideous rashness. Answer my life my judgement,


  Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;


  Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sounds


  Reverb [18] no hollowness.


  [18. Reverberate.]


  Lear.


  Kent, on thy life, no more.


  Kent.


  My life I never held but as a pawn


  To wage against thy enemies, ne’er fear to lose it.


  Thy safety being motive.


  Lear.


  Out of my sight


  Kent.


  See better, Lear; and let me still remain


  The true blank [19] of thine eye.


  [19. The white spot in a target.]


  Lear.


  Now, by Apollo,—


  Kent.


  Now, by Apollo, king,


  Thou swear’st thy gods in vain.


  Lear.


  O, vassal! miscreant!


  [Laying his hand on his sword.]


  Albany and Cornwall.


  Dear sir, forbear.


  Kent.


  Kill thy physician, and thy fee bestow


  Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift;


  Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,


  I’ll tell thee thou dost evil.


  Lear.


  Hear me, recreant!


  On thine allegiance, hear me!


  That thou hast sought to make us break our vows,


  Which we durst never yet, and with strain’d pride


  To come betwixt our sentences and our power,


  Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,


  Our potency made good, take thy reward.


  Five days we do allot thee, for provision


  To shield thee from disasters of the world;


  And on the sixth to turn thy hated back


  Upon our kingdom. If, on the tenth day following,


  Thy banish’d trunk be found in our dominions,


  The moment is thy death. Away! By Jupiter,


  This shall not be revok’d.


  Kent.


  Fare thee well, king! Sith thus thou wilt appear,


  Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.


  [To Cordelia.]


  The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,


  That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said!


  [To Regan and Goneril.]


  And your large speeches may your deeds approve,


  That good effects may spring from words of love.


  Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu;


  He’ll shape his old course in a country new. Exit.


  Flourish. Re-enter Gloucester, with France, Burgundy, and Attendants


  Gloucester.


  Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble lord.


  Lear.


  My Lord of Burgundy,


  We first address toward you, who with this king


  Hath rivall’d for our daughter. What, in the least,


  Will you require in present dower with her,


  Or cease your quest of love?


  Burgandy.


  Most royal Majesty,


  I crave no more than what your Highness offer’d,


  Nor will you tender less.


  Lear.


  Right noble Burgundy,


  When she was dear to us, we did hold her so;


  But now her price is fallen. Sir, there she stands:


  If aught within that little-seeming substance,


  Or all of it, with our displeasure piec’d,


  And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace,


  She’s there, and she is yours.


  Burgandy.


  I know no answer.


  Lear.


  Will you, with those infirmities she owes, [20]


  Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,


  Dower’d with our curse, and stranger’d with our oath,


  Take her, or leave her?


  [20. Owns.]


  Burgandy.


  Pardon me, royal sir;


  Election makes not up [21] in such conditions.


  [21. One does not choose]


  Lear.


  Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that made me,


  I tell you all her wealth. [To France.] For you, great king,


  I would not from your love make such a stray,


  To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you


  To avert your liking a more worthier way


  Than on a wretch whom Nature is asham’d


  Almost to acknowledge hers.


  France.


  This is most strange,


  That she, whom even but now was your best object,


  The argument [22] of your praise, balm of your age,


  The best, the dearest, should in this trice of time


  Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle


  So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence


  Must be of such unnatural degree,


  That monsters [23] it, or your fore-vouch’d affection


  Fallen into taint; which to believe of her,


  Must be a faith that reason without miracle


  Should never plant in me.


  [22. Subject.]


  [23. Makes a monster of.]


  Cordelia.


  I yet beseech your Majesty,—


  If for I want that glib and oily art,


  To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend,


  I’ll do ’t before I speak,—that you make known


  It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,


  No unchaste action, or dishonoured step,


  That hath depriv’d me of your grace and favour;


  But even for want of that for which I am richer,


  A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue


  That I am glad I have not, though not to have it


  Hath lost me in your liking.


  Lear.


  Better thou


  Hadst not been born than not to have pleas’d me better.


  France.


  Is it but this,—a tardiness in nature


  Which often leaves the history [24] unspoke


  That it intends to do? My Lord of Burgundy,


  What say you to the lady? Love’s not love


  When it is mingled with regards [25] that stand


  Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?


  She is herself a dowry.


  [24. Statement.]


  [25. Considerations.]


  Burgandy.


  Royal king,


  Give but that portion which yourself propos’d,


  And here I take Cordelia by the hand,


  Duchess of Burgundy.


  Lear.


  Nothing. I have sworn; I am firm.


  Burgandy.


  I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father


  That you must lose a husband.


  Cordelia.


  Peace be with Burgundy!


  Since that respect and fortunes are his love,


  I shall not be his wife.


  France.


  Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich being poor,


  Most choice forsaken, and most lov’d despis’d!


  Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon,


  Be it lawful I take up what’s cast away.


  Gods, gods! ’tis strange that from their cold’st neglect


  My love should kindle to inflam’d respect.


  Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,


  Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France.


  Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy


  Can buy this unpriz’d precious maid of me.


  Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind;


  Thou losest here, a better where [26] to find.


  [26. Place.]


  Lear.


  Thou hast her, France. Let her be thine; for we


  Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see


  That face of hers again.—[To cordelia.] Therefore be gone


  Without our grace, our love, our benison. [27] —


  Come, noble Burgundy.


  [27. Blessing.]


  Flourish. Exeunt [all but France, Goneril, Regan, and Cordelia].


  France.


  Bid farewell to your sisters.


  Cordelia.


  The jewels of our father, with wash’d eyes


  Cordelia leaves you. I know you what you are;


  And like a sister am most loath to call


  Your faults as they are named. Love well our father,


  To your professed [28] bosoms I commit him;


  But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,


  I would prefer [29] him to a better place.


  So, farewell to you both.


  [28. Professing.]


  [29. Advance.]


  Regan.


  Prescribe not us our duty.


  Goneril.


  Let your study


  Be to content your lord, who hath receiv’d you


  At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted,


  And well are worth [30] the want that you have wanted.


  [30. Deserve.]


  Cordelia.


  Time shall unfold what plighted [31] cunning hides;


  Who covers faults, at last shame them derides.


  Well may you prosper!


  [31. Folded, disguised.]


  France.


  Come, my fair Cordelia.


  Exeunt [France and Cordelia].


  Goneril.


  Sister, it is not little I have to say of what most nearly appertains to us both. I think our father will hence to-night.


  Regan.


  That’s most certain, and with you; next month with us.


  Goneril.


  You see how full of changes his age is; the observation we have made of it hath not been little. He always lov’d our sister most; and with what poor judgement he hath now cast her off appears too grossly. [32]


  [32. Obviously.]


  Regan.


  ’Tis the infirmity of his age; yet he hath ever but slenderly known himself.


  Goneril.


  The best and soundest of his time hath been but rash; then must we look from his age to receive not alone the imperfections of long-engraffed condition, [33] but therewithal the unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric years bring with them.


  [33. Long-confirmed disposition.]


  Regan.


  Such unconstant starts are we like to have from him as this of Kent’s banishment.


  Goneril.


  There is further compliment of leave-taking between France and him. Pray you, let us hit together; if our father carry authority with such disposition as he bears, this last surrender of his will but offend us.


  Regan.


  We shall further think of it.


  Goneril.


  We must do something, and i’ the heat.


  [Exeunt.


  […]
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  1


  That which Education is to the Individual, Revelation is to the Race.


  2


  Education is Revelation coming to the Individual Man; and Revelation is Education which has come, and is yet coming, to the Human Race.


  3


  Whether it can be of any advantage to the science of instruction to contemplate Education in this point of view, I will not here inquire; but in Theology it may unquestionably be of great advantage, and may remove many difficulties, if Revelation be conceived of as the Educator of Humanity.


  4


  Education gives to Man nothing which he might no educe out of himself; it gives him that which he might educe out of himself, only quicker and more easily. In the same way too, Revelation gives nothing to the human species, which the human reason left to itself might not attain; only it has given, and still gives to it, the most important of these things earlier.


  5


  And just as in Education, it is not a matter of indifference in what order the powers of a man are developed, as it cannot impart to a man all at once; so was God also necessitated to maintain a certain order, and a certain measure in His Revelation.


  6


  Even if the first man were furnished at once with a conception of the One God; yet it was not possible that this conception, imparted, and not gained by thought, should subsist long in its clearness. As soon as the Human Reason, left to itself, began to elaborate it, it broke up the one Immeasurable into many Measurables, and gave a note or sign of mark to every one of these parts.


  7


  Hence naturally arose polytheism and idolatry. And who can say how many millions of years human reason would have been bewildered in these errors, even though in all places and times there were individual men who recognized them as errors, had it not pleased God to afford it a better direction by means of a new Impulse?


  8


  But when He neither could nor would reveal Himself any more to each individual man, He selected an individual People for His special education; and that exactly the most rude and the most unruly, in order to begin with it from the very commencement.


  9


  This was the Hebrew People, respecting whom we do not in the least know what kind of Divine Worship they had in Egypt. For so despised a race of slaves was not permitted to take part in the worship of the Egyptians; and the God of their fathers was entirely unknown to them.


  10


  It is possible that the Egyptians had expressly prohibited the Hebrews from having a God or gods; perhaps they had forced upon them the belief that their despised race had no God, no gods, that to have a God or gods was the prerogative of the superior Egyptians only, and this may have been so held in order to have the power of tyrannising over them with a greater show of fairness. Do Christians even now do much better with their slaves?


  11


  To this rude people God caused Himself to be announced first, simply as “the God of their fathers,” in order to make them acquainted and familiar with the idea of a God belonging to them also, and to begin with confidence in Him.


  12


  Through the miracles with which He led them out of Egypt, and planted them in Canaan, He testified of Himself to them as a God mightier than any other God.


  13


  And as He proceeded, demonstrating Himself to be the Mightiest of all, which only One can be, He gradually accustomed them thus to the idea of The One.


  14


  But how far was this conception of The One, below the true transcendental conception of the One which Reason learnt to derive, so late with certainty, from the conception of the Infinite One?


  15


  Although the best of the people were already more or less approaching the true conception of the One only, the people as a whole could not for a long time elevate themselves to it. And this was the sole true reason why they so often abandoned their one God, and expected to find the One, i. e., as they meant, the Mightiest, in some God or other, belonging to another people.


  16


  But of what kind of moral education was a people so raw, so incapable of abstract thoughts, and so entirely in their childhood capable? Of none other but such as is adapted to the age of children, an education by rewards and punishments addressed to the senses.


  17


  Here too Education and Revelation meet together. As yet God could give to His people no other religion, no other law than one through obedience to which they might hope to be happy, or through disobedience to which they must fear to be unhappy. For as yet their regards went no further than this earth. They knew of no immortality of the soul; they yearned after no life to come. But now to reveal these things to one whose reason had as yet so little growth, what would it have been but the same fault in the Divine Rule as is committed by the schoolmaster, who chooses to hurry his pupil too rapidly, and boast of his progress, rather than thoroughly to ground him?


  18


  But, it will be asked, to what purpose was this education of so rude a people, a people with whom God had to begin so entirely from the beginning? I reply, in order that in the process of time He might employ particular members of this nation as the Teachers of other people. He was bringing up in them the future Teachers of the human race. It was the Jews who became their teachers, none but Jews; only men out of a people so brought up, could be their teachers.


  19


  For to proceed. When the Child by dint of blows and caresses had grown and was now come to years of understanding, the Father sent it at once into foreign countries: and here it recognised at once the Good which in its Father’s house it had possessed, and had not been conscious of.


  20


  While God guided His chosen people through all the degrees of a child-like education, the other nations of the earth had gone on by the light of reason. The most part had remained far behind the chosen people. Only a few had got before them. And this too, takes place with children, who are allowed to grow up left to themselves: many remain quite raw, some educate themselves even to an astonishing degree.


  21


  But as these more fortunate few prove nothing against the use and necessity of Education, so the few heathen nations, who even appear to have made a start in the knowledge of God before the chosen people, prove nothing against a Revelation. The Child of Education begins with slow yet sure footsteps; it is late in overtaking many a more happily organised child of nature; but it does overtake it; and thenceforth can never be distanced by it again.


  22


  Similarly—Putting aside the doctrine of the Unity of God, which in a way is found, and in a way is not found, in the books of the Old Testament—that the doctrine of immortality at least is not discoverable in it, is wholly foreign to it, that all doctrine connected therewith of reward and punishment in a future life, proves just as little against the Divine origin of these books. Notwithstanding the absence of these doctrines, the account of miracles and prophecies may be perfectly true. For let us suppose that these doctrines were not only wanting therein, but even that they were not at all true; let us suppose that for mankind all was over in this life; would the Being of God be for this reason less demonstrated? Would God be for this less at liberty, would it less become Him to take immediate charge of the temporal fortunes of any people out of this perishable race? The miracles which He performed for the Jews, the prophecies which He caused to be recorded through them, were surely not for the few mortal Jews, in whose time they had happened and been recorded: He had His intentions therein in reference to the whole Jewish people, to the entire Human Race, which, perhaps, is destined to remain on earth forever, though every individual Jew and every individual man die forever.


  23


  Once more, The absence of those doctrines in the writings of the Old Testament proves nothing against their Divinity. Moses was sent from God even though the sanction of his law only extended to this life. For why should it extend further? He was surely sent only to the Israelitish people of that time, and his commission was perfectly adapted to the knowledge, capacities, yearnings of the then existing Israelitish people, as well as to the destination of that which belonged to the future. And this is sufficient.


  24


  So far ought Warburton to have gone, and no further. But that learned man overdrew his bow. Not content that the absence of these doctrines was no discredit to the Divine mission of Moses, it must even be a proof to him of the Divinity of the mission. And if he had only sought this proof in the adaptation of such a law to such a people!


  But he betook himself to the hypothesis of a miraculous system continued in an unbroken line from Moses to Christ, according to which, God had made every individual Jew exactly happy or unhappy, in the proportion to his obedience or disobedience to the law deserved. He would have it that this miraculous system had compensated for the want of those doctrines (of eternal rewards and punishments, &c.), without which no state can subsist; and that such a compensation even proved what that want at first sight appeared to negative.


  25


  How well it was that Warburton could by no argument prove or even make likely this continuous miracle, in which he placed the existence of Israelitish Theocracy! For could he have done so, in truth, he could then, and not till then, have made the difficulty really insuperable, to me at least. For that which was meant to prove the Divine character of the Mission of Moses, would have rendered the matter itself doubtful, which God, it is true, did not intend then to reveal; but which on the other hand, He certainly would not render unattainable.


  26


  I explain myself by that which is a picture of Revelation. A Primer for children may fairly pass over in silence this or that important piece of knowledge or art which it expounds, respecting which the Teacher judged, that it is not yet fitted for the capacities of the children for whom he was writing. But it must contain absolutely nothing which blocks up the way towards the knowledge which is held back, or misleads the children from it. Rather far, all the approaches towards it must be carefully left open; and to lead them away from even one of these approaches, or to cause them to enter it later than they need, would alone be enough to change the mere imperfection of such a Primer into an actual fault.


  27


  In the same way, in the writings of the Old Testament those primers for the rude Israelitish people, unpractised in thought, the doctrines of the immortality of the soul, and future recompenses, might be fairly left out: but they were bound to contain nothing which could have even procrastinated the progress of the people, for whom they were written, in their way to this grand truth. And to say but a small thing, what could have more procrastinated it than the promise of such a miraculous recompense in this life? A promise made by Him who promises nothing that He does not perform.


  28


  For although unequal distribution of the goods of this life, Virtue and Vice seem to be taken too little into consideration, although this unequal distribution does not exactly afford a strong proof of the immortality of the soul and of a life to come, in which this difficulty will be reserved hereafter, it is certain that without this difficulty the human understanding would not for a long time, perhaps never, have arrived at better or firmer proofs. For what was to impel it to seek for these better proofs? Mere curiosity?


  29


  An Israelite here and there, no doubt, might have extended to every individual member of the entire commonwealth, those promises and threatenings which belong to it as a whole, and be firmly persuaded that whosoever should be pious must also be happy, and that whoever was unhappy must be bearing the penalty of his wrong-doing, which penalty would forthwith change itself into blessing, as soon as he abandoned his sin. Such a one appears to have written Job, for the plan of it is entirely in this spirit.


  30


  But daily experience could not possibly be permitted to confirm this belief, or else it would have been all over, for ever, with people who had this experience, so far as all recognition and reception was concerned of the truth as yet unfamiliar to them. For if the pious were absolutely happy, and it also of course was a necessary part of his happiness that his satisfaction should be broken by no uneasy thoughts of death, and that he should die old, and satisfied with life to the full: how could he yearn after another life? and how could he reflect upon a thing after which he did not yearn? But if the pious did not reflect thereupon, who then should reflect? The transgressor? he who felt the punishments of his misdeeds, and if he cursed this life, must have so gladly renounced that other existence?


  31


  Much less would it signify if an Israelite here and there directly and expressly denied the immortality of the soul and future recompense, on account of the law having no reference thereto. The denial of an individual, had it even been a Solomon, did not arrest the progress of the general reason, and was even in itself a proof that the nation had now come a great step nearer the truth. For individuals only deny what the many are bringing into consideration; and to bring into consideration that, concerning which no one troubled himself at all before, is half way to knowledge.


  32


  Let us also acknowledge that it is a heroic obedience to obey the laws of God simply because they are God’s laws, and not because He has promised to reward the obedience to them here and there; to obey them even though there be an entire despair of future recompense, and uncertainty respecting a temporal one.


  33


  Must not a people educated in this heroic obedience towards God have been destined, must they not have been capable beyond all others of executing Divine purposes of quite a special character? Let the soldier, who pays blind obedience to his leader, become also convinced of his leader’s wisdom, and then say what that leader may not undertake to achieve with him.


  34


  As yet the Jewish people had reverenced in their Jehovah rather the mightiest than the wisest of all Gods; as yet they had rather feared Him as a Jealous God than loved Him: a proof this too, that the conception which they had of their eternal One God was not exactly the right conception which we should have of God. However, now the time was come that these conceptions of theirs were to be expanded, ennobled, rectified, to accomplish which God availed Himself of a quite natural means, a better and more correct measure, by which it got the opportunity of appreciating Him.


  35


  Instead of, as hitherto, appreciating Him in contrast with the miserable idols of the small neighboring peoples, with whom they lived in constant rivalry, they began, in captivity under the wise Persians, to measure Him against the “Being of all Beings” such as a more disciplined reason recognized and reverenced.


  36


  Revelation had guided their reason, and now, all at once, reason gave clearness to their Revelation.


  37


  This was the first reciprocal influence which these two (Reason and Revelation) exercised on one another; and so far is the mutual influence from being unbecoming to the Author of them both, that without it either of them would have been useless.


  38


  The child, sent abroad, saw other children who knew more, who lived more becomingly, and asked itself, in confusion, “Why do I not know that too? Why do I not live so too? Ought I not to have been taught and admonished of all this in my father’s house?” Thereupon it again sought out its Primer, which had long been thrown into a corner, in order to throw off a blame upon the Primer. But behold, it discovers that the blame does not rest upon the books, that the shame is solely its own, for not having long ago, known this very thing, and lived in this very way.


  39


  Since the Jews, by this time, through the medium of the pure Persian doctrine, recognized in their Jehovah, not simply the greatest of all national deities, but GOD; and since they could, the more readily find Him and indicate Him to others in their sacred writings, inasmuch as He was really in them; and since they manifested as great an aversion for sensuous representations, or at all events, were instructed in these Scriptures, to have an aversion to them as great as the Persians had always felt; what wonder that they found favor in the eyes of Cyrus, with a Divine Worship which he recognized as being, no doubt, far below pure Sabeism, but yet far above the rude idolatries which in its stead had taken possession of the forsaken land of the Jews.


  40


  Thus enlightened respecting the treasures which they had possessed, without knowing it, they returned, and became quite another people, whose first care it was to give permanency to this illumination amongst themselves. Soon an apostacy and idolatry among them was out of the question. For it is possible to be faithless to a national deity, but never to God, after He has once been recognised.


  41


  The theologians have tried to explain this complete change in the Jewish people in a different way; and one, who has well demonstrated the insufficiency of these explanations, at last was for giving us, as a true account—“the visible fulfillment of the prophecies which had been spoken and written respecting the Babylonish captivity and the restoration from it.” But even this reason can be only so far the true one, as it presupposes the, by this time, exalted ideas of God. The Jews must by this time have recognized that to do miracles, and to predict the future, belonged only to God, both of which they had ascribed formerly to false idols, by which it came to pass that even miracles and prophecies had hitherto made so weak an impression upon them.


  42


  Doubtless, the Jews were made more acquainted with the doctrine of immortality among the Chaldeans and Persians. They became more familiar with it too in the schools of the Greek Philosophers in Egypt.


  43


  However, as this doctrine was not in the same condition in reference to their Scriptures that the doctrines of God’s Unity and Attributes were—since the former were entirely overlooked by that sensual people, while the latter would be sought for:—and since too, for the former, previous exercising was necessary, and as yet there had been only hints and allusions, the faith in the immortality of the soul could naturally never be the faith of the entire people. It was and continued to be only the creed of a certain section of them.


  44


  An example of what I mean by “previous exercising” for the doctrine of immortality, is the Divine threatenings of punishing the misdeeds of the fathers upon the children unto the third and fourth generation. This accustomed the fathers to live in thought with their remotest posterity, and to feel, as it were, beforehand, the misfortune which they had brought upon these guiltless ones.


  […]


  


  May 28. Master of Melodious Lyrics


  Volume 41, pp. 816-822


  English Poetry. Volume II


  Any one of these poems, “The Harp That Once Through Tara's Halls,” “The Last Rose of Summer,” “The Light of Other Days,” would alone have made Moore immortal. (Thomas Moore born May 28, 1779.)


  Thomas Moore


  [1779-1852]


  (484)


  The Light of Other Days


  Oft in the stilly night


  Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,


  Fond Memory brings the light


  Of other days around me:


  The smiles, the tears


  Of boyhood’s years,


  The words of love then spoken;


  The eyes that shone,


  Now dimm’d and gone,


  The cheerful hearts now broken!


  Thus in the stilly night


  Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,


  Sad Memory brings the light


  Of other days around me.


  When I remember all


  The friends so link’d together


  I’ve seen around me fall


  Like leaves in wintry weather,


  I feel like one


  Who treads alone


  Some banquet-hall deserted,


  Whose lights are fled


  Whose garlands dead,


  And all but he departed!


  Thus in the stilly night


  Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,


  Sad Memory brings the light


  Of other days around me.


  (485)


  Pro Patria Mori


  When he who adores thee has left but the name


  Of his fault and his sorrows behind,


  O! say wilt thou weep, when they darken the fame


  Of a life that for thee was resign’d!


  Yes, weep, and however my foes may condemn,


  Thy tears shall efface their decree;


  For, Heaven can witness, though guilty to them,


  I have been but too faithful to thee.


  With thee were the dreams of my earliest love;


  Every thought of my reason was thine:


  In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above


  Thy name shall be mingled with mine!


  O! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live


  The days of thy glory to see;


  But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give


  Is the pride of thus dying for thee.


  (486)


  The Meeting of the Waters


  There is not in the wide world a valley so sweet


  As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;


  Oh! the last rays of feeling and life must depart,


  Ere the bloom of that valley shall fade from my heart.


  Yet it was not that nature had shed o’er the scene


  Her purest of crystal and brightest of green;


  ’Twas not her soft magic of streamlet or hill,


  Oh! no—it was something more exquisite still.


  ’Twas that friends, the beloved of my bosom, were near,


  Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear,


  And who felt how the best charms of nature improve,


  When we see them reflected from looks that we love.


  Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest


  In thy bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,


  Where the storms that we feel in this cold world should cease,


  And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace.


  (487)


  The Last Rose of Summer


  ’Tis the last rose of summer


  Left blooming alone;


  All her lovely companions


  Are faded and gone;


  No flower of her kindred,


  No rosebud is nigh,


  To reflect back her blushes,


  To give sigh for sigh.


  I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one!


  To pine on the stem;


  Since the lovely are sleeping,


  Go, sleep thou with them.


  Thus kindly I scatter


  Thy leaves o’er the bed,


  Where thy mates of the garden


  Lie scentless and dead.


  So soon may I follow,


  When friendships decay,


  And from Love’s shining circle


  The gems drop away.


  When true hearts lie withered


  And fond ones are flown,


  Oh! who would inhabit


  This bleak world alone?


  (488)


  The Harp that Once Through Tara’s Halls


  The harp that once through Tara’s halls


  The soul of music shed,


  Now hangs as mute on Tara’s walls


  As if that soul were fled.


  So sleeps the pride of former days,


  So glory’s thrill is o’er,


  And hearts, that once beat high for praise,


  Now feel that pulse no more.


  No more to chiefs and ladies bright


  The harp of Tara swells:


  The chord alone, that breaks at night,


  Its tale of ruin tells.


  Thus Freedom now so seldom wakes,


  The only throb she gives,


  Is when some heart indignant breaks,


  To show that still she lives.


  (489)


  A Canadian Boat-Song


  Faintly as tolls the evening chime


  Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time.


  Soon as the woods on shore look dim,


  We’ll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn.


  Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast,


  The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!


  Why should we yet our sail unfurl?


  There is not a breath the blue wave to curl;


  But, when the wind blows off the shore,


  Oh! sweetly we’ll rest our weary oar.


  Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,


  The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!


  Utawas’ tide! this trembling moon


  Shall see us float over thy surges soon.


  Saint of this green isle! hear our prayers,


  Oh, grant us cool heavens and favouring airs.


  Blow, breezes, blow, the stream runs fast,


  The Rapids are near and the daylight’s past!


  (490)


  The Journey Onwards


  As slow our ship her foamy track


  Against the wind was cleaving,


  Her trembling pennant still look’d back


  To that dear isle ’twas leaving.


  So loth we part from all we love,


  From all the links that bind us;


  So turn our hearts, as on we rove,


  To those we’ve left behind us!


  When, round the bowl, of vanish’d years


  We talk with joyous seeming—


  With smiles that might as well be tears,


  So faint, so sad their beaming;


  While memory brings us back again


  Each early tie that twined us,


  O, sweet’s the cup that circles then


  To those we’ve left behind us!


  And when, in other climes, we meet


  Some isle or vale enchanting,


  Where all looks flowery, wild and sweet,


  And nought but love is wanting;


  We think how great had been our bliss


  If Heaven had but assign’d us


  To live and die in scenes like this,


  With some we’ve left behind us!


  As travellers oft look back at eve


  When eastward darkly going,


  To gaze upon that light they leave


  Still faint behind them glowing,—


  So, when the close of pleasure’s day


  To gloom hath near consign’d us,


  We turn to catch one fading ray


  Of joy that’s left behind us.


  (491)


  The Young May Moon


  The young May moon is beaming, love,


  The glow-worm’s lamp is gleaming, love;


  How sweet to rove


  Through Morna’s grove,


  When the drowsy world is dreaming, love!


  Then awake!—the heavens look bright, my dear,


  ’Tis never too late for delight, my dear;


  And the best of all ways


  To lengthen our days


  Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear!


  Now all the world is sleeping, love,


  But the Sage, his star-watch keeping, love,


  And I, whose star


  More glorious far


  Is the eye from that casement peeping, love.


  Then awake!—till rise of sun, my dear,


  The Sage’s glass we’ll shun, my dear,


  Or in watching the flight


  Of bodies of light


  He might happen to take thee for one, my dear!


  (492)


  Echo


  How sweet the answer Echo makes


  To Music at night


  When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes,


  And far away o’er lawns and lakes


  Goes answering light!


  Yet Love hath echoes truer far


  And far more sweet


  Than e’er, beneath the moonlight’s star,


  Of horn or lute or soft guitar


  The songs repeat.


  ’Tis when the sigh,—in youth sincere


  And only then,


  The sigh that’s breathed for one to hear—


  Is by that one, that only dear


  Breathed back again.


  (493)


  At the Mid Hour of Night


  At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly


  To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye;


  And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air


  To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there


  And tell me our love is remember’d even in the sky!


  Then I sing the wild song it once was rapture to hear


  When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on the ear;


  And as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison rolls,


  I think, O my Love! ’tis thy voice, from the Kingdom of Souls


  Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear.


  


  May 29. Adventures in Bagdad


  Volume 16, pp. 177-184


  Stories from The Thousand and One Nights


  A Bagdad merchant dreamed of the money he would make from the sale of a tray of glassware, and of marrying the king’s daughter. But, daydreaming, he kicked over the tray.


  Stories from The Thousand and One Nights


  Translated by Edward William Lane


  Revised by Stanley Lane-Poole


  The Barber’s Fifth Brother


  My fifth brother (El-Feshshar [“Alnaschar”]) was cropped of his ears, O Prince of the Faithful. He was a pauper, who begged alms by night, and subsisted upon what he thus acquired by day: and our father was a very old man, and he fell sick and died, leaving to us seven hundred pieces of silver, of which each of us took his portion; namely, a hundred pieces. Now my fifth brother, when he had received his share, was perplexed, not knowing what to do with it; but while he was in this state, it occurred to his mind to buy with it all kinds of articles of glass, and to sell them and make profit: so he bought glass with his hundred pieces of silver, and put it in a large tray, and sat upon an elevated place, to sell it, leaning his back against a wall. And as he sat, he meditated, and said within himself, Verily my whole stock consisteth of this glass: I will sell it for two hundred pieces of silver; and with the two hundred I will buy other glass which I will sell for four hundred; and thus I will continue buying and selling until I have acquired great wealth. Then with this I will purchase all kinds of merchandise and essences and jewels, and so obtain vast gain. After that, I will buy a handsome house, and memluks, and horses, and gilded saddles; and I will eat and drink; and I will not leave in the city a single female singer but I will have her brought to my house that I may hear her songs.—All this he calculated with the tray of glass lying before him.—Then, said he, I will send all the female betrothers to seek in marriage for me the daughters of Kings and Wezirs; and I will demand as my wife the daughter of the chief Wezir; for I have heard that she is endowed with perfect beauty and surprising loveliness; and I will give as her dowry a thousand pieces of gold. If her father consent, my wish is attained; and if he consent not, I will take her by force, in spite of him: and when I have come back to my house, I will buy ten young eunuchs, and I will purchase the apparel of Kings and Sultans, and cause to be made for me a saddle of gold set with jewels; after which I will ride every day upon a horse, with slaves behind me and before me, and go about through the streets and markets to amuse myself, while the people will salute me and pray for me. Then I will pay a visit to the Wezir, who is the father of the maiden, with memluks behind me and before me, and on my right hand and on my left; and when he seeth me, he will rise to me, in humility, and seat me in his own place; and he himself will sit down below me, because I am his son-in-law. I will then order one of the servants to bring a purse containing the pieces of gold which compose the dowry; and he will place it before the Wezir; and I will add to it another purse, that he may know my manly spirit and excessive generosity, and that the world is contemptible in my eye; and when he addresseth me with ten words, I will answer him with two. And I will return to my house; and when any person cometh to me from the house of the Wezir, I will clothe him with a rich dress: but if any come with a present, I will return it; I will certainly not accept it. Then, on the night of the bridal display, I will attire myself in the most magnificent of my dresses, and sit upon a mattress covered with silk; and when my wife cometh to me, like the full moon, decked with her ornaments and apparel, I will command her to stand before me as stands the timid and the abject; and I will not look at her, on account of the haughtiness of my spirit and the gravity of my wisdom; so that the maids will say, O our master and our lord, may we be thy sacrifice! This thy wife, or rather thy handmaid, awaiteth thy kind regard, and is standing before thee: then graciously bestow on her one glance; for the posture hath become painful to her.—Upon this, I will raise my head, and look at her with one glance, and again incline my head downwards; and thus I will do until the ceremony of displaying her is finished; whereupon they will conduct her to the sleeping-chamber; and I will rise from my place, and go to another apartment, and put on my night-dress, and go to the chamber in which she is sitting, where I will seat myself upon the divan; but I will not look towards her. The tirewomen will urge me to approach her; but I will not hear their words, and will order some of the attendants to bring a purse containing five hundred pieces of gold for them, and command them to retire from the chamber. And when they have gone, I will seat myself by the side of the bride; but with averted countenance, that she may say, Verily this is a man of a haughty spirit. Then her mother will come to me, and will kiss my hands, and say to me, O my master, look upon thy handmaid with the eye of mercy; for she is submissively standing before thee. But I will return her no answer. And she will kiss my feet, again and again, and will say, O my master, my daughter is young and hath seen no man but thee; and if she experience from thee repugnance, her heart will break: incline to her, therefore, and speak to her, and calm her mind. And upon this I will look at her through the corner of my eye, and command her to remain standing before me, that she may taste the savour of humiliation, and know that I am the Sultan of the age. Then her mother will say to me, O my master, this is thy handmaid: have compassion upon her, and be gracious to her:—and she will order her to fill a cup with wine, and to put it to my mouth. So her daughter will say, O my lord, I conjure thee by Allah that thou reject not the cup from thy slave; for verily I am thy slave. But I will make her no reply; and she will urge me to take it, and will say, It must be drunk; and will put it to my mouth: and upon this, I will shake my hand in her face, and spurn her with my foot, and do thus.—So saying, he kicked the tray of glass, which, being upon a place elevated above the ground, fell, and all that was in it broke: there escaped nothing: and he cried out and said, All this is the result of my pride! And he slapped his face, and tore his clothes; the passengers gazing at him, while he wept, and exclaimed, Ah! O my grief!


  The people were now repairing to perform the Friday-prayers; and some merely cast their eyes at him, while others noticed him not; but while he was in this state, deprived of his whole property, and weeping, without intermission, a female approached him, on her way to attend the Friday prayers: she was of admirable loveliness; the odour of musk was diffused from her; under her was a mule with a stuffed saddle covered with gold—embroidered silk; and with her was a number of servants; and when she saw the broken glass, and my brother’s state and his tears, she was moved with pity for him, and asked respecting his case. She was answered, He had a tray of glass, by the sale of which to obtain his subsistence, and it is broken, and he is afflicted as thou seest:—and upon this, she called to one of the servants, saying, Give what thou hast with thee to this poor man. So he gave him a purse, and he took it, and when he had opened it, he found in it five hundred pieces of gold, whereupon he almost died of excessive joy, and offered up prayers for his benefactress.


  He returned to his house a rich man, and sat reflecting, and lo, a person knocked at the door: he rose, therefore, and opened it; and beheld an old woman whom he knew not, and she said to him, O my son, know that the time of prayer hath almost expired, and I am not prepared by ablution; wherefore I beg that thou wilt admit me into thy house, that I may perform it. He replied, I hear and obey;—and, retiring within, gave her permission to enter; his mind still wandering from joy on account of the gold; and when she had finished the ablution, she approached the spot where he was sitting, and there performed the prayers of two rek’ahs. She then offered up a supplication for my brother; and he thanked her, and doffed her two pieces of gold; but when she saw this, she exclaimed, Extolled be God’s perfection! Verily I wonder at the person who fell in love with thee in thy beggarly condition! Take back thy money from me, and if thou want it not, return it to her who gave it thee when thy glass broke.—O my mother, said he, how can I contrive to obtain access to her? She answered, O my son, she hath an affection for thee; but she is the wife of an affluent man; take then with thee all thy money, and when thou art with her be not deficient in courteousness and agreeable words; so shalt thou obtain of her favours and her wealth whatever thou shalt desire. My brother, therefore, took all the gold, and arose and went with the old woman, hardly believing what she had told him; and she proceeded, and my brother behind her, until they arrived at a great door, at which she knocked; whereupon a Greek damsel came and opened the door, and the old woman entered, ordering my brother to do the same. He did so, and found himself in a large house, where he beheld a great furnished chamber, with curtains hung in it; and, seating himself there, he put down the gold before him, and placed his turban on his knees; and scarcely had he done so, when there came to him a damsel, the like of whom had never been seen, attired in most magnificent apparel. My brother stood up at her approach; and when she beheld him she laughed in his face, and rejoiced at his visit: then going to the door, she locked it; after which she returned to my brother, and took his hand, and both of them went together into a private chamber, carpeted with various kinds of silk, where my brother sat down, and she seated herself by his side, and toyed with him for a considerable time. She then rose, saying to him, Move not, from this place until I return to thee;—and was absent from him for a short period; and as my brother was waiting for her, there came in to him a black slave, of gigantic stature, with a drawn sword, the brightness of which dazzled the sight; and he exclaimed to my brother, Wo to thee! Who brought thee to this place? Thou vilest of men! Thou misbegotten wretch, and nursling of impunity!—My brother was unable to make any reply; his tongue was instantly tied; and the slaves laid hold upon him, and stripped him, and struck him more than eighty blows with the flat of his sword, until he fell sprawling upon the floor; when he retired from him, concluding that he was dead, and uttered a great cry, so that the earth trembled, and the place resounded at his voice, saying, Where is El-Melihah? upon which a girl came to him, holding a handsome tray containing salt; and with this she forthwith stuffed the flesh-wounds with which my brother’s skin was gashed until they gaped open; but he moved not, fearing the slave would discover that he was alive, and kill him. The girl then went away, and the slave uttered another cry, like the first, whereupon the old woman came to my brother, and, dragging him by the feet to a deep and dark vault, threw him into it upon a heap of slain. In this place he remained for two whole days; and God (whose perfection he extolled!) made the salt to be the means of preserving his life, by stanching the flow of blood from his veins; so, when he found that he had strength sufficient to move, he arose, and, opening a shutter in the wall, emerged from the place of the slain; and God (to whom be ascribed all might and glory!) granted him his protection. He therefore proceeded in the darkness, and concealed himself in the passage until the morning, when the old woman went forth to seek another victim, and my brother, going out after her, without her knowledge, returned to his house.


  He now occupied himself with the treatment of his wounds until he was restored; and continued to watch for the old woman, and constantly saw her taking men, one after another, and conducting them to the same house. But he uttered not a word on the subject; and when his health returned, and his strength was completely renewed, he took a piece of rag, and made of it a purse, which he filled with pieces of glass: he then tied it to his waist, and disguised himself so that no one would know him, in the dress of a foreigner; and, taking a sword, placed it within his clothes; and as soon as he saw the old woman, he said to her, in the dialect of a foreigner, Old woman, hast thou a pair of scales fit for weighing nine hundred pieces of gold? The old woman answered, I have a young son, a money-changer, and he hath all kinds of scales; therefore accompany me to him before he go forth from his abode, that he may weigh for thee thy gold. So my brother said, Walk on before me:—and she went, and my brother followed her until she arrived at the door, and knocked; upon which the girl came out, and laughed in his face; and the old woman said to her, I have brought you to-day some fat meat. The girl then took my brother’s hand, and conducted him into the house (the same which he had entered before), and after she had sat with him a short time, she rose, saying to him, Quit not this place until I return to thee:—and she retired; and my brother had remained not long after when the slave came to him with the drawn sword, and said to him, Rise, thou unlucky! So my brother rose, and, as the slave walked before him, he put his hand to the sword which was concealed beneath his clothes, and struck the slave with it, and cut off his head; after which he dragged him by his feet to the vault, and called out, Where is El-Melihah? The slave-girl, therefore, came, having in her hand the tray containing the salt; but when she saw my brother with the sword in his hand, she turned back and fled: my brother, however, overtook her, and struck off her head. He then called out, Where is the old woman?—and she came; and he said to her, Dost thou know me, O malevolent hag? She answered, No, O my lord.—I am, said he, the man who had the pieces of gold, and in whose house thou performedst the ablution, and prayedst; after which, devising a stratagem against me, thou betrayedst me into this place.—The old woman exclaimed, Fear God in thy treatment of me!—but my brother, turning towards her, struck her with the sword, and clove her in twain. He then went in search for the chief damsel, and when she saw him, her reason fled, and she implored his pardon; whereupon he granted her his pardon, and said to her, What occasioned thy falling into the hands of this black? She answered, I was a slave to one of the merchants, and this old woman used to visit me; and one day she said to me, We are celebrating a festivity, the like of which no one hath seen, and I have a desire that thou shouldst witness it. I replied, I hear and obey:—and arose, and clad myself in the best of my attire, and, taking with me a purse containing a hundred pieces of gold, proceeded with her until she entered this house, when suddenly this black took me, and I have continued with him in this state three years, through the stratagem of the old witch.—My brother then said to her, Is there any property of his in the house?—Abundance, she answered; and if thou canst remove it, do so:—and upon this, he arose and went with her, when she opened to him chests filled with purses, at the sight of which he was confounded; and she said to him, Go now, and leave me here, and bring some person to remove the property. So he went out, and, having hired ten men, returned; but on his arrival at the door, he found it open, and saw neither the damsel nor the purses; he found, however, some little money remaining, and the stuffs. He discovered, therefore, that she had eluded him; and he took the money that remained, and, opening the closets, took all the stuffs which they contained, leaving nothing in the house.


  He passed the next night full of happiness; but when the morning came, he found at the door twenty soldiers, and on his going forth to them, they laid hold upon him, saying, The Wali summoneth thee. So they took him, and conducted him to the Wali, who, when he saw him, said to him, Whence obtainedst thou these stuffs?—Grant me indemnity, said my brother:—and the Wali gave him the handkerchief of indemnity; and my brother related to him all that had befallen him with the old woman from first to last, and the flight of the damsel; adding,—and of that which I have taken, take thou what thou wilt; but leave me wherewith to procure my food. The Wali thereupon demanded the whole of the money and the stuffs; but fearing that the Sultan might become acquainted with the matter, he retained a portion only, and gave the rest to my brother, saying to him, Quit this city, or I will hang thee. My brother replied, I hear and obey:—and went forth to one of the surrounding cities. Some robbers, however, came upon him, and stripped and beat him, and cut off his ears; and I, having heard of his situation, went forth to him, taking to him some clothes; and brought him back privily into the city, and supplied him with daily food and drink.


  


  May 30. When the Throb of the War Drum Is Stifl’d


  Volume 42, pp. 1280-1290


  English Poetry, Volume III


  At the close of the war, a torn and bleeding nation set about to rebuild its shattered frame. The result was a stronger nation rising from an almost disrupted union. (Memorial Day.)


  Henry Wadsworth Longfellow


  [1807-1882]


  (785)


  The Building of the Ship


  ‘Build me straight, O worthy Master!


  Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel,


  That shall laugh at all disaster,


  And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!’


  The merchant’s word


  Delighted the Master heard;


  For his heart was in his work, and the heart


  Giveth grace unto every Art.


  A quiet smile played round his lips,


  As the eddies and dimples of the tide


  Play round the bows of ships


  That steadily at anchor ride.


  And with a voice that was full of glee,


  He answered, ‘Erelong we will launch


  A vessel as goodly, and strong, and stanch,


  As ever weathered a wintry sea!’


  And first with nicest skill and art,


  Perfect and finished in every part,


  A little model the Master wrought,


  Which should be to the larger plan


  What the child is to the man,


  Its counterpart in miniature;


  That with a hand more swift and sure


  The greater labor might be brought


  To answer to his inward thought.


  And as he labored, his mind ran o’er


  The various ships that were built of yore,


  And above them all, and strangest of all


  Towered the Great Harry, crank and tall,


  Whose picture was hanging on the wall,


  With bows and stern raised high in air,


  And balconies hanging here and there,


  And signal lanterns and flags afloat,


  And eight round towers, like those that frown


  From some old castle, looking down


  Upon the drawbridge and the moat.


  And he said with a smile, ‘Our ship, I wis,


  Shall be of another form than this!’


  It was of another form, indeed;


  Built for freight, and yet for speed,


  A beautiful and gallant craft;


  Broad in the beam, that the stress of the blast,


  Pressing down upon sail and mast,


  Might not the sharp bows overwhelm;


  Broad in the beam, but sloping aft


  With graceful curve and slow degrees,


  That she might be docile to the helm,


  And that the currents of parted seas,


  Closing behind, with mighty force,


  Might aid and not impede her course.


  In the ship-yard stood the Master,


  With the model of the vessel,


  That should laugh at all disaster,


  And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!


  Covering many a rood of ground,


  Lay the timber piled around;


  Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak,


  And scattered here and there, with these,


  The knarred and crooked cedar knees;


  Brought from regions far away,


  From Pascagoula’s sunny bay,


  And the banks of the roaring Roanoke!


  Ah! what a wondrous thing it is


  To note how many wheels of toil


  One thought, one word, can set in motion!


  There’s not a ship that sails the ocean,


  But every climate, every soil,


  Must bring its tribute, great or small,


  And help to build the wooden wall!


  The sun was rising o’er the sea,


  And long the level shadows lay,


  As if they, too, the beams would be


  Of some great, airy argosy,


  Framed and launched in a single day.


  That silent architect, the sun,


  Had hewn and laid them every one,


  Ere the work of man was yet begun.


  Beside the Master, when he spoke,


  A youth, against an anchor leaning,


  Listened, to catch his slightest meaning,


  Only the long waves, as they broke


  In ripples on the pebbly beach,


  Interrupted the old man’s speech.


  Beautiful they were, in sooth,


  The old man and the fiery youth!


  The old man, in whose busy brain


  Many a ship that sailed the main


  Was modelled o’er and o’er again;


  The fiery youth, who was to be


  The heir of his dexterity,


  The heir of his house, and his daughter’s hand


  When he had built and launched from land


  What the elder head had planned.


  ‘Thus,’ said he, ‘will we build this ship!


  Lay square the blocks upon the slip,


  And follow well this plan of mine.


  Choose the timbers with greatest care;


  Of all that is unsound beware;


  For only what is sound and strong


  To this vessel shall belong.


  Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine


  Here together shall combine.


  A goodly frame, and a goodly fame,


  And the Union be her name!


  For the day that gives her to the sea


  Shall give my daughter unto thee!’


  The Master’s word


  Enraptured the young man heard;


  And as he turned his face aside,


  With a look of joy and a thrill of pride


  Standing before


  Her father’s door,


  He saw the form of his promised bride.


  The sun shone on her golden hair,


  And her cheek was glowing fresh and fair,


  With the breath of morn and the soft sea air.


  Like a beauteous barge was she,


  Still at rest on the sandy beach,


  Just beyond the billow’s reach;


  But he


  Was the restless, seething, stormy sea!


  Ah, how skilful grows the hand


  That obeyeth Love’s command!


  It is the heart, and not the brain,


  That to the highest doth attain,


  And he who followeth Love’s behest


  Far excelleth all the rest!


  Thus with the rising of the sun


  Was the noble task begun,


  And soon throughout the ship-yard’s bounds


  Were heard the intermingled sounds


  Of axes and of mallets, plied


  With vigorous arms on every side;


  Plied so deftly and so well,


  That, ere the shadows of evening fell,


  The keel of oak for a noble ship,


  Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong,


  Was lying ready, and stretched along


  The blocks, well placed upon the slip.


  Happy, thrice happy, every one


  Who sees his labor well begun,


  And not perplexed and multiplied,


  By idly waiting for time and tide!


  And when the hot, long day was o’er,


  The young man at the Master’s door


  Sat with the maiden calm and still,


  And within the porch, a little more


  Removed beyond the evening chill,


  The father sat, and told them tales


  Of wrecks in the great September gales,


  Of pirates coasting the Spanish Main,


  And ships that never came back again,


  The chance and change of a sailor’s life,


  Want and plenty, rest and strife,


  His roving fancy, like the wind,


  That nothing can stay and nothing can bind,


  And the magic charm of foreign lands,


  With shadows of palms, and shining sands,


  Where the tumbling surf,


  O’er the coral reefs of Madagascar,


  Washes the feet of the swarthy Lascar,


  As he lies alone and asleep on the turf.


  And the trembling maiden held her breath


  At the tales of that awful, pitiless sea,


  With all its terror and mystery,


  The dim, dark sea, so like unto Death,


  That divides and yet unites mankind!


  And whenever the old man paused, a gleam


  From the bowl of his pipe would awhile illume


  The silent group in the twilight gloom,


  And thoughtful faces, as in a dream;


  And for a moment one might mark


  What had been hidden by the dark,


  That the head of the maiden lay at rest,


  Tenderly, on the young man’s breast!


  Day by day the vessel grew,


  With timbers fashioned strong and true,


  Stemson and keelson and sternson-knee,


  Till, framed with perfect symmetry,


  A skeleton ship rose up to view!


  And around the bows and along the side


  The heavy hammers and mallets plied,


  Till after many a week, at length,


  Wonderful for form and strength,


  Sublime in its enormous bulk,


  Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk!


  And around it columns of smoke, upwreathing,


  Rose from the boiling, bubbling, seething


  Caldron, that glowed,


  And overflowed


  With the black tar, heated for the sheathing.


  And amid the clamors


  Of clattering hammers,


  He who listened heard now and then


  The song of the Master and his men:—


  ‘Build me straight, O worthy Master,


  Stanch and strong, a goodly vessel,


  That shall laugh at all disaster,


  And with wave and whirlwind wrestle!’


  With oaken brace and copper band,


  Lay the rudder on the sand,


  That, like a thought, should have control


  Over the movement of the whole;


  And near it the anchor, whose giant hand


  Would reach down and grapple with the land,


  And immovable and fast


  Hold the great ship against the bellowing blast!


  And at the bows an image stood,


  By a cunning artist carved in wood,


  With robes of white, that far behind


  Seemed to be fluttering in the wind.


  It was not shaped in a classic mould,


  Not like a Nymph or Goddess of old,


  Or Naiad rising from the water,


  But modelled from the Master’s daughter!


  On many a dreary and misty night,


  ’T will be seen by the rays of the signal light,


  Speeding along through the rain and the dark,


  Like a ghost in its snow-white sark,


  The pilot of some phantom bark,


  Guiding the vessel, in its flight,


  By a path none other knows aright!


  Behold, at last,


  Each tall and tapering mast


  Is swung into its place;


  Shrouds and stays


  Holding it firm and fast!


  Long ago,


  In the deer-haunted forests of Maine,


  When upon mountain and plain


  Lay the snow,


  They fell,—those lordly pines!


  Those grand, majestic pines!


  ’Mid shouts and cheers


  The jaded steers,


  Panting beneath the goad,


  Dragged down the weary, winding road


  Those captive kings so straight and tall,


  To be shorn of their streaming hair,


  And naked and bare,


  To feel the stress and the strain


  Of the wind and the reeling main,


  whose roar


  Would remind them forevermore


  Of their native forests they should not see again.


  And everywhere


  The slender, graceful spars


  Poise aloft in the air,


  And at the mast-head,


  White, blue, and red,


  A flag unrolls the stripes and stars.


  Ah! when the wanderer, lonely, friendless,


  In foreign harbors shall behold


  That flag unrolled,


  ’T will be as a friendly hand


  Stretched out from his native land,


  Filling his heart with memories sweet and endless!


  All is finished! and at length


  Has come the bridal day


  Of beauty and of strength.


  To-day the vessel shall be launched!


  With fleecy clouds the sky is blanched,


  And o’er the bay,


  Slowly, in all his splendors dight,


  The great sun rises to behold the sight.


  The ocean old,


  Centuries old,


  Strong as youth, and as uncontrolled,


  Paces restless to and fro,


  Up and down the sands of gold.


  His beating heart is not at rest;


  And far and wide,


  With ceaseless flow,


  His beard of snow


  Heaves with the heaving of his breast.


  He waits impatient for his bride.


  There she stands,


  With her foot upon the sands,


  Decked with flags and streamers gay,


  In honor of her marriage day,


  Her snow-white signals fluttering, blending,


  Round her like a veil descending,


  Ready to be


  The bride of the gray old sea.


  On the deck another bride


  Is standing by her lover’s side.


  Shadows from the flags and shrouds,


  Like the shadows cast by clouds,


  Broken by many a sudden fleck,


  Fall around them on the deck.


  The prayer is said,


  The service read,


  The joyous bridegroom bows his head;


  And in tears the good old Master


  Shakes the brown hand of his son,


  Kisses his daughter’s glowing cheek


  In silence, for he cannot speak,


  And ever faster


  Down his own the tears begin to run.


  The worthy pastor—


  The shepherd of that wandering flock,


  That has the ocean for its wold,


  That has the vessel for its fold,


  Leaping ever from rock to rock—


  Spake, with accents mild and clear,


  Words of warning, words of cheer,


  But tedious to the bridegroom’s ear.


  He knew the chart


  Of the sailor’s heart,


  All its pleasures and its griefs,


  All its shallows and rocky reefs,


  All those secret currents, that flow


  With such resistless undertow,


  And lift and drift, with terrible force,


  The will from its moorings and its course.


  Therefore he spake, and thus said he:—


  ‘Like unto ships far off at sea,


  Outward or homeward bound, are we.


  Before, behind, and all around,


  Floats and swings the horizon’s bound,


  Seems at its distant rim to rise


  And climb the crystal wall of the skies,


  And then again to turn and sink,


  As if we could slide from its outer brink.


  Ah! it is not the sea,


  It is not the sea that sinks and shelves,


  But ourselves


  That rock and rise


  With endless and uneasy motion,


  Now touching the very skies,


  Now sinking into the depths of ocean.


  Ah! if our souls but poise and swing


  Like the compass in its brazen ring,


  Ever level and ever true


  To the toil and the task we have to do,


  We shall sail securely, and safely reach


  The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach


  The sights we see, and the sounds we hear,


  Will be those of joy and not of fear!’


  Then the Master,


  With a gesture of command,


  Waved his hand;


  And at the word,


  Loud and sudden there was heard,


  All around them and below,


  The sound of hammers, blow on blow,


  Knocking away the shores and spurs.


  And see! she stirs!


  She starts,—she moves,—she seems to feel


  The thrill of life along her keel,


  And, spurning with her foot the ground,


  With one exulting, joyous bound,


  She leaps into the ocean’s arms!


  And lo! from the assembled crowd


  There rose a shout, prolonged and loud,


  That to the ocean seemed to say,


  ‘Take her, O bridegroom, old and gray,


  With all her youth and all her charms!’


  How beautiful she is! How fair


  She lies within those arms, that press


  Her form with many a soft caress


  Of tenderness and watchful care!


  Sail forth into the sea, O ship!


  Through wind and wave, right onward steer!


  The moistened eye, the trembling lip,


  Are not the signs of doubt or fear.


  Sail forth into the sea of life,


  O gentle, loving, trusting wife,


  And safe from all adversity


  Upon the bosom of that sea


  Thy comings and thy goings be!


  For gentleness and love and trust


  Prevail o’er angry wave and gust;


  And in the wreck of noble lives


  Something immortal still survives!


  Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State!


  Sail on, O Union, strong and great!


  Humanity with all its fears,


  With all the hopes of future years,


  Is hanging breathless on thy fate!


  We know what Master laid thy keel,


  What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel,


  Who made each mast, and sail, and rope,


  What anvils rang, what hammers beat,


  In what a forge and what a heat


  Were shaped the anchors of thy hope!


  Fear not each sudden sound and shock,


  ’Tis of the wave and not the rock;


  ’Tis but the flapping of the sail,


  And not a rent made by the gale!


  In spite of rock and tempest’s roar,


  In spite of false lights on the shore,


  Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea!


  Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee,


  Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears,


  Our faith triumphant o’er our fears,


  Are all with thee,—are all with thee!


  


  May 31. America’s Most Surprising Poet


  Volume 39, pp. 388-398


  Prefaces and Prologues


  Walt Whitman is the most original and startling of modern poets. An irony of his life is that while he wrote for the contemporary masses, only a limited number of followers appreciated his genius, now universally recognized. (Walt Whitman born May 31, 1819.)


  Preface to Leaves of Grass


  (1855)


  By Walter Whitman


  America does not repel the past or what it has produced under its forms or amid other politics or the idea of castes or the old religions… accepts the lesson with calmness… is not so impatient as has been supposed that the slough still sticks to opinions and manners and literature while the life which served its requirements has passed into the new life of the new forms… perceives that the corpse is slowly borne from the eating and sleeping rooms of the house… perceives that it waits a little while in the door… that it was fittest for its days… that its action has descended to the stalwart and well shaped heir who approaches… and that he shall be fittest for his days.


  The Americans of all nations at any time upon the earth, have probably the fullest poetical nature. The United States themselves are essentially the greatest poem. In the history of the earth hitherto the largest and most stirring appear tame and orderly to their ampler largeness and stir. Here at last is something in the doings of man that corresponds with the broadcast doings of the day and night. Here is not merely a nation but a teeming nation of nations. Here is action untied from strings necessarily blind to particulars and details magnificently moving in vast masses. Here is the hospitality which forever indicates heroes… Here are the roughs and beards and space and ruggedness and nonchalance that the soul loves. Here the performance disdaining the trivial unapproached in the tremendous audacity of its crowds and groupings and the push of its perspective spreads with crampless and flowing breadth and showers its proflic and splendid extravagance. One sees it must indeed own the riches of the summer and winter, and need never be bankrupt while corn grows from the ground or the orchards drop apples or the bays contain fish or men beget children upon women.


  Other states indicate themselves in their deputies… but the genius of the United States is not best or most in its executives or legislatures, nor in its ambassadors or authors or colleges or churches or parlors, nor even in its newspapers or inventors… but always most in the common people. Their manners, speech, dress, friendship—the freshness and candor of their physiognomy—the picturesque looseness of their carriage… their deathless attachment to freedom—their aversion to anything indecorous or soft or mean—the practical acknowledgment of the citizens of one state by the citizens of all other states—the fierceness of their roused resentment—their curiosity and welcome of novelty—their self-esteem and wonderful sympathy—their susceptibility to a slight—the air they have of persons who never knew how it felt to stand in the presence of superiors—the fluency of their speech—their delight in music, the sure symptom of manly tenderness and native elegance of soul… their good temper and open handedness—the terrible significance of their elections—the President’s taking off his hat to them, not they to him—these too are unrhymed poetry. It awaits the gigantic and generous treatment worthy of it.


  The largeness of nature or the nation were monstrous without a corresponding largeness and generosity of the spirit of the citizen. Not nature nor swarming states nor streets and steamships nor prosperous business nor farms nor capital nor learning may suffice for the ideal of man… nor suffice the poet. No reminiscences may suffice either. A live nation can always cut a deep mark and can have the best authority the cheapest… namely from its own soul. This is the sum of the profitable uses of individuals or states and of present action and grandeur and of the subjects of poets.—As if it were necessary to trot back generation after generation to the eastern records! As if the beauty and sacredness of the demonstrable must fall behind that of the mythical! As if men do not make their mark out of any times! As if the opening of the western continent by discovery and what has transpired since in North and South America were less than the small theatre of the antique or the aimless sleep-walking of the middle ages! The pride of the United States leaves the wealth and finesse of the cities and all returns of commerce and agriculture and all the magnitude of geography or shows of exterior victory to enjoy the breed of full sized men or one full sized man unconquerable and simple.


  The American poets are to enclose old and new for America is the race of races. of them a bard is to be commensurate with a people. to him the other continents arrive as contributions… he gives them reception for their sake and his own sake. His spirit responds to his country’s spirit… he incarnates its geography and natural life and rivers and lakes. Mississippi with annual freshets and changing chutes, Missouri and Columbia and Ohio and St. Lawrence with the Falls and beautiful masculine Hudson, do not embouchure where they spend themselves more than they embouchure into him. The blue breadth over the inland sea of Virginia and Maryland and the sea off Massachusetts and Maine and over Manhattan Bay and over Champlain and Erie and over Ontario and Huron and Michigan and Superior, and over the Texan and Mexican and Floridian and Cuban seas, and over the seas off California and Oregon, is not tallied by the blue breadth of the waters below more than the breadth of above and below is tallied by him. When the long Atlantic coast stretches longer and the Pacific coast stretches longer he easily stretches with them north or south. He spans between them also from east to west and reflects what is between them. On him rise solid growths that offset the growths of pine and cedar and hemlock and live oak and locust and chestnut and cypress and hickory and limetree and cottonwood and tuliptree and caotus and wildvine and tamarind and persimmon… and tangles as tangled as any canebrake or swamp… and forests coated with transparent ice, and icicles hanging from boughs and crackling in the wind… and sides and peaks of mountains… and pasturage sweet and free as savannah or upland or prairie… with flights and songs and screams that answer those of the wild pigeon and high-hold and orchard-oriole and coot and surf-duck and red-shouldered-hawk and fish-hawk and white ibis and Indian-hen and cat-owl and water-pheasant and qua-bird and pied-sheldrake and blackbird and mockingbird and buzzard and condor and nightheron and eagle. to him the hereditary countenance descends both mother’s and father’s. to him enter the essences of the real things and past and present events—of the enormous diversity of temperature and agriculture and mines—the tribes of red aborigines—the weather-beaten vessels entering new ports or making landings on rocky coasts—the first settlements north or south—the rapid stature and muscle—the haughty defiance of ’76, and the war and peace and formation of the constitution… the Union always surrounded by blatherers and always calm and impregnable—the perpetual coming of immigrants—the wharf-hem’d cities and superior marine—the unsurveyed interior—the loghouses and clearings and wild animals and hunters and trappers… the free commerce—the fisheries and whaling and gold-digging—the endless gestation of new states—the convening of Congress every December, the members duly coming up from all climates and the uttermost parts… the noble character of the young mechanics and of all free American workmen and workwomen… the general ardor and friendliness and enterprise—the perfect equality of the female with the male… the large amativeness—the fluid movement of the population—the factories and mercantile life and laborsaving machinery—the Yankee swap—the New York firemen and the target excursion—the Southern plantation life—the character of the northeast and of the northwest and southwest—slavery and the tremulous spreading of hands to protect it, and the stern opposition to it which shall never cease till it ceases or the speaking of tongues and the moving of lips cease. For such the expression of the American poet is to be transcendent and new. It is to be indirect and not direct or descriptive or epic. Its quality goes through these to much more. Let the age and wars of other nations be chanted and their eras and characters be illustrated and that finish the verse. Not so the great psalm of the republic. Here the theme is creative and has vista. Here comes one among the well beloved stonecutters and plans with decision and science and sees the solid and beautiful forms of the future where there are now no solid forms.


  Of all nations the United States with veins full of poetical stuff most need poets and will doubtless have the greatest and use them the greatest. Their Presidents shall not be their common referee so much as their poets shall. of all mankind the great poet is the equable man. Not in him but off from him things are grotesque or eccentric or fail of their sanity. Nothing out of its place is good and nothing in its place is bad. He bestows on every object or quality its fit proportions neither more nor less. He is the arbiter of the diverse and he is the key. He is the equalizer of his age and land… he supplies what wants supplying and checks what wants checking. If peace is the routine out of him speaks the spirit of peace, large, rich, thrifty, building vast and populous cities, encouraging agriculture and the arts and commerce—lighting the study of man, the soul, immortality—federal, state or municipal government, marriage, health, freetrade, intertravel by land and sea… nothing too close, nothing too far off… the stars not too far off. In war he is the most deadly force of the war. Who recruits him recruits horse and foot… he fetches parks of artillery the best that engineer ever knew. If the time becomes slothful and heavy he knows how to arouse it… he can make every word he speaks draw blood. Whatever stagnates in the flat of custom or obedience or legislation he never stagnates. Obedience does not master him, he masters it. High up out of reach he stands turning a concentrated light… he turns the pivot with his finger… he baffles the swiftest runners as he stands and easily overtakes and envelopes them. The time straying towards infidelity and confections and persiflage he withholds by his steady faith… he spreads out his dishes… he offers the sweet firmfibred meat that grows men and women. His brain is the ultimate brain. He is no arguer… he is judgment. He judges not as the judge judges but as the sun falling around a helpless thing. As he sees the farthest he has the most faith. His thoughts are the hymns of the praise of things. In the talk on the soul and eternity and God off of his equal plane he is silent. He sees eternity less like a play with a prologue and denouement… he sees eternity in men and women… he does not see men or women as dreams or dots. Faith is the antiseptic of the soul… it pervades the common people and preserves them… they never give up believing and expecting and trusting. There is that indescribable freshness and unconsciousness about an illiterate person that humbles and mocks the power of the noblest expressive genius. The poet sees for a certainty how one not a great artist may be just as sacred and perfect as the greatest artist… The power to destroy or remould is freely used by him, but never the power of attack. What is past is past. If he does not expose superior models and prove himself by every step he takes he is not what is wanted. The presence of the greatest poet conquers… not parleying or struggling or any prepared attempts. Now he has passed that way see after him! There is not left any vestige of despair or misanthropy or cunning or exclusiveness or the ignominy of a nativity or color or delusion of hell or the necessity of hell… and no man thenceforward shall be degraded for ignorance or weakness or sin.


  The greatest poet hardly knows pettiness or triviality. If he breathes into anything that was before thought small it dilates with the grandeur and life of the universe. He is a seer… he is individual… he is complete in himself… the others are as good as he, only he sees it and they do not. He is not one of the chorus… he does not stop for any regulation… he is the president of regulation. What the eyesight does to the rest he does to the rest. Who knows the curious mystery of the eyesight? The other senses corroborate themselves, but this is removed from any proof but its own and foreruns the identities of the spiritual world. A single glance of it mocks all the investigations of man and all the instruments and books of the earth and all reasoning. What is marvellous? what is unlikely? what is impossible or baseless or vague? after you have once just opened the space of a peachpit and given audience to far and near and to the sunset and had all things enter with electric swiftness softly and duly without confusion or jostling or jam.


  The land and sea, the animals, fishes, and birds, the sky of heaven and the orbs, the forests, mountains, and rivers, are not small themes… but folks expect of the poet to indicate more than the beauty and dignity which always attach to dumb real objects… they expect him to indicate the path between reality and their souls. Men and women perceive the beauty well enough… probably as well as he. The passionate tenacity of hunters, woodmen, early risers, cultivators of gardens and orchards and fields, the love of healthy women for the manly form, seafaring persons, drivers of horses, the passion for light and the open air, all is an old varied sign of the unfailing perception of beauty and of a residence of the poetic in outdoor people. They can never be assisted by poets to perceive… some may but they never can. The poetic quality is not marshalled in rhyme or uniformity or abstract addresses to things nor in melancholy complaints or good precepts, but is the life of these and much else and is in the soul. The profit of rhyme is that it drops seeds of a sweeter and more luxuriant rhyme, and of uniformity that it conveys itself into its own roots in the ground out of sight. The rhyme and uniformity of perfect poems show the free growth of metrical laws and bud from them as unerringly and loosely as lilacs and roses on a bush, and take shapes as compact as the shapes of chestnuts and oranges and melons and pears, and shed the perfume impalpable to form. The fluency and ornaments of the finest poems or music or orations or recitations are not independent but dependent. All beauty comes from beautiful blood and a beautiful brain. If the greatnesses are in conjunction in a man or woman it is enough… the fact will prevail through the universe… but the gaggery and gilt of a million years will not prevail. Who troubles himself about his ornaments or fluency is lost. This is what you shall do: Love the earth and sun and the animals, despise riches, give alms to every one that asks, stand up for the stupid and crazy, devote your income and labor to others, hate tyrants, argue not concerning God, have patience and indulgence toward the people, take off your hat to nothing known or unknown or to any man or number of men, go freely with powerful uneducated persons and with the young and with the mothers of families, read these leaves in the open air every season of every year of your life, re-examine all you have been told at school or church or in any book, dismiss whatever insults your own soul; and your very flesh shall be a great poem and have the richest fluency not only in its words but in the silent lines of its lips and face and between the lashes of your eyes and in every motion and joint of your body… The poet shall not spend his time in unneeded work. He shall know that the ground is always ready ploughed and manured… others may not know it but he shall. He shall go directly to the creation. His trust shall master the trust of everything he touches… and shall master all attachment.


  The known universe has one complete lover and that is the greatest poet. He consumes an eternal passion and is indifferent which chance happens and which possible contingency of fortune or misfortune and persuades daily and hourly his delicious pay. What baulks or breaks others is fuel for his burning progress to contact and amorous joy. Other proportions of the reception of pleasure dwindle to nothing to his proportions. All expected from heaven or from the highest he is rapport with in the sight of the daybreak or a scene of the winter woods or the presence of children playing or with his arm round the neck of a man or woman. His love above all love has leisure and expanse… he leaves room ahead of himself. He is no irresolute or suspicious lover… he is sure… he scorns intervals. His experience and the showers and thrills are not for nothing. Nothing can jar him… suffering and darkness cannot—death and fear cannot. to him complaint and jealousy and envy are corpses buried and rotten in the earth… he saw them buried. The sea is not surer of the shore or the shore of the sea than he is of the fruition of his love and of all perfection and beauty.


  The fruition of beauty is no chance of hit or miss… it is inevitable as life… it is as exact and plumb as gravitation. From the eyesight proceeds another eyesight and from the hearing proceeds another hearing and from the voice proceeds another voice eternally curious of the harmony of things with man. to these respond perfections not only in the committees that were supposed to stand for the rest but in the rest themselves just the same. These understand the law of perfection in masses and floods… that its finish is to each for itself and onward from itself… that it is profuse and impartial… that there is not a minute of the light or dark nor an acre of the earth and sea without it—nor any direction of the sky nor any trade or employment nor any turn of events. This is the reason that about the proper expression of beauty there is precision and balance… one part does not need to be thrust above another. The best singer is not the one who has the most lithe and powerful organ… the pleasure of poems is not in them that take the hand-somest measure and similes and sound.


  Without effort and without exposing in the least how it is done the greatest poet brings the spirit of any or all events and passions and scenes and persons some more and some less to bear on your individual character as you hear or read. to do this well is to compete with the laws that pursue and follow time. What is the purpose must surely be there and the clue of it must be there… and the faintest indication is the indication of the best and then becomes the clearest indication. Past and present and future are not disjoined but joined. The greatest poet forms the consistence of what is to be from what has been and is. He drags the dead out of their coffins and stands them again on their feet… he says to the past, Rise and walk before me that I may realize you. He learns the lesson… he places himself where the future becomes present. The greatest poet does not only dazzle his rays over character and scenes and passions… he finally ascends and finishes all… he exhibits the pinnacles that no man can tell what they are for or what is beyond… he glows a moment on the extremest verge. He is most wonderful in his last half-hidden smile or frown… by that flash of the moment of parting the one that sees it shall be encouraged or terrified afterward for many years. The greatest poet does not moralize or make applications of morals… he knows the soul. The soul has that measureless pride which consists in never acknowledging any lessons but its own. But it has sympathy as measureless as its pride and the one balances the other and neither can stretch too far while it stretches in company with the other. The inmost secrets of art sleep with the twain. The greatest poet has lain close betwixt both and they are vital in his style and thoughts.


  The art of art, the glory of expression and the sunshine of the light of letters is simplicity. Nothing is better than simplicity… nothing can make up for excess or for the lack of definiteness. to carry on the heave of impulse and pierce intellectual depths and give all subjects their articulations are powers neither common nor very uncommon. But to speak in literature with the perfect rectitude and insouciance of the movements of animals and the unimpeachableness of the sentiment of trees in the woods and grass by the roadside is the flawless triumph of art. If you have looked on him who has achieved it you have looked on one of the masters of the artists of all nations and times. You shall not contemplate the flight of the gray gull over the bay or the mettlesome action of the blood horse or the tall leaning of sunflowers on their stalk or the appearance of the sun journeying through heaven or the appearance of the moon afterward with any more satisfaction than you shall contemplate him. The greatest poet has less a marked style and is more the channel of thoughts and things without increase or diminution and is the free channel of himself. He swears to his art, I will not be meddlesome, I will not have in my writing any elegance or effect or originality to hang in the way between me and the rest like curtains. I will have nothing hang in the way not the richest curtains. What I tell I tell for precisely what it is. Let who may exalt or startle or fascinate or soothe I will have purposes as health or heat or snow has and be as regardless of observation. What I experience or portray shall go from my composition without a shred of my composition. You shall stand by my side and look in the mirror with me.


  The old red blood and stainless gentility of great poets will be proved by their unconstraint. A heroic person walks at his ease through and out of that custom or precedent or authority that suits him not. of the traits of the brotherhood of writers savans musicians inventors and artists, nothing is finer than silent defiance advancing from new free forms. In the need of poems, philosophy, politics, mechanism, science, behavior, the craft of art, an appropriate native grand-opera, shipcraft, or any craft, he is greatest for ever and for ever who contributes the greatest original practical example. The cleanest expression is that which finds no sphere worthy of itself and makes one. The messages of great poets to each man and woman are, Come to us on equal terms, Only then can you understand us, We are no better than you, What we enclose you enclose, What we enjoy you may enjoy. Did you suppose there could be only one Supreme? We affirm there can be unnumbered Supremes, and that one does not countervail another any more than one eyesight countervails another… and that men can be good or grand only of the consciousness of their supremacy within them. What do you think is the grandeur of storms and dismemberments and the deadliest battles and wrecks and the wildest fury of the elements and the power of the sea and the motion of nature and the throes of human desires and dignity and hate and love? It is that something in the soul which says, Rage on, Whirl on, I tread master here and everywhere, Master of the spasms of the sky and of the shatter of the sea, Master of nature and passion and death, and of all terror and all pain.


  The American bards shall be marked for generosity and affection and for encouraging competitors… They shall be kosmos… without monopoly or secrecy… glad to pass anything to any one… hungry for equals night and day. They shall not be careful of riches and privilege… they shall be riches and privilege… they shall perceive who the most affluent man is. The most affluent man is he that confronts all the shows he sees by equivalents out of the stronger wealth of himself. The American bard shall delineate no class of persons nor one or two out of the strata of interests nor love most nor truth most nor the soul most nor the body most… and not be for the eastern states more than the western or the northern states more than the southern.


  Exact science and its practical movements are no checks on the greatest poet but always his encouragement and support. The outset and remembrance are there… there the arms that lifted him first and brace him best… there he returns after all his goings and comings. The sailor and traveller… the anatomist, chemist, astronomer, geologist, phrenologist, spiritualist, mathematician, historian, and lexicographer, are not poets, but they are the lawgivers of poets and their construction underlies the structure of every perfect poem. No matter what rises or is uttered they sent the seed of the conception of it… of them and by them stand the visible proofs of souls… always of their fatherstuff must be begotten the sinewy races of bards. If there shall be love and content between the father and the son and if the greatness of the son is the exuding of the greatness of the father there shall be love between the poet and the man of demonstrable science. In the beauty of poems are the tuft and final applause of science.


  […]


  


  Notes


  
    	[←1]


    	
      “The practice of thrusting out the thumb between the first and second fingers, to express the feelings of insult and contempt, has prevailed very generally among the nations of Europe, and for many ages had been denominated ‘making the fig,’ or described at least by some equivalent expression.”—Douce’s “Illustrations of Shakespeare,” vol. i. p. 492, ed. 1807


      

    

  


  
    	[←2]


    	
      Capaneus. Canto xiv.


      

    

  


  
    	[←3]


    	
      Near the Tuscan shore.


      

    

  


  
    	[←4]


    	
      Said to have been of the family of Donati at Florence.


      

    

  


  
    	[←5]


    	
      “Agnello.” Agnello Brunelleschi.


      

    

  


  
    	[←6]


    	
      “Shalt feel what Prato.” The Poet prognosticates the calamities which were soon to befall his native city, and which, he says, even her nearest neighbor, Prato, would wish her. The calamities more particularly pointed at are said to be the fall of a wooden bridge over the Arno, in May, 1304, where a large multitude were assembled to witness a representation of hell and the infernal torments, in consequence of which accident many lives were lost; and a conflagration, that in the following month destroyed more than 1,700 houses. See G. Villani, Hist. lib. viii. c. lxx. and lxxi.


      

    

  


  
    	[←7]


    	
      The flame is said to have divided the bodies of Eteocles and Polynices, as if conscious of the enmity that actuated them while living.


      

    

  


  
    	[←8]


    	
      The wooden horse that caused Æneas to quit Troy and seek his fortune in Italy, where his descendants founded Rome.


      

    

  


  
    	[←9]


    	
      Perhaps implying arrogance.


      

    

  


  
    	[←10]


    	
      The Strait of Gibraltar.


      

    

  


  
    	[←11]


    	
      The mountain of Purgatory.—Among various opinions respecting the situation of the terrestrial paradise, Peitro Lombardo relates, that “it was separated by a long space, either of sea or land, from the regions inhabited by men, and placed in the ocean, reaching as far as to the luner circle, so that the waters of the deluge did not reach it.”—Sent. lib. ii. dist. 17.


      

    

  


  
    	[←12]


    	
      “Closed.” Venturi refers to Pliny and Solinus for the opinion that Ulysses was the founder of Lisbon, from whence he thinks it was easy for the fancy of a poet to send him on yet further enterprises. The story (which it is not unlikely that our author borrowed from some legend of the Middle Ages) may have taken its rise partly from the obscure oracle returned by the ghost of Tiresias to Ulysses (eleventh book of the Odyssey), and partly from the fate which there was reason to suppose had befallen some adventurous explorers of the Atlantic Ocean.


      

    

  


  
    	[←13]


    	
      The engine of torture invented by Perillus, for the tyrant Phalaris.


      

    

  


  
    	[←14]


    	
      Montefeltro.


      

    

  


  
    	[←15]


    	
      Polenta’s eagle.” Guido Novello da Polenta, who bore an eagle for his coat-of-arms. The name of Polenta was derived from a castle so called in the neighborhood of Brittonoro. Cervia is a small maritime city, about fifteen miles to the south of Ravenna. Guido was the son of Ostasio da Polenta, and made himself master of Ravenna in 1265. In 1322 he was deprived of his sovereignty, and died at Bologna in 1323. This last and most munificent patron of Dante is enumerated among the poets of his time.


      

    

  


  
    	[←16]


    	
      The territory of Forli, the inhabitants of which, in 1282, were enabled, by the stratagem of Guido da Montefeltro, the governor, to defeat the French army by which it had been besieged. See G. Villani, lib. vii. c. lxxxi. The Poet informs Guido, its former ruler, that it is now in the possession of Sinibaldo Ordolaffi, whom he designates by his coat-of-arms, a lion vert.


      

    

  


  
    	[←17]


    	
      Malatesta and Malatestino his son, lords of Rimini, called from their ferocity, the mastiffs of Verrucchio, which was the name of their castle. Malatestino was, perhaps, the husband of Francesca, daughter of Guido da Polenta. See notes to Canto v. 113.


      

    

  


  
    	[←18]


    	
      Montagna de’ Parcitati, a noble and leader of the Ghibelline party at Rimini, murdered by Malatestino.


      

    

  


  
    	[←19]


    	
      Lamone is the river at Faenza, and Santerno at Imola.


      

    

  


  
    	[←20]


    	
      Machinardo Pagano, whose arms were a lion azure on a field argent. See also Purgatory, Canto xiv. 122.


      

    

  


  
    	[←21]


    	
      Cesena, situated at the foot of a mountain, and washed by the river Savio, that often descends with a swollen and rapid stream from the Apennines.


      

    

  


  
    	[←22]


    	
      Guido da Montefeltro.


      

    

  


  
    	[←23]


    	
      Boniface VIII.


      

    

  


  
    	[←24]


    	
      Boniface, VIII, whose enmity to the family of Colonna prompted him to destroy their houses near the Lateran. Wishing to obtain possession of their other seat, Penestrino, he consulted with Guido da Montefeltro, offering him absolution for his past sins, as well as for that which he was then tempting him to commit. Guido’s advice was that kind words and fair promises would put his enemies into his power; and they accordingly soon afterward fell into the snare laid for them, 1298.


      

    

  


  
    	[←25]


    	
      Alluding to the renegade Christians, by whom the Saracens, in April, 1291, were assisted to recover St. John d’Acre, the last possession of the Christians in the Holy Land.


      

    

  


  
    	[←26]


    	
      Celestine V. See notes to Canto iii.
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