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June Selections

	When shepherds pipe on oaten straws,

	And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks,

	When turtles tread, and rooks, and daws,

	And maidens bleach their summer smocks.

	Shakespeare (Vol. 40, p. 265)

	June 1. Thrilling Play by Tutor of Shakespeare

	June 2. “Back to Nature” in the Seventeenth Century

	June 3. Pulse Aids Epochal Discoveries

	June 4. ’Neath the Iron Hand of Spain

	June 5. The Rent of Land from Human Food

	June 6. A Shrill Cry in the Night!

	June 7. “There's Rosemary—that's for Remembrance!”

	June 8. Eloquence Wins Over Prejudice

	June 9. Enchanting Songs of David

	June 10. Horrible Prophecy Fulfilled

	June 11. He Sang of His Beautiful Elizabeth

	June 12. Vishnu Holds Up a Battle

	June 13. Athens Flouts Aristides

	June 14. A Philosopher Prefers Prison Cell

	June 15. Strikers Storm the Tower of London

	June 16. Spirits at the Top of the World

	June 17. Risked His Scalp in Prayer

	June 18. Cinderella Lives To-day

	June 19. Freaks of the Dog Fad in England

	June 20. No Salt for These Birds

	June 21. Would You Converse with Royalty?

	June 22. Pliny Tells Ghost Stories

	June 23. Greek Scholar at Three

	June 24. Had No Right Hand

	June 25. Advice to Virgins from a Wise Man

	June 26. In the Lair of the Green-Eyed Monster

	June 27. Do You Take Poison Daily?

	June 28. Pages from the Pampas Book of Etiquette

	June 29. “Is That a Dagger I See Before Me?”

	June 30. Rather King Than Majority

	 


June 1. Thrilling Play by Tutor of Shakespeare

	Volume 19, pp. 241-250

	The Tragical History of Dr. Faustus, Marlowe

	For the best blank verse in English, read “Dr. Faustus,” the masterpiece of Marlowe, who gave Shakespeare lessons in playwriting. This genius knew the secret of gripping drama. (Marlowe died June 1, 1593.)

	The Tragical History of Dr. Faustus

	By

	Christopher Marlowe

	Dramatis Personæ

	[The Pope. Cardinal of Lorrain. Emperor of Germany.

	Duke of Vanholt. Faustus.

	Valdes and Cornelius, Friends to Faustus.

	Wagner, Servant to Faustus.

	Clown. Robim. Ralph.

	Vintner, Horse-Courser, Knight, Old Man, Scholars, Friars, and Attendants.

	Duchess of Vanholt.

	Lucifer. Belzebub. Mephisophilis.

	Good Angel, Evil Angel, The Seven Deadly Sins, Devils, Spirits in the shape of Alexander the Great, of his Paramous, and of Helen of Troy. Chorus.]

	[…]

	[Scene XII—The Court of the Duke of Vanholt.]

	Enter the Duke [of Vanholt], the Duchess, Faustus, and Mephistophilis

	Duke.

	Believe me, Master Doctor, this merriment hath much pleased me.

	Faustus

	My gracious lord, I am glad it contents you so well.—But it may be, madam, you take no delight in this. I have heard that great-bellied women do long for some dainties or other. What is it, madam? Tell me, and you shall have it.

	Duchess

	Thanks, good Master Doctor; and for I see your courteous intent to pleasure me, I will not hide from you the thing my heart desires; and were it now summer, as it is January and the dead time of the winter, I would desire no better meat than a dish of ripe grapes.

	Faustus

	Alas, madam, that’s nothing! Mephistophilis, begone.

	[Exit Mephistophilis.]

	Were it a greater thing than this, so it would content you, you should have it.

	Re-enter Mephistophilis with the grapes

	Here they be, madam; wilt please you taste on them?

	Duke

	Believe me, Master Doctor, this makes me wonder above the rest, that being in the dead time of winter, and in the month of January, how you should come by these grapes.

	Faustus

	If it like your Grace, the year is divided into two circles over the whole world, that, when it is here winter with us, in the contrary circle it is summer with them, as in India, Saba, and farther countries in the East; and by means of a swift spirit that I have I had them brought hither, as ye see.—How do you like them, madam; be they good?

	Duchess

	Believe me, Master Doctor, they be the best grapes that I e’er tasted in my life before.

	Faustus

	I am glad they content you so, madam.

	Duke

	Come, madam, let us in, where you must well reward this learned man for the great kindness he hath show’d to you.

	Duchess

	And so I will, my lord; and, whilst I live, rest beholding for this courtesy.

	Faustus

	I humbly thank your Grace.

	Duke

	Come, Master Doctor, follow us and receive your reward.

	[Exeunt.]

	[Scene XIII—A room in Faustus’ House.]

	Enter Wagner

	Wagner

	I think my master shortly means to die,

	For he hath given to me all his goods;

	And yet, methinks, if that death were so near,

	He would not banquet and carouse and swill

	Amongst the students, as even now he doth,

	Who are at supper with such belly-cheer

	As Wagner ne’er beheld in all his life.

	See where they come! Belike the feast is ended.

	Enter Faustus, with two or three Scholars [and Mephistophilis]

	First Scholar

	Master Doctor Faustus, since our conference about fair ladies, which was the beautifullest in all the world, we have determined with ourselves that Helen of Greece was the admirablest lady that ever lived: therefore, Master Doctor, if you will do us that favour, as to let us see that peerless dame of Greece, whom all the world admires for majesty, we should think ourselves much beholding unto you.

	Faustus

	Gentlemen,

	For that I know your friendship is unfeigned,

	And Faustus’ custom is not to deny

	The just requests of those that wish him well,

	You shall behold that peerless dame of Greece,

	No otherways for pomp and majesty

	Than when Sir Paris cross’d the seas with her,

	And brought the spoils to rich Dardania.

	Be silent, then, for danger is in words.

	[Music sounds, and Helen passeth over the stage.]

	Second Scholar

	Too simple is my wit to tell her praise,

	Whom all the world admires for majesty.

	Third Scholar

	No marvel though the angry Greeks pursued

	With ten years’ war the rape of such a queen,

	Whose heavenly beauty passeth all compare.

	First Scholar

	Since we have seen the pride of Nature’s works,

	And only paragon of excellence,

	Let us depart; and for this glorious deed

	Happy and blest be Faustus evermore.

	Faustus

	Gentlemen, farewell—the same I wish to you.

	[Exeunt Scholars and Wagner].

	Enter an Old Man

	Old Man

	Ah, Doctor Faustus, that I might prevail

	To guide thy steps unto the way of life,

	By which sweet path thou may’st attain the goal

	That shall conduct thee to celestial rest!

	Break heart, drop blood, and mingle it with tears,

	Tears falling from repentant heaviness

	Of thy most vile and loathsome filthiness,

	The stench whereof corrupts the inward soul

	With such flagitious crimes of heinous sins

	As no commiseration may expel,

	But mercy, Faustus, of thy Saviour sweet,

	Whose blood alone must wash away thy guilt.

	Faustus

	Where art thou, Faustus? Wretch, what hast thou done?

	Damn’d art thou, Faustus, damn’d; despair and die!

	Hell calls for right, and with a roaring voice

	Says “Faustus! come! thine hour is [almost] come!”

	And Faustus [now] will come to do the right.

	[Mephistophilis gives him a dagger.]

	Old Man

	Ah stay, good Faustus, stay thy desperate steps!

	I see an angel hovers o’er thy head,

	And, with a vial full of precious grace,

	Offers to pour the same into thy soul:

	Then call for mercy, and avoid despair.

	Faustus

	Ah, my sweet friend, I feel

	Thy words do comfort my distressed soul.

	Leave me a while to ponder on my sins.

	Old Man

	I go, sweet Faustus, but with heavy cheer,

	Fearing the ruin of thy hopeless soul.

	[Exit.]

	Faustus

	Accursed Faustus, where is mercy now?

	I do repent; and yet I do despair;

	Hell strives with grace for conquest in my breast:

	What shall I do to shun the snares of death?

	Mephistophilis

	Thou traitor, Faustus, I arrest thy soul

	For disobedience to my sovereign lord;

	Revolt, or I’ll in piecemeal tear thy flesh.

	Faustus

	Sweet Mephistophilis, entreat thy lord

	To pardon my unjust presumption.

	And with my blood again I will confirm

	My former vow I made to Lucifer.

	Mephistophilis

	Do it then quickly, with unfeigned heart,

	Lest greater danger do attend thy drift.

	[Faustus stabs his arm and writes on a paper with his blood.]

	Faustus

	Torment, sweet friend, that base and crooked age,1 

	That durst dissuade me from my Lucifer,

	With greatest torments that our hell affords.

	Mephistophilis

	His faith is great, I cannot touch his soul;

	But what I may afflict his body with

	I will attempt, which is but little worth.

	Faustus

	One thing, good servant, let me crave of thee,

	To glut the longing of my heart’s desire,—

	That I might have unto my paramour

	That heavenly Helen, Which I saw of late,

	Whose sweet embracings may extinguish clean

	These thoughts that do dissuade me from my vow,

	And keep mine oath I made to Lucifer.

	Mephistophilis

	Faustus, this or what else thou shalt desire

	Shall be perform’d in twinkling of an eye.

	Re-enter Helen

	Faustus

	Was this the face that launched a thousand ships

	And burnt the topless2 towers of Ilium?

	Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.

	[Kisses her.]

	Her lips suck forth my soul; see where it flies!—

	Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again.

	Here will I dwell, for Heaven is in these lips,

	And all is dross that is not Helena.

	Enter Old Man.

	I will be Paris, and for love of thee,

	Instead of Troy, shall Wittenberg be sack’d;

	And I will combat with weak Menelaus,

	And wear thy colours on my plumed crest;

	Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel,

	And then return to Helen for a kiss.

	Oh, thou art fairer than the evening air

	Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars;

	Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter

	When he appear’d to hapless Semele:

	More lovely than the monarch of the sky

	In wanton Arethusa’s azured arms:

	And none but thou shalt be my paramour.

	[Exeunt.]

	Old Man

	Accursed Faustus, miserable man,

	That from thy soul exclud’st the grace of Heaven,

	And fly’st the throne of his tribunal seat!

	Enter Devils

	Satan begins to sift me with his pride:

	As in this furnace God shall try my faith,

	My faith, vile hell, shall triumph over thee.

	Ambitious fiends! see how the heavens smiles

	At your repulse, and laughs your state to scorn!

	Hence, hell! for hence I fly unto my God.

	[Exeunt (on one side Devils, on the other, Old Man)].

	[Scene XIV—The Same.]

	Enter Faustus with Scholars

	Faustus

	Ah, gentlemen!

	First Scholar

	What ails Faustus?

	Faustus

	Ah, my sweet chamber-fellow, had I lived with thee, then had I lived still! but now I die eternally. Look, comes he not, comes he not?

	Second Scholar

	What means Faustus?

	Third Scholar

	Belike he is grown into some sickness by being over solitary.

	First Scholar

	If it be so, we’ll have physicians to cure him. ’Tis but a surfeit. Never fear, man.

	Faustus

	A surfeit of deadly sin that hath damn’d both body and soul.

	Second Scholar

	Yet, Faustus, look up to Heaven; remember God’s mercies are infinite.

	Faustus

	But Faustus’ offenses can never be pardoned: the serpent that tempted Eve may be sav’d, but not Faustus. Ah, gentlemen, hear me with patience, and tremble not at my speeches! Though my heart pants and quivers to remember that I have been a student here these thirty years, oh, would I had never seen Wittenberg, never read book! And what wonders I have done, All Germany can witness, yea, the world; for which Faustus hath lost both Germany and the world, yea Heaven itself, Heaven, the seat of God, the throne of the blessed, the kingdom of joy; and must remain in hell for ever, hell, ah, hell, for ever! Sweet friends! what shall become of Faustus being in hell for ever?

	Third Scholar

	Yet, Faustus, call on God.

	Faustus

	On God, whom Faustus hath abjur’d! on God, whom Faustus hath blasphemed! Ah, my God, I would weep, but the Devil draws in my tears. Gush forth blood instead of tears! Yea, life and soul! Oh, he stays my tongue! I would lift up my hands, but see, they hold them, they hold them!

	All

	Who, Faustus?

	Faustus

	Lucifer and Mephistophilis. Ah, gentlemen, I gave them my soul for my cunning!

	All

	God forbid!

	Faustus

	God forbade it indeed; but Faustus hath done it. For vain pleasure of twenty-four years hath Faustus lost eternal joy and felicity. I writ them a bill with mine own blood: the date is expired; the time will come, and he will fetch me.

	First Scholar

	Why did not Faustus tell us of this before, that divines might have pray’d for thee?

	Faustus

	Oft have I thought to have done so; but the Devil threat’ned to tear me in pieces if I nam’d God; to fetch both body and soul if I once gave ear to divinity: and now ’tis too late. Gentlemen, away! lest you perish with me.

	Second Scholar

	Oh, what shall we do to save Faustus?

	Faustus

	Talk not of me, but save yourselves, and depart.

	Third Scholar

	God will strengthen me. I will stay with Faustus.

	First Scholar

	Tempt not God, sweet friend; but let us into the next room, and there pray for him.

	Faustus

	Ay, pray for me, pray for me! and what noise soever ye hear, come not unto me, for nothing can rescue me.

	Second Scholar

	Pray thou, and we will pray that God may have mercy upon thee.

	Faustus

	Gentlemen, farewell! If I live till morning I’ll visit you: if not—Faustus is gone to hell.

	All

	Faustus, farewell!

	[Exeunt Scholars. The clock strikes eleven.]

	Faustus

	Ah, Faustus,

	Now hast thou but one bare hour to live,

	And then thou must be damn’d perpetually!

	Stand still, you ever-moving spheres of Heaven,

	That time may cease, and midnight never come;

	Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again and make

	Perpetual day; or let this hour be but

	A year, a month, a week, a natural day,

	That Faustus may repent and save his soul!

	O lente, lente, curite noctis equi.3 

	The stars move still,4 time runs, the clock will strike,

	The Devil will come, and Faustus must be damn’d.

	O, I’ll leap up to my God! Who pulls me down?

	See, see where Christ’s blood streams in the firmament!

	One drop would save my soul—half a drop: ah, my Christ!

	Ah, rend not my heart for naming of my Christ!

	Yet will I call on him: O spare me, Lucifer!—

	Where is it now? ’Tis gone; and see where God

	Stretcheth out his arm, and bends his ireful brows!

	Mountain and hills come, come and fall on me,

	And hide me from the heavy wrath of God!

	No! no!

	Then will I headlong run into the earth;

	Earth gape! O no, it will not harbour me!

	You stars that reign’d at my nativity,

	Whose influence hath alloted death and hell,

	Now draw up Faustus like a foggy mist

	Into the entrails of yon labouring clouds,

	That when they vomit forth into the air,

	My limbs may issue from their smoky mouths,

	So that my soul may but ascend to Heaven.

	[The watch strikes (the half hour)].

	Ah, half the hour is past! ’Twill all be past anon!

	O God!

	If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul,

	Yet for Christ’s sake whose blood hath ransom’d me,

	Impose some end to my incessant pain;

	Let Faustus live in hell a thousand years—

	A hundred thousand, and—at last—be sav’d!

	O, no end is limited to damned souls!

	Why wert thou not a creature wanting soul?

	Or why is this immortal that thou hast?

	Ah, Pythogoras’ metempsychosis! were that true,

	This soul should fly from me, and I be chang’d

	Unto some brutish beast! All beasts are happy,

	For when they die,

	Their souls are soon dissolv’d in elements;

	But mine must live, still to be plagu’d in hell.

	Curst be the parents that engend’red me!

	No, Faustus: curse thyself: curse Lucifer

	That hath depriv’d thee of the joys of Heaven.

	[The clock striketh twelve.]

	O, it strikes, it strikes! Now, body, turn to air,

	Or Lucifer will bear thee quick to hell.

	[Thunder and lightning.]

	O soul, be chang’d into little water-drops,

	And fall into the ocean—ne’er be found.

	My God! my God! look not so fierce on me!

	Enter Devils.

	Adders and serpents, let me breathe awhile!

	Ugly hell, gape not! come not, Lucifer!

	I’ll burn my books!—Ah Mephistophilis!

	[Exeunt Devils with Faustus.]

	Enter Chorus

	Chorus

	Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight,

	And burned is Apollo’s laurel bough,

	That sometime grew within this learned man.

	Faustus is gone; regard his hellish fall,

	Whose fiendfull fortune may exhort the wise

	Only to wonder at unlawful things,

	Whose deepness doth entice such forward wits

	To practise more than heavenly power permits.

	[Exit.]

	 


June 2. “Back to Nature” in the Seventeenth Century

	Volume 34, pp. 239-249

	French and English Philosophers

	A “Back to Nature” movement in the seventeenth century was headed by Rousseau, who believed that civilization was degrading. To save money for his work, he entrusted each of his children to the tender mercies of a foundling house. (Jean Jacques Rousseau born June 2, 1712.)

	A Discourse

	Upon the Origin and the Foundation of the Inequality Among Mankind

	Jean Jacques Rousseau

	Profession of Faith of a Savoyard Vicar

	Expect from me neither learned declamations nor profound arguments. I am no great philosopher, and give myself but little trouble in regard to becoming such. Still I perceive sometimes the glimmering of good sense, and have always a regard for the truth. I will not enter into any disputation, or endeavor to refute you; but only lay down my own sentiments in simplicity of heart. Consult your own during this recital: this is all I require of you. If I am mistaken, it is undesignedly, which is sufficient to absolve me of all criminal error; and if I am right, reason, which is common to us both, shall decide. We are equally interested in listening to it, and why should not our views agree?

	I was born a poor peasant, destined by my situation to the business of husbandry. It was thought, however, much more advisable for me to learn to get my bread by the profession of a priest, and means were found to give me a proper education. In this, most certainly, neither my parents nor I consulted what was really good, true, or useful for me to know; but only that I should learn what was necessary to my ordination. I learned, therefore, what was required of me to learn,—I said what was required of me to say—and, accordingly, was made a priest. It was not long, however, before I perceived too plainly that, in laying myself under an obligation to be no longer a man, I had engaged for more than I could possibly perform.

	Some will tell us that conscience is founded merely on our prejudices, but I know from my own experience that its dictates constantly follow the order of nature, in contradiction to all human laws and institutions. We are in vain forbidden to do this thing or the other—we shall feel but little remorse for doing any thing to which a well-regulated natural instinct excites us, how strongly soever prohibited by reason. Nature, my dear youth, hath hitherto in this respect been silent in you. May you continue long in that happy state wherein her voice is the voice of innocence! Remember that you offend her more by anticipating her instructions than by refusing to hear them. In order to know when to listen to her without a crime, you should begin by learning to check her insinuations.

	I had always a due respect for marriage as the first and most sacred institution of nature. Having given up my right to enter into such an engagement, I resolved, therefore, not to profane it: for, notwithstanding my manner of education, as I had always led a simple and uniform life, I had preserved all that clearness of understanding in which my first ideas were cultivated. The maxims of the world had not obscured my primitive notions, and my poverty kept me at a sufficient distance from those temptations that teach us the sophistry of vice.

	The virtuous resolution I had formed, was, however, the very cause of my ruin, as my determination not to violate the rights of others, left my faults exposed to detection. To expiate the offence, I was suspended and banished; falling a sacrifice to my scruples rather than to my incontinence. From the reproaches made me on my disgrace, I found that the way to escape punishment for an offence is often by committing a greater.

	A few instances of this kind go far with persons capable of reflection. Finding by sorrowful experience that the ideas I had formed of justice, honesty, and other moral obligations were contradicted in practice, I began to give up most of the opinions I had received, until at length the few which I retained being no longer sufficient to support themselves, I called in question the evidence on which they were established. Thus, knowing hardly what to think, I found myself at last reduced to your own situation of mind, with this difference only, that my unbelief being the later fruit of a maturer age, it was a work of greater difficulty to remove it.

	I was in that state of doubt and uncertainty in which Descartes requires the mind to be involved, in order to enable it to investigate truth. This disposition of mind, however, is too disquieting to long continue, its duration being owing only to indolence or vice. My heart was not so corrupt as to seek fresh indulgence; and nothing preserves so well the habit of reflection as to be more content with ourselves than with our fortune.

	I reflected, therefore, on the unhappy lot of mortals floating always on the ocean of human opinions, without compass or rudder—left to the mercy of their tempestuous passions, with no other guide than an inexperienced pilot, ignorant of his course, as well as from whence he came, and whither he is going. I often said to myself: I love the truth—I seek, yet cannot find it. Let any one show it to me and I will readily embrace it. Why doth it hide its charms from a heart formed to adore them?

	I have frequently experienced at times much greater evils; and yet no part of my life was ever so constantly disagreeable to me as that interval of scruples and anxiety. Running perpetually from one doubt and uncertainty to another, all that I could deduce from my long and painful meditations was incertitude, obscurity, and contradiction; as well with regard to my existence as to my duty.

	I cannot comprehend how any man can be sincerely a skeptic on principle. Such philosophers either do not exist, or they are certainly the most miserable of men. To be in doubt, about things which it is important for us to know, is a situation too perplexing for the human mind; it cannot long support such incertitude; but will, in spite of itself, determine one way or the other, rather deceiving itself than being content to believe nothing of the matter.

	What added further to my perplexity was, that as the authority of the church in which I was educated was decisive, and tolerated not the slightest doubt, in rejecting one point, I thereby rejected in a manner all the others. The impossibility of admitting so many absurd decisions, threw doubt over those more reasonable. In being told I must believe all, I was prevented from believing anything, and I knew not what course to pursue.

	In this situation I consulted the philosophers. I turned over their books, and examined their several opinions. I found them vain, dogmatical and dictatorial—even in their pretended skepticism. Ignorant of nothing, yet proving nothing; but ridiculing one another instead; and in this last particular only, in which they were all agreed, they seemed to be in the right. Affecting to triumph whenever they attacked their opponents, they lacked everything to make them capable of a vigorous defence. If you examine their reasons, you will find them calculated only to refute: If you number voices, every one is reduced to his own suffrage. They agree in nothing but in disputing, and to attend to these was certainly not the way to remove my uncertainty.

	I conceived that the weakness of the human understanding was the first cause of the prodigious variety I found in their sentiments, and that pride was the second. We have no standard with which to measure this immense machine; we cannot calculate its various relations; we neither know the first cause nor the final effects; we are ignorant even of ourselves; we neither know our own nature nor principle of action; nay, we hardly know whether man be a simple or compound being. Impenetrable mysteries surround us on every side; they extend beyond the region of sense; we imagine ourselves possessed of understanding to penetrate them, and we have only imagination. Every one strikes out a way of his own across this imaginary world; but no one knows whether it will lead him to the point he aims at. We are yet desirous to penetrate, to know, everything. The only thing we know not is to contentedly remain ignorant of what it is impossible for us to know. We had much rather determine at random, and believe the thing which is not, than to confess that none of us is capable of seeing the thing that is. Being ourselves but a small part of that great whole, whose limits surpass our most extensive views, and concerning which its creator leaves us to make our idle conjectures, we are vain enough to decide what that whole is in itself, and what we are in relation to it.

	But were the philosophers in a situation to discover the truth, which of them would be interested in so doing? Each knows very well that his system is no better founded that the systems of others; he defends it, nevertheless, because it is his own. There is not one of them, who, really knowing truth from falsehood, would not prefer the latter, if of his own invention, to the former, discovered by any one else. Where is the philosopher who would not readily deceive mankind, to increase his own reputation? Where is he who secretly proposes any other object than that of distinguishing himself from the rest of mankind? Provided he raises himself above the vulgar, and carries away the prize of fame from his competitors, what doth he require more? The most essential point is to think differently from the rest of the world. Among believers he is an atheist, and among atheists he affects to be a believer.

	The first fruit I gathered from these meditations was to learn to confine my enquiries to those things in which I was immediately interested;—to remain contended in a profound ignorance of the rest; and not to trouble myself so far as even to doubt about what it did not concern me to know.

	I could further see that instead of clearing up any unnecessary doubts, the philosophers only contributed to multiply those which most tormented me, and that they resolved absolutely none. I therefore applied to another guide, and said to myself, let me consult my innate instructor, who will deceive me less than I may be deceived by others; or at least the errors I fall into will be my own, and I shall grow less depraved in the pursuit of my own illusions, than in giving myself up to the deceptions of others.

	Taking a retrospect, then, of the several opinions which had successively prevailed with me from my infancy, I found that, although none of them were so evident as to produce immediate conviction, they had nevertheless different degrees of probability, and that my innate sense of truth and falsehood leaned more or less to each. On this first observation, proceeding to compare impartially and without prejudice these different opinions with each other, I found that the first and most common was also the most simple and most rational; and that it wanted nothing more to secure universal suffrage, than the circumstance of having been last proposed. Let us suppose that all our philosophers, ancient and modern, had exhausted all their whimsical systems of power, chance, fate, necessity, atoms, an animated world, sensitive matter, materialism, and of every other kind; and after them let us imagine the celebrated Dr. Clarke enlightening the world by displaying the being of beings—the supreme and sovereign disposer of all things. With what universal admiration,—with what unanimous applause would not the world receive this new system,—so great, so consolatory, so sublime,—so proper to elevate the soul, to lay the foundations of virtue,—and at the same time so striking, so enlightened, so simple,—and, as it appears to me, pregnant with less incomprehensibilities and absurdities than all other systems whatever! I reflected that unanswerable objections might be made to all, because the human understanding is incapable of resolving them, no proof therefore could be brought exclusively of any: but what difference is there in proofs! Ought not that system then, which explains everything, to be preferred, when attended with no greater difficulties than the rest?

	The love of truth then comprises all my philosophy; and my method of research being the simple and easy rule of common sense, which dispenses with the vain subtilty of argumentation, I reexamined by this principle all the knowledge of which I was possessed, resolved to admit as evident everything to which I could not in the sincerity of my heart refuse to assent, to admit also as true all that seemed to have a necessary connection with it, and to leave everything else as uncertain, without either rejecting or admitting, being determined not to trouble myself about clearing up any point which did not tend to utility in practice.

	But, after all, who am I? What right have I to judge of these things? And what is it that determines my conclusions? If, subject to the impressions I receive, these are formed in direct consequence of those impressions, I trouble myself to no purpose in these investigations. It is necessary, therefore, to examine myself, to know what instruments are made use of in such researches, and how far I may confide in their use.

	In the first place, I know that I exist, and have senses whereby I am affected. This is a truth so striking that I am compelled to acquiesce in it. But have I properly a distinct sense of my existence, or do I only know it from my various sensations? This is my first doubt; which, at present, it is impossible for me to resolve: for, being continually affected by sensations, either directly from the objects or from the memory; how can I tell whether my self-consciousness be, or be not, something foreign to those sensations, and independent of them.

	My sensations are all internal, as they make me sensible of my own existence; but the cause of them is external and independent, as they affect me without my consent, and do not depend on my will for their production or annihilation. I conceive very clearly, therefore, that the sensation which is internal, and its cause or object which is external, are not one and the same thing.

	Thus I know that I not only exist but that other beings exists as well as myself; to with, the objects of my sensations; and though these objects should be nothing but ideas, it is very certain that these ideas are no part of myself.

	Now everything that I perceive out of myself, and which acts upon my senses, I call matter; and those portions of matter which I conceive are united in individual beings, I call bodies. Thus all the disputes between Idealists and Materialists signify nothing to me; their distinctions between the appearance and reality of bodies being chimerical.

	Hence I have acquired as certain knowledge of the existence of the universe as of my own. I next reflect on the objects of my sensations; and, finding in myself the faculty of comparing them with each other, I perceive myself endowed with an active power with which I was before unacquainted.

	To perceive is only to feel or be sensible of things; to compare them is to judge of their existence. To judge of things and to be sensible of them are very different. Things present themselves to our sensations as single and detached from each other, such as they barely exist in nature; but in our intellectual comparison of them they are removed, transported as it were, from place to place, disposed on and beside each other, to enable us to pronounce concerning their difference and similitude. The characteristic faculty of an intelligent, active being is, in my opinion, that of giving a sense to the word exist. In beings merely sensitive, I have searched in vain to discover the like force of intellect; nor can I conceive it to be in their nature. Such passive beings perceive every object singly or by itself; or if two objects present themselves, they are perceived as united into one. Such beings having no power to place one in competition with, beside, or upon the other, they cannot compare them, or judge of their separate existence.

	To see two objects at once, is not to see their relations to each other, nor to judge of their difference; as to see many objects, though distinct from one another, is not to reckon their number. I may possibly have in my mind the ideas of a large stick and a small one, without comparing those ideas together, or judging that one is less than the other; as I may look at my hand without counting my fingers. [1] The comparative ideas of greater and less, as well as numerical ideas of one, two, etc., are certainly not sensations, although the understanding produces them only from our sensations.

	[1. M. de la Condamine tells of a people who knew how to reckon only as far as three. Yet these people must often have seen their fingers without ever having counted five.]

	It has been pretended that sensitive beings distinguish sensations one from the other, by the actual difference there is between those sensations: this, however, demands an explanation. When such sensations are different, a sensitive begin is supposed to distinguish them by their difference; but when they are alike, they can then only distinguish them because they perceive one without the other; for, otherwise, how can two objects exactly alike be distinguished in a simultaneous sensation? Such objects must necessarily be blended together and taken for one and the same; particularly according to that system of philosophy in which it is pretended that the sensations, representative of extension, are not extended.

	When two comparative sensations are perceived, they make both a joint and separate impression; but their relation to each other is not necessarily perceived in consequence of either. If the judgment we form of this relation were indeed a mere sensation, excited by the objects, we should never be deceived in it, for it can never be denied that I truly perceive what I feel.

	How, therefore, can I be deceived in the relation between these two sticks, particularly, if they are not parallel? Why do I say, for instance, that the little one is a third part as long as the great one, when it is in reality only a fourth? Why is not the image, which is the sensation, conformable to its model, which is the object? It is because I am active when I judge, the operation which forms the comparison is defective, and my understanding, which judges of relations, mixes its errors with the truth of those sensations which are representative of objects.

	Add to this the reflection, which I am certain you will think striking after duly weighing it, that if we were merely passive in the use of our senses, there would be no communication between them: so that it would be impossible for us to know that the body we touched with our hands and the object we saw with our eyes were one and the same. Either we should not be able to perceive external objects at all, or they would appear to exist as five perceptible substances of which we should have no method of ascertaining the identity.

	Whatever name be given to that power of the mind which assembles and compares my sensations,—call it attention, meditation, reflection, or whatever you please,—certain it is that it exists in me, and not in the objects of those sensations. It is I alone who produce it, although it is displayed only in consequence of the impressions made on me by those objects. Without being so far master over myself as to perceive or not to perceive at pleasure, I am still more or less capable of making an examination into the objects perceived.

	I am not, therefore, a mere sensitive and passive, but an active and intelligent being; and, whatever philosophers may pretend, lay claim to the honor of thinking. I know only that truth depends on the existence of things, and not on my understanding which judges of them; and that the less such judgment depends on me, the nearer I am certain of approaching the truth. Hence my rule of confiding more on sentiment than reason is confirmed by reason itself.

	Being thus far assured of my own nature and capacity, I begin to consider the objects about me; regarding myself, with a kind of shuddering, as a creature thrown on the wide world of the universe, and as it were lost in an infinite variety of other beings, without knowing anything of what they are, either among themselves or with regard to me.

	Everything that is perceptible to my senses is matter, and I deduce all the essential properties of matter from those sensible qualities, which cause it to be perceptible, and which are inseparable from it. I see it sometimes in motion and at other times at rest. This rest may be said to be only relative; but as we perceive degrees in motion, we can very clearly conceive one of the two extremes which is rest; and this we conceive so distinctly, that we are even induced to take that for absolute rest which is only relative. Now motion cannot be essential to matter, if matter can be conceived at rest. Hence I infer that neither motion nor rest are essential to it; but motion being an action, is clearly the effect of cause, of which rest is only the absence. When nothing acts on matter, it does not move; it is equally indifferent to motion and rest; its natural state, therefore, is to be at rest.

	Again, I perceive in bodies two kinds of motion; that is a mechanical or communicated motion, and a spontaneous or voluntary one. In the first case, the moving cause is out of the body moved, and in the last, exists within it. I shall not hence conclude, however, that the motion of a watch, for example, is spontaneous; for if nothing should act upon it but the spring, that spring would not wind itself up again when once down. For the same reason, also, I should as little accede to the spontaneous motion of fluids, nor even to heat itself, the cause of their fluidity.

	You will ask me if the motions of animals are spontaneous? I will freely answer, I cannot positively tell, but analogy speaks in the affirmative. You may ask me further, how I know there is such a thing as spontaneous motion? I answer, because I feel it. I will to move my arm, and, accordingly, it moves without the intervention of any other immediate cause. It is in vain to attempt to reason me out of this sentiment; it is more powerful than any rational evidence. You might as well attempt to convince me that I do not exist.

	If the actions of men are not spontaneous, and there be no such spontaneous action in what passes on earth, we are only the more embarrassed to conceive what is the first cause of all motion. For my part I am so fully persuaded that the natural state of matter is a state of rest, and that it has in itself no principle of activity, that whenever I see a body in motion, I instantly conclude that it is either an animated body or that its motion is communicated to it. My understanding will by no means acquiesce in the notion that unorganized matter can move of itself, or be productive of any kind of action.

	The visible universe, however, is composed of inanimate matter, which appears to have nothing in its composition of organization, or that sensation which is common to the parts of an animated body, as it is certain that we ourselves, being parts thereof, do not perceive our existence in the whole. The universe, also, is in motion; and its movements being all regular, uniform, and subjected to constant laws, nothing appears therein similar to that liberty which is remarkable in the spontaneous motion of men and animals. The world, therefore, is not a huge self-moving animal, but receives its motions from some foreign cause, which we do not perceive: but I am so strongly persuaded within myself of the existence of this cause, that it is impossible for me to observe the apparent diurnal revolution of the sun, without conceiving that some force must urge it forward; or if it is the earth itself that turns, I cannot but conceive that some hand must turn it.

	If it be necessary to admit general laws that have no apparent relation to matter, from what fixed point must that enquiry set out? Those laws, being nothing real or substantial, have some prior foundation equally unknown and occult. Experience and observation have taught us the laws of motion; these laws, however, determine effects only without; these laws, however, determine effects only without displaying their causes; and, therefore, are not sufficient to explain the system of the universe. Descartes could form a model of the heavens and earth with dice; but he could not give their motions to those dice, nor bring into play his centrifugal force without the assistance of a rotary motion. Newton discovered the law of attraction; but attraction alone would soon have reduced the universe into one solid mass: to this law, therefore, he found it necessary to add a projectile force, in order to account for the revolution of the heavenly bodies. Could Descartes tell us by what physical law his vortices were put and kept in motion? Could Newton produce the hand that first impelled the planets in the tangent of their respective orbits?

	The first causes of motion do not exist in matter; bodies receive from and communicate motion to each other, but they cannot originally produce it. The more I observe the action and reaction of the powers of nature acting on each other, the more I am convinced that they are merely effects; and we must ever recur to some volition as the first cause: for to suppose there is a progression of causes to infinity, is to suppose there is no first cause at all. In a word, every motion that is not produced by some other, must be the effect of spontaneous, voluntary act. Inanimate bodies have no action but motion; and there can be no real action without volition. Such is my first principle. I believe, therefore, that a Will gives motion to the universe, and animates all nature. This is my first article of faith.

	In what manner volition is productive of physical and corporeal action I know not, but I experience within myself that it is productive of it. I will to act, and the action immediately follows; I will to move my body, and my body instantly moves; but, that an inanimate body lying at rest, should move itself, or produce motion, is incomprehensible and unprecedented. The Will also is known by its effects and not by its essence. I know it as the cause of motion; but to conceive matter producing motion, would be evidently to conceive an effect without a cause, or rather not to conceive any thing at all.

	It is no more possible for me to conceive how the will moves the body, than how the sensations affect the soul. I even know not why one of these mysteries ever appeared more explicable than the other. For my own part, whether at the time I am active or passive, the means of union between the two substances appear to me absolutely incomprehensible. Is it not strange that the philosophers have thrown off this incomprehensibility, merely to confound the two substances together, as if operations so different could be better explained as the effects of one subject than of two.

	The principle which I have here laid down, is undoubtedly something obscure; it is however intelligible, and contains nothing repugnant to reason or observation. Can we say as much as the doctrines of materialism? It is very certain that, if motion be essential to matter, it would be inseparable from it; it would be always the same in every portion of it, incommunicable, and incapable of increase or diminution; it would be impossible for us even to conceive matter at rest. Again, when I am told that motion is not indeed essential to matter, but necessary to its existence, I see through the attempt to impose on me by a form of words, which it would be more easy to refute, if more intelligible. For, whether the motion of matter arises from itself, and is therefore essential to it, or whether it is derived from some external cause, it is not further necessary to it than as the moving cause acting thereon: so that we still remain under the first difficulty.

	[…]

	 


June 3. Pulse Aids Epochal Discoveries

	Volume 38, pp. 75-86

	Scientific Papers

	Galileo, by holding his pulse while watching a swinging cathedral lamp, evolved a theory that made clocks possible. Harvey, by feeling his pulse, educed that arteries carry blood. (Dr. William Harvey died June 3, 1657.)

	On the Motion of the Heart and Blood in Animals

	William Harvey

	Translated by Robert Willis

	Revised by Alexander Bowie

	Chapter I

	The Author’s Motives for Writing

	When I first gave my mind to vivisections, as a means of discovering the motions and uses of the heart, and sought to discover these from actual inspection, and not from the writings of others, I found the task so truly arduous, so full of difficulties, that I was almost tempted to think, with Fracastorius, that the motion of the heart was only to be comprehended by God. For I could neither rightly perceive at first when the systole and when the diastole took place, nor when and where dilatation and contraction occurred, by reason of the rapidity of the motion, which in many animals is accomplished in the twinkling of an eye, coming and going like a flash of lightning; so that the systole presented itself to me now from this point, now from that; the diastole the same; and then everything was reversed, the motions occurring, as it seemed, variously and confusedly together. My mind was therefore greatly unsettled nor did I know what I should myself conclude, nor what believe from others. I was not surprised that Andreas Laurentius should have written that the motion of the heart was as perplexing as the flux and reflux of Euripus had appeared to Aristotle.

	At length, by using greater and daily diligence and investigation, making frequent inspection of many and various animals, and collating numerous observations, I thought that I had attained to the truth, that I should extricate myself and escape from this labyrinth, and that I had discovered what I so much desired, both the motion and the use of the heart and arteries. From that time I have not hesitated to expose my views upon these subjects, not only in private to my friends, but also in public, in my anatomical lectures, after the manner of the Academy of old.

	These views as usual, pleased some more, others less; some chid and calumniated me, and laid it to me as a crime that I had dared to depart from the precepts and opinions of all anatomists; others desired further explanations of the novelties, which they said were both worthy of consideration, and might perchance be found of signal use. At length, yielding to the requests of my friends, that all might be made participators in my labors, and partly moved by the envy of others, who, receiving my views with uncandid minds and understanding them indifferently, have essayed to traduce me publicly, I have moved to commit these things to the press, in order that all may be enabled to form an opinion both of me and my labours. This step I take all the more willingly, seeing that Hieronymus Fabricius of Aquapendente, although he has accurately and learnedly delineated almost every one of the several parts of animals in a special work, has left the heart alone untouched. Finally, if any use or benefit to this department of the republic of letters should accrue from my labours, it will, perhaps, be allowed that I have not lived idly, and as the old man in the comedy says:

	For never yet hath any one attained

	To such perfection, but that time, and place,

	And use, have brought addition to his knowledge;

	Or made correction, or admonished him,

	That he was ignorant of much which he

	Had thought he knew; or led him to reject

	What he had once esteemed of highest price.

	So will it, perchance, be found with reference to the heart at this time; or others, at least, starting hence, with the way pointed out to them, advancing under the guidance of a happier genius, may make occasion to proceed more fortunately, and to inquire more accurately.

	Chapter II

	On the Motions of the Heart, as Seen in the Dissection of Living Animals

	In the first place, then, when the chest of a living animal is laid open and the capsule that immediately surrounds the heart is slit up or removed, the organ is seen now to move, now to be at rest; there is a time when it moves, and a time when it is motionless.

	These things are more obvious in the colder animals, such as toads, frogs, serpents, small fishes, crabs, shrimps, snails, and shellfish. They also become more distinct in warm-blooded animals, such as the dog and hog, if they be attentively noted when the heart begins to flag, to move more slowly, and, as it were, to die: the movements then become slower and rarer, the pauses longer, by which it is made much more easy to perceive and unravel what the motions really are, and how they are performed. In the pause, as in death, the heart is soft, flaccid, exhausted, lying, as it were, at rest.

	In the motion, and interval in which this is accomplished, three principal circumstances are to be noted:

	1. That the heart is erected, and rises upwards to a point, so that at this time it strikes against the breast and the pulse is felt externally.

	2. That it is everywhere contracted, but more especially towards the sides so that it looks narrower, relatively longer, more drawn together. The heart of an eel taken out of the body of the animal and placed upon the table or the hand, shows these particulars; but the same things are manifest in the hearts of all small fishes and of those colder animals where the organ is more conical or elongated.

	3. The heart being grasped in the hand, is felt to become harder during its action. Now this hardness proceeds from tension, precisely as when the forearm is grasped, its tendons are perceived to become tense and resilient when the fingers are moved.

	4. It may further be observed in fishes, and the colder blooded animals, such as frogs, serpents, etc., that the heart, when it moves, becomes of a paler color, when quiescent of a deeper blood-red color.

	From these particulars it appears evident to me that the motion of the heart consists in a certain universal tension—both contraction in the line of its fibres, and constriction in every sense. It becomes erect, hard, and of diminished size during its action; the motion is plainly of the same nature as that of the muscles when they contract in the line of their sinews and fibres; for the muscles, when in action, acquire vigor and tenseness, and from soft become hard, prominent, and thickened: and in the same manner the heart.

	We are therefore authorized to conclude that the heart, at the moment of its action, is at once constricted on all sides, rendered thicker in its parietes and smaller in its ventricles, and so made apt to project or expel its charge of blood. This, indeed, is made sufficiently manifest by the preceding fourth observation in which we have seen that the heart, by squeezing out the blood that it contains, becomes paler, and then when it sinks into repose and the ventricle is filled anew with blood, that the deeper crimson colour returns. But no one need remain in doubt of the fact, for if the ventricle be pierced the blood will be seen to be forcibly projected outwards upon each motion or pulsation when the heart is tense.

	These things, therefore, happen together or at the same instant: the tension of the heart, the pulse of its apex, which is felt externally by its striking against the chest, the thickening of its parietes, and the forcible expulsion of the blood it contains by the constriction of its ventricles.

	Hence the very opposite of the opinions commonly received appears to be true; inasmuch as it is generally believed that when the heart strikes the breast and the pulse is felt without, the heart is dilated in its ventricles and is filled with blood; but the contrary of this is the fact, and the heart, when it contracts (and the impulse of the apex is conveyed through the chest wall), is emptied. Whence the motion which is generally regarded as the diastole of the heart, is in truth its systole. And in like manner the intrinsic motion of the heart is not the diastole but the systole; neither is it in the diastole that the heart grows firm and tense, but in the systole, for then only, when tense, is it moved and made vigorous.

	Neither is it by any means to be allowed that the heart only moves in the lines of its straight fibres, although the great Vesalius giving this notion countenance, quotes a bundle of osiers bound in a pyramidal heap in illustration; meaning, that as the apex is approached to the base, so are the sides made to bulge out in the fashion of arches, the cavities to dilate, the ventricles to acquire the form of a cupping-glass and so to suck in the blood. But the true effect of every one of its fibres is to constringe the heart at the same time they render it tense; and this rather with the effect of thickening and amplifying the walls and substance of the organ than enlarging its ventricles. And, again, as the fibres run from the apex to the base, and draw the apex towards the base, they do not tend to make the walls of the heart bulge out in circles, but rather the contrary; inasmuch as every fibre that is circularly disposed, tends to become straight when it contracts; and is distended laterally and thickened, as in the case of muscular fibres in general, when they contract, that is, when they are shortened longitudinally, as we see them in the bellies of the muscles of the body at large. To all this let it be added, that not only are the ventricles contracted in virtue of the direction and condensation of their walls, but farther, that those fibres, or bands, styled nerves by Aristotle, which are so conspicuous in the ventricles of the larger animals, and contain all the straight fibres (the parietes of the heart containing only circular ones), when they contract simultaneously by an admirable adjustment all the internal surfaces are drawn together as if with cords, and so is the charge of blood expelled with force.

	Neither is it true, as vulgarly believed, that the heart by any dilatation or motion of its own, has the power of drawing the blood into the ventricles; for when it acts and becomes tense, the blood is expelled; when it relaxes and sinks together it receives the blood in the manner and wise which will by-and-by be explained.

	Chapter III

	Of the Motions of the Arteries, as seen in the Dissection of Living Animals

	In connexion with the motions of the heart these things are further to be observed having reference to the motions and pulses of the arteries.

	1. At the moment the heart contracts, and when the breast is struck, when in short the organ is in its state of systole, the arteries are dilated, yield a pulse, and are in the state of diastole. In like manner, when the right ventricle contracts and propels its charge of blood, the pulmonary artery is distended at the same time with the other arteries of the body.

	2. When the left ventricle ceases to act, to contract, to pulsate, the pulse in the arteries also ceases; further, when this ventricle contracts languidly, the pulse in the arteries is scarcely perceptible. In like manner, the pulse in the right ventricle failing, the pulse in the pulmonary artery ceases also.

	3. Further, when an artery is divided or punctured, the blood is seen to be forcibly propelled from the wound the moment the left ventricle contracts; and, again, when the pulmonary artery is wounded, the blood will be seen spouting forth with violence at the instant when the right ventricle contracts.

	So also in fishes, if the vessel which leads from the heart to the gills be divided, at the moment when the heart becomes tense and contracted, at the same moment does the blood flow with force from the divided vessel.

	In the same way, when we see the blood in arteriotomy projected now to a greater, now to a less distance, and that the greater jet corresponds to the diastole of the artery and to the time when the heart contracts and strikes the ribs, and is in its state of systole, we understand that the blood is expelled by the same movement.

	From these facts it is manifest, in opposition to commonly received opinions, that the diastole of the arteries corresponds with the time of the heart’s systole; and that the arteries are filled and distended by the blood forced into them by the contraction of the ventricles; the arteries, therefore, are distended, because they are filled like sacs or bladders, and are not filled because they expand like bellows. It is in virtue of one and the same cause, therefore, that all the arteries of the body pulsate, viz., the contraction of the left ventricle; in the same way as the pulmonary artery pulsates by the contraction of the right ventricle.

	Finally, that the pulses of the arteries are due to the impulses of the blood from the left ventricle, may be illustrated by blowing into a glove, when the whole of the fingers will be found to become distended at one and the same time, and in their tension to bear some resemblance to the pulse. For in the ratio of the tension is the pulse of the heart, fuller, stronger, and more frequent as that acts more vigorously, still preserving the rhythm and volume, and order of the heart’s contractions. Nor is it to be expected that because of the motion of the blood, the time at which the contraction of the heart takes place, and that at which the pulse in an artery (especially a distant one) is felt, shall be otherwise than simultaneous: it is here the same as in blowing up a glove or bladder; for in a plenum (as in a drum, a long piece of timber, etc.) the stroke and the motion occur at both extremities at the same time. Aristotle, [1] too, has said, “the blood of all animals palpitates within their veins (meaning the arteries), and by the pulse is sent everywhere simultaneously.” And further, [2] “thus do all the veins pulsate together and by successive strokes, because they all depend upon the heart; and, as it is always in motion, so are they likewise always moving together, but by successive movements.” It is well to observe with Galen, in this place, that the old philosophers called the arteries veins.

	[1. De Anim., iii, cap. 9.]

	[2. De Respir., cap. 20.]

	I happened upon one occasion to have a particular case under my care, which plainly satisfied me of the truth: A certain person was affected with a large pulsating tumour on the right side of the neck, called an aneurism, just at that part where the artery descends into the axilla, produced by an erosion of the artery itself, and daily increasing in size; this tumour was visibly distended as it received the charge of blood brought to it by the artery, with each stroke of the heart; the connexion of parts was obvious when the body of the patient came to be opened after his death. The pulse in the corresponding arm was small, in consequence of the greater portion of the blood being diverted into the tumour and so intercepted.

	Whence it appears that whenever the motion of the blood through the arteries is impeded, whether it be by compression or infarction, or interception, there do the remote divisions of the arteries beat less forcibly, seeing that the pulse of the arteries is nothing more than the impulse or shock of the blood in these vessels.

	[…]

	 


June 4. ’Neath the Iron Hand of Spain

	Volume 19, pp. 253-259

	Egmont, Goethe

	Spain sent the Duke of Alva to subdue the Netherlands. In quelling disorder he killed the people’s hero, Count Egmont. From this story Goethe made a famous play. (Egmont sentenced to death June 4, 1658.)

	Egmont

	A Tragedy in Five Parts

	By

	Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

	Translated by

	Anna Swanwick

	Dramatis Personæ

	Margaret of Parma, Daughter of Charles V., and Regent of the Netherlands.

	Count Egmont, Prince of Gaure

	William of Orange

	Machiavel, in the service of the Regent

	Silva & Gomez, in the service of Alva

	The Duke of Alva

	Ferdinand, his natural Son

	Richard, Egmont’s Private Secretary

	Clara, the Beloved of Egmont

	Her Mother

	Brackenburg, a Citizen’s Son, and Vansen, a Clerk

	Citizens of Brussels:

	Soest, a Shopkeeper,

	Jetter, a Tailor,

	A Carpenter,

	A Soapboiler

	Buyck, a Hollander, a Soldier under Egmont

	Ruysum, a Frieslander, an Invalid Soldier, and deaf

	People, Attendants, Guards, &c.

	Scene: Brussels

	ACT I

	Scene I—Soldiers and Citizens (with cross-bows)

	Jetter (steps forward, and bends his cross-bow).

	Soest, Buyck, Ruysum

	Soest

	Come, shoot away, and have done with it! You won’t beat me! Three black rings, you never made such a shot in all your life. And so I’m master for this year.

	Jetter

	Master and king to boot; who envies you? You’ll have to pay double reckoning; ’tis only fair you should pay for your dexterity.

	Buyck

	Jetter, I’ll buy your shot, share the prize, and treat the company. I have already been here so long, and am a debtor for so many civilities. If I miss, then it shall be as if you had shot.

	Soest

	I ought to have a voice, for in fact I am the loser. No matter! Come, Buyck, shoot away.

	Buyck (shoots).

	Now, corporal, look out!—One! Two! Three! Four!

	Soest

	Four rings! So be it!

	All

	Hurrah! Long live the King! Hurrah! Hurrah!

	Buyck

	Thanks, sirs, master even were too much! Thanks for the honour.

	Jetter

	You have no one to thank but yourself.

	Ruysum

	Let me tell you—

	Soest

	How now, grey-beard?

	Ruysum

	Let me tell you!—He shoots like his master, he shoots like Egmont.

	Buyck

	Compared with him I am only a bungler. He aims with the rifle as no one else does. Not only when he’s lucky or in the vein; no! he levels, and the bull’s-eye is pierced. I have learned from him. He were indeed a blockhead, who could serve under him and learn nothing!—But, sirs, let us not forget! A king maintains his followers; and so, wine here, at the king’s charge!

	Jetter

	We have agreed among ourselves that each—

	Buyck

	I am a foreigner, and a king, and care not a jot for your laws and customs.

	Jetter

	Why, you are worse than the Spaniard, who has not yet ventured to meddle with them.

	Ruysum

	What does he say?

	Soest (loud to Ruysum)

	He wants to treat us; he will not hear of our clubbing together, the king paying only a double share.

	Ruysum

	Let him! under protest, however! ’Tis his master’s fashion, too, to be munificent, and to let the money flow in a good cause.

	(Wine is brought.)

	All

	Here’s to his Majesty! Hurrah!

	Jetter (to Buyck).

	That means your Majesty, of course.

	Buyck

	My hearty thanks, if it be so.

	Soest

	Assuredly! A Netherlander does not find it easy to drink the health of his Spanish majesty from his heart.

	Ruysum

	Who?

	Soest (aloud).

	Philip the Second, King of Spain.

	Ruysum

	Our most gracious king and master! Long life to him.

	Soest

	Did you not like his father, Charles the Fifth, better?

	Ruysum

	God bless him! He was a king indeed! His hand reached over the whole earth, and he was all in all. Yet, when he met you, he’d greet you just as one neighbour greets another,—and if you were frightened, he knew so well how to put you at your ease—ay, you understand me—he walked out, rode out, just as it came into his head, with very few followers. We all wept when he resigned the government here to his son. You understand me—he is another sort of man, he’s more majestic.

	Jetter

	When he was here, he never appeared in public, except in pomp and royal state. He speaks little, they say.

	Soest

	He is no king for us Netherlanders. Our princes must be joyous and free like ourselves, must live and let live. We will neither be despised nor oppressed, good-natured fools though we be.

	Jetter

	The king, methinks, were a gracious sovereign enough, if he had only better counsellors.

	Soest

	No, no! He has no affection for us Netherlanders; he has no heart for the people; he loves us not; how then can we love him? Why is everybody so fond of Count Egmont? Why are we all so devoted to him? Why, because one can read in his face that he loves us; because joyousness, open-heartedness, and good-nature, speak in his eyes; because he possesses nothing that he does not share with him who needs it, ay, and with him who needs it not. Long live Count Egmont! Buyck, it is for you to give the first toast; give us your master’s health.

	Buyck

	With all my heart; here’s to Count Egmont! Hurrah!

	Ruysum

	Conqueror of St. Quintin.

	Buyck

	The hero of Gravelines.

	All

	Hurrah!

	Ruysum

	St. Quintin was my last battle. I was hardly able to crawl along, and could with difficulty carry my heavy rifle. I managed, notwithstanding, to singe the skin of the French once more, and, as a parting gift, received a grazing shot in my right leg.

	Buyck

	Gravelines! Ha, my friends, we had sharp work of it there! The victory was all our own. Did not those French dogs carry fire and desolation into the very heart of Flanders? We gave it them, however! The old hard fisted veterans held out bravely for a while, but we pushed on, fired away, and laid about us, till they made wry faces, and their lines gave way. Then Egmont’s horse was shot under him; and for a long time we fought pell-mell, man to man, horse to horse, troop to troop, on the broad, flat, sea-sand. Suddenly, as if from heaven, down came the cannon shot from the mouth of the river, bang, bang, right into the midst of the French. These were English, who, under Admiral Malin, happened to be sailing past from Dunkirk. They did not help us much, ’tis true; they could only approach with their smallest vessels, and that not near enough;—besides, their shot fell sometimes among our troops. It did some good, however! It broke the French lines, and raised our courage. Away it went. Helter-skelter! topsy-turvy! all struck dead, or forced into the water; the fellows were drowned the moment they tasted the water, while we Hollanders dashed in after them. Being amphibious, we were as much in our element as frogs, and hacked away at the enemy, and shot them down as if they had been ducks. The few who struggled through, were struck dead in their flight by the peasant women, armed with hoes and pitchforks. His Gallic majesty was compelled at once to hold out his paw and make peace. And that peace you owe to us, to the great Egmont.

	All

	Hurrah, for the great Egmont! Hurrah! Hurrah!

	Jetter

	Had they but appointed him Regent, instead of Margaret of Parma!

	Soest

	Not so! Truth is truth! I’ll not hear Margaret abused. Now it is my turn. Long live our gracious lady!

	All

	Long life to her!

	Soest

	Truly, there are excellent women in that family. Long live the Regent.

	Jetter

	Prudent is she, and moderate in all she does; if she would only not hold so fast and stiffly with the priests. It is partly her fault, too, that we have the fourteen new mitres in the land. Of what use are they, I should like to know? Why, that foreigners may be shoved into the good benefices, where formerly abbots were chosen out of the chapters! And we’re to believe it’s for the sake of religion. We know better. Three bishops were enough for us; things went on decently and reputably. Now each must busy himself as if he were needed; and this gives rise every moment to dissensions and ill-will. And the more you agitate the matter, so much the worse it grows.

	(They drink.)

	Soest

	But it was the will of the king; she cannot alter it, one way or another.

	Jetter

	Then we may not even sing the new psalms; but ribald songs, as many as we please. And why? There is heresy in them, they say, and heaven knows what. I have sung some of them, however; they are new, to be sure, but I see no harm in them.

	Buyck

	Ask their leave, forsooth! In our province, we sing just what we please. That’s because Count Egmont is our stadtholder, who does not trouble himself about such matters. In Ghent, Ypres, and throughout the whole of Flanders, anybody sings them that chooses.

	(Aloud to Ruysum)

	There is nothing more harmless than a spiritual song—Is there, father?

	Ruysum

	What, indeed! It is a godly work, and truly edifying.

	Jetter

	They say, however, that they are not of the right sort, not of their sort, and, since it is dangerous, we had better leave them alone. The officers of the Inquisition are always lurking and spying about; many an honest fellow has already fallen into their clutches. They had not gone so far as to meddle with conscience! If they will not allow me to do what I like, they might at least let me think and sing as I please.

	Soest

	The Inquisition won’t do here. We are not made like the Spaniards, to let our consciences be tyrannized over. The nobles must look to it, and clip its wings betimes.

	Jetter

	It is a great bore. Whenever it comes into their worships’ heads to break into my house, and I am sitting there at any work, humming a French psalm, thinking nothing about it, neither good nor bad—singing it just because it is in my throat;—forthwith I’m a heretic, and am clapped into prison. Or if I am passing though the country, and stand near a crowd listening to a new preacher, one of those who have come from Germany; instantly I’m called a rebel, and am in danger of losing my head! Have you ever heard one of these preachers?

	Soest

	Brave fellows! Not long ago, I heard one of them preach in a field, before thousands and thousands of people. A different sort of dish he gave us from that of our humdrum preachers, who, from the pulpit, choke their hearers with scraps of Latin. He spoke from his heart; told us how we had till now been led by the nose, how we had been kept in darkness, and how we might procure more light;—ay, and he proved it all out of the Bible.

	Jetter

	There may be something in it. I always said as much, and have often pondered over the matter. It has long been running in by head.

	Buyck

	All the people run after them.

	Soest

	No wonder, since they hear both what is good and what is new.

	Jetter

	And what is it all about? Surely they might let every one preach after his own fashion.

	Buyck

	Come, sirs! While you are talking, you forget the wine and the Prince of Orange.

	Jetter

	We must not forget him. He’s a very wall of defense. In thinking of him, one fancies, that if one could only hide behind him, the devil himself could not get at one. Here’s to William of Orange! Hurrah!

	All

	Hurrah! Hurrah!

	Soest

	Now, grey-beard, let’s have our toast.

	Ruysum

	Here’s to old soldiers! To all soldiers! War for ever!

	Buyck

	Bravo, old fellow. Here’s to all soldiers. War for ever!

	Jetter

	War! War! Do ye know what ye are shouting about? That it should slip glibly from your tongue is natural enough; but what wretched work it is for us, I have not words to tell you. To be stunned the whole year round by the beating of the drum; to hear of nothing except how one troop marched here, and another there; how they come over this height, and halted near that mill; how many were left dead on this field, and how many on that; how they press forward, and how one wins, and another loses, without being able to comprehend what they are fighting about; how a town is taken, how the citizens are put to the sword, and how it fares with the poor women and innocent children. This is a grief and a trouble, and then one thinks every moment, “Here they come! It will be our turn next.”

	Soest

	Therefore every citizen must be practised in the use of arms.

	Jetter

	Fine talking, indeed, for him who has a wife and children. And yet I would rather hear of soldiers than see them.

	Buyck

	I might take offence at that.

	Jetter

	It was not intended for you, countryman. When we got rid of the Spanish garrison, we breathed freely again.

	Soest

	Faith! They pressed on you heavily enough.

	Jetter

	Mind your own business.

	Soest

	They came to sharp quarters with you.

	Jetter

	Hold your tongue.

	Soest

	They drove him out of kitchen, cellar, chamber—and bed.

	(They laugh.)

	Jetter

	You are a blockhead.

	Buyck

	Peace, sirs! Must the soldier cry peace? Since you will not hear anything about us, let us have a toast of your own—a citizen’s toast.

	Jetter

	We’re all ready for that! Safety and peace!

	Soest

	Order and freedom!

	Buyck

	Bravo! That will content us all.

	(They ring their glasses together, and joyously repeat the words, but in such a manner that each utters a different sound, and it becomes a kind of chant. The old man listens, and at length joins in.)

	All

	Safety and peace! Order and freedom!

	[…]

	 


June 5. The Rent of Land from Human Food

	Volume 10, pp. 149-157

	Wealth of Nations, Adam Smith

	Even to-day rent is paid in terms of human food. It sounds primitive, but it happens right at your door—here in the United States, in compliance with a law as old as man. (Adam Smith born June 5, 1723.)

	Wealth of Nations

	by Adam Smith

	Edited by C.J. Bullock, Ph.D.

	Professor of Economics, Harvard University

	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 XI

	Of the Rent of Land

	[…]

	Part I

	Of the Produce of Land Which Always Affords Rent

	As men, like all other animals, naturally multiply in proportion to the means of their subsistence, food is always, more or less, in demand. It can always purchase or command a greater or smaller quantity of labour, and somebody can always be found who is willing to do something in order to obtain it. The quantity of labour, indeed, which it can purchase, is not always equal to what it could maintain, if managed in the most œconomical manner, on account of the high wages which are sometimes given to labour. But it can always purchase such a quantity of labour as it can maintain, according to the rate at which that sort of labour is commonly maintained in the neighbourhood.

	But land, in almost any situation, produces a greater quantity of food than what is sufficient to maintain all the labour necessary for bringing it to market, in the most liberal way in which that labour is ever maintained. The surplus too is always more than sufficient to replace the stock which employed that labour, together with its profits. Something, therefore, always remains for a rent to the landlord.

	The most desert moors in Norway and Scotland produce some sort of pasture for cattle, of which the milk and the increase are always more than sufficient, not only to maintain all the labour necessary for tending them, and to pay the ordinary profit to the farmer or owner of the herd or flock; but to afford some small rent to the landlord. The rent increases in proportion to the goodness of the pasture. The same extent of ground not only maintains a greater number of cattle, but as they are brought within a smaller compass, less labour becomes requisite to tend them, and to collect their produce. The landlord gains both ways; by the increase of the produce, and by the diminution of the labour which must be maintained out of it.

	The rent of land not only varies with its fertility, whatever be its produce, but with its situation, whatever be its fertility. Land in the neighbourhood of a town gives a greater rent than land equally fertile in a distant part of the country. Though it may cost no more labour to cultivate the one than the other, it must always cost more to bring the produce of the distant land to market. A greater quantity of labour, therefore, must be maintained out of it; and the surplus, from which are drawn both the profit of the farmer and the rent of the landlord, must be diminished. But in remote parts of the country the rate of profits, as has already been shown, is generally higher than in the neighbourhood of a large town. A smaller proportion of this diminished surplus, therefore, must belong to the landlord.

	Good roads, canals, and navigable rivers, by diminishing the expence of carriage, put the remote parts of the country more nearly upon a level with those in the neighbourhood of the town. They are upon that account the greatest of all improvements. They encourage the cultivation of the remote, which must always be the most extensive circle of the country. They are advantageous to the town, by breaking down the monopoly of the country in its neighbourhood. They are advantageous even to that part of the country. Though they introduce some rival commodities into the old market, they open many new markets to its produce. Monopoly, besides, is a great enemy to good management, which can never be universally established but in consequence of that free and universal competition which forces everybody to have recourse to it for the sake of self-defence. It is not more than fifty years ago, that some of the counties in the neighbourhood of London petitioned the parliament against the extension of the turnpike roads into the remoter counties. Those remote counties, they pretended, from the cheapness of labour, would be able to sell their grass and corn cheaper in the London market than themselves, and would thereby reduce their rents, and ruin their cultivation. Their rents, however, have risen, and their cultivation has been improved since that time.

	A corn field of moderate fertility produces a much greater quantity of food for man, than the best pasture of equal extent. Though its cultivation requires much more labour, yet the surplus which remains after replacing the seed and maintaining all that labour, is likewise much greater. If a pound of butcher’s-meat, therefore, was never supposed to be worth more than a pound of bread, this greater surplus would every-where be of greater value, and constitute a greater fund both for the profit of the farmer and the rent of the landlord. It seems to have done so universally in the rude beginnings of agriculture.

	But the relative values of those two different species of food, bread, and butcher’s-meat, are very different in the different periods of agriculture. In its rude beginnings, the unimproved wilds, which then occupy the far greater part of the country, are all abandoned to cattle. There is more butcher’s-meat than bread, and bread, therefore, is the food for which there is the greatest competition, and which consequently brings the greatest price. At Buenos Ayres, we are told by Ulloa, four reals, one-and twenty pence half-penny sterling, was, forty or fifty years ago, the ordinary price of an ox, chosen from a herd of two or three hundred. He says nothing of the price of bread, probably because he found nothing remarkable about it. An ox there, he says, costs little more than the labour of catching him. But corn can no-where be raised without a great deal of labour, and in a country which lies upon the river Plate, at that time the direct road from Europe to the silver mines of Potosi, the money price of labour could not be very cheap. It is otherwise when cultivation is extended over the greater part of the country. There is then more bread than butcher’s-meat. The competition changes its direction, and the price of butcher’s-meat becomes greater than the price of bread.

	By the extension besides of cultivation the unimproved wilds become insufficient to supply the demand for butcher’s-meat. A great part of the cultivated lands must be employed in rearing and fattening cattle, of which the price, therefore, must be sufficient to pay, not only the labour necessary for tending them, but the rent which the landlord and the profit which the farmer could have drawn from such land employed in tillage. The cattle bred upon the most uncultivated moors, when brought to the same market, are, in proportion to their weight or goodness, sold at the same price as those which are reared upon the most improved land. The proprietors of those moors profit by it, and raise the rent of their land in proportion to the price of their cattle. It is not more than a century ago that in many parts of the highlands of Scotland, butcher’s-meat was a cheap or cheaper than even bread made of oat-meal. The union opened the market of England to the highland cattle. Their ordinary price is at present about three times greater than at the beginning of the century, and the rents of many highland estates have been tripled and quadrupled in the same time. In almost every part of Great Britain a pound of the best butcher’s-meat is, in the present times, generally worth more than two pounds of the best white bread; and in plentiful years it is sometimes worth three or four pounds.

	It is thus that in the progress of improvement the rent and profit of unimproved pasture come to be regulated in some measure by the rent and profit of what is improved, and these again by the rent and profit of corn. Corn is an annual crop. Butcher’s-meat, a crop which requires four or five years to grow. As an acre of land, therefore, will produce a much smaller quantity of the one species of food than of the other, the inferiority of the quantity must be compensated by the superiority of the price. If it was more than compensated, more corn land would be turned into pasture; and if it was not compensated, part of what was in pasture would be brought back into corn.

	This equality, however, between the rent and profit of grass and those of corn; of the land of which the immediate produce is food for cattle, and of that of which the immediate produce is food for men; must be understood to take place only through the greater part of the improved lands of a great country. In some particular local situations it is quite otherwise, and the rent and profit of grass are much superior to what can be made by corn.

	Thus in the neighbourhood of a great town, the demand for milk and for forage to horses, frequently contribute, together with the high price of butcher’s-meat, to raise the value of grass above what may be called its natural proportion to that of corn. This local advantage, it is evident, cannot be communicated to the lands at a distance.

	Particular circumstances have sometimes rendered some countries so populous, that the whole territory, like the lands in the neighbourhood of a great town, has not been sufficient to produce both the grass and the corn necessary for the subsistence of their inhabitants. Their lands, therefore, have been principally employed in the production of grass, the more bulky commodity, and which cannot be so easily brought from a great distance; and corn, the food of the great body of the people, has been chiefly imported from foreign countries. Holland is at present in this situation, and a considerable part of ancient Italy seems to have been so during the prosperity of the Romans. To feed well, old Cato said, as we are told by Cicero, was the first and most profitable thing in the management of a private estate; to feed tolerably well, the second; and to feed ill, the third. To plough, he ranked only in the fourth place of profit and advantage. Tillage, indeed, in that part of ancient Italy which lay in the neighbourhood of Rome, must have been very much discouraged by the distributions of corn which were frequently made to the people, either gratuitously, or at a very low price. This corn was brought from the conquered provinces, of which several, instead of taxes, were obliged to furnish a tenth part of their produce at a stated price, about sixpence a peck, to the republic. The low price at which this corn was distributed to the people, must necessarily have sunk the price of what could be brought to the Roman market from Latium, or the ancient territory of Rome, and must have discouraged its cultivation in that country.

	In an open country too, of which the principal produce is corn, a well enclosed piece of grass will frequently rent higher than any corn field in its neighbourhood. It is convenient for the maintenance of the cattle employed in the cultivation of the corn, and its high rent is, in this case, not so properly paid from the value of its own produce, as from that of the corn lands which are cultivated by means of it. It is likely to fall, if ever the neighbouring lands are completely enclosed. The present high rent of enclosed land in Scotland seems owing to the scarcity of enclosure, and will probably last no longer than that scarcity. The advantage of enclosure is greater for pasture than for corn. It saves the labour of guarding the cattle, which feed better too when they are not liable to be disturbed by their keeper or his dog.

	But where there is no local advantage of this kind, the rent and profit of corn, or whatever else is the common vegetable food of the people, must naturally regulate, upon the land which is fit for producing it, the rent and profit of pasture.

	The use of the artificial grasses, of turnips, carrots, cabbages, and the other expedients which have been fallen upon to make an equal quantity of land feed a greater number of cattle than when in natural grass, should somewhat reduce, it might be expected, the superiority which, in an improved country, the price of butcher’s-meat naturally has over that of bread. It seems accordingly to have done so; and there is some reason for believing that, at least in the London market, the price of butcher’s-meat in proportion to the price of bread, is a good deal lower in the present times than it was in the beginning of the last century.

	In the appendix to the Life of Prince Henry, Doctor Birch has given us an account of the prices of butcher’s-meat as commonly paid by that prince. It is there said the four quarters of an ox weighing six hundred pounds usually cost him nine pounds ten shillings, or thereabouts; that is, thirty-one shillings and eight pence per hundred pounds weight. Prince Henry died on the 6th of November 1612, in the nineteenth year of his age.

	In March 1764, there was a parliamentary inquiry into the causes of the high price of provisions at that time. It was then, among other proof to the same purpose, given in evidence by a Virginia merchant, that in March 1763, he had victualled his ships for twenty-four or twenty-five shillings the hundred weight of beef, which he considered as the ordinary price; whereas, in that dear year, he had paid twenty-seven shillings for the same weight and sort. This high price in 1764 is, however, four shillings and eight pence cheaper than the ordinary price paid by prince Henry; and it is the best beef only, it must be observed, which is fit to be salted for those distant voyages.

	The price paid by prince Henry amounts to 3 4-5d. per pound weight of the whole carcase, coarse and choice pieces taken together; and at that rate the choice pieces could not have been sold by retail for less than 4 1/2d. or 5d. the pound.

	In the parliamentary inquiry in 1764, the witnesses stated the price of the choice pieces of the best beef to be to the consumer 4d. and 4 1/4d. the pound; and the coarse pieces in general to be from seven farthings to 2 1/2d. and 2 3/4d.; and this they said was in general one half-penny dearer than the same sort of pieces had usually been sold in the month of March. But even this high price is still a good deal cheaper than what we can well suppose the ordinary retail price to have been in the time of prince Henry.

	During the twelve first years of the last century, the average price of the best wheat at the Windsor market was 1l. 18s. 3 1-6d. the quarter of nine Winchester bushels.

	But in the twelve years preceding 1764, including that year, the average price of the same measure of the best wheat at the same market was 2l. 1s. 9 1/2d.

	In the twelve first years of the last century, therefore, wheat appears to have been a good deal cheaper, and butcher’s-meat a good deal dearer, than in the twelve years preceding 1764, including that year.

	In all great countries the greater part of the cultivated lands are employed in producing either food for men or food for cattle. The rent and profit of these regulate the rent and profit of all other cultivated land. If any particular produce afforded less, the land would soon be turned into corn or pasture; and if any afforded more, some part of the lands in corn and pasture would soon be turned to that produce.

	Those production, indeed, which require either a greater original expence of improvement, or a greater annual expence of cultivation, in order to fit the land for them, appear commonly to afford, the one a greater rent, the other a greater profit than corn or pasture. This superiority, however, will seldom be found to amount to more than a reasonable interest or compensation for this superior expence.

	In a hop garden, a fruit garden, a kitchen garden, both the rent of the landlord, and the profit of the farmer, are generally greater than in a corn or grass field. But to bring the ground into this condition requires more expence. Hence a greater rent becomes due to the landlord. It requires too a more attentive and skilful management. Hence a greater profit becomes due to the farmer. The crop too, at least in the hop and fruit garden, is more precarious. Its price, therefore, besides compensating all occasional losses, must afford something like the profit of insurance. The circumstances of gardeners, generally mean, and always moderate, may satisfy us that their great ingenuity is not commonly over-recompenced. Their delightful art is practised by so many rich people for amusement, that little advantage is to be made by those who practise it for profit; because the persons who should naturally be their best customers, supply themselves with all their most precious productions.

	The advantage which the landlord derives from such improvements seems at no time to have been greater than what was sufficient to compensate the original expence of making them. In the ancient husbandry, after the vineyard, a well-watered kitchen garden seems to have been the part of the farm which was supposed to yield the most valuable produce. But Democritus, who wrote upon husbandry about two thousand years ago, and who was regarded by the ancients as one of the fathers of art, thought they did not act wisely who enclosed a kitchen garden. The profit, he said, would not compensate the expence of a stone wall; and bricks (he meant, I suppose, bricks baked in the sun) mouldered with the rain, and the winter storm, and required continual repairs. Columella, who reports this judgment of Democritus, does not controvert it, but proposes a very frugal method of enclosing with a hedge of brambles and briars, which, he says, he had found by experience to be both a lasting and an impenetrable fence; but which, it seems, was not commonly known in the time of Democritus. Palladius adopts the opinion of Columella, which had before been recommended by Varro. In the judgment of those ancient improvers, the produce of a kitchen garden had, it seems, been little more than sufficient to pay the extraordinary culture and the expence of watering; for in countries so near the sun, it was thought proper, in those times as in the present, to have the command of a stream of water, which could be conducted to every bed in the garden. Through the greater part of Europe, a kitchen garden is not at present supposed to deserve a better enclosure than that recommended by Columella. In Great Britain, and some other northern countries, the finer fruits cannot be brought to perfection but by the assistance of a wall. Their price, therefore, in such countries, must be sufficient to pay the expence of building and maintaining what they cannot be had without. The fruit-wall frequently surrounds the kitchen garden, which thus enjoys the benefit of an enclosure which its own produce could seldom pay for.

	[…]

	 


June 6. A Shrill Cry in the Night!

	Volume 23, pp. 285-295

	Two Years Before the Mast, Dana

	A crew faced the hazardous prospect of rounding the bleak Cape Horn in midwinter. Imagine the terror when a sudden scream pierced the misery-laden air. What was it? A man overboard or a lost soul? (R. H. Dana on watch, night of June 6, 1836.)

	Two Years

	Before the Mast

	and twenty-four years after

	By R. H. Dana, Jr.

	[…]

	Chapter XXX

	Beginning the Long Return Voyage—A Scare

	[…]

	Sunday, June 5th, we were in lat. 19° 29' S., and long. 118° 01' W., having made twelve hundred miles in seven days, very nearly upon a taught bowline. Our good ship was getting to be herself again, had increased her rate of sailing more than one-third since leaving San Diego. The crew ceased complaining of her, and the officers hove the log every two hours with evident satisfaction. This was glorious sailing. A steady breeze; the light trade-wind clouds over our heads; the incomparable temperature of the Pacific,—neither hot nor cold; a clear sun every day, and clear moon and stars each night; and new constellations rising in the south, and the familiar ones sinking in the north, as we went on our course,—“stemming nightly toward the pole.” Already we had sunk the north star and the Great Bear in the northern horizon, and all hands looked out sharp to the southward for the Magellan Clouds, which, each succeeding night, we expected to make. “The next time we see the north star,” said one, “we shall be standing to the northward, the other side of the Horn.” This was true enough, and no doubt it would be a welcome sight; for sailors say that in coming home from round Cape Horn, and the Cape of Good Hope, the north star is the first land you make.

	These trades were the same that, in the passage out in the Pilgrim, lasted nearly all the way from Juan Fernandez to the line; blowing steadily on our starboard quarter for three weeks, without our starting a brace, or even brailing down the skysails. Though we had now the same wind, and were in the same latitude with the Pilgrim on her passage out, yet we were nearly twelve hundred miles to the westward of her course; for the captain, depending upon the strong south-west winds which prevail in high southern latitudes during the winter months, took the full advantage of the trades, and stood well to the westward, so far that we passed within about two hundred miles of Ducie’s Island.

	It was this weather and sailing that brought to my mind a little incident that occurred on board the Pilgrim, while we were in the same latitude. We were going along at a great rate, dead before the wind, with studding-sails out on both sides, alow and aloft, on a dark night, just after midnight, and everything was as still as the grave, except the washing of the water by the vessel’s side; for, being before the wind, with a smooth sea, the little brig, covered with canvas, was doing great business, with very little noise. The other watch was below, and all our watch, except myself and the man at the wheel, were asleep under the lee of the boat. The second mate, who came out before the mast, and was always very thick with me, had been holding a yarn with me, and just gone aft to his place on the quarter-deck, and I had resumed my usual walk to and from the windlass-end, when, suddenly, we heard a loud scream coming from ahead, apparently directly from under the bows. The darkness, and complete stillness of the night, and the solitude of the ocean, gave to the sound a dreadful and almost supernatural effect. I stood perfectly still, and my heart beat quick. The sound woke up the rest of the watch, who stood looking at one another. “What, in the name of God, is that?” said the second mate, coming slowly forward. The first thought I had was, that it might be a boat, with the crew of some wrecked vessel, or perhaps the boat of some whaleship, out over night, and we had run them down in the darkness. Another scream, but less loud than the first. This started us, and we ran forward, and looked over the bows, and over the sides, to leeward, but nothing was to be seen or heard. What was to be done. Call the captain, and heave the ship aback? Just at this moment, in crossing the forecastle, one of the men saw a light below, and looking down the scuttle, saw the watch all out of their berths, and afoul of one poor fellow, dragging him out of his berth, and shaking him, to wake him out of a nightmare. They had been waked out of their sleep, and as much alarmed at the scream as we were, and were hesitating whether to come on deck, when the second sound, coming directly from one of the berths, revealed the cause of the alarm. The fellow got a good shaking for the trouble he had given. We made a joke of the matter and we could well laugh, for our minds were not a little relieved by its ridiculous termination.

	We were now close upon the southern tropical line, and, with so fine a breeze, were daily leaving the sun behind us, and drawing nearer to Cape Horn, for which it behoved us to make every preparation. Our rigging was all examined and overhauled, and mended, or replaced with new, where it was necessary: new and strong bobstays fitted in the place of the chain ones, which were worn out; the spritsail yard and martingale guys and back-ropes set well taught; bran new fore and main braces rove; top-gallant sheets, and wheel-ropes, made of green hide, laid up in the form of rope, were stretched and fitted; and new top-sail clewlines, etc., rove; new fore-topmast back-stays fitted; and other preparations made, in good season, that the ropes might have time to stretch and become limber before we got into cold weather.

	Sunday, June 12th. Lat. 26° 04' S., 116° 31' W. We had now lost the regular trades, and had the winds variable, principally from the westward, and kept on, in a southerly course, sailing very nearly upon a meridian, and at the end of the week,

	Sunday, June 19th, were in lat. 34° 15' S., and long. 116° 38' W.

	Chapter XXXI

	Bad Prospects—First Touch of Cape Horn—Icebergs—Temperance Ships—Lying-Up—Ice—Difficulty on Board—Change of Course—Straits of Magellan

	There now began to be a decided change in the appearance of things. The days became shorter and shorter; the sun running lower in its course each day, and giving less and less heat; and the nights so cold as to prevent our sleeping on deck; the Magellan Clouds in sight, of a clear night; the skies looking cold and angry; and, at times, a long, heavy, ugly sea, setting in from the southward, told us what we were coming to. Still, however, we had a fine, strong breeze, and kept on our way, under as much sail as our ship would bear. Toward the middle of the week, the wind hauled to the southward, which brought us upon a taught bowline, made the ship meet, nearly head on, the heavy swell which rolled from that direction; and there was something not at all encouraging in the manner in which she met it. Being so deep and heavy, she wanted the buoyancy which should have carried her over the seas, and she dropped heavily into them, the water washing over the decks; and every now and then, when an unusually large sea met her fairly upon the bows, she struck it with a sound as dead and heavy as that with which a sledge-hammer falls upon the pile, and took the whole of it in upon the forecastle, and rising, carried it aft in the scuppers, washing the rigging off the pins, and carrying along with it everything which was loose on deck. She had been acting in this way all of our forenoon watch below; as we could tell by the washing of the water over our heads, and the heavy breaking of the seas against her bows, (with a sound as though she were striking against a rock,) only the thickness of the plank from our heads, as we lay in our berths, which are directly against the bows. At eight bells, the watch was called, and we came on deck, one hand going aft to take the wheel, and another and another going to the galley to get the grub for dinner. I stood on the forecastle, looking at the seas, which were rolling high, as far as the eye could reach, their tops white with foam, and the body of them of a deep indigo blue, reflecting the bright rays of the sun. Our ship rose slowly over a few of the largest of them, until one immense fellow came rolling on, threatening to cover her, and which I was sailor enough to know, by “the feeling of her” under my feet, she would not rise over. I sprang upon the knight-heads, and seizing hold of the fore-stay with my hands, drew myself upon it. My feet were just off the stanchion, when she struck fairly into the middle of the sea, and it washed her fore and aft, burying her in the water. As soon as she rose out of it, I looked aft, and everything forward of the main-mast, except the long-boat, which was griped and double-lashed down to the ring-bolts, was swept off clear. The galley, the pig-sty, the hen-coop, and a large sheep-pen which had been built upon the forehatch, were all gone, in the twinkling of an eye—leaving the deck as clean as a chin new-reaped—and not a stick left, to show where they had stood. In the scuppers lay the galley, bottom up, and a few boards floating about, the wreck of the sheep-pen—and half a dozen miserable sheep floating among them, wet through, and not a little frightened at the sudden change that had come upon them. As soon as the sea had washed by, all hands sprung out of the forecastle to see what had become of the ship and in a few moments the cook and old Bill crawled out from under the galley, where they had been lying in the water, nearly smothered, with the galley over them. Fortunately, it rested against the bulwarks, or it would have broken some of their bones. When the water ran off, we picked the sheep up, and put them in the long-boat, got the long-boat, got the galley back in its place, and set things a little to rights; but, had not our ship had uncommonly high bulwarks and rail, everything must have been washed overboard, not excepting Old Bill and the cook. Bill had been standing at the galley-door, with the kid of beef in his hand for the forecastle mess, when, away he went, kid, beef, and all. He held on to the kid till the last, like a good fellow, but the beef was gone, and when the water had run off, we saw it lying high and dry, like a rock at low tide—nothing could hurt that. We took the loss of our beef very easily, consoling ourselves with the recollection that the cabin had more to lose than we; and chuckled not a little at seeing the remains of the chicken-pie and pan-cakes floating in the scuppers. “This will never do!” was what some said, and every one felt. Here we were, not yet within a thousand miles of the latitude of Cape Horn, and our decks swept by a sea not one half so high as we must expect to find there. Some blamed the captain for loading his ship so deep, when he knew what he must expect; while others said that the wind was always southwest, off the Cape, in the winter; and that, running before it, we should not mind the seas so much. When we got down into the forecastle, Old Bill, who was somewhat of a croaker,—having met with a great many accidents at sea—said that if that was the way she was going to act, we might as well make our wills, and balance the books at once, and put on a clean shirt. “’Vast there, you bloody old owl! You’re always hanging out blue lights! You’re frightened by the ducking you got in the scuppers, and can’t take a joke! What’s the use in being always on the look-out for Davy Jones?” “Stand by!” says another, “and we’ll get an afternoon watch below, by this scrape;” but in this they were disappointed, for at two bells, all hands were called and set to work, getting lashings upon everything on deck; and the captain talked of sending down the long top-gallant masts; but, as the sea went down toward night, and the wind hauled abeam we left them standing, and set the studding-sails.

	The next day, all hands were turned-to upon unbending the old sails, and getting up the new ones; for a ship, unlike people on shore, puts on her best suit in bad weather. The old sails were sent down, and three new topsails, and new fore and main courses, jib, and fore-topmast staysail, which were made on the coast, and never had been used, were bent, with a complete set of new earings, robands and reef-points; and reef-tackles were rove to the courses, and spilling-lines to the top-sails. These, with new braces and clew-lines, fore and aft, gave us a good suit of running rigging.

	The wind continued westerly, and the weather and sea less rough since the day on which we shipped the heavy sea, and we were making great progress under studding-sails, with our light sails all set, keeping a little to the eastward of south; for the captain, depending upon westerly winds off the Cape, had kept so far to the westward, that though we were within about five hundred miles of the latitude of Cape Horn, we were nearly seventeen hundred miles to the westward of it. Through the rest of the week, we continued on with a fair wind, gradually, as we got more to the southward, keeping a more easterly course, and bringing the wind on our larboard quarter, until—

	Sunday, June 26th, when, having a fine, clear day, the captain got a lunar observation, as well as his meridian altitude, which made us in lat. 47° 50' S., long. 113° 49' W.; Cape Horn bearing, according to my calculation, E. S. E. 0.5 E., and distant eighteen hundred miles.

	Monday, June 27th. During the first part of this day, the wind continued fair, and, as we were going before it, it did not feel very cold, so that we kept at work on deck, in our common clothes and round jackets. Our watch had an afternoon watch below, for the first time since leaving San Diego, and having inquired of the third mate what the latitude was at noon, and made our usual guesses as to the time she would need, to be up with the Horn, we turned in, for a nap. We were sleeping away “at the rates of knots,” when three knocks on the scuttle, and “All hands ahoy!” started us from our berths. What could be the matter? It did not appear to be blowing hard, and looking up through the scuttle, we could see that it was a clear day, overhead; yet the watch were taking in sail. We thought there must be a sail in sight, and that we were about to heave-to and speak her; and were just congratulating ourselves upon it—for we had seen neither sail nor land since we had left port—when we heard the mate’s voice on deck, (he turned-in “all standing,” and was always on deck the moment he was called,) singing out to the men who were taking in the studding-sails, and asking where his watch were. We did not wait for a second call, but tumbled up the ladder; and there, on the starboard bow, was a bank of mist, covering sea and sky, and driving directly for us. I had seen the same before, in my passage round in the Pilgrim, and knew what it meant, and that there was no time to be lost. We had nothing on but thin clothes, yet there was not a moment to spare, and at it we went.

	The boys of the other watch were in the tops, taking in the topgallant studding-sails, and the lower and topmast studding-sails were and down by the run. It was nothing but “haul down and clew up,” until we got all the studding-sails in, and the royals, flying-jib, and mizen top-gallant sail furled, and the ship kept off a little, to take the squall. The fore and main top-gallant sails were still on her, for the “old man” did not mean to be frightened in broad daylight, and was determined to carry sail till the last minute. We all stood waiting for its coming, when the first blast showed us that it was not be trifled with. Rain, sleet, snow, and wind, enough to take our breath from us, and make the toughest turn his back to windward! The ship lay nearly over on her beam-ends; the spars and rigging snapped and cracked; and her top-gallant masts bent like whip-sticks. “Clew up the fore and main top-gallant sails!” shouted the captain, and all hands sprang to the clewlines. The decks were standing nearly at an angle of forty-five degrees, and the ship going like a mad steed through the water, the whole forward part of her in a smother of foam. The halyards were let go and the yard clewed down, and the sheets started, and in a few minutes the sails smothered and kept in by clewlines and buntlines.—“Furl ’em, sir?” asked the mate.—“Let go the topsail halyards, fore and aft!” shouted the captain, in answer, at the top of his voice. Down came the topsail yards, the reef-tackles were manned and hauled out, and we climbed up to windward, and sprang into the weather rigging. The violence of the wind, and the hail and sleet, driving nearly horizontally across the ocean, seemed actually to pin us down to the rigging. It was hard work making head against them. One after another, we got out upon the yards. And here we had work to do; for our new sails, which had hardly been bent long enough to get the starch out of them, were as stiff as boards, and the new earings and reef-points, stiffened with the sleet, knotted like pieces of iron wire. Having only our round jackets and straw hats on, we were soon wet through, and it was every moment growing colder. Our hands were soon stiffened and numbed, which, added to the stiffness of everything else, kept us a good while on the yard. After we had got the sail hauled upon the yard, we had to wait a long time for the weather earing to be passed; but there was no fault to be found, for French John was at the earing, and a better sailor never laid out on a yard; so we leaned over the yard, and beat our hands upon the sail to keep them from freezing. At length the word came—“Haul out to leeward,”—and we seized the reef-points and hauled the band taught for the lee earing. “Taught band—Knot away,” and we got the first reef fast, and were just going to lay down, when—“Two reefs—two reefs!” shouted the mate, and we had a second reef to take, in the same way. When this was fast, we laid down on deck, manned the halyards to leeward, nearly up to our knees in water, set the topsail, and then laid aloft on the main topsail yard, and reefed that sail in the same manner; for, as I have before stated, we were a good deal reduced in numbers, and, to make it worse, the carpenter, only two days before, cut his leg with an axe, so that he could not go aloft. This weakened us so that we could not well manage more than one topsail at a time, in such weather as this, and, of course, our labor was doubled. From the main topsail yard, we went upon the main yard, and took a reef in the mainsail. No sooner had we got on deck, than—“Lay aloft there, mizen-top-men, and close-reef the mizen topsail!” This called me; and being nearest to the rigging, I got first aloft, and out to the weather earing. English Ben was on the yard just after me, and took the lee earing, and the rest of our gang were soon on the yard, and began to fist the sail, when the mate considerately sent up the cook and steward, to help us. I could now account for the long time it took to pass the other earings, for, to do my best, with a strong hand to help me at the dog’s ear, I could not get it passed until I heard them beginning everything to complain in the bunt. One reef after another we took in, until the sail was close-reefed, when we went down and hoisted away at the halyards. In the mean time, the jib had been furled and the staysail set, and the ship, under her reduced sail, had got more upright and was under management; but the two top-gallant sails were still hanging in the buntlines, and slatting and jerking as though they would take the masts out of her. We gave a look aloft, and knew that our work was not done yet; and, sure enough, no sooner did the mate see that we were on deck, than—“Lay aloft there, four of you, and furl the top-gallant sails!” This called me again, and two of us went aloft, up the fore rigging, and two more up the main, upon the top-gallant yards. The shrouds were now iced over, the sleet having formed a crust or cake round all the standing rigging, and on the weather side of the masts and yards. When we got upon the yard, my hands were so numb that I could not have cast off the knot of the gasket to have saved my life. We both lay over the yard for a few seconds, beating our hands upon the sail, until we started the blood into our fingers’ ends, and at the next moment our hands were in a burning heat. My companion on the yard was a lad, who came out in the ship a weak, puny boy, from one of the Boston schools;—“no larger than a spritsail sheet knot,” nor “heavier than a paper of lampblack,” and “not strong enough to haul a shad off a gridiron,” but who was now “as long as a spare topmast, strong enough to knock down an ox, and hearty enough to eat him.” We fisted the sail together, and after six or eight minutes of hard hauling and pulling and beating down the sail, which was as stiff as sheet iron, we managed to get it furied; and snugly furled it must be, for we knew the mate well enough to be certain that if it got adrift again, we should be called up from our watch below, at any hour of the night, to furl it.

	I had been on the look-out for a moment to jump below and clap on a thick jacket and south-wester; but when we got on deck we found that eight bells had been struck, and the other watch gone below, so that there were two hours of dog watch for us, and a plenty of work to do. It had now set in for a steady gale from the south-west; but we were not yet far enough to the southward to make a fair wind of it, for we must give Terra del Fuego a wide berth. The decks were covered with snow, and there was a constant driving of sleet. In fact, Cape Horn had set in with good earnest. In the midst of all this, and before it became dark, we had all the studding-sails to make up and stow away, and then to lay aloft and rig in all the booms, fore and aft, and coil away the tacks, sheets, and halyards. This was pretty tough work for four or five hands, in the face of a gale which almost took us off the yards, and with ropes so stiff with ice that it was almost impossible to bend them. I was nearly half an hour out on the end of the fore yard, trying to coil away and stop down the topmast studding-sail tack and lower halyards. It was after dark when we got through, and we were not a little pleased to hear four bells struck, which sent us below for two hours, and gave us each a pot of hot tea with our cold beef and bread, and, what was better yet, a suit of thick, dry clothing, fitted for the weather, in place of our thin clothes, which were wet through and now frozen stiff.

	This sudden turn, for which we were so little prepared, was as unacceptable to me as to any of the rest; for I had been troubled for several days with a slight tooth-ache, and this cold weather, and wetting and freezing, were not the best things in the world for it. I soon found that it was getting strong hold, and running over all parts of my face; and before the watch was out I went aft to the mate, who had charge of the medicine-chest, to get something for it. But the chest showed like the end of a long voyage, for there was nothing that would answer but a few drops of laudanum, which must be saved for any emergency; so I had only to bear the pain as well as I could.

	[…]

	 


June 7. “There's Rosemary—that's for Remembrance!”

	Volume 46, pp. 176-183

	Elizabethan Drama

	Do you know the rest of Ophelia’s famous line? “Hamlet” is the most popular play in the entire world. It has been quoted so often that reading it is like meeting an old friend. (Edwin Booth, famed Shakespearian actor, died June 7, 1893.)

	The Tragedy of Hamlet

	Prince of Denmark

	William Shakespeare

	Dramatis Personæ

	Claudius, King of Denmark.

	Hamlet, son to the late, and nephew to the present King.

	Polonius, Lord Chamberlain.

	Horatio, friend to Hamlet.

	Laertes, son to Polonius.

	Courtiers:

	Voltimand,

	Cornelius,

	Rosencrantz,

	Guildenstern,

	Osric,

	A Gentleman.

	Officers:

	Marcellus,

	Bernardo.

	Francisco, a soldier.

	Reynaldo, servant to Polonius.

	A Priest.

	Players.

	Two Clowns, grave-diggers.

	Fortinbras, Prince of Norway.

	A Captain.

	English Ambassadors.

	Gertrude, Queen of Denmark, and mother to Hamlet.

	Ophelia, daughter to Polonius.

	Ghost of Hamlet’s Father.

	Lords, Ladies, Officers, Soldiers, Sailors, Messengers, and other Attendants

	[Scene: Elsinore, Denmark]

	[…]

	ACT IV

	[Scene V. Elsinore. A room in the castle]

	Enter Queen, Horatio [and a Gentleman]

	Queen.

	I will not speak with her.

	[Gentleman.]

	She is importunate, indeed distract.

	Her mood will needs be pitied.

	Queen.

	What would she have?

	[Gentleman.]

	She speaks much of her father; says she hears

	There’s tricks i’ the world, and hems, and beats her heart,

	Spurns enviously [1] at straws, speaks things in doubt

	That carry but half sense. Her speech is nothing,

	Yet the unshaped use of it doth move

	The hearers to collection. [2] They aim at it

	And botch [3] the words up fit to their own thoughts;

	Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield them,

	Indeed would make one think there would be thought,

	Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.

	[1. Kicks ill-naturedly.]

	[2. Inference.]

	[3. Patch together.]

	[Horatio.]

	’Twere good she were spoken with, for she may strew

	Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds.

	Let her come in.

	[Exit Gentleman.

	Queen. [Aside.]

	To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is,

	Each toy [4] seems prologue to some great amiss; [5] 

	So full of artless jealousy [6] is guilt,

	It spills itself in fearing to be spilt.

	[4. Trifle.]

	[5. Misfortune.]

	[6. Suspicion.]

	Enter Ophelia, distracted

	Ophelia.

	Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark?

	Queen.

	How now, Ophelia!

	Ophelia. [Sings.]

	“How should I your true love know

	From another one?

	By his cockle hat [7] and staff,

	And his sandal shoon.”

	[7. Hat with a cockle-shell—the sign of a pilgrim to the shrine of St. James of Compostella.]

	Queen.

	Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song?

	Ophelia.

	Say you? Nay, pray you, mark.

	[Sings.]

	“He is dead and gone, lady,

	He is dead and gone;

	At his head a grass-green turf

	At his heels a stone.”

	Enter King

	Queen.

	Nay, but, Ophelia,—

	Ophelia.

	Pray you, mark.

	[Sings.]

	“White his shroud as the mountain snow,”—

	Queen.

	Alas, look here, my lord.

	Ophelia. [Sings.]

	“Larded [8] with sweet flowers;

	Which bewept to the grave did not go

	With true-love showers.”

	[8. Garnished.]

	King.

	How do you, pretty lady?

	Ophelia.

	Well, God ild you! They say the owl was a baker’s daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what we may be. God be at your table!

	King.

	Conceit [9] upon her father.

	[9. Thought.]

	Ophelia.

	Pray you, let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you what it means, say you this:

	[Sings.]

	“To-morrow is Saint Valentine’s day,

	All in the morning betime,

	And I a maid at your window,

	To be your Valentine.

	“Then up he rose and donn’d his clothes,

	And dupp’d [10] the chamber door;

	Let in the maid, that out a maid

	Never departed more.”

	[10. Opened.]

	King.

	Pretty Ophelia!

	Ophelia.

	Indeed, la, without an oath I’ll make an end on’t.

	“By Gis, [11] and by Saint Charity,

	Alack! and, fie for shame!

	Young men will do’t, if they come to ’t;

	By Cock, [12] they are to blame.

	“Quoth she, ‘Before you tumbled me,

	You promis’d me to wed.’

	‘So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun,

	An thou hadst not come to my bed.’ ”

	[11. Disguised oath: Jesus.]

	[12. Corruption of “God.”]

	King.

	How long hath she been thus?

	Ophelia.

	I hope all will be well. We must be patient; but I cannot choose but weep, to think they should lay him i’ the cold ground. My brother shall know of it; and so I thank you for your good counsel. Come, my coach! Good-night, ladies; good-night, sweet ladies; good-night, good-night.

	Exit.

	King.

	Follow her close; give her good watch, I pray you.

	[Exeunt some.]

	O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs

	All from her father’s death. O Gertrude, Gertrude,

	When sorrows come, they come not single spies,

	But in battalions. First, her father slain;

	Next, your son gone; and he most violent author

	Of his own just remove; the people muddied,

	Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers,

	For good Polonius’ death; and we have done but greenly

	In hugger-mugger [13] to inter him; poor Ophelia

	Divided from herself and her fair judgement,

	Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts;

	Last, and as much containing as all these,

	Her brother is in secret come from France,

	Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,

	And wants not buzzers to infect his ear

	With pestilent speeches of his father’s death,

	Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d,

	Will nothing stick our persons to arraign

	In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this,

	Like to a murdering-piece, [14] in many places

	Gives me superfluous death.

	A noise within.

	[13. Secretly.]

	[14. Cannon loaded with grape-shot.]

	Enter a Messenger

	Queen.

	Alack, what noise is this?

	King.

	Where are my Switzers? [15] Let them guard the door. What is the matter?

	[15. Swiss mercenaries, used as a bodyguard.]

	Messenger.

	Save yourself, my lord!

	The ocean, overpeering of his list, [16] 

	Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste

	Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, [17] 

	O’erbears your officers. The rabble call him lord;

	And, as the world were now but to begin,

	Antiquity forgot, custom not known,

	(The ratifiers and props of every word,)

	They cry, “Choose we! Laertes shall be king!”

	Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds,

	“Laertes shall be king, Laertes king!”

	[16. Boundary.]

	[17. Armed force.]

	Queen.

	How cheerfully on the false trail they cry!

	O, this is counter, [18] you false Danish dogs!

	[18. Hunting in the wrong direction.]

	Enter Laertes [armed; Danes following]

	King.

	The doors are broke.

	Noise within.

	Laertes.

	Where is this king? Sirs, stand you all without.

	Danes.

	No, let’s come in.

	Laertes.

	I pray you, give me leave.

	Danes.

	We will, we will.

	[They retire without the door.]

	Laertes.

	I thank you; keep the door. O thou vile king,

	Give me my father!

	Queen.

	Calmly, good Laertes.

	Laertes.

	That drop of blood that’s calm proclaims me bastard,

	Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot

	Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brows

	Of my true mother.

	King.

	What is the cause, Laertes,

	That thy rebellion looks so giant-like?

	Let him go, Gertrude; do not fear our person.

	There’s such divinity doth hedge a king,

	That treason can but peep to what it would,

	Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes,

	Why thou art thus incens’d. Let him go, Gertrude.

	Speak, man.

	Laertes.

	Where’s my father?

	King.

	Dead.

	Queen.

	But not by him.

	King.

	Let him demand his fill.

	Laertes.

	How came he dead? I’ll not be juggl’d with.

	To hell, allegiance! Vows, to the blackest devil!

	Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit!

	I dare damnation. To this point I stand,

	That both the worlds I give to negligence,

	Let come what comes; only I’ll be reveng’d

	Most throughly for my father.

	King.

	Who shall stay you?

	Laertes.

	My will, not all the world.

	And for my means, I’ll husband them so well,

	They shall go far with little.

	King.

	Good Laertes,

	If you desire to know the certainty

	Of your dear father’s death, is’t writ in your revenge

	That, swoopstake, [19] you will draw both friend and foe,

	Winner and loser?

	[19. Taking everything in.]

	Laertes.

	None but his enemies.

	King.

	Will you know them then?

	Laertes.

	To his good friends thus wide I’ll ope my arms,

	And like the kind life-rend’ring pelican,

	Repast them with my blood.

	King.

	Why, now you speak

	Like a good child and a true gentleman.

	That I am guiltless of your father’s death,

	And am most sensibly in grief for it,

	It shall as level to your judgement pierce

	As day does to your eye.

	A noise within: “Let her come in!”

	Re-enter Ophelia

	Laertes.

	How now! what noise is that?

	O heat, dry up my brains! Tears seven times salt

	Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye!

	By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight

	Till our scale turns the beam. O rose of May!

	Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia!

	O heavens! is’t possible, a young maid’s wits

	Should be as mortal as an old man’s life?

	Nature is fine [20] in love, and where ’tis fine,

	It sends some precious instance [21] of itself

	After the thing it loves.

	[20. Delicate.]

	[21. Token, sample.]

	Ophelia. [Sings.]

	“They bore him barefac’d on the bier;

	Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny;

	And on his grave rains many a tear,”—

	Fare you well, my dove!

	Laertes.

	Hadst thou thy wits and didst persuade revenge,

	It could not move thus.

	Ophelia.

	You must sing, “Down a-down, and you call him a-down-a.” O, how the wheel becomes it! [22] It is the false steward, that stole his master’s daughter.

	[22. How well the song goes to the spinning-wheel.]

	Laertes.

	This nothing’s more than matter.

	Ophelia.

	There’s rosemary, that’s for remembrance; pray, love, remember; and there is pansies, that’s for thoughts.

	Laertes.

	A document in madness, thoughts and remembrance fitted.

	Ophelia.

	There’s fennel for you, and columbines; there’s rue for you, and here’s some for me; we may call it herb of grace o’ Sundays. O, you must wear your rue with a difference. There’s a daisy. I would give you some violets, but they wither’d all when my father died. They say he made a good end,—

	[Sings.]

	“For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy.”

	Laertes.

	Thought [23] and affliction, passion, hell itself, She turns to favour and to prettiness.

	[23. Brooding, melancholy thought.]

	Ophelia. [Sings.]

	“And will he not come again?

	And will he not come again?

	No, no, he is dead;

	Go to thy death-bed;

	He never will come again.

	“His beard as white as snow,

	All flaxen was his poll.

	He is gone, he is gone,

	And we cast away moan.

	God ha’ mercy on his soul!”

	And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God buy ye.

	Exit.

	Laertes.

	Do you see this, you gods?

	King.

	Laertes, I must commune with your grief,

	Or you deny me right. Go but apart,

	Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will,

	And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and me.

	If by direct or by collateral hand

	They find us touch’d, [24] we will our kingdom give,

	Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours,

	To you in satisfaction; but if not,

	Be you content to lend your patience to us,

	And we shall jointly labour with your soul

	To give it due content.

	[24. Implicated.]

	Laertes.

	Let this be so.

	His means of death, his obscure burial—

	No trophy, sword, nor hatchment [25] o’er his bones,

	No noble rite nor formal ostentation—

	Cry to be heard, as ’t were from heaven to earth,

	That I must call ’t in question.

	[25. Escutcheon.]

	King.

	So you shall;

	And where the offence is let the great axe fall.

	I pray you, go with me.

	Exeunt.

	[…]

	 


June 8. Eloquence Wins Over Prejudice

	Volume 1, pp. 302-312

	The Journal of John Woolman

	The plain, homely appearance of Woolman impressed unfavorably the orthodox Quakers in London whom he was sent to meet. They told him his coming was not necessary. But Woolman spoke with such simplicity and sincerity that even those most opposed became his friends. (John Woolman arrives in London for Friends’ meeting, June 8, 1772.)

	The Journal of John Woolman

	[…]

	Chapter XI

	1772

	Embarks at Chester, with Samuel Emlen, in a Ship bound for London— Exercise of Mind respecting the Hardships of the Sailors— Considerations on the Dangers of training Youth to a Seafaring Life— Thoughts during a Storm at Sea— Arrival in London.

	Having been some time under a religious concern to prepare for crossing the seas, in order to visit Friends in the northern parts of England, and more particularly in Yorkshire, after consideration I thought it expedient to inform Friends of it at our Monthly Meeting at Burlington, who, having unity with me therein, gave me a certificate. I afterwards communicated the same to our Quarterly Meeting, and they likewise certified their concurrence. Some time after, at the General Spring Meeting of ministers and elders, I thought it my duty to acquaint them with the religious exercise which attended my mind; and they likewise signified their unity therewith by a certificate, dated the 24th of third month, 1772, directed to Friends in Great Britain.

	In the fourth month following I thought the time was come for me to make some inquiry for a suitable conveyance; and as my concern was principally towards the northern parts of England, it seemed most proper to go in a vessel bound to Liverpool or Whitehaven. While I was at Philadelphia deliberating on this subject I was informed that my beloved friend Samuel Emlen, junior, intended to go to London, and had taken a passage for himself in the cabin of the ship called the Mary and Elizabeth, of which James Sparks was master, and John Head, of the city of Philadelphia, one of the owners; and feeling a draught in my mind towards the steerage of the same ship, I went first and opened to Samuel the feeling I had concerning it.

	My beloved friend wept when I spake to him, and appeared glad that I had thoughts of going in the vessel with him, though my prospect was toward the steerage: and he offering to go with me, we went on board, first into the cabin,— a commodious room,— and then into the steerage, where we sat down on a chest, the sailors being busy about us. The owner of the ship also came and sat down with us. My mind was turned towards Christ, the Heavenly Counsellor, and feeling at this time my own will subjected, my heart was contrite before him. A motion was made by the owner to go and sit in the cabin, as a place more retired; but I felt easy to leave the ship, and making no agreement as to a passage in her, told the owner if I took a passage in the ship I believed it would be in the steerage; but did not say much as to my exercise in that case.

	After I went to my lodgings, and the case was a little known in town, a Friend laid before me the great inconvenience attending a passage in the steerage, which for a time appeared very discouraging to me.

	I soon after went to bed, and my mind was under a deep exercise before the Lord, whose helping hand was manifested to me as I slept that night, and his love strengthened my heart. In the morning I went with two Friends on board the vessel again, and after a short time spent therein, I went with Samuel Emlen to the house of the owner, to whom, in the hearing of Samuel only, I opened my exercise in relation to a scruple I felt with regard to a passage in the cabin, in substance as follows:—

	“That on the outside of that part of the ship where the cabin was I observed sundry sorts of carved work and imagery; that in the cabin I observed some superfluity of workmanship of several sorts; and that according to the ways of men's reckoning, the sum of money to be paid for a passage in that apartment has some relation to the expense of furnishing it to please the minds of such as give way to a conformity to this world; and that in this, as in other cases, the moneys received from the passengers are calculated to defray the cost of these superfluities, as well as the other expenses of their passage. I therefore felt a scruple with regard to paying my money to be applied to such purposes.”

	As my mind was now opened, I told the owner that I had, at several times, in my travels, seen great oppressions on this continent, at which my heart had been much affected and brought into a feeling of the state of the sufferers; and having many times been engaged in the fear and love of God to labor with those under whom the oppressed have been borne down and afflicted, I have often perceived that with a view to get riches and to provide estates for children, that they may live conformably to the customs and honors of this world, many are entangled in the spirit of oppression, and the exercise of my soul had been such that I could not find peace in joining in anything which I saw was against that wisdom which is pure.

	After this I agreed for a passage in the steerage; and hearing that Joseph White had desired to see me, I went to his house, and the next day home, where I tarried two nights. Early the next morning I parted with my family under a sense of the humbling hand of God upon me, and, going to Philadelphia, had an opportunity with several of my beloved friends, who appeared to be concerned for me on account of the unpleasant situation of that part of the vessel in which I was likely to lodge. In these opportunities my mind, through the mercies of the Lord, was kept low in an inward waiting for his help; and Friends having expressed their desire that I might have a more convenient place than the steerage, did not urge it, but appeared disposed to leave me to the Lord.

	Having stayed two nights at Philadelphia, I went the next day to Derby Monthly Meeting, where through the strength of Divine love my heart was enlarged towards the youth there present, under which I was helped to labor in some tenderness of spirit. I lodged at William Horn's and afterwards went to Chester, where I met with Samuel Emlen, and we went on board 1st of fifth month, 1772. As I sat alone on the deck I felt a satisfactory evidence that my proceedings were not in my own will, but under the power of the cross of Christ.

	Seventh of fifth month.— We have had rough weather mostly since I came on board, and the passengers, James Reynolds, John Till Adams, Sarah Logan and her hired maid, and John Bispham, all sea-sick at times; from which sickness, through the tender mercies of my Heavenly Father, I have been preserved, my afflictions now being of another kind. There appeared an openness in the minds of the master of the ship and in the cabin passengers towards me. We are often together on the deck, and sometimes in the cabin. My mind, through the merciful help of the Lord, hath been preserved in a good degree watchful and quiet, for which I have great cause to be thankful.

	As my lodging in the steerage, now near a week, hath afforded me sundry opportunities of seeing, hearing, and feeling with respect to the life and spirit of many poor sailors, an exercise of soul hath attended me in regard to placing our children and youth where they may be likely to be exampled and instructed in the pure fear of the Lord.

	Being much among the seamen I have, from a motion of love, taken sundry opportunities with one of them at a time, and have in free conversation labored to turn their minds toward the fear of the Lord. This day we had a meeting in the cabin, where my heart was contrite under a feeling of Divine love.

	I believe a communication with different parts of the world by sea is at times consistent with the will of our Heavenly Father, and to educate some youth in the practice of sailing, I believe may be right; but how lamentable is the present corruption of the world! How impure are the channels through which trade is conducted! How great is the danger to which poor lads are exposed when placed on shipboard to learn the art of sailing! Five lads training up for the seas were on board this ship. Two of them were brought up in our Society, and the other, by name James Naylor, is a member, to whose father James Naylor, mentioned in Sewel's history, appears to have been uncle. I often feel a tenderness of heart towards these poor lads, and at times look at them as though they were my children according to the flesh.

	O that all may take heed and beware of covetousness! O that all may learn of Christ, who was meek and lowly of heart. Then in faithfully following him he will teach us to be content with food and raiment without respect to the customs or honors of this world. Men thus redeemed will feel a tender concern for their fellow-creatures, and a desire that those in the lowest stations may be assisted and encouraged, and where owners of ships attain to the perfect law of liberty and are doers of the Word, these will be blessed in their deeds.

	A ship at sea commonly sails all night, and the seamen take their watches four hours at a time. Rising to work in the night, it is not commonly pleasant in any case, but in dark rainy nights it is very disagreeable, even though each man were furnished with all conveniences. If, after having been on deck several hours in the night, they come down into the steerage soaking wet, and are so closely stowed that proper convenience for change of garments is not easily come at, but for want of proper room their wet garments are thrown in heaps, and sometimes, through much crowding, are trodden under foot in going to their lodgings and getting out of them, and it is difficult at times for each to find his own. Here are trials for the poor sailors.

	Now, as I have been with them in my lodge, my heart hath often yearned for them, and tender desires have been raised in me that all owners and masters of vessels may dwell in the love of God and therein act uprightly, and by seeking less for gain and looking carefully to their ways they may earnestly labor to remove all cause of provocation from the poor seamen, so that they may neither fret nor use excess of strong drink; for, indeed, the poor creatures, in the wet and cold, seem to apply at times to strong drink to supply the want of other convenience. Great reformation is wanting in the world, and the necessity of it among those who do business on great waters hath at this time been abundantly opened before me.

	Eighth of fifth month.— This morning the clouds gathered, the wind blew strong from the southeast, and before noon so increased that sailing appeared dangerous. The seamen then bound up some of their sails and took down others, and the storm increasing they put the dead-lights, so called, into the cabin windows and lighted a lamp as at night. The wind now blew vehemently, and the sea wrought to that degree that an awful seriousness prevailed in the cabin, in which I spent, I believe, about seventeen hours, for the cabin passengers had given me frequent invitations, and I thought the poor wet toiling seamen had need of all the room in the crowded steerage. They now ceased from sailing and put the vessel in the posture called lying to.

	My mind during this tempest, through the gracious assistance of the Lord, was preserved in a good degree of resignation; and at times I expressed a few words in his love to my shipmates in regard to the all-sufficiency of Him who formed the great deep, and whose care is so extensive that a sparrow falls not without his notice; and thus in a tender frame of mind I spoke to them of the necessity of our yielding in true obedience to the instructions of our Heavenly Father, who sometimes through adversities intendeth our refinement.

	About eleven at night I went out on the deck. The sea wrought exceedingly, and the high, foaming waves round about had in some sort the appearance of fire, but did not give much if any light. The sailor at the helm said he lately saw a corposant at the head of the mast. I observed that the master of the ship ordered the carpenter to keep on the deck; and, though he said little, I apprehended his care was that the carpenter with his axe might be in readiness in case of any emergency. Soon after this the vehemency of the wind abated, and before morning they again put the ship under sail.

	Tenth of fifth month.— It being the first day of the week and fine weather, we had a meeting in the cabin, at which most of the seamen were present; this meeting was to me a strengthening time. 13th.— As I continue to lodge in the steerage I feel an openness this morning to express something further of the state of my mind in respect to poor lads bound apprentice to learn the art of sailing. As I believe sailing is of use in the world, a labor of soul attends me that the pure counsel of truth may be humbly waited for in this case by all concerned in the business of the seas. A pious father whose mind is exercised for the everlasting welfare of his child may not with a peaceable mind place him out to an employment among a people whose common course of life is manifestly corrupt and profane. Great is the present defect among seafaring men in regard to virtue and piety; and, by reason of an abundant traffic and many ships being used for war, so many people are employed on the sea that the subject of placing lads to this employment appears very weighty.

	When I remember the saying of the Most High through his prophet, “This people have I formed for myself; they shall show forth my praise,” and think of placing children among such to learn the practice of sailing, the consistency of it with a pious education seems to me like that mentioned by the prophet, “There is no answer from God.”

	Profane examples are very corrupting and very forcible. And as my mind day after day and night after night hath been affected with a sympathizing tenderness towards poor children who are put to the employment of sailors, I have sometimes had weighty conversation with the sailors in the steerage, who were mostly respectful to me and became more so the longer I was with them. They mostly appeared to take kindly what I said to them; but their minds were so deeply impressed with the almost universal depravity among sailors that the poor creatures in their answers to me have revived in my remembrance that of the degenerate Jews a little before the captivity, as repeated by Jeremiah the prophet, “There is no hope.”

	Now under this exercise a sense of the desire of outward gain prevailing among us felt grievous; and a strong call to the professed followers of Christ was raised in me that all may take heed lest, through loving this present world, they be found in a continued neglect of duty with respect to a faithful labor for reformation.

	To silence every motion proceeding from the love of money and humbly to wait upon God to know his will concerning us have appeared necessary. He alone is able to strengthen us to dig deep, to remove all which lies between us and the safe foundation, and so to direct us in our outward employments, that pure universal love may shine forth in our proceedings. Desires arising from the spirit of truth are pure desires; and when a mind divinely opened towards a young generation is made sensible of corrupting examples powerfully working and extensively spreading among them, how moving is the prospect! In a world of dangers and difficulties, like a desolate, thorny wilderness, how precious, how comfortable, how safe, are the leadings of Christ the good Shepherd, who said, “I know my sheep, and am known of mine!”

	Sixteenth of sixth [8] month.— Wind for several days past often high, what the sailors call squally, with a rough sea and frequent rains. This last night has been a very trying one to the poor seamen, the water the most part of the night running over the main-deck, and sometimes breaking waves came on the quarter-deck. The latter part of the night, as I lay in bed, my mind was humbled under the power of Divine love; and resignedness to the great Creator of the earth and the seas was renewedly wrought in me, and his fatherly care over his children felt precious to my soul. I was now desirous to embrace every opportunity of being inwardly acquainted with the hardships and difficulties of my fellow-creatures, and to labor in his love for the spreading of pure righteousness on the earth. Opportunities were frequent of hearing conversation among the sailors respecting the voyages to Africa and the manner of bringing the deeply oppressed slaves into our islands. They are frequently brought on board the vessels in chains and fetters, with hearts loaded with grief under the apprehension of miserable slavery; so that my mind was frequently engaged to meditate on these things.

	[8: Fifth— Ed.]

	Seventeenth of fifth month and first of the week.— We had a meeting in the cabin, to which the seamen generally came. My spirit was contrite before the Lord, whose love at this time affected my heart. In the afternoon I felt a tender sympathy of soul with my poor wife and family left behind, in which state my heart was enlarged in desires that they may walk in that humble obedience wherein the everlasting Father may be their guide and support through all their difficulties in this world; and a sense of that gracious assistance, through which my mind hath been strengthened to take up the cross and leave them to travel in the love of truth, hath begotten thankfulness in my heart to our great Helper.

	Twenty-fourth of fifth month.— A clear, pleasant morning. As I sat on deck I felt a reviving in my nature, which had been weakened through much rainy weather and high winds and being shut up in a close, unhealthy air. Several nights of late I have felt my breathing difficult; and a little after the rising of the second watch, which is about midnight, I have got up and stood near an hour with my face near the hatchway, to get the fresh air at the small vacancy under the hatch door, which is commonly shut down, partly to keep out rain and sometimes to keep the breaking waves from dashing into the steerage. I may with thankfulness to the Father of Mercies acknowledge that in my present weak state my mind hath been supported to bear this affliction with patience; and I have looked at the present dispensation as a kindness from the great Father of mankind, who, in this my floating pilgrimage, is in some degree bringing me to feel what many thousands of my fellow-creatures often suffer in a greater degree.

	My appetite failing, the trial hath been the heavier; and I have felt tender breathings in my soul after God, the fountain of comfort, whose inward help hath supplied at times the want of outward convenience; and strong desires have attended me that his family, who are acquainted with the movings of his Holy Spirit, may be so redeemed from the love of money and from that spirit in which men seek honor one of another, that in all business, by sea or land, they may constantly keep in view the coming of his kingdom on earth as it is in Heaven, and, by faithfully following this safe guide, may show forth examples tending to lead out of that under which the creation groans. This day we had a meeting in the cabin, in which I was favored in some degree to experience the fulfilling of that saying of the prophet, “The Lord hath been a strength to the poor, a strength to the needy in their distress”; for which my heart is bowed in thankfulness before him.

	Twenty-eighth of fifth month.— Wet weather of late and small winds, inclining to calms. Our seamen cast a lead, I suppose about one hundred fathoms, but found no bottom. Foggy weather this morning. Through the kindness of the great Preserver of men my mind remains quiet; and a degree of exercise from day to day attends me, that the pure peaceable government of Christ may spread and prevail among mankind.

	The leading of a young generation in that pure way in which the wisdom of this world hath no place, where parents and tutors, humbly waiting for the heavenly Counsellor, may example them in the truth as it is in Jesus, hath for several days been the exercise of my mind. O, how safe, how quiet, is that state where the soul stands in pure obedience to the voice of Christ and a watchful care is maintained not to follow the voice of the stranger! Here Christ is felt to be our Shepherd, and under his leading people are brought to a stability; and where he doth not lead forward, we are bound in the bonds of pure love to stand still and wait upon him.

	In the love of money and in the wisdom of this world, business is proposed, then the urgency of affairs push forward, and the mind cannot in this state discern the good and perfect will of God concerning us. The love of God is manifested in graciously calling us to come out of that which stands in confusion; but if we bow not in the name of Jesus, if we give not up those prospects of gain which in the wisdom of this world are open before us, but say in our hearts, “I must needs go on; and in going on I hope to keep as near the purity of truth as the business before me will admit of,” the mind remains entangled and the shining of the light of life into the soul is obstructed.

	Surely the Lord calls to mourning and deep humiliation that in his fear we may he instructed and led safely through the great difficulties and perplexities in this present age. In an entire subjection of our wills the Lord graciously opens a way for his people, where all their wants are bounded by his wisdom; and here we experience the substance of what Moses the prophet figured out in the water of separation as a purification from sin.

	Esau is mentioned as a child red all over like a hairy garment. In Esau is represented the natural will of man. In preparing the water of separation a red heifer without blemish, on which there had been no yoke, was to be slain and her blood sprinkled by the priest seven times towards the tabernacle of the congregation; then her skin, her flesh, and all pertaining to her, was to be burnt without the camp, and of her ashes the water was prepared. Thus, the crucifying of the old man, or natural will, is represented; and hence comes a separation from that carnal mind which is death. “He who toucheth the dead body of a man and purifieth not himself with the water of separation, defileth the tabernacle of the Lord; he is unclean.” (Num. xix. 13.)

	If any through the love of gain engage in business wherein they dwell as among the tombs and touch the bodies of those who are dead should through the infinite love of God feel the power of the cross of Christ to crucify them to the world, and therein learn humbly to follow the divine Leader, here is the judgment of this world, here the prince of this world is cast out. The water of separation is felt; and though we have been among the slain, and through the desire of gain have touched the dead body of a man, yet in the purifying love of Christ we are washed in the water of separation; we are brought off from that business, from that gain and from that fellowship which is not agreeable to his holy will. I have felt a renewed confirmation in the time of this voyage, that the Lord, in his infinite love, is calling to his visited children, so to give up all outward possessions and means of getting treasures, that his Holy Spirit may have free course in their hearts and direct them in all their proceedings. To feel the substance pointed at in this figure man must know death as to his own will.

	“No man can see God and live.” This was spoken by the Almighty to Moses the prophet and opened by our blessed Redeemer. As death comes on our own wills, and a new life is formed in us, the heart is purified and prepared to understand clearly, “Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.” In purity of heart the mind is divinely opened to behold the nature of universal righteousness, or the righteousness of the kingdom of God. “No man hath seen the Father save he that is of God, he hath seen the Father.”

	The natural mind is active about the things of this life, and in this natural activity business is proposed and a will is formed in us to go forward in it. And so long as this natural will remains unsubjected, so long there remains an obstruction to the clearness of Divine light operating in us; but when we love God with all our heart and with all our strength, in this love we love our neighbor as ourselves; and a tenderness of heart is felt towards all people for whom Christ died, even those who, as to outward circumstances, may be to us as the Jews were to the Samaritans. “Who is my neighbor?” See this question answered by our Saviour, Luke x. 30. In this love we can say that Jesus is the Lord; and in this reformation in our souls, manifested in a full reformation of our lives, wherein all things are new, and all things are of God (2 Cor. v. 18), the desire of gain is subjected.

	[…]

	 


June 9. Enchanting Songs of David

	Volume 44, pp. 168-179

	Sacred Writings, Volume I

	The songs of David pleased King Saul, but when David became too popular with the people, the king feared for his throne and banished him.

	(Hebrew)

	The Book of Psalms

	Book I

	[…]

	XXIII

	Jehovah the Psalmist’s Shepherd

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Jehovah is my shepherd;

	I shall not want.

	[2]

	He maketh me to lie down in green pastures;

	He leadeth me beside still [1] waters.

	[3]

	He restoreth my soul:

	He guideth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

	[4]

	Yea, though I walk through the valley of the [2] shadow of death,

	I will fear no evil; for thou art with me;

	Thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me.

	[5]

	Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies:

	Thou hast anointed my head with oil;

	My cup runneth over.

	[6]

	Surely [3] goodness and lovingkindness shall follow me all the days of my life;

	And I shall dwell in the house of Jehovah for [4] ever.

	[1. Heb. waters of rest.]

	[2. Or, deep darkness (and so elsewhere).]

	[3. Or, Only.]

	[4. Heb. for length of days.]

	XXIV

	The King of Glory Entering Zion

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	The earth is Jehovah’s, and the fulness thereof;

	The world, and they that dwell therein.

	[2]

	For he hath founded it upon the seas,

	And established it upon the floods.

	[3]

	Who shall ascend into the hill of Jehovah?

	And who shall stand in his holy place?

	[4]

	He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart;

	Who hath not lifted up his soul unto falsehood,

	And hath not sworn deceitfully.

	[5]

	He shall receive a blessing from Jehovah,

	And righteousness from the God of his salvation.

	[6]

	This is the generation of them that seek after him,

	That seek thy face, even Jacob. [Selah

	[7]

	Lift up your heads, O ye gates;

	And be ye lifted up, ye everlasting [1] doors:

	And the King of glory will come in.

	[8]

	Who is the King of glory?

	Jehovah strong and mighty,

	Jehovah mighty in battle.

	[9]

	Lift up your heads, O ye gates;

	Yea, lift them up, ye everlasting [2] doors:

	And the King of glory will come in.

	[10]

	Who is this King of glory?

	Jehovah of hosts,

	He is the King of glory. [Selah

	[1. Or, ancient.]

	[2. Or, ancient.]

	XXV

	Prayer for Protection, Guidance, and Pardon

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Unto thee, O Jehovah, do I lift up my soul.

	[2]

	O my God, in thee have I trusted,

	Let me not be put to shame;

	Let not mine enemies triumph over me.

	[3]

	Yea, none that wait for thee shall be put to shame:

	They shall be put to shame that deal treacherously without cause.

	[4]

	Show me thy ways, O Jehovah;

	Teach me thy paths.

	[5]

	Guide me in thy truth, and teach me;

	For thou art the God of my salvation;

	For thee do I wait all the day.

	[6]

	Remember, O Jehovah, thy tender mercies and thy lovingkindnesses;

	For they have been ever of old.

	[7]

	Remember not the sins of my youth, nor my transgressions:

	According to thy lovingkindness remember thou me,

	For thy goodness’ sake, O Jehovah.

	[8]

	Good and upright is Jehovah:

	Therefore will he instruct sinners in the way.

	[9]

	The meek will he guide in justice;

	And the meek will he teach his way.

	[10]

	All the paths of Jehovah are lovingkindness and truth

	Unto such as keep his covenant and his testimonies.

	[11]

	For thy name’s sake, O Jehovah,

	Pardon mine iniquity, for it is great.

	[12]

	What man is he that feareth Jehovah?

	Him shall he instruct in the way that he shall choose.

	[13]

	His soul shall dwell at ease;

	And his seed shall inherit the land.

	[14]

	The friendship [1] of Jehovah is with them that fear him;

	And [2] he will show them his covenant.

	[15]

	Mine eyes are ever toward Jehovah;

	For he will pluck my feet out of the net.

	[16]

	Turn thee unto me, and have mercy upon me;

	For I am desolate and afflicted.

	[17]

	The troubles of my heart are [3] enlarged:

	Oh bring thou me out of my distresses.

	[18]

	Consider mine affliction and my travail;

	And forgive all my sins.

	[19]

	Consider mine enemies, for they are many;

	And they hate me with cruel hatred.

	[20]

	Oh keep my soul, and deliver me:

	Let me not be put to shame, for I take refuge in thee.

	[21]

	Let integrity and uprightness preserve me,

	For I wait for thee.

	[22]

	Redeem Israel, O God,

	Out of all his troubles.

	[1. Or, counsel. Or, secret.]

	[2. Or, And his covenant, to make them know it.]

	[3. Or, as otherwise read, relieve thou, And bring me &c.]

	XXVI

	Protestation of Integrity, and Prayer for Protection

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Judge me, O Jehovah, for I have walked in mine integrity:

	I have trusted also in Jehovah without [1] wavering.

	[2]

	Examine me, O Jehovah, and prove me;

	Try my heart [2] and my mind.

	[3]

	For thy lovingkindness is before mine eyes;

	And I have walked in thy truth.

	[4]

	I have not sat with men of falsehood;

	Neither will I go in with dissemblers.

	[5]

	I hate the assembly of evildoers,

	And will not sit with the wicked.

	[6]

	I will wash my hands in innocency:

	So will I compass thine altar, O Jehovah;

	[7]

	That I may make [3] the voice of thanksgiving to be heard,

	And tell of all thy wondrous works.

	[8]

	Jehovah, I love the habitation of thy house,

	And the place where [4] thy glory dwelleth.

	[9]

	Gather [5] not my soul with sinners,

	Nor my life with men of blood;

	[10]

	In whose hands is wickedness,

	And their right hand is full of bribes.

	[11]

	But as for me, I will walk in mine integrity:

	Redeem me, and be merciful unto me.

	[12]

	My foot standeth in an even place:

	In the congregations will I bless Jehovah.

	[1. Or, I shall not slide.]

	[2. Heb. reins.]

	[3. Or, publish with the voice of thanksgiving.]

	[4. Heb. of the tabernacle of thy glory.]

	[5. Or, Take not away.]

	XXVII

	A Psalm of Fearless Trust in God

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Jehovah is my light and my salvation;

	Whom shall I fear?

	Jehovah is the strength [1] of my life;

	Of whom shall I be afraid?

	[2]

	When evil-doers came upon me to eat up my flesh,

	Even mine adversaries and my foes, they stumbled and fell.

	[3]

	Though a host should encamp against me,

	My heart shall not fear:

	Though war should rise against me,

	Even [2] then will I be confident.

	[4]

	One thing have I asked of Jehovah, that will I seek after:

	That I may dwell in the house of Jehovah all the days of my life,

	To behold the [3] beauty of Jehovah,

	And to inquire [4] in his temple.

	[5]

	For in the day of trouble he will keep me secretly in his pavilion:

	In the covert of his tabernacle [5] will he hide me;

	He will lift me up upon a rock.

	[6]

	And now shall my head be lifted up above mine enemies round about me;

	And I will offer in his tabernacle [6] sacrifices of joy; [7]

	I will sing, yea, I will sing praises unto Jehovah.

	[7]

	Hear, O Jehovah, when I cry with my voice:

	Have mercy also upon me, and answer me.

	[8]

	When thou saidst, Seek ye my face; my heart said unto thee,

	Thy face, Jehovah, will I seek.

	[9]

	Hide not thy face from me;

	Put not thy servant away in anger:

	Thou hast been my help;

	Cast me not off, neither forsake me, O God of my salvation.

	[10]

	When [8] my father and my mother forsake me,

	Then Jehovah will take me up.

	[11]

	Teach me thy way, O Jehovah;

	And lead me in a plain path,

	Because of mine [9] enemies.

	[12]

	Deliver me not over unto the will of mine adversaries:

	For false witnesses are risen up against me,

	And such as breathe out cruelty.

	[13]

	I had fainted, unless I had believed to see the goodness of Jehovah

	In the land of the living.

	[14]

	Wait for Jehovah:

	Be strong, and let thy heart take courage;

	Yea, wait thou for Jehovah.

	[1. Or, stronghold.]

	[2. Or, In this.]

	[3. Or, the pleasantness.]

	[4. Or, consider his temple.]

	[5. Heb. tent.]

	[6. Heb. tent.]

	[7. Or, shouting. Or, trumpet-sound.]

	[8. Or, For my father and my mother have forsaken me, But Jehovah &c.]

	[9. Or, them that lie in wait for me.]

	XXVIII

	A Prayer for Help, and Praise for Its Answer

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Unto thee, O Jehovah, will I call:

	My rock, be not thou deaf unto me;

	Lest, if thou be silent unto me,

	I become like them that go down into the pit.

	[2]

	Hear the voice of my supplications, when I cry unto thee,

	When I lift up my hands toward [1] thy holy oracle.

	[3]

	Draw me not away with the wicked,

	And with the workers of iniquity;

	That speak peace with their neighbors,

	But mischief is in their hearts.

	[4]

	Give them according to their work, and according to the wickedness of their doings:

	Give them after the operation of their hands;

	Render to them their desert.

	[5]

	Because they regard not the works of Jehovah,

	Nor the operation of his hands,

	He will break them down and not build them up.

	[6]

	Blessed be Jehovah,

	Because he hath heard the voice of my supplications.

	[7]

	Jehovah is my strength and my shield;

	My heart hath trusted in him, and I am helped:

	Therefore my heart greatly rejoiceth;

	And with my song will I praise him.

	[8]

	Jehovah is their strength,

	And he is a stronghold of salvation to his anointed.

	Save thy people, and bless thine inheritance:

	Be their shepherd also, and bear them up for ever.

	[1. Or, toward the innermost place of thy sanctuary.]

	XXIX

	The Voice of Jehovah in the Storm

	A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	Ascribe unto Jehovah, O ye sons [1] of the mighty, [2]

	Ascribe unto Jehovah glory and strength.

	[2]

	Ascribe unto Jehovah the glory due unto his name;

	Worship Jehovah in [3] holy array.

	[3]

	The voice of Jehovah is upon the waters:

	The God of glory thundereth,

	Even Jehovah upon many [4] waters.

	[4]

	The voice of Jehovah is powerful;

	The voice of Jehovah is full of majesty.

	[5]

	The voice of Jehovah breaketh the cedars;

	Yea, Jehovah breaketh in pieces the cedars of Lebanon.

	[6]

	He maketh them also to skip like a calf;

	Lebanon and Sirion like a young wild-ox.

	[7]

	The voice of Jehovah cleaveth [5] the flames of fire.

	[8]

	The voice of Jehovah shaketh the wilderness;

	Jehovah shaketh the wilderness of Kadesh.

	[9]

	The voice of Jehovah maketh the hinds to calve,

	And strippeth the forests bare:

	And in his temple everything saith, Glory.

	[10]

	Jehovah sat as King at the Flood;

	Yea, Jehovah sitteth as King for ever.

	[11]

	Jehovah will give strength unto his people;

	Jehovah will bless his people with peace.

	[1. Or, sons of God.]

	[2. Or, gods. See Ex. 15. 11.]

	[3. Or, in the beauty of holiness.]

	[4. Or, great.]

	[5. Or, heweth, out flames of fire.]

	XXX

	Thanksgiving for Deliverance from Death

	A Psalm; a Song at the Dedication of the House. A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	I will extol thee, O Jehovah; for thou hast raised [1] me up,

	And hast not made my foes to rejoice over me.

	[2]

	O Jehovah my God,

	I cried unto thee, and thou hast healed me.

	[3]

	O Jehovah, thou hast brought up my soul from Sheol;

	Thou hast kept me alive, that [2] I should not go down to the pit.

	[4]

	Sing praise unto Jehovah, O ye saints of his,

	And give thanks to his holy memorial name.

	[5]

	For his anger is but for a moment;

	His [3] favor is for a life-time:

	Weeping may [4] tarry for the night,

	But joy cometh in the morning.

	[6]

	As for me, I said in my prosperity,

	I shall never be moved.

	[7]

	Thou, Jehovah, of thy favor hadst made my mountain to stand strong:

	Thou didst hide thy face; I was troubled.

	[8]

	I cried to thee, O Jehovah;

	And unto Jehovah I made supplication:

	[9]

	What profit is there in my blood, when I go down to the pit?

	Shall the dust praise thee? shall it declare thy truth?

	[10]

	Hear, O Jehovah, and have mercy upon me:

	Jehovah, be thou my helper.

	[11]

	Thou hast turned for me my mourning into dancing;

	Thou hast loosed my sackcloth, and girded me with gladness;

	[12]

	To the end that my glory may sing praise to thee, and not be silent.

	O Jehovah my God, I will give thanks unto thee for ever.

	[1. Or, drawn.]

	[2. Another reading is, from among them that go down to the pit.]

	[3. Or, In his favor is life.]

	[4. Heb. may come in to lodge at even.]

	XXXI

	A Psalm of Complaint and of Praise

	For the Chief Musician. A Psalm of David.

	[1]

	In thee, O Jehovah, do I take refuge;

	Let me never be put to shame:

	Deliver me in thy righteousness.

	[2]

	Bow down thine ear unto me; deliver me speedily:

	Be thou to me a strong rock,

	A house of defence [1] to save me.

	[3]

	For thou art my rock and my fortress;

	Therefore for thy name’s sake lead me and guide me.

	[4]

	Pluck me out of the net that they have laid privily for me;

	For thou art my stronghold.

	[5]

	Into thy hand I commend my spirit:

	Thou hast redeemed me, O Jehovah, thou God of truth.

	[6]

	I hate them that regard lying vanities;

	But I trust in Jehovah.

	[7]

	I will be glad and rejoice in thy lovingkindness;

	For thou hast seen my affliction:

	Thou hast known my [2] soul in adversities;

	[8]

	And thou hast not shut me up into the hand of the enemy;

	Thou hast set my feet in a large place.

	[9]

	Have mercy upon me, O Jehovah, for I am in distress:

	Mine eye wasteth away with grief, yea, my soul and my body.

	[10]

	For my life is spent with sorrow,

	And my years with sighing:

	My strength faileth because of mine iniquity,

	And my bones are wasted away.

	[11]

	Because of all mine adversaries I am become a reproach,

	Yea, unto my neighbors exceedingly,

	And a fear to mine acquaintance:

	They that did see me without fled from me.

	[12]

	I am forgotten as a dead man out of mind:

	I am like a broken vessel.

	[13]

	For I have heard the defaming of many,

	Terror on every side:

	While they took counsel together against me,

	They devised to take away my life.

	[14]

	But I trusted in thee, O Jehovah:

	I said, Thou art my God.

	[15]

	My times are in thy hand:

	Deliver me from the hand of mine enemies, and from them that persecute me.

	[16]

	Make thy face to shine upon thy servant:

	Save me in thy lovingkindness.

	[17]

	Let me not be put to shame, O Jehovah; for I have called upon thee:

	Let the wicked be put to shame, let them be silent in Sheol.

	[18]

	Let the lying lips be dumb,

	Which speak against the righteous insolently,

	With pride and contempt.

	[19]

	Oh how great is thy goodness,

	Which thou hast laid up for them that fear thee,

	Which thou hast wrought for them that take refuge in thee,

	Before the sons of men!

	[20]

	In the covert of thy presence wilt thou hide them from the plottings of man:

	Thou wilt keep them secretly in a pavilion from the strife of tongues.

	[21]

	Blessed be Jehovah;

	For he hath showed me his marvellous lovingkindness in a strong city.

	[22]

	As for me, I said in my haste, [3]

	I am cut off from before thine eyes:

	Nevertheless thou heardest the voice of my supplications,

	When I cried unto thee.

	[23]

	Oh love Jehovah, all ye his saints:

	Jehovah preserveth the [4] faithful,

	And plentifully rewardeth him that dealeth proudly.

	[24]

	Be strong, and let your heart take courage,

	All ye that hope [5] in Jehovah.

	[1. Heb. fortresses.]

	[2. Or, the adversities of my soul.]

	[3. Or, alarm.]

	[4. Or, faithfulness.]

	[5. Or, wait for.]

	XXXII

	Blessedness of Forgiveness and of Trust in God

	A Psalm of David. Maschil.

	[1]

	Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven,

	Whose sin is covered.

	[2]

	Blessed is the man unto whom Jehovah imputeth not iniquity,

	And in whose spirit there is no guile.

	[3]

	When I kept silence, my bones wasted away

	Through my groaning [1] all the day long.

	[4]

	For day and night thy hand was heavy upon me:

	My moisture was changed as [2] with the drought of summer. [Selah

	[5]

	I acknowledged my sin unto thee,

	And mine iniquity did I not hide:

	I said, I will confess my transgressions unto Jehovah;

	And thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin. [Selah

	[6]

	For this let every one that is godly pray unto thee in [3] a time when thou mayest be found:

	Surely when the great waters overflow they shall not reach unto him.

	[7]

	Thou art my hiding-place; thou wilt preserve me from trouble;

	Thou wilt compass me about with songs of deliverance. [Selah

	[8]

	I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go:

	I will counsel thee with mine eye upon thee.

	[9]

	Be ye not as the horse, or as the mule, which have no understanding;

	Whose trappings must be bit and bridle to hold them in,

	Else [4] they will not come near unto thee.

	[10]

	Many sorrows shall be to the wicked;

	But he that trusteth in Jehovah, lovingkindness shall compass him about.

	[11]

	Be glad in Jehovah, and rejoice, ye righteous;

	And shout for joy, all ye that are upright in heart.

	[1. Heb. roaring.]

	[2. Or, into the.]

	[3. Or, in the time of finding out sin.]

	[4. Or, That they come not near.]

	[…]

	 


June 10. Horrible Prophecy Fulfilled
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	Nine Greek Dramas

	King Œdipus of Thebes as a babe was abandoned on Mount Cithæron to die. Years after he was thought dead he returns to Thebes and unknowingly slays his father, marries his mother—and thus fulfills the word of the oracle.

	Œdipus the King

	By Sophocles

	Translated by E.H. Plumtre

	Dramatis Personæ

	Œdipus, King of Thebes

	Creon, brother of Jocasta

	Teiresias, a soothsayer

	Priest of Zeus

	Messenger from Corinth

	Shepherd

	Second Messenger

	Jocasta, wife of Œdipus

	Chorus of Priests and Suppliants

	Scene—Thebes. In the background, the palace of Œdipus; in front, the altar of Zeus, Priests and Boys round it in the attitude of suppliants.

	Enter Œdipus

	Œdipus

	Why sit ye here, my children, brood last reared

	Of Cadmus famed of old, in solemn state,

	Uplifting in your hands the suppliants’ boughs?

	And all the city reeks with incense smoke,

	And all re-echoes with your wailing hymns;

	And I, my children, counting it unmeet

	To hear report from others, I have come

	Myself, whom all name Œdipus the Great.—

	Do thou, then, agèd Sire, since thine the right

	To speak for these, tell clearly why ye stand

	Awe-stricken, or adoring; speak to me

	As willing helper. Dull and cold this heart

	To see you prostrate thus, and feel no ruth.

	Priest

	Yes, Œdipus, thou ruler of my land,

	Thou seest us how we sit, as suppliants, bowed

	Around thine altars; some as yet unfledged

	To wing their flight, and some weighed down with age.

	Priest, I, of Zeus, and these the chosen youth:

	And in the open spaces of the town

	The people sit and wail, with wreath in hand,

	By the twin shrine of Pallas, or the grove

	Oracular that bears Ismenus’ name.

	For this our city, as thine eyes may see,

	Is sorely tempest-tossed, nor lifts its head

	From out the surging sea of blood-flecked waves,

	All smitten in the fruitful blooms of earth,

	All smitten in the herds that graze the fields,

	Yea, and in timeless births of woman’s fruit;

	And still the God sends forth his darts of fire,

	And lays us low. The plague, abhorred and feared,

	Makes desolate the home where Cadmus dwelt,

	And Hades dark grows rich in sighs and groans.

	It is not that we count thee as a God,

	Equalled with them in power, that we sit here,

	These little ones and I, as suppliants prone;

	But, judging thee, in all life’s shifting scenes,

	Chiefest of men, yea, and of chiefest skill,

	To soothe the powers of Heaven. For thou it was

	That freed’st this city, named of Cadmus old,

	From the sad tribute which of yore we paid

	To that stern songstress, all untaught of us,

	And all unprompted; but at God’s behest,

	Men think and say, thou guidest all our life.

	And now, O Œdipus, most honoured lord,

	We pray thee, we, thy suppliants, find for us

	Some succour, whether floating voice of God,

	Or speech of man brings knowledge to thy soul;

	For still I see, with those whom life has trained

	To long-tried skill, the issues of their thoughts

	Live and are mighty. Come, then, noblest one,

	Come, save our city; look on us, and fear.

	As yet this land, for all thy former zeal,

	Calls thee its saviour: do not give us cause

	So to remember this thy reign, as men

	Who, having risen, then fall low again;

	But save us, save our city. Omens good

	Were then with thee; thou didst thy work, and now

	Be equal to thyself! If thou wilt rule,

	As thou dost rule, this land wherein we dwell,

	’Twere better far to reign o’er living men

	Than o’er a realm dispeopled. Naught avails,

	Or tower or ship, when crew and guards are gone.

	Œdipus

	O children, wailing loud, ye tell me not

	Of woes unknown; too well I know them all,

	Your sorrows and your wants. For one and all

	Are stricken, yet no sorrow like to mine

	Weighs on you. Each his own sad burden bears,

	His own and not another’s. But my heart

	Mourns for the people’s sorrow and mine own;

	And, lo! ye have not come to break my sleep,

	But found me weeping, weeping bitter tears,

	And treading weary paths in wandering thought;

	And that one way of healing which I found,

	That have I acted on. Menœkeus’ son,

	Creon, my kinsman, have I sent to seek

	The Pythian home of Phœbus, there to learn

	The words or deeds wherewith to save the state;

	And even now I measure o’er the time

	And wonder how he fares, for, lo! he stays,

	I know not why, beyond the appointed day;

	But when he comes I should be base indeed,

	Failing to do whate’er the God declares.

	Priest

	Well hast thou spoken! Tidings come e’en now

	Of Creon seen approaching.

	Œdipus

	Grant, O King

	Apollo, that he come with omen good,

	Bright with the cheer of one that bringeth life.

	Priest

	If one may guess, ’tis well. He had not come

	His head all wreathed with boughs of laurel else.

	Œdipus

	Soon we shall know. Our voice can reach him now.

	Say, prince, our well-beloved, Menœkeus’ son,

	What sacred answer bring’st thou from the God?

	Enter Creon

	Creon

	A right good answer! That our evil plight,

	If all goes well, may end in highest good.

	Œdipus

	What means this speech? Nor full of eager hope,

	Nor trembling panic, list I to thy words.

	Creon

	I for my part am ready, these being by,

	to tell thee all, or go within the gates.

	Œdipus

	Speak out to all. I sorrow more for them

	Than for the woe which touches me alone.

	Creon

	Well, then, I speak the things the God declared.

	Phœbus, our king, he bids us chase away

	(The words were plain) the infection of our land,

	Nor cherish guilt which still remains unhealed.

	Œdipus

	But with what rites? And what the deed itself?

	Creon

	Drive into exile, blood for blood repay.

	That guilt of blood is blasting all the state.

	Œdipus

	But whose fate is it that thou hintest at?

	Creon

	Once, O my king, ere thou didst raise our state,

	Our sovereign Laius ruled o’er all the land.

	Œdipus

	This know I well, though him I never saw.

	Creon

	Well, then, the God commands us, he being dead,

	To take revenge on those who shed his blood.

	Œdipus

	Yes; but where are they? How to track the course

	Of guilt all shrouded in the doubtful past?

	Creon

	In this our land, so said he, those who seek

	Shall find; unsought, we lose it utterly.

	Œdipus

	Was it at home, or in the field, or else

	In some strange land that Laius met his doom?

	Creon

	He went, so spake he, pilgrim-wise afar,

	And nevermore came back as forth he went.

	Œdipus

	Was there no courier, none who shared his road,

	From whom, inquiring, one might learn the truth?

	Creon

	Dead are they all, save one who fled for fear,

	And he had naught to tell but this:…

	Œdipus [Interrupting]

	And what was that? One fact might teach us much,

	Had we but one small starting-point of hope.

	Creon

	He used to tell that robbers fell on him,

	Not man for man, but with outnumbering force.

	Œdipus

	Yet sure no robber would have dared this deed,

	Unless some bribe had tempted him from hence.

	Creon

	So men might think; but Laius at his death

	Found none to help, or ’venge him in his woe.

	Œdipus

	What hindered you, when thus your sovereignty

	Had fallen low, from searching out the truth?

	Creon

	The Sphinx, with her dark riddle, bade us look

	At nearer facts, and leave the dim obscure.

	Œdipus

	Well, be it mine to track them to their source.

	Right well hath Phœbus, and right well hast thou,

	Shown for the dead your care, and ye shall find,

	As is most meet, in me a helper true,

	Aiding at once my country and the God.

	Not for the sake of friends, or near or far,

	But for mine own, will I dispel this curse;

	For he that slew him, whosoe’er he be,

	Will wish, perchance, with such a blow to smite

	Me also. Helping him, I help myself.

	And now, my children, rise with utmost speed

	From off these steps, and raise your suppliant boughs;

	And let another call my people here,

	The race of Cadmus, and make known that I

	Will do my taskwork to the uttermost:

	So, as God wills, we prosper, or we fail.

	Priest

	Rise, then, my children, ’twas for this we came,

	For these good tidings which those lips have brought,

	And Phœbus, he who sent these oracles,

	Pray that he come to heal, and save from woe.

	[Exeunt Creon and Priest.

	Strophe I

	Chorus

	O voice of Zeus sweet-toned, with what intent

	Cam’st thou from Pytho, where the red gold shines,

	To Thebes, of high estate?

	Fainting for fear, I quiver in suspense

	(Hear us, O healer! God of Delos, hear!),

	In brooding dread, what doom, of present growth,

	Or as the months roll on, thy hand will work;

	Tell me, O Voice divine, thou child of golden hope!

	Antistrophe I

	Thee first, Zeus-born Athene, thee I call;

	And next thy sister, Goddess of our land,

	Our Artemis, who in the market sits

	In queenly pride, upon her orbed throne;

	And Phœbus, the fair darter! O ye Three,

	Shine on us, and deliver us from ill!

	If e’er before, when waves or storms of woe

	Rushed on our state, ye drove away

	The fiery tide of ill,

	Come also now!

	Strophe II

	Yea, come, ye Gods, for sorrows numberless

	Press on my soul;

	And all the host is smitten, and our thoughts

	Lack weapons to resist.

	For increase fails of all the fruits of earth,

	And women faint in childbirth’s wailing pangs,

	And one by one, as flit the swift-winged birds,

	So, flitting to the shore of Hades dark,

	Fleeter than lightning’s flash,

	Thou seest them passing on.

	Antistrophe II

	Yea, numberless are they who perish thus,

	And on the soil, plague-breeding, lie

	Infants unpitied, cast out ruthlessly;

	And wives and mothers, gray with hoary age,

	Some here, some there, by every altar mourn,

	With woe and sorrow crushed,

	And chant their wailing plaint.

	Clear thrills the sense their solemn litany,

	And the low anthem sung in unison.

	Hear, then, thou golden daughter of great Zeus,

	And send us help, bright-faced as is the morn.

	Strophe III

	And Ares the destroyer drive away!

	Who now, though hushed the din of brazen shield,

	With battle-cry wars on me fierce and hot.

	Bid him go back in flight,

	Retreat from this our land,

	Or to the ocean bed,

	Where Amphitrite sleeps,

	Or to the homeless sea

	Which sweeps the Thracian shore.

	If waning night spares aught

	That doth the day assail:

	Do thou, then, Sire almighty,

	Wielding the lightning’s strength,

	Blast him with thy hot thunder.

	Antistrophe III

	And thou, Lyceian king, the wolf’s dread foe,

	Fain would I see thy darts

	From out thy golden bow

	Go forth invincible,

	Helping and bringing aid;

	And with them, winged with fire,

	The rays of Artemis,

	With which, on Lycian hills,

	She moveth on her course.

	And last I call on thee,

	Thou of the golden crown,

	Guardian of this our land,

	Bacchus, all purple-flushed,

	With clamour loud and long,

	Wandering with Maenads wild;

	I call on thee to come,

	Flashing with blazing torch,

	Against the God whom all the Gods disown.

	Œdipus

	Thou prayest, and for thy prayers, if thou wilt hear

	My words, and treat the dire disease with skill,

	Thou shalt find help and respite from thy pain,—

	My words, which I, a stranger to report,

	A stranger to the deed, will now declare:

	For I myself should fail to track it far,

	Unless some footprints guided me aright.

	But now, since here I stand, the latest come,

	A citizen to citizens, I speak

	To all the sons of Cadmus. Lives there one

	Who knows of Laitus, son of Labdacus,

	The hand that slew him; him I bid to tell

	His tale to me; and should it chance he shrinks,

	Fearing the charge against himself to bring,

	Still let him speak; no heavier doom is his

	Than to depart uninjured from the land;

	Or, if there be that knows an alien arm

	As guilty, let him hold his peace no more;

	I will secure his gain and thanks beside.

	But if ye hold your peace, if one through fear

	Shall stifle words his bosom friend may drop,

	What then I purpose let him hear from me:

	That man I banish, whosoe’er he be,

	From out the land whose power and throne are mine;

	And none may give him shelter, none speak to him,

	Nor join with him in prayer and sacrifice,

	Nor pour for him the stream that cleanses guilt;

	But all shall thrust him from their homes, abhorred,

	Our curse and our pollution, as the word

	Prophetic of the Pythian God has shown:

	Such as I am, I stand before you here,

	A helper to the God and to the dead.

	And for the man who did the guilty deed,

	Whether alone he lurks, or leagued with more,

	I pray that he may waste his life away,

	For vile deeds vilely dying; and for me,

	If in my house, I knowing it, he dwells,

	May every curse I speak on my head fall.

	And this I charge you do, for mine own sake,

	And for the God’s, and for the land that pines,

	Barren and god-deserted. Wrong ’twould be,

	E’en if no voice from heaven had urged us on,

	That ye should leave the stain of guilt uncleansed,

	Your noblest chief, your king himself, being slain.

	Yea, rather, seek and find. And since I reign,

	Wielding the might his hand did wield before,

	Filling his couch, and calling his wife mine,

	Yea, and our children too, but for the fate

	That fell on his, had grown up owned by both;

	But so it is. On his head fell the doom;

	And therefore will I strive my best for him,

	As for my father, and will go all lengths

	To seek and find the murderer, him who slew

	The son of Labdacus, and Polydore,

	And earlier Cadmus, and Agenor old;

	And for all those who hearken not, I pray

	The Gods to give then neither fruit of earth,

	Nor seed of woman, but consume their lives

	With this dire plague, or evil worse than this.

	And you, the rest, the men from Cadmus sprung,

	To whom these words approve themselves as good,

	May righteousness befriend you, and the Gods,

	In full accord, dwell with you evermore.

	Chorus

	Since thou hast bound me by a curse, O king,

	I needs must speak. I neither slew the man,

	Nor know who slew. To say who did the deed

	Belongs to him who sent this oracle.

	Œdipus

	Right well thou speak’st, but man’s best strength must fail

	To force the Gods to do the things they will not.

	Chorus

	And may I speak a second time my thoughts?

	Œdipus

	If ’twere a third, shrink not from speaking out.

	Chorus

	One man I know, a prince, whose insight deep

	Sees clear as princely Phœbus, and from him,

	Teiresias, one might learn, O king, the truth.

	Œdipus

	That, too, is done. No loiterer I in this,

	For I have sent, on Creon’s hint, two bands

	To summon him, and wonder that he comes not.

	Chorus

	Old rumours are there also, dark and dumb.

	Œdipus

	And what are they? I weigh the slightest word.

	Chorus

	’Twas said he died by some chance traveller’s hand.

	Œdipus

	I, too, heard that. But none knows who was by.

	Chorus

	If yet his soul is capable of awe,

	Hearing thy curses, he will shrink from them.

	Œdipus

	Words fright not him who, doing, knows no fear.

	Chorus

	Well, here is one who’ll put him to the proof.

	For, lo! they bring the seer inspired of God;

	Chosen of all men, vessel of the truth.

	Enter Teiresias, blind, and guided by a boy

	Œdipus

	Teiresias! thou whose mind embraceth all,

	Told or untold, the things of heaven or earth;

	Thou knowest, although thou seest not, what a pest

	Dwells on us, and we find in thee, O prince,

	Our one deliverer, yea, our only help.

	For Phœbus (if, perchance, thou hast not heard)

	Sent back this word to us, who sent to ask,

	That this one way was open to escape

	From the fell plague; if those who Laius slew,

	We in our turn, discovering, should slay,

	Or drive them forth as exiles from the land.

	Thou, therefore, grudge not either sign from birds,

	Or any other path of prophecy;

	But save the city, save thyself, save me;

	Lift off the guilt that death has left behind;

	On thee we hang. To use our means, our power,

	In doing good, is noblest service owned.

	Teiresias

	Ah me! ah me! how sad is wisdom’s gift,

	When no good issue waiteth on the wise!

	Right well I knew this, but in evil hour

	Forgot, alas! or else I had not come.

	Œdipus

	What means this? How despondingly thou com’st!

	Teiresias

	Let me go home; for thus thy fate shalt thou,

	And I mine own, bear easiest, if thou yield.

	Œdipus

	No loyal words thou speak’st, nor true to Thebes

	Who reared thee, holding back this oracle.

	Teiresias

	It is because I see thy lips speak words

	Ill-timed, ill-omened, that I guard my speech.

	Œdipus

	Now, by the Gods, unless thy reason fails,

	Refuse us not, who all implore thy help.

	Teiresias

	Yes. Reason fails you all; but ne’er will I

	So speak my sorrows as to unveil thine.

	Œdipus

	What mean’st thou, then? Thou know’st and wilt not tell,

	But giv’st to ruin both the state and us?

	Teiresias

	I will not pain myself nor thee. Why, then,

	All vainly urge it? Thou shalt never know.

	Œdipus

	Oh, basest of the base! (for thou wouldst stir

	A heart of stone;) and wilt thou never tell,

	But still abide relentless and unmoved?

	Teiresias

	My mood thou blamest, but thou dost not know

	That which dwells with thee while thou chidest me.

	Œdipus

	And who would not feel anger, as he hears

	The words which bring dishonour to the state?

	Teiresias

	Well! come they will, though I should hold my peace.

	Œdipus

	If come they must, thy duty is to speak.

	Teiresias

	I speak no more. So, if thou wilt, rage on,

	With every mood of wrath most desperate.

	Œdipus

	Yes; I will not refrain, so fierce my wrath,

	From speaking all my thought. I think that thou

	Didst plot the deed, and do it, though the blow

	Thy hands, it may be, dealt not. Hadst thou seen,

	I would have said it was thy deed alone

	Teiresias

	And it has come to this? I charge thee, hold

	To thy late edict, and from this day forth

	Speak not to me, nor yet to these, for thou,

	Thou art the accursèd plague-spot of the land.

	Œdipus

	Art thou so shameless as to vent such words,

	And thinkest to escape thy righteous doom?

	Teiresias

	I have escaped. The strength of truth is mine.

	Œdipus

	Who prompted thee? This comes not from thine art.

	Teiresias

	Thou art the man. ’Twas thou who mad’st me speak.

	Œdipus

	What say’st thou? Tell it yet again, that I

	May know more clearly.

	Teiresias

	When I spoke before,

	Didst thou not know? Or dost thou challenge me?

	Œdipus

	I could not say I knew it. Speak again.

	Teiresias

	I say that thou stand’st there a murderer.

	Œdipus

	Thou shalt not twice revile, and go unharmed.

	Teiresias

	And shall I tell thee more to stir thy rage?

	Œdipus

	Say what thou pleasest. All in vain ’tis said.

	Teiresias

	I say that thou, in vilest intercourse

	With those thou lovest best, dost blindly live,

	Nor seest the evil thou hast made thine own.

	Œdipus

	And dost thou think to say these things and live?

	Teiresias

	Of that I doubt not, if truth holds her own.

	Œdipus

	Truth is for all but thee, but thou hast none,

	Blind in thine ears, thy reason, and thine eyes.

	Teiresias

	How wretched thou, thus hurling this reproach!

	Such, all too soon, the world will hurl at thee.

	Œdipus

	Thou livest wrapt in one continual night,

	And canst not hurt or me, or any man

	Who sees the light.

	Teiresias

	Fate’s firm decree stands fixed:

	Thou diest not by me. Apollo’s might

	Suffices. His the task to bring thee low.

	Œdipus

	Are these devices Creon’s or thine own?

	Teiresias

	It is not Creon harms thee, but thyself.

	Œdipus

	O wealth, and sovereignty, and noblest skill

	Surpassing skill in life that men admire,

	How great the envy dogging all your steps!

	If for the sake of kingship, which the state

	Hath given, unasked for, freely in mine hands,

	Creon the faithful, found mine earliest friend,

	Now seeks with masked attack to drive me forth,

	And hires this wizard, plotter of foul schemes,

	A vagrant mountebank, whose sight is clear

	For pay alone, but in his art stone-blind.

	Is it not so? When wast thou known a seer?

	Why, when the monster with her song was here,

	Didst thou not give our countrymen thy help?

	And yet the riddle lay above the ken

	Of common men, and called for prophet’s skill.

	And this thou show’dst thou hadst not, nor by bird,

	Nor any God made known; but then I came,

	I, Œdipus, who nothing knew, and slew her,

	With mine own counsel winning, all untaught

	By flight of birds. And now thou wouldst expel me,

	And think’st to take thy stand by Creon’s throne.

	But, as I think, both thou and he that plans

	With thee, will to your cost attack my fame;

	And but that thou stand’st there all old and weak,

	Thou shouldst be taught what kind of plans are thine.

	Chorus

	Far as we dare to measure, both his words

	And thine, O Œdipus, in wrath are said.

	Not such as these we need, but this to see,

	How best to do the bidding of the God.

	Teiresias

	King though thou be, I claim an equal right

	To make reply. Here I call no man lord:

	For I am not thy slave, but Loxias’.

	Nor shall I stand on Creon’s patronage;

	And this I say, since thou hast dared revile

	My blindness, that thou seest, yet dost not see

	Thy evil plight, nor where thou liv’st, nor yet

	With whom thou dwellest, Know’st thou even this,

	Whence thou art sprung? All ignorant thou sinn’st

	Against thine own, the living and the dead.

	And soon a curse from mother and from sire

	With fearful foot shall chase thee forth from us,

	Now seeing all things clear, then all things dark.

	And will not then each shore repeat thy wail,

	And will not old Kithæron echoing ring

	When thou discern’st the marriage, fatal port,

	To which thy prosp’rous voyage brought thy bark?

	And other ills, in countless multitude,

	Thou seest not yet, on thee and on thy seed

	Shall fall alike. Vent forth thy wrath then loud,

	On Creon and on me. There lives not man

	Who wastes his life more wretchedly than thou.

	Œdipus

	This can be borne no longer! Out with thee!

	A curse light on thee! Wilt thou not depart?

	Wilt thou not turn and wend thy backward way?

	Teiresias

	I had not come hadst thou not called me here.

	Œdipus

	I knew not thou wouldst speak so foolishly;

	Else I had hardly fetched thee to my house.

	Teiresias

	We then, for thee (so deemest thou), are fools,

	But, for thy parents, who begot thee, wise.

	[Turns to go.

	Œdipus [starting forward]

	What? Stay thy foot. What mortal gave me

	birth?

	Teiresias

	This day shall give thy birth, and work thy doom.

	Œdipus

	What riddles dark and dim thou lov’st to speak.

	Teiresias

	Yes. But thy skill excels in solving such.

	Œdipus

	Scoff as thou wilt, in this thou’lt find me strong.

	Teiresias

	And yet success in this has worked thy fall.

	Œdipus

	I little care, if I have saved the state.

	Teiresias

	Well, then, I go. Do thou, boy, lead me on!

	Œdipus

	Let him lead on. So hateful art thou near,

	Thou canst not pain me more when thou art gone.

	Teiresias

	I go, then, having said the things I came

	To say. No fear of thee compels me. Thine

	Is not the power to hurt me. And I say,

	This man whom thou art seeking out with threats,

	As murderer of Laius, he is here,

	In show an alien sojourner, but in truth

	A home-born Theban. No delight to him

	Will that discovery bring. Blind, having seen,

	Poor, having rolled in wealth,—he, with a staff

	Feeling his way, to other lands shall go!

	And by his sons shall he be known at once

	Father and brother, and of her who bore him

	Husband and son, sharing his father’s bed,

	His father’s murd’rer. Go thou, then, within,

	And brood o’er this, and, if thou find’st me fail,

	Say that my skill in prophecy is gone.

	[Exeunt Œdipus and Tieresias

	[…]
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	Epithalamion

	Ye learnèd sisters, which have oftentimes

	Beene to me ayding, others to adorne,

	Whom ye thought worthy of your gracefull rymes,

	That even the greatest did not greatly scorne

	To heare theyr names sung in your simple layes,

	But joyed in theyr praise;

	And when ye list your owne mishaps to mourne,

	Which death, or love, or fortunes wreck did rayse,

	Your string could soone to sadder tenor turne,

	And teach the woods and waters to lament

	Your doleful dreriment:

	Now lay those sorrowfull complaints aside;

	And, having all your heads with girlands crownd,

	Helpe me mine owne loves prayses to resound;

	Ne let the same of any be envide:

	So Orpheus did for his owne bride!

	So I unto my selfe alone will sing;

	The woods shall to me answer, and my Eccho ring.

	Early, before the worlds light-giving lampe

	His golden beame upon the hils doth spred,

	Having disperst the nights unchearefull dampe,

	Doe ye awake; and, with fresh lusty-hed,

	Go to the bowre of my belovèd love,

	My truest turtle dove;

	Bid her awake; for Hymen is awake,

	And long since ready forth his maske to move,

	With his bright Tead that flames with many a flake,

	And many a bachelor to waite on him,

	In theyr fresh garments trim.

	Bid her awake therefore, and soone her dight,

	For lo! the wishèd day is come at last,

	That shall, for all the paynes and sorrowes past,

	Pay to her usury of long delight:

	And, whylest she doth her dight,

	Doe ye to her of joy and solace sing,

	That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.

	Bring with you all the Nymphes that you can heare

	Both of the rivers and the forrests greene,

	And of the sea that neighbours to her neare:

	Al with gay girlands goodly wel beseene.

	And let them also with them bring in hand

	Another gay girland

	For my fayre love, of lillyes and of roses,

	Bound truelove wize, with a blew silke riband.

	And let them make great store of bridale poses,

	And let them eeke bring store of other flowers,

	To deck the bridale bowers.

	And let the ground whereas her foot shall tread,

	For feare the stones her tender foot should wrong,

	Be strewed with fragrant flowers all along,

	And diapred lyke the discolored mead.

	Which done, doe at her chamber dore awayt,

	For she will waken strayt;

	The whiles doe ye this song unto her sing,

	The woods shall to you answer, and your Eccho ring.

	Ye Nymphes of Mulla, which with carefull heed

	The silver scaly trouts doe tend full well,

	And greedy pikes which use therein to feed:

	(Those trouts and pikes all others doo excell;)

	And ye likewise, which keep the rushy lake,

	Where none doo fishes take;

	Bynd up the locks the which hang scattered light,

	And in his waters, which your mirror make,

	Behold your faces as the christall bright,

	That when you come whereas my love doth lie,

	No blemish she may spie.

	And eke, ye lightfoot mayds, which keep the deere,

	That on the hoary mountayne used to towre;

	And the wylde wolves, which seeke them to devoure,

	With your steel darts doo chace from coming neer,

	Be also present heere,

	To helpe to decke her, and to help to sing,

	That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.

	Wake now, my love, awake! for it is time;

	The Rosy Morne long since left Tithones bed,

	All ready to her silver coche to clyme;

	And Phœbus gins to shew his glorious hed.

	Hark! how the cheereful birds do chaunt theyr laies

	And carrol of Loves praise.

	The merry Larke hir mattins sings aloft;

	The Thrush replyes; the Mavis descant playes;

	The Ouzell shrills; the Ruddock warbles soft;

	So goodly all agree, with sweet consent,

	To this dayes merriment.

	Ah! my deere love, why doe ye sleepe thus long?

	When meeter were that ye should now awake,

	T’ awayt the comming of your joyous make,

	And hearken to the birds love-learnèd song,

	The deawy leaves among!

	For they of joy and pleasance to you sing,

	That all the woods them answer, and theyr eccho ring.

	My love is now awake out of her dreames,

	And her fayre eyes, like stars that dimmèd were

	With darksome cloud, now shew theyr goodly beams

	More bright then Hesperus his head doth rere.

	Come now, ye damzels, daughters of delight,

	Helpe quickly her to dight:

	But first come ye fayre houres, which were begot

	In Joves sweet paradice of Day and Night;

	Which doe the seasons of the yeare allot,

	And al, that ever in this world is fayre,

	Doe make and still repayre:

	And ye three handmayds of the Cyprian Queene,

	The which doe still adorne her beauties pride,

	Helpe to addorne my beautifullest bride:

	And, as ye her array, still throw betweene

	Some graces to be seene;

	And, as ye use to Venus, to her sing,

	The whiles the woods shal answer, and your eccho ring.

	Now is my love all ready forth to come:

	Let all the virgins therefore well awayt:

	And ye fresh boyes, that tend upon her groome,

	Prepare yourselves; for he is comming strayt.

	Set all your things in seemely good array,

	Fit for so joyfull day:

	The joyfulst day that ever sunne did see.

	Faire Sun! shew forth thy favourable ray,

	And let thy lifull heat not fervent be,

	For feare of burning her sunshyny face,

	Her beauty to disgrace.

	O fayrest Phœbus! father of the Muse!

	If ever I did honour thee aright,

	Or sing the thing that mote thy mind delight,

	Doe not thy servants simple boone refuse;

	But let this day, let this one day, be myne;

	Let all the rest be thine.

	Then I thy soverayne prayses loud wil sing,

	That all the woods shal answer, and theyr eccho ring.

	Harke! how the Minstrils gin to shrill aloud

	Their merry Musick that resounds from far,

	The pipe, the tabor, and the trembling Croud,

	That well agree withouten breach or jar.

	But, most of all, the Damzels doe delite

	When they their tymbrels smyte,

	And thereunto doe daunce and carrol sweet,

	That all the sences they doe ravish quite;

	The whyles the boyes run up and downe the street,

	Crying aloud with strong confusèd noyce,

	As if it were one voyce,

	Hymen, iö Hymen, Hymen, they do shout;

	That even to the heavens theyr shouting shrill

	Doth reach, and all the firmament doth fill;

	To which the people standing all about,

	As in approvance, doe thereto applaud,

	And loud advaunce her laud;

	And evermore they Hymen, Hymen sing,

	That al the woods them answer, and theyr eccho ring.

	Loe! where she comes along with portly pace,

	Lyke Phoebe, from her chamber of the East,

	Arysing forth to run her mighty race,

	Clad all in white, that seemes a virgin best.

	So well it her beseemes, that ye would weene

	Some angell she had beene.

	Her long loose yellow locks lyke golden wyre,

	Sprinckled with perle, and perling flowres atweene,

	Doe lyke a golden mantle her attyre;

	And, being crownèd with a girland greene,

	Seeme lyke some mayden Queene.

	Her modest eyes, abashèd to behold

	So many gazers as on her do stare,

	Upon the lowly ground affixèd are;

	Ne dare lift up her countenance too bold,

	But blush to heare her prayses sung so loud,

	So farre from being proud.

	Nathless doe ye still loud her prayses sing,

	That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.

	Tell me, ye merchants daughters, did ye see

	So fayre a creature in your towne before;

	So sweet, so lovely, and so mild as she,

	Adorned with beautyes grace and vertues store?

	Her goodly eyes lyke Saphyres shining bright,

	Her forehead yvory white,

	Her cheeks lyke apples which the sun hath rudded,

	Her lips like cherryes charming men to byte,

	Her brest like to a bowle of creame uncrudded,

	Her paps lyke lyllies budded,

	Her snowie neck lyke to a marble towre;

	And all her body like a pallace fayre,

	Ascending up, with many a stately stayre,

	To honours seat and chastities sweet bowre.

	Why stand ye still ye virgins in amaze,

	Upon her so to gaze,

	Whiles ye forget your former lay to sing,

	To which the woods did answer, and your eccho ring?

	But if ye was that which no eyes can see,

	The inward beauty of her lively spright,

	Garnisht with heavenly guifts of high degree,

	Much more then would ye wonder at that sight,

	And stand astonisht lyke to those which red

	Medusaes mazeful hed.

	There dwels sweet love, and constant chastity,

	Unspotted fayth, and comely womanhood,

	Regard of honour, and mild modesty;

	There vertue raynes as Queene in royal throne,

	And giveth lawes alone,

	The which the base affections doe obay,

	And yeeld theyr services unto her will;

	Ne thought of thing uncomely ever may

	Thereto approch to tempt her mind to ill.

	Had ye once seene these her celestial threasures,

	And unrevealèd pleasures,

	Then would ye wonder, and her prayses sing,

	That al the woods should answer, and your eccho ring.

	Open the temple gates unto my love,

	Open them wide that she may enter in,

	And all the postes adorne as doth behove,

	And all the pillours deck with girlands trim,

	For to receyve this Saynt with honour dew,

	That commeth in to you.

	With trembling steps, and humble reverence,

	She commeth in, before th’ Almighties view;

	Of her ye virgins learne obedience,

	When so ye come into those holy places,

	To humble your proud faces:

	Bring her up to th’ high altar, that she may

	The sacred ceremonies there partake,

	The which do endlesse matrimony make;

	And let the roring Organs loudly play

	The praises of the Lord in lively notes;

	The whiles, with hollow throates,

	The Choristers the joyous Antheme sing,

	That al the woods may answere, and their eccho ring.

	Behold, whiles she before the altar stands,

	Hearing the holy priest that to her speakes,

	And blesseth her with his two happy hands,

	How the red roses flush up in her cheekes,

	And the pure snow, with goodly vermill stayne

	Like crimsin dyde in grayne:

	That even th’ Angels, which continually

	About the sacred Altare doe remaine,

	Forget their service and about her fly,

	Ofte peeping in her face, that seems more fayre,

	The more they on it stare.

	But her sad eyes, still fastened on the ground,

	Are governèd with goodly modesty,

	That suffers not one looke to glaunce awry,

	Which may let in one little thought unsownd.

	Why blush ye, love, to give to me your hand,

	The pledge of all our band!

	Sing, ye sweet Angels, Alleluya sing,

	That all the woods may answere, and your eccho ring.

	Now al is done: bring home the bride againe;

	Bring home the triumph of our victory:

	Bring home with you the glory of her gaine

	With joyance bring her and with jollity.

	Never had man more joyfull day then this,

	Whom heaven would heape with blis,

	Make feast therefore now all this live-long day;

	This day for ever to me holy is.

	Poure out the wine without restraint or stay,

	Poure not by cups, but by the belly full,

	Poure out to all that wull,

	And sprinkle all the postes and wals with wine,

	That they may sweat, and drunken be withall.

	Crowne ye God Bacchus with a coronall,

	And Hymen also crowne with wreathes of vine;

	And let the Graces daunce unto the rest,

	For they can doo it best:

	The whiles the maydens doe theyr carroll sing,

	To which the woods shall answer, and theyr eccho ring.

	Ring ye the bels, ye yong men of the towne,

	And leave your wonted labors for this day:

	This day is holy; doe ye write it downe,

	That ye for ever it remember may.

	This day the sunne is in his chiefest hight,

	With Barnaby the bright,

	From whence declining daily by degrees,

	He somewhat loseth of his heat and light,

	When once the Crab behind his back he sees.

	But for this time it ill ordainèd was,

	To chose the longest day in all the yeare,

	The shortest night, when longest fitter weare:

	Yet never day so long, but late would passe.

	Ring ye the bels, to make it weare away,

	And bonefiers make all day;

	And daunce about them, and about them sing,

	That all the woods may answer, and your eccho ring.

	Ah! when will this long weary day have end,

	And lende me leave to come unto my love?

	How slowly do the houres theyr numbers spend?

	How slowly does sad Time his feathers move?

	Hast thee, O fayrest Planet, to thy home,

	Within the Westerne fome:

	Thy tyrèd steedes long since have need of rest.

	Long though it be, at last I see it gloome,

	And the bright evening-star with golden creast

	Appeare out of the East.

	Fayre childe of beauty! glorious lampe of love!

	That all the host of heaven in rankes doost lead,

	And guydest lovers through the nights sad dread,

	How chearefully thou lookest from above,

	And seemst to laugh atweene thy twinkling light,

	As joying in the sight

	Of these glad many, which for joy doe sing,

	That all the woods them answer, and their eccho ring.

	Now ceasse, ye damsels, your delights fore-past;

	Enough it is that all the day was youres:

	Now day is doen, and night is nighing fast,

	Now bring the Bryde into the brydall boures.

	The night is come, now soon her disaray,

	And in her bed her lay;

	Lay her in lillies and in violets,

	And silken courteins over her display,

	And odourd sheetes, and Arras coverlets,

	Behold how goodly my faire love does ly,

	In proud humility!

	Like unto Maia, when as Jove her took

	In Tempe, lying on the flowry gras,

	Twixt sleepe and wake, after she weary was,

	With bathing in the Acidalian brooke.

	Now it is night, ye damsels may be gon,

	And leave my love alone,

	And leave likewise your former lay to sing:

	The woods no more shall answere, nor your eccho ring.

	Now welcome, night! thou night so long expected,

	That long daies labour doest at last defray,

	And all my cares, which cruell Love collected,

	Hast sumd in one, and cancellèd for aye:

	Spread thy broad wing over my love and me,

	That no man may us see;

	And in thy sable mantle us enwrap,

	From feare of perrill and foule horror free.

	Let no false treason seeke us to entrap,

	Nor any dread disquiet once annoy

	The safety of our joy;

	But let the night be calme, and quietsome,

	Without tempestuous storms or sad afray:

	Lyke as when Jove with fayre Alcmena lay,

	When he begot the great Tirynthian groome:

	Or lyke as when he with thy selfe did lie

	And begot Majesty.

	And let the mayds and yong men cease to sing;

	Ne let the woods them answer nor theyr eccho ring.

	Let no lamenting cryes, nor dolefull teares

	Be heard all night within, nor yet without:

	Ne let false whispers, breeding hidden feares,

	Breake gentle sleepe with misconceivèd dout.

	Let no deluding dreames, nor dreadfull sights,

	Make sudden sad affrights;

	Ne let house-fyres, nor lightnings helpelesse harmes,

	Ne let the Pouke, nor other evill sprights,

	Ne let mischivous witches with theyr charmes,

	Ne let hob Goblins, names whose sence we see not,

	Fray us with things that be not;

	Let not the shriech Oule nor the Storke be heard,

	Nor the night Raven, that still deadly yels:

	Nor dammèd ghosts, cald up with mighty spels,

	Nor griesly vultures, make us once affeard:

	Ne let th’ unpleasant Quyre of Frogs still croking

	Make us to wish theyr choking.

	Let none of these theyr drery accents sing;

	Ne let the woods them answer, nor theyr eccho ring.

	But still let Silence trew night-watches keepe,

	That sacred Peace may in assurance rayne,

	And tymely Sleep, when it is tyme to sleepe,

	May poure his limbs forth on your pleasant playne;

	The whiles an hundred little wingèd loves,

	Like divers-fethered doves,

	Shall fly and flutter round about your bed,

	And in the secret darke, that none reproves,

	Their prety stealthes shal worke, and snares shal spread

	To filch away sweet snatches of delight,

	Conceald through covert night.

	Ye sonnes of Venus, play your sports at will!

	For greedy pleasure, carelesse of your toyes,

	Thinks more upon her paradise of joyes,

	Then what ye do, albe it good or ill.

	All night therefore attend your merry play,

	For it will soone be day:

	Now none doth hinder you, that say or sing;

	Ne will the woods now answer, nor your Eccho ring.

	Who is the same, which at my window peepes?

	Or whose is that faire face that shines so bright?

	Is it not Cinthia, she that never sleepes,

	But walkes about high heaven al the night?

	O! fayrest goddesse, do thou not envy

	My love with me to spy:

	For thou likewise didst love, though now unthought

	And for a fleece of wooll, which privily

	The Latmian shepherd once unto thee brought,

	His pleasures with thee wrought.

	Therefore to us be favourable now;

	And sith of wemens labours thou hast charge,

	And generation goodly dost enlarge,

	Encline thy will t’effect our wishfull vow,

	And the chaste wombe informe with timely seed,

	That may our comfort breed:

	Till which we cease our hopefull hap to sing;

	Ne let the woods us answere, nor our Eccho ring.

	And thou, great Juno! which with awful might

	The lawes of wedlock still dost patronize;

	And the religion of the faith first plight

	With sacred rites hast taught to solemnize;

	And eeke for comfort often callèd art

	Of women in their smart;

	Eternally bind thou this lovely band,

	And all thy blessings unto us impart.

	And thou, glad Genius! in whose gentle hand

	The bridale bowre and geniall bed remaine,

	Without blemish or staine;

	And the sweet pleasures of theyr loves delight

	With secret ayde doest succor and supply,

	Till they bring forth the fruitfull progeny;

	Send us the timely fruit of this same night.

	And thou, fayre Hebe! and thou, Hymen free!

	Grant that it may so be.

	Till which we cease your further prayse to sing;

	Ne any woods shall answer, nor your Eccho ring.

	And ye high heavens, the temple of the gods,

	In which a thousand torches flaming bright

	Doe burne, that to us wretched earthly clods

	In dreadful darknesse lend desirèd light;

	And all ye powers which in the same remayne,

	More then we men can fayne!

	Poure out your blessing on us plentiously,

	And happy influence upon us raine,

	That we may raise a large posterity,

	Which from the earth, which they may long possesse

	With lasting happinesse,

	Up to your haughty pallaces may mount;

	And for the guerdon of theyr glorious merit,

	May heavenly tabernacles there inherit,

	Of blessèd Saints for to increase the count.

	So let us rest, sweet love, in hope of this,

	And cease till then our tymely joyes to sing:

	The woods no more us answer, nor our eccho ring!

	Song! made in lieu of many ornaments,

	With which my love should duly have been dect,

	Which cutting off through hasty accidents,

	Ye would not stay your dew time to expect,

	But promist both to recompens;

	Be unto her a goodly ornament,

	And for short time an endlesse moniment.

	 


June 12. Vishnu Holds Up a Battle

	Volume 45, pp. 785-798

	Sacred Writings, Volume II

	Two armies of ancient India were about to engage in a momentous battle. Arjuna, heroic leader of the Pandu hosts, foreseeing great slaughter, hesitates. He implores the divine Vishnu to intervene. The conversation of the warrior and the god is a gem of Hindu literature.

	(Hinduism)

	The Bhagavad-Gita

	or

	Song Celestial

	Translated by Sir Edwin Arnold

	Chapter I

	Dhritirashtra:

	Ranged thus for battle on the sacred plain—

	On Kurukshetra—say, Sanjaya! say

	What wrought my people, and the Pandavas?

	Sanjaya:

	When he beheld the host of Pandavas

	Raja Duryôdhana to Drona drew,

	And spake these words: “Ah, Guru! see this line,

	How vast it is of Pandu fighting-men,

	Embattled by the son of Drupada,

	Thy scholar in the war! Therein stand ranked

	Chiefs like Arjuna, like to Bhîma chiefs,

	Benders of bows; Virâta, Yuyudhân,

	Drupada, eminent upon his car,

	Dhrishtaket, Chekitân, Kasi’s stout lord,

	Purujit, Kuntibhôj, and Saivya,

	With Yudhâmanyu, and Uttamauj

	Subhadra’s child; and Drupadi’s;—all famed!

	All mounted on their shining chariots!

	On our side, too,—thou best of Brahmans! see

	Excellent chiefs, commanders of my line,

	Whose names I joy to count: thyself the first,

	Then Bhishma, Karna, Kripa fierce in fight,

	Vikarna, Aswatthâman; next to these

	Strong Saumadatti, with full many more

	Valiant and tried, ready this day to die

	For me their king, each with his weapon grasped,

	Each skilful in the field. Weakest—meseems—

	Our battle shows where Bhishma holds command,

	And Bhima, fronting him, something too strong!

	Have care our captains nigh to Bhishma’s ranks

	Prepare what help they may! Now, blow my shell!”

	Then, at the signal of the aged king,

	With blare to wake the blood, rolling around

	Like to a lion’s roar, the trumpeter

	Blew the great Conch; and, at the noise of it,

	Trumpets and drums, cymbals and gongs and horns

	Burst into sudden clamor; as the blasts

	Of loosened tempest, such the tumult seemed!

	Then might be seen, upon their car of gold

	Yoked with white steeds, blowing their battle-shells,

	Krishna the God, Arjuna at his side:

	Krishna, with knotted locks, blew his great conch

	Carved of the “Gaint’s bone;” Arjuna blew

	Indra’s loud gift; Bhima the terrible—

	Wolf-bellied Bhima—blew a long reed-conch;

	And Yudhisthira, Kunti’s blameless son,

	Winded a mighty shell, “Victory’s Voice;”

	And Nakula blew shrill upon his conch

	Named the “Sweet-sounding,” Sahadev on his

	Called “Gem-bedecked,” and Kasi’s Prince on his.

	Sikhandi on his car, Dhrishtadyumn,

	Virâta, Sâtyaki the Unsubdued,

	Drupada, with his sons, (O Lord of Earth!)

	Long-armed Subhadra’s children, all blew loud

	So that the clangor shook their foemen’s hearts,

	With quaking earth and thundering heav’n.

	Then ’twas—

	Beholding Dhritirashtra’s battle set,

	Weapons unsheathing, bows drawn forth, the war

	Instant to break—Arjun, whose ensign-badge

	Was Hanuman the monkey, spake this thing

	To Krishna the Divine, his charioteer:

	“Drive, Dauntless One! to yonder open ground

	Betwixt the armies; I would see more nigh

	These who will fight with us, those we must slay

	To-day, in war’s arbitrament; for, sure,

	On bloodshed all are bent who throng this plain,

	Obeying Dhritirashtra’s sinful son.”

	Thus, by Arjuna prayed (O Bharata!)

	Between the hosts that heavenly Charioteer

	Drove the bright car, reining its milk-white steeds

	Where Bhishma led, and Drona, and their Lords.

	“See!” spake he to Arjuna, “where they stand,

	Thy kindred of the Kurus:” and the Prince

	Marked on each hand the kinsmen of his house,

	Grandsires and sires, uncles and brothers and sons,

	Cousins and sons-in-law and nephews, mixed

	With friends and honored elders; some this side,

	Some that side ranged: and, seeing those opposed,

	Such kith grown enemies—Arjuna’s heart

	Melted with pity, while he uttered this:

	Arjuna:

	Krishna! as I behold, come here to shed

	Their common blood, yon concourse of our kin,

	My members fail, my tongue dries in my mouth,

	A shudder thrills my body, and my hair

	Bristles with horror; from my weak hand slips

	Gandîv, the goodly bow; a fever burns

	My skin to parching; hardly may I stand;

	The life within me seems to swim and faint;

	Nothing do I foresee save woe and wail!

	It is not good, O Keshav! nought of good

	Can spring from mutual slaughter! Lo, I hate

	Triumph and domination, wealth and ease,

	Thus sadly won! Aho! what victory

	Can bring delight, Govinda! what rich spoils

	Could profit; what rule recompense; what span

	Of life itself seem sweet, bought with such blood?

	Seeing that these stand here, ready to die,

	For whose sake life was fair, and pleasure pleased,

	And power grew precious:—grandsires, sires, and sons.

	Brothers, and fathers-in-law, and sons-in-law,

	Elders and friends! Shall I deal death on these

	Even though they seek to slay us? Not one blow,

	O Madhusudan! will I strike to gain

	The rule of all Three Worlds; then, how much less

	To seize an earthly kingdom! Killing these

	Must breed but anguish, Krishna! If they be

	Guilty, we shall grow guilty by their deaths;

	Their sins will light on us, if we shall slay

	Those sons of Dhritirashtra, and our kin;

	What peace could come of that, O Madhava?

	For if indeed, blinded by lust and wrath,

	These cannot see, or will not see, the sin

	Of kingly lines o’erthrown and kinsmen slain,

	How should not we, who see, shun such a crime—

	We who perceive the guilt and feel the shame—

	Oh, thou Delight of Men, Janârdana?

	By overthrow of houses perisheth

	Their sweet continuous household piety,

	And—rites neglected, piety extinct—

	Enters impiety upon that home;

	Its women grow unwomaned, whence there spring

	Mad passions, and the mingling-up of castes,

	Sending a Hell-ward road that family,

	And whoso wrought its doom by wicked wrath.

	Nay, and the souls of honored ancestors

	Fall from their place of peace, being bereft

	Of funeral-cakes and the wan death-water. [1]

	So teach our holy hymns. Thus, if we slay

	Kinsfolk and friends for love of earthly power,

	Ahovat! what an evil fault it were!

	Better I deem it, if my kinsmen strike,

	To face them weaponless, and bare my breast

	To shaft and spear, than answer blow with blow.

	So speaking, in the face of those two hosts,

	Arjuna sank upon his chariot-seat,

	And let fall bow and arrows, sick at heart.

	[1. Some repetitionary lines are here omitted.]

	Here endeth Chapter I. of the Bhagavad-Gîtâ, entitled “Arjun-Vishâd,” or “The Book of the

	Distress of Arjuna.”

	Chapter II

	Sanjaya:

	Him, filled with such compassion and such grief,

	With eyes tear-dimmed, despondent, in stern words

	The Driver, Madhusudan, thus addressed:

	Krishna:

	How hath this weakness taken thee? Whence springs

	The inglorious trouble, shameful to the brave,

	Barring the path of virtue? Nay, Arjun!

	Forbid thyself to feebleness! it mars

	Thy warrior-name! cast off the coward-fit!

	Wake! Be thyself! Arise, Scourge of thy foes!

	Arjuna:

	How can I, in the battle, shoot with shafts

	On Bhishma, or on Drona—oh, thou Chief!—

	Both worshipful, both honorable men?

	Better to live on beggar’s bread

	With those we love alive,

	Than taste their blood in rich feasts spread,

	And guiltily survive!

	Ah! were it worse—who knows?—to be

	Victor or vanquished here,

	When those confront us angrily

	Whose death leaves living drear?

	In pity lost, by doubtings tossed,

	My thoughts—distracted—turn

	To Thee, the Guide I reverence most,

	That I may counsel learn:

	I know not what would heal the grief

	Burned into soul and sense,

	If I were earth’s unchallenged chief—

	A god—and these gone thence!

	Sanjaya:

	So spake Arjuna to the Lord of Hearts,

	And sighing, “I will not fight!” held silence then.

	To whom, with tender smile (O Bharata!)

	While the Prince wept despairing ’twixt those hosts,

	Krishna made answer in divinest verse:

	Krishna:

	Thou grievest where no grief should be! thou speak’st

	Words lacking wisdom! for the wise in heart

	Mourn not for those that live, nor those that die.

	Nor I, nor thou, nor any one of these,

	Ever was not, nor ever will not be,

	For ever and for ever afterwards.

	All, that doth live, lives always! To man’s frame

	As there come infancy and youth and age,

	So come there raisings-up and layings-down

	Of other and of other life-abodes,

	Which the wise know, and fear not. This that irks—

	Thy sense-life, thrilling to the elements—

	Bringing thee heat and cold, sorrows and joys,

	’Tis brief and mutable! Bear with it, Prince!

	As the wise bear. The soul which is not moved,

	The soul that with a strong and constant calm

	Takes sorrow and takes joy indifferently,

	Lives in the life undying! That which is

	Can never cease to be; that which is not

	Will not exist. To see this truth of both

	Is theirs who part essence from accident,

	Substance from shadow. Indestructible,

	Learn thou! the Life is, spreading life through all;

	It cannot anywhere, by any means,

	Be anywise diminished, stayed, or changed.

	But for these fleeting frames which it informs

	With spirit deathless, endless, infinite,

	They perish. Let them perish, Prince! and fight!

	He who shall say, “Lo! I have slain a man!”

	He who shall think, “Lo! I am slain!” those both

	Know naught! Life cannot slay. Life is not slain!

	Never the spirit was born; the spirit shall cease to be never;

	Never was time it was not; End and Beginning are dreams!

	Birthless and deathless and changeless remaineth the spirit for ever;

	Death hath not touched it at all, dead though the house of it seems!

	Who knoweth it exhaustless, self-sustained,

	Immortal, indestructible,—shall such

	Say, “I have killed a man, or caused to kill?”

	Nay, but as when one layeth

	His worn-out robes away,

	And, taking new ones, sayeth,

	“These will I wear to-day!”

	So putteth by the spirit

	Lightly its garb of flesh,

	And passeth to inherit

	A residence afresh.

	I say to thee weapons reach not the Life,

	Flame burns it not, waters cannot o’erwhelm,

	Nor dry winds wither it. Impenetrable,

	Unentered, unassailed, unharmed, untouched,

	Immortal, all-arriving, stable, sure,

	Invisible, ineffable, by word

	And thought uncompassed, ever all itself,

	Thus is the Soul declared! How wilt thou, then,

	Knowing it so,—grieve when thou shouldst not grieve?

	How, if thou hearest that the man new-dead

	Is, like the man new-born, still living man—

	One same, existent Spirit—wilt thou weep?

	The end of birth is death; the end of death

	Is birth: this is ordained! and mournest thou,

	Chief of the stalwart arm! for what befalls

	Which could not otherwise befall? The birth

	Of living things comes unperceived; the death

	Comes unperceived; between them, beings perceive:

	What is there sorrowful herein dear Prince?

	Wonderful, wistful, to contemplate!

	Difficult, doubtful, to speak upon!

	Strange and great for tongue to relate,

	Mystical hearing for every one!

	Nor wotteth man this, what a marvel it is,

	When seeing, and saying, and hearing are done!

	This Life within all living things, my Prince!

	Hides beyond harm; scorn thou to suffer, then,

	For that which cannot suffer. Do thy part!

	Be mindful of thy name, and tremble not!

	Nought better can betide a martial soul

	Than lawful war; happy the warrior

	To whom comes joy of battle—comes, as now,

	Glorious and fair, unsought; opening for him

	A gateway unto Heav’n. But, if thou shunn’st

	This honorable field—a Kshattriya—

	If, knowing thy duty and thy task, thou bidd’st

	Duty and task go by—that shall be sin!

	And those to come shall speak thee infamy

	From age to age; but infamy is worse

	For men of noble blood to bear than death!

	The chiefs upon their battle-chariots

	Will deem ’twas fear that drove thee from the fray.

	Of those who held thee mighty-souled the scorn

	Thou must abide, while all thine enemies

	Will scatter bitter speech of thee, to mock

	The valor which thou hadst; what fate could fall

	More grievously than this? Either—being killed—

	Thou wilt win Swarga’s safety, or—alive

	And victor—thou wilt reign an earthly king.

	Therefore, arise, thou Son of Kunti! brace

	Thine arm for conflict, nerve thy heart to meet—

	As things alike to thee—pleasure or pain,

	Profit or ruin, victory or defeat:

	So minded, gird thee to the fight, for so

	Thou shalt not sin!

	Thus far I speak to thee

	As from the “Sânkhya”—unspiritually—

	Hear now the deeper teaching of the Yôg,

	Which holding, understanding, thou shalt burst

	Thy Karmabandh, the bondage of wrought deeds.

	Here shall no end be hindered, no hope marred

	No loss be feared: faith—yea, a little faith—

	Shall save thee from the anguish of thy dread.

	Here, Glory of the Kurus! shines one rule—

	One steadfast rule—while shifting souls have laws

	Many and hard. Specious, but wrongful deem

	The speech of those ill-taught ones who extol

	The letter of their Vedas, saying, “This

	Is all we have, or need;” being weak at heart

	With wants, seekers of Heaven: which comes—they say—

	As “fruit of good deeds done;” promising men

	Much profit in new births for works of faith;

	In various rites abounding; following whereon

	Large merit shall accrue towards wealth and power;

	Albeit, who wealth and power do most desire

	Least fixity of soul have such, least hold

	On heavenly meditation. Much these teach,

	From Veds, concerning the “three qualities;”

	But thou, be free of the “three qualities,”

	Free of the “pairs of opposites,” [1] and free

	From that sad righteousness which calculates;

	Self-ruled, Arjuna! simple, satisfied! [2]

	Look! like as when a tank pours water forth

	To suit all needs, so do these Brahmans draw

	Texts for all wants from tank of Holy Writ.

	But thou, want not! ask not! Find full reward

	Of doing right in right! Let right deeds be

	Thy motive, not the fruit which comes from them.

	And live in action! Labor! Make thine acts

	Thy piety, casting all self aside,

	Contemning gain and merit; equable

	In good or evil: equability

	Is Yôg, is piety!

	Yet, the right act

	Is less, far less, than the right-thinking mind.

	Seek refuge in thy soul; have there thy heaven!

	Scorn them that follow virtue for her gifts!

	The mind of pure devotion—even here—

	Casts equally aside good deeds and bad,

	Passing above them. Unto pure devotion

	Devote thyself: with perfect meditation

	Comes perfect act, and the right-hearted rise—

	More certainly because they seek no gain—

	Forth from the bands of body, step by step,

	To highest seats of bliss. When thy firm soul

	Hath shaken off those tangled oracles

	Which ignorantly guide, then shall it soar

	To high neglect of what’s denied or said,

	This way or that way, in doctrinal writ.

	Troubled no longer by the priestly lore

	Safe shall it live, and sure; steadfastly bent

	On meditation. This is Yôg—and Peace!

	Arjuna:

	What is his mark who hath that steadfast heart,

	Confirmed in holy meditation? How

	Know we his speech, Kesava? Sits he, moves he

	Like other men?

	Krishna:

	When one, O Prithâ’s Son!—

	Abandoning desires which shake the mind—

	Finds in his soul full comfort for his soul,

	He hath attained the Yôg—that man is such!

	In sorrows not rejected, and in joys

	Not overjoyed; dwelling outside the stress

	Of passion, fear, and anger; fixed in calms

	Of lofty contemplation;—such an one

	Is Muni, is the Sage, the true Recluse!

	He, who to none and nowhere overbound

	By ties of flesh, takes evil things and good

	Neither desponding nor exulting, such

	Bears wisdom’s plainest mark! He who shall draw,

	As the wise tortoise draws its four feet safe

	Under its shield, his five frail senses back

	Under the spirit’s buckler from the world

	Which else assails them, such an one, my Prince!

	Hath wisdom’s mark! Things that solicit sense

	Hold off from the self-governed; nay, it comes,

	The appetites of him who lives beyond

	Depart,—aroused no more. Yet may it chance

	O Son of Kunti! that a governed mind

	Shall some time feel the sense-storms sweep, and wrest

	Strong self-control by the roots. Let him regain

	His kingdom! let him conquer this, and sit

	On Me intent. That man alone is wise

	Who keeps the mastery of himself! If one

	Ponders on objects of the sense, there springs

	Attraction; from attraction grows desire,

	Desire flames to fierce passion, passion breeds

	Recklessness; then the memory—all betrayed—

	Lets noble purpose go, and saps the mind,

	Till purpose, mind, and man are all undone.

	But, if one deals with objects of the sense

	Not loving and not hating, making them

	Serve his free soul, which rests serenely lord,

	Lo, such a man comes to tranquillity;

	And out of that tranquillity shall rise

	The end and healing of his earthly pains,

	Since the will governed sets the soul at peace.

	The soul of the ungoverned is not his,

	Nor hath he knowledge of himself; which lacked,

	How grows serenity? and, wanting that,

	Whence shall he hope for happiness?

	The mind

	That gives itself to follow shows of sense

	Seeth its helm of wisdom rent away,

	And, like a ship in waves of whirlwind, drives

	To wreck and death. Only with him, great Prince!

	Whose sense are not swayed by things of sense—

	Only with him who holds his mastery,

	Shows wisdom perfect. What is midnight-gloom

	To unenlightened souls shines wakeful day

	Is known for night, thick night of ignorance,

	To his true-seeing eyes. Such is the Saint!

	And like the ocean, day by day receiving

	Floods from all lands, which never overflows;

	Its boundary-line not leaping, and not leaving,

	Fed by the rivers, but unswelled by those;—

	So is the perfect one! to his soul’s ocean

	The world of sense pours streams of witchery;

	They leave him as they find, without commotion,

	Taking their tribute, but remaining sea.

	Yea! whoso, shaking off the yoke of flesh,

	Lives lord, not servant, of his lusts; set free

	From pride, from passion, from the sin of “Self,”

	Toucheth tranquillity! O Prithâ’s son!

	That is the state of Brahm! There rests no dread

	When that last step is reached! Live where he will,

	Die when he may, such passeth from all ’plaining,

	To blest Nirvâna, with the Gods, attaining.

	[1. Technical phrases of Vedic religion.]

	[2. The whole of this passage is highly involved and difficult to render.]

	Here endeth Chapter II. of the Bhagavad-Gîtâ, entitled “Sânkhya-Yôg,” or “The Book of Doctrines”

	[…]

	 


June 13. Athens Flouts Aristides

	Volume 12, pp. 85-94

	Plutarch’s Lives

	Athenians gave Aristides the title of “The Just.” Later they wanted to banish him. One voter wanted Aristides banished merely because he was weary of hearing him called “The Just.”

	Plutarch’s Lives

	In the translation called Dryden’s

	corrected and revised by

	Arthur Hugh Clough

	Aristides

	[…]

	Aristides, therefore, had at first the fortune to be beloved for this surname, but at length envied. Especially when Themistocles spread a rumor amongst the people, that, by determining and judging all matters privately, he had destroyed the courts of judicature, and was secretly making way for a monarchy in his own person, without the assistance of guards. Moreover, the spirit of the people, now grown high, and confident with their late victory, naturally entertained feelings of dislike to all of more than common fame and reputation. Coming together, therefore, from all parts into the city, they banished Aristides by the ostracism, giving their jealousy of his reputation the name of fear of tyranny. For ostracism was not the punishment of any criminal act, but was speciously said to be the mere depression and humiliation of excessive greatness and power; and was in fact a gentle relief and mitigation of envious feeling, which was thus allowed to vent itself in inflicting no intolerable injury, only a ten years’ banishment. But after it came to be exercised upon base and villainous fellows, they desisted from it; Hyperbolus, being the last whom they banished by the ostracism.

	The cause of Hyperbolus’ banishment is said to have been this. Alcibiades and Nicias, men that bore the greatest sway in the city, were of different factions. As the people, therefore, were about to vote the ostracism, and obviously to decree it against one of them, consulting together and uniting their parties, they contrived the banishment of Hyperbolus. Upon which the people, being offended, as if some contempt or affront was put upon the thing, left off and quite abolished it. It was performed, to be short, in this manner. Every one taking an ostracon, a sherd, that is, or piece of earthenware, wrote upon it the citizen’s name he would have banished, and carried it to a certain part of the market-place surrounded with wooden rails. First, the magistrates numbered all the sherds in gross (for if there were less than six thousand, the ostracism was imperfect); then, laying every name by itself, they pronounced him whose name was written by the larger number, banished for ten years, with the enjoyment of his estate. As, therefore, they were writing the names on the sherds, it is reported that an illiterate clownish fellow, giving Aristides his sherd, supposing him a common citizen, begged him to write Aristides upon it; and he being surprised and asking if Aristides had ever done him any injury, “None at all,” said he, “neither know I the man; but I am tired of hearing him everywhere called the Just.” Aristides, hearing this, is said to have made no reply, but returned the sherd with his own name inscribed. At his departure from the city, lifting up his hands to heaven, he made a prayer, (the reverse, it would seem, of that of Achilles), that the Athenians might never have any occasion which should constrain them to remember Aristides.

	Nevertheless, three years after, when Xerxes marched through Thessaly and Bœotia into the country of Attica, repealing the law, they decreed the return of the banished; chiefly fearing Aristides, lest, joining himself to the enemy, he should corrupt and bring over many of his fellow-citizens to the party of the barbarians; much mistaking the man, who, already before the decree, was exerting himself to excite and encourage the Greeks to the defence of their liberty. And afterwards, when Themistocles was general with absolute power, he assisted him in all ways both in action and counsel; rendering, in consideration of the common security, the greatest enemy he had the most glorious of men. For when Eurybiades was deliberating to desert the isle of Salamis, and the galleys of the barbarians putting out by night to sea surrounded and beset the narrow passage and islands, and nobody was aware how they were environed, Aristides, with great hazard, sailed from Ægina through the enemy’s fleet; and coming by night to Themistocles’ tent, and calling him out by himself; “If we have any discretion,” said he, “Themistocles, laying aside at this time our vain and childish contention, let us enter upon a safe and honorable dispute, vying with each other for the preservation of Greece; you in the ruling and commanding, I in the subservient and advising part; even, indeed, as I now understand you to be alone adhering to the best advice, in counselling without any delay to engage in the straits. And in this, though our own party oppose, the enemy seems to assist you. For the sea behind, and all around us, is covered with their fleet; so that we are under a necessity of approving ourselves men of courage, and fighting, whether we will or no; for there is no room left us for flight.” To which Themistocles answered, “I would not willingly, Aristides, be overcome by you on this occasion; and shall endeavor, in emulation of this good beginning, to outdo it in my actions.” Also relating to him the stratagem he had framed against the barbarians, he entreated him to persuade Eurybiades and show him, how it was impossible they should save themselves without an engagement; as he was the more likely to be believed. Whence, in the council of war, Cleocritus, the Corinthian, telling Themistocles that Aristides did not like his advice, as he was present and said nothing, Aristides answered, That he should not have held his peace, if Themistocles had not been giving the best advice; and that he was now silent not out of any good-will to the person, but in approbation of his counsel.

	Thus the Greek captains were employed. But Aristides perceiving Psyttalea, a small island that lies within the straits over against Salamis, to be filled by a body of the enemy, put aboard his small boats the most forward and courageous of his countrymen, and went ashore upon it; and, joining battle with the barbarians, slew them all, except such more remarkable persons as were taken alive. Amongst these were three children of Sandauce, the king’s sister, whom he immediately sent away to Themistocles, and it is stated that in accordance with a certain oracle, they were, by the command of Euphrantides, the seer, sacrificed to Bacchus, called Omestes, or the devourer. But Aristides, placing armed men all around the island, lay in wait for such as were cast upon it, to the intent that none of his friends should perish, nor any of his enemies escape. For the closest engagement of the ships, and the main fury of the whole battle, seems to have been about this place; for which reason a trophy was erected in Psyttalea.

	After the fight, Themistocles, to sound Aristides, told him they had performed a good piece of service, but there was a better yet to be done, the keeping Asia in Europe, by sailing forthwith to the Hellespont, and cutting in sunder the bridge. But Aristides, with an exclamation, bid him think no more of it, but deliberate and find out means for removing the Mede, as quickly as possible, out of Greece; lest being enclosed, through want of means to escape, necessity should compel him to force his way with so great an army. So Themistocles once more despatched Arnaces, the eunuch, his prisoner, giving him in command privately to advertise the king that he had diverted the Greeks from their intention of setting sail for the bridges, out of the desire he felt to preserve him.

	Xerxes, being much terrified with this, immediately hasted to the Hellespont. But Mardonius was left with the most serviceable part of the army, about three hundred thousand men, and was a formidable enemy, confident in his infantry, and writing messages of defiance to the Greeks: “You have overcome by sea men accustomed to fight on land, and unskilled at the oar; but there lies now the open country of Thessaly; and the plains of Bœotia offer a broad and worthy field for brave men, either horse or foot, to contend in.” But he sent privately to the Athenians, both by letter and word of mouth from the king, promising to rebuild their city, to give them a vast sum of money, and constitute them lords of all Greece on condition they were not engaged in the war. The Lacedæmonians, receiving news of this, and fearing, despatched an embassy to the Athenians, entreating that they would send their wives and children to Sparta, and receive support from them for their superannuated. For, being despoiled both of their city and country, the people were suffering extreme distress. Having given audience to the ambassadors, they returned an answer, upon the motion of Aristides, worthy of the highest admiration; declaring, that they forgave their enemies if they thought all things purchasable by wealth, than which they knew nothing of greater value; but that they felt offended at the Lacedæmonians, for looking only to their present poverty and exigence, without any remembrance of their valor and magnanimity, offering them their victuals, to fight in the cause of Greece. Aristides, making this proposal and bringing back the ambassadors into the assembly, charged them to tell the Lacedæmonians, that all the treasure on the earth or under it, was of less value with the people of Athens, than the liberty of Greece. And, showing the sun to those who came from Mardonius, “as long as that retains the same course, so long,” said he, “shall the citizens of Athens wage war with the Persians for the country which has been wasted, and the temples that have been profaned and burnt by them.” Moreover, he proposed a decree, that the priests should anathematize him who sent any herald to the Medes, or deserted the alliance of Greece.

	When Mardonius made a second incursion into the country of Attica, the people passed over again into the isle of Salamis. Aristides, being sent to Lacedæmon, reproved them for their delay and neglect in abandoning Athens once more to the barbarians; and demanded their assistance for that part of Greece which was not yet lost. The Ephori, hearing this, made show of sporting all day, and of carelessly keeping holy day, (for they were then celebrating the Hyacinthian festival), but in the night, selecting five thousand Spartans, each of whom was attended by seven Helots, they sent them forth unknown to those from Athens. And when Aristides again reprehended them, they told him in derision that he either doted or dreamed, for the army was already at Oresteum, in their march towards the strangers; as they called the Persians. Aristides answered, that they jested unseasonably, deluding their friends, instead of their enemies. Thus says Idomeneus. But in the decree of Aristides, not himself, but Cimon, Xanthippus, and Myronides are appointed ambassadors.

	Being chosen general for the war, he repaired to Platæa, with eight thousand Athenians, where Pausanias, generalissimo of all Greece, joined him with the Spartans; and the forces of the other Greeks came in to them. The whole encampment of the barbarians extended all along the bank of the river Asopus, their numbers being so great, there was no enclosing them all, but their baggage and most valuable things were surrounded with a square bulwark, each side of which was the length of ten furlongs.

	Tisamenus, the Elean, had prophesied to Pausanias and all the Greeks, and foretold them victory if they made no attempt upon the enemy, but stood on their defence. But Aristides sending to Delphi, the god answered, that the Athenians should overcome their enemies, in case they made supplication to Jupiter and Juno of Cithæron, Pan, and the nymphs Sphragitides, and sacrificed to the heroes Androcrates, Leucon, Pisander, Damocrates, Hypsion, Actæon, and Polyidus; and if they fought within their own territories in the plain of Ceres Eleusinia and Proserpine. Aristides was perplexed upon the tidings of this oracle: since the heroes to whom it commanded him to sacrifice had been chieftains of the Platæans, and the cave of the nymphs Sphragitides was on the top of the Mount Cithæron, on the side facing the setting sun of summer time; in which place, as the story goes, there was formerly an oracle, and many that lived in the district were inspired with it, whom they called Nympholepti, possessed with the nymphs. But the plain of Ceres Eleusinia, and the offer of victory to the Athenians, if they fought in their own territories, recalled them again, and transferred the war into the country of Attica. In this juncture, Arimnestus, who commanded the Platæans, dreamed that Jupiter, the Saviour, asked him what the Greeks had resolved upon; and that he answered, “To-morrow, my Lord, we march our army to Eleusis, and there give the barbarians battle according to the directions of the oracle of Apollo.” And that the god replied, they were utterly mistaken, for that the places spoken of by the oracle were within the bounds of Platæa, and if they sought there they should find them. This manifest vision having appeared to Arimnestus, when he awoke he sent for the most aged and experienced of his countrymen, with whom communicating and examining the matter, he found that near Hysiæ, at the foot of Mount Cithæron, there was a very ancient temple called the temple of Ceres Eleusinia and Proserpine. He therefore forthwith took Aristides to the place, which was very convenient for drawing up an army of foot, because the slopes at the bottom of the mountain Cithæron rendered the plain, where it comes up to the temple, unfit for the movements of cavalry. Also, in the same place, there was the fane of Androcrates, environed with a thick shady grove. And that the oracle might be accomplished in all particulars for the hope of victory, Arimnestus proposed, and the Platæans decreed, that the frontiers of their country towards Attica should be removed, and the land given to the Athenians, that they might fight in defence of Greece in their own proper territory. This zeal and liberality of the Platæans became so famous, that Alexander, many years after, when he had obtained the dominion of all Asia, upon erecting the walls of Platæa, caused proclamation to be made by the herald at the Olympic games, that the king did the Platæans this favor in consideration of their nobleness and magnanimity, because, in the war with the Medes, they freely gave up their land and zealously fought with the Greeks.

	The Tegeatans, contesting the post of honor with the Athenians, demanded, that, according to custom, the Lacedæmonians being ranged on the right wing of the battle, they might have the left, alleging several matters in commendation of their ancestors. The Athenians being indignant at the claim, Aristides came forward; “To contend with the Tegeatans,” said he, “for noble descent and valor, the present time permits not: but this we say to you, O you Spartans, and you the rest of the Greeks, that place neither takes away nor contributes courage: we shall endeavor by crediting and maintaining the post you assign us, to reflect no dishonor on our former performances. For we are come, not to differ with our friends, but to fight our enemies; not to extol our ancestors, but ourselves to behave as valiant men. This battle will manifest how much each city, captain, and private soldier is worth to Greece.” The council of war, upon this address, decided for the Athenians, and gave them the other wing of the battle.

	All Greece being in suspense, and especially the affairs of the Athenians unsettled, certain persons of great families and possessions having been impoverished by the war, and seeing all their authority and reputation in the city vanished with their wealth, and others in possession of their honors and places, convened privately at a house in Platæa, and conspired for the dissolution of the democratic government; and, if the plot should not succeed, to ruin the cause and betray all to the barbarians. These matters being in agitation in the camp, and many persons already corrupted, Aristides, perceiving the design, and dreading the present juncture of time, determined neither to let the business pass unanimadverted upon, nor yet altogether to expose it; not knowing how many the accusation might reach, and willing to set bounds to his justice with a view to the public convenience. Therefore, of many that were concerned, he apprehended eight only, two of whom, who were first proceeded against and most guilty, Æschines of Lampra, and Agesias of Acharnæ, made their escape out of the camp. The rest he dismissed; giving opportunity to such as thought themselves concealed, to take courage and repent; intimating that they had in the war a great tribunal, where they might clear their guilt by manifesting their sincere and good intentions towards their country.

	After this, Mardonius made trial of the Grecian courage, by sending his whole number of horse, in which he thought himself much the stronger, against them, while they were all pitched at the foot of Mount Cithæron, in strong and rocky places, except the Megarians. They, being three thousand in number, were encamped on the plain, where they were damaged by the horse charging and making inroads upon them on all hands. They sent, therefore, in haste to Pausanias, demanding relief, as not being able alone to sustain the great numbers of the barbarians. Pausanias, hearing this, and perceiving the tents of the Megarians already hid by the multitude of darts and arrows, and themselves driven together into a narrow space, was at a loss himself how to aid them with his battalion of heavy-armed Lacedæmonians. He proposed it, therefore, as a point of emulation in valor and love of distinction, to the commanders and captains who were around him, if any would voluntarily take upon them the defence and succor of the Megarians. The rest being backward, Aristides undertook the enterprise for the Athenians, and sent Olympiodorus, the most valiant of his inferior officers, with three hundred chosen men and some archers under his command. These being soon in readiness, and running upon the enemy, as soon as Masistius, who commanded the barbarian’s horse, a man of wonderful courage and of extraordinary bulk and comeliness of person, perceived it, turning his steed he made towards them. And they sustaining the shock and joining battle with him, there was a sharp conflict, as though by this encounter they were to try the success of the whole war. But after Masistius’ horse received a wound, and flung him, and he falling could hardly raise himself through the weight of his armor, the Athenians, pressing upon him with blows, could not easily get at his person, armed as he was, his breast, his head, and his limbs all over, with gold and brass and iron; but one of them at last, running him in at the visor of his helmet, slew him; and the rest of the Persians, leaving the body, fled. The greatness of the Greek success was known, not by the multitude of the slain, (for an inconsiderable number were killed), but by the sorrow the barbarians expressed. For they shaved themselves, their horses, and mules for the death of Masistius, and filled the plain with howling and lamentation; having lost a person, who, next to Mardonius himself, was by many degrees the chief among them, both for valor and authority.

	After this skirmish of the horse, they kept from fighting a long time; for the soothsayers, by the sacrifices, foretold the victory both to Greeks and Persians, if they stood upon the defensive part only, but if they became aggressors, the contrary. At length Mardonius, when he had but a few days’ provision, and the Greek forces increased continually by some or other that came in to them, impatient of delay, determined to lie still no longer, but, passing Asopus by daybreak, to fall unexpectedly upon the Greeks; and signified the same over night to the captains of his host. But about midnight, a certain horseman stole into the Greek camp, and coming to the watch, desired them to call Aristides, the Athenian, to him. He coming speedily; “I am,” said the stranger, “Alexander, king of the Macedonians, and am arrived here through the greatest danger in the world for the good-will I bear you, lest a sudden onset should dismay you, so as to behave in the fight worse than usual. For tomorrow Mardonius will give you battle, urged, not by any hope of success or courage, but by want of victuals since, indeed, the prophets prohibit him the battle, the sacrifices and oracles being unfavorable; and the army is in despondency and consternation; but necessity forces him to try his fortune, or sit still and endure the last extremity of want.” Alexander, thus saying, entreated Aristides to take notice and remember him, but not to tell any other. But he told him, it was not convenient to conceal the matter from Pausanias (because he was general); as for any other, he would keep it secret from them till the battle was fought; but if the Greeks obtained the victory, that then no one should be ignorant of Alexander’s goodwill and kindness towards them. After this, the king of the Macedonians rode back again, and Aristides went to Pausania’s tent and told him; and they sent for the rest of the captains and gave orders that the army should be in battle array.

	Here, according to Herodotus, Pausanias spoke to Aristides, desiring him to transfer the Athenians to the right wing of the army opposite to the Persians, (as they would do better service against them, having been experienced in their way of combat, and emboldened with former victories), and to give him the left, where the Medizing Greeks were to make their assault. The rest of the Athenian captains regarded this as an arrogant and interfering act on the part of Pausanias; because, while permitting the rest of the army to keep their stations, he removed them only from place to place, like so many Helots, opposing them to the greatest strength of the enemy. But Aristides said, they were altogether in the wrong. If so short a time ago they contested the left wing with the Tegeatans, and gloried in being preferred before them, now, when the Lacedæmonians give them place in the right, and yield them in a manner the leading of the army, how is it they are discontented with the honor that is done them, and do not look upon it as an advantage to have to fight, not against their countrymen and kindred, but barbarians, and such as were by nature their enemies? After this, the Athenians very readily changed places with the Lacedæmonians, and there went words amongst them as they were encouraging each other, that the enemy approached with no better arms or stouter hearts than those who fought the battle of Marathon; but had the same bows and arrows, and the same embroidered coats and gold, and the same delicate bodies and effeminate minds within; “while we have the same weapons and bodies, and our courage augmented by our victories; and fight not like others in defence of our country only, but for the trophies of Salamis and Marathon; that they may not be looked upon as due to Miltiades or fortune, but to the people of Athens.” Thus, therefore, were they making haste to change the order of their battle. But the Thebans, understanding it by some deserters, forthwith acquainted Mardonius; and he, either for fear of the Athenians, or a desire to engage the Lacedæmonians, marched over his Persians to the other wing, and commanded the Greeks of his party to be posted opposite to the Athenians. But this change was observed on the other side, and Pausanias, wheeling about again, ranged himself on the right, and Mardonius, also at first, took the left wing over against the Lacedæmonians. So the day passed without action.

	[…]
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	Crito, Plato

	Socrates unceasingly strove for beauty, truth, and perfection. Sentenced to death on a false charge, he refused to escape from the death cell, even when opportunity was offered.

	Crito

	By Plato

	Translated by Benjamin Jowett

	Persons of the Dialogue

	Socrates

	Crito

	Scene: The Prison of Socrates

	Socrates. Why have you come at this hour, Crito? it must be quite early.

	Crito. Yes, certainly.

	Soc. What is the exact time?

	Cr. The dawn is breaking.

	Soc. I wonder the keeper of the prison would let you in.

	Cr. He knows me because I often come, Socrates; moreover, I have done him a kindness.

	Soc. And are you only just come?

	Cr. No, I came some time ago.

	Soc. Then why did you sit and say nothing, instead of awakening me at once?

	Cr. Why, indeed, Socrates, I myself would rather not have all this sleeplessness and sorrow. But I have been wondering at your peaceful slumbers, and that was the reason why I did not awaken you, because I wanted you to be out of pain. I have always thought you happy in the calmness of your temperament; but never did I see the like of the easy, cheerful way in which you bear this calamity.

	Soc. Why, Crito, when a man has reached my age he ought not to be repining at the prospect of death.

	Cr. And yet other old men find themselves in similar misfortunes, and age does not prevent them from repining.

	Soc. That may be. But you have not told me why you come at this early hour.

	Cr. I come to bring you a message which is sad and painful; not, as I believe, to yourself, but to all of us who are your friends, and saddest of all to me.

	Soc. What! I suppose that the ship has come from Delos, on the arrival of which I am to die?

	Cr. No, the ship has not actually arrived, but she will probably be here to-day, as persons who have come from Sunium tell me that they have left her there; and therefore to-morrow, Socrates, will be the last day of your life.

	Soc. Very well, Crito; if such is the will of God, I am willing; but my belief is that there will be a delay of a day.

	Cr. Why do you say this?

	Soc. I will tell you. I am to die on the day after the arrival of the ship?

	Cr. Yes; that is what the authorities say.

	Soc. But I do not think that the ship will be here until to-morrow; this I gather from a vision which I had last night, or rather only just now, when you fortunately allowed me to sleep.

	Cr. And what was the nature of the vision?

	Soc. There came to me the likeness of a woman, fair and comely, clothed in white raiment, who called to me and said: O Socrates—

	“The third day hence, to Phthia shalt thou go.”

	Cr. What a singular dream, Socrates!

	Soc. There can be no doubt about the meaning, Crito, I think.

	Cr. Yes: the meaning is only too clear. But, O! my beloved Socrates, let me entreat you once more to take my advice and escape. For if you die I shall not only lose a friend who can never be replaced, but there is another evil: people who do not know you and me will believe that I might have saved you if I had been willing to give money, but that I did not care. Now, can there be a worse disgrace than this—that I should be thought to value money more than the life of a friend? For the many will not be persuaded that I wanted you to escape, and that you refused.

	Soc. But why, my dear Crito, should we care about the opinion of the many? Good men, and they are the only persons who are worth considering, will think of these things truly as they happened.

	Cr. But do you see, Socrates, that the opinion of the many must be regarded, as is evident in your own case, because they can do the very greatest evil to anyone who has lost their good opinion?

	Soc. I only wish, Crito, that they could; for then they could also do the greatest good, and that would be well. But the truth is, that they can do neither good nor evil: they cannot make a man wise or make him foolish; and whatever they do is the result of chance.

	Cr. Well, I will not dispute about that; but please to tell me, Socrates, whether you are not acting out of regard to me and your other friends: are you not afraid that if you escape hence we may get into trouble with the informers for having stolen you away, and lose either the whole or a great part of our property; or that even a worse evil may happen to us? Now, if this is your fear, be at ease; for in order to save you, we ought surely to run this or even a greater risk; be persuaded, then, and do as I say.

	Soc. Yes, Crito, that is one fear which you mention, but by no means the only one.

	Cr. Fear not. There are persons who at no great cost are willing to save you and bring you out of prison; and as for the informers, you may observe that they are far from being exorbitant in their demands; a little money will satisfy them. My means, which, as I am sure, are ample, are at your service, and if you have a scruple about spending all mine, here are strangers who will give you the use of theirs; and one of them, Simmias the Theban, has brought a sum of money for this very purpose; and Cebes and many others are willing to spend their money too. I say, therefore, do not on that account hesitate about making your escape, and do not say, as you did in the court, that you will have a difficulty in knowing what to do with yourself if you escape. For men will love you in other places to which you may go, and not in Athens only; there are friends of mine in Thessaly, if you like to go to them, who will value and protect you, and no Thessalian will give you any trouble. Nor can I think that you are justified, Socrates, in betraying your own life when you might be saved; this is playing into the hands of your enemies and destroyers; and moreover I should say that you were betraying your children; for you might bring them up and educate them; instead of which you go away and leave them, and they will have to take their chance; and if they do not meet with the usual fate of orphans, there will be small thanks to you. No man should bring children into the world who is unwilling to persevere to the end in their nurture and education. But you are choosing the easier part, as I think, not the better and manlier, which would rather have become one who professes virtue in all his actions, like yourself. And, indeed, I am ashamed not only of you, but of us who are your friends, when I reflect that this entire business of yours will be attributed to our want of courage. The trial need never have come on, or might have been brought to another issue; and the end of all, which is the crowning absurdity, will seem to have been permitted by us, through cowardice and baseness, who might have saved you, as you might have saved yourself, if we had been good for anything (for there was no difficulty in escaping); and we did not see how disgraceful, Socrates, and also miserable all this will be to us as well as to you. Make your mind up then, or rather have your mind already made up, for the time of deliberation is over, and there is only one thing to be done, which must be done, if at all, this very night, and which any delay will render all but impossible; I beseech you therefore, Socrates, to be persuaded by me, and to do as I say.

	Soc. Dear Crito, your zeal is invaluable, if a right one; but if wrong, the greater the zeal the greater the evil; and therefore we ought to consider whether these things shall be done or not. For I am and always have been one of those natures who must be guided by reason, whatever the reason may be which upon reflection appears to me to be the best; and now that this fortune has come upon me, I cannot put away the reasons which I have before given: the principles which I have hitherto honored and revered I still honor, and unless we can find other and better principles on the instant, I am certain not to agree with you; no, not even if the power of the multitude could inflict many more imprisonments, confiscations, deaths, frightening us like children with hobgoblin terrors. But what will be the fairest way of considering the question? Shall I return to your old argument about the opinions of men, some of which are to be regarded, and others, as we were saying, are not to be regarded? Now were we right in maintaining this before I was condemned? And has the argument which was once good now proved to be talk for the sake of talking; in fact an amusement only, and altogether vanity? That is what I want to consider with your help, Crito: whether, under my present circumstances, the argument appears to be in any way different or not; and is to be allowed by me or disallowed. That argument, which, as I believe, is maintained by many who assume to be authorities, was to the effect, as I was saying, that the opinions of some men are to be regarded, and of other men not to be regarded. Now you, Crito, are a disinterested person who are not going to die to-morrow—at least, there is no human probability of this, and you are therefore not liable to be deceived by the circumstances in which you are placed. Tell me, then, whether I am right in saying that some opinions, and the opinions of some men only, are to be valued, and other opinions, and the opinions of other men, are not to be valued. I ask you whether I was right in maintaining this?

	Cr. Certainly.

	Soc. The good are to be regarded, and not the bad?

	Cr. Yes.

	Soc. And the opinions of the wise are good, and the opinions of the unwise are evil?

	Cr. Certainly.

	Soc. And what was said about another matter? Was the disciple in gymnastics supposed to attend to the praise and blame and opinion of every man, or of one man only—his physician or trainer, whoever that was?

	Cr. Of one man only.

	Soc. And he ought to fear the censure and welcome the praise of that one only, and not of the many?

	Cr. That is clear.

	Soc. And he ought to live and train, and eat and drink in the way which seems good to his single master who has understanding, rather than according to the opinion of all other men put together?

	Cr. True.

	Soc. And if he disobeys and disregards the opinion and approval of the one, and regards the opinion of the many who have no understanding, will he not suffer evil?

	Cr. Certainly he will.

	Soc. And what will the evil be, whither tending and what affecting, in the disobedient person?

	Cr. Clearly, affecting the body; that is what is destroyed by the evil.

	Soc. Very good; and is not this true, Crito, of other things which we need not separately enumerate? In the matter of just and unjust, fair and foul, good and evil, which are the subjects of our present consultation, ought we to follow the opinion of the many and to fear them; or the opinion of the one man who has understanding, and whom we ought to fear and reverence more than all the rest of the world: and whom deserting we shall destroy and injure that principle in us which may be assumed to be improved by justice and deteriorated by injustice; is there not such a principle?

	Cr. Certainly there is, Socrates.

	Soc. Take a parallel instance; if, acting under the advice of men who have no understanding, we destroy that which is improvable by health and deteriorated by disease—when that has been destroyed, I say, would life be worth having? And that is—the body?

	Cr. Yes.

	Soc. Could we live, having an evil and corrupted body?

	Cr. Certainly not.

	Soc. And will life be worth having, if that higher part of man be depraved, which is improved by justice and deteriorated by injustice? Do we suppose that principle, whatever it may be in man, which has to do with justice and injustice, to be inferior to the body?

	Cr. Certainly not.

	Soc. More honored, then?

	Cr. Far more honored.

	Soc. Then, my friend, we must not regard what the many say of us: but what he, the one man who has understanding of just and unjust, will say, and what the truth will say. And therefore you begin in error when you suggest that we should regard the opinion of the many about just and unjust, good and evil, honorable and dishonorable. Well, someone will say, “But the many can kill us.”

	Cr. Yes, Socrates; that will clearly be the answer.

	Soc. That is true; but still I find with surprise that the old argument is, as I conceive, unshaken as ever. And I should like to know whether I may say the same of another proposition—that not life, but a good life, is to be chiefly valued?

	Cr. Yes, that also remains.

	Soc. And a good life is equivalent to a just and honorable one—that holds also?

	Cr. Yes, that holds.

	Soc. From these premises I proceed to argue the question whether I ought or ought not to try to escape without the consent of the Athenians: and if I am clearly right in escaping, then I will make the attempt; but if not, I will abstain. The other considerations which you mention, of money and loss of character, and the duty of educating children, are as I hear, only the doctrines of the multitude, who would be as ready to call people to life, if they were able, as they are to put them to death—and with as little reason. But now, since the argument has thus far prevailed, the only question which remains to be considered is, whether we shall do rightly either in escaping or in suffering others to aid in our escape and paying them in money and thanks, or whether we shall not do rightly; and if the latter, then death or any other calamity which may ensue on my remaining here must not be allowed to enter into the calculation.

	Cr. I think that you are right, Socrates; how then shall we proceed?

	Soc. Let us consider the matter together, and do you either refute me if you can, and I will be convinced; or else cease, my dear friend, from repeating to me that I ought to escape against the wishes of the Athenians: for I am extremely desirous to be persuaded by you, but not against my own better judgment. And now please to consider my first position, and do your best to answer me.

	Cr. I will do my best.

	Soc. Are we to say that we are never intentionally to do wrong, or that in one way we ought and in another way we ought not to do wrong, or is doing wrong always evil and dishonorable, as I was just now saying, and as has been already acknowledged by us? Are all our former admissions which were made within a few days to be thrown away? And have we, at our age, been earnestly discoursing with one another all our life long only to discover that we are no better than children? Or are we to rest assured, in spite of the opinion of the many, and in spite of consequences whether better or worse, of the truth of what was then said, that injustice is always an evil and dishonor to him who acts unjustly? Shall we affirm that?

	Cr. Yes.

	Soc. Then we must do no wrong?

	Cr. Certainly not.

	Soc. Nor when injured injure in return, as the many imagine; for we must injure no one at all?

	Cr. Clearly not.

	Soc. Again, Crito, may we do evil?

	Cr. Surely not, Socrates.

	Soc. And what of doing evil in return for evil, which is the morality of the many—is that just or not?

	Cr. Not just.

	Soc. For doing evil to another is the same as injuring him?

	Cr. Very true.

	Soc. Then we ought not to retaliate or render evil for evil to anyone, whatever evil we may have suffered from him. But I would have you consider, Crito, whether you really mean what you are saying. For this opinion has never been held, and never will be held, by any considerable number of persons; and those who are agreed and those who are not agreed upon this point have no common ground, and can only despise one another, when they see how widely they differ. Tell me, then, whether you agree with and assent to my first principle, that neither injury nor retaliation nor warding off evil by evil is ever right. And shall that be the premise of our argument? Or do you decline and dissent from this? For this has been of old and is still my opinion; but, if you are of another opinion, let me hear what you have to say. If, however, you remain of the same mind as formerly, I will proceed to the next step.

	Cr. You may proceed, for I have not changed my mind.

	Soc. Then I will proceed to the next step, which may be put in the form of a question: Ought a man to do what he admits to be right, or ought he to betray the right?

	Cr. He ought to do what he thinks right.

	Soc. But if this is true, what is the application? In leaving the prison against the will of the Athenians, do I wrong any? or rather do I not wrong those whom I ought least to wrong? Do I not desert the principles which were acknowledged by us to be just? What do you say?

	Cr. I cannot tell, Socrates, for I do not know.

	Soc. Then consider the matter in this way: Imagine that I am about to play truant (you may call the proceeding by any name which you like), and the laws and the government come and interrogate me: “Tell us, Socrates,” they say; “what are you about? are you going by an act of yours to overturn us—the laws and the whole State, as far as in you lies? Do you imagine that a State can subsist and not be overthrown, in which the decisions of law have no power, but are set aside and overthrown by individuals?” What will be our answer, Crito, to these and the like words? Anyone, and especially a clever rhetorician, will have a good deal to urge about the evil of setting aside the law which requires a sentence to be carried out; and we might reply, “Yes; but the State has injured us and given an unjust sentence.” Suppose I say that?

	Cr. Very good, Socrates.

	Soc. “And was that our agreement with you?” the law would say; “or were you to abide by the sentence of the State?” And if I were to express astonishment at their saying this, the law would probably add: “Answer, Socrates, instead of opening your eyes: you are in the habit of asking and answering questions. Tell us what complaint you have to make against us which justifies you in attempting to destroy us and the State? In the first place did we not bring you into existence? Your father married your mother by our aid and begat you. Say whether you have any objection to urge against those of us who regulate marriage?” None, I should reply. “Or against those of us who regulate the system of nurture and education of children in which you were trained? Were not the laws, who have the charge of this, right in commanding your father to train you in music and gymnastic?” Right, I should reply. “Well, then, since you were brought into the world and nurtured and educated by us, can you deny in the first place that you are our child and slave, as your fathers were before you? And if this is true you are not on equal terms with us; nor can you think that you have a right to do to us what we are doing to you. Would you have any right to strike or revile or do any other evil to a father or to your master, if you had one, when you have been struck or reviled by him, or received some other evil at his hands?—you would not say this? And because we think right to destroy you, do you think that you have any right to destroy us in return, and your country as far as in you lies? And will you, O professor of true virtue, say that you are justified in this? Has a philosopher like you failed to discover that our country is more to be valued and higher and holier far than mother or father or any ancestor, and more to be regarded in the eyes of the gods and of men of understanding? also to be soothed, and gently and reverently entreated when angry, even more than a father, and if not persuaded, obeyed? And when we are punished by her, whether with imprisonment or stripes, the punishment is to be endured in silence; and if she leads us to wounds or death in battle, thither we follow as is right; neither may anyone yield or retreat or leave his rank, but whether in battle or in a court of law, or in any other place, he must do what his city and his country order him; or he must change their view of what is just: and if he may do no violence to his father or mother, much less may he do violence to his country.” What answer shall we make to this, Crito? Do the laws speak truly, or do they not?

	Cr. I think that they do.

	Soc. Then the laws will say: “Consider, Socrates, if this is true, that in your present attempt you are going to do us wrong. For, after having brought you into the world, and nurtured and educated you, and given you and every other citizen a share in every good that we had to give, we further proclaim and give the right to every Athenian, that if he does not like us when he has come of age and has seen the ways of the city, and made our acquaintance, he may go where he pleases and take his goods with him; and none of us laws will forbid him or interfere with him. Any of you who does not like us and the city, and who wants to go to a colony or to any other city, may go where he likes, and take his goods with him. But he who has experience of the manner in which we order justice and administer the State, and still remains, has entered into an implied contract that he will do as we command him. And he who disobeys us is, as we maintain, thrice wrong: first, because in disobeying us he is disobeying his parents; secondly, because we are the authors of his education; thirdly, because he has made an agreement with us that he will duly obey our commands; and he neither obeys them nor convinces us that our commands are wrong; and we do not rudely impose them, but give him the alternative of obeying or convincing us; that is what we offer, and he does neither. These are the sort of accusations to which, as we were saying, you, Socrates, will be exposed if you accomplish your intentions; you, above all other Athenians.” Suppose I ask, why is this? they will justly retort upon me that I above all other men have acknowledged the agreement. “There is clear proof,” they will say, “Socrates, that we and the city were not displeasing to you. Of all Athenians you have been the most constant resident in the city, which, as you never leave, you may be supposed to love. For you never went out of the city either to see the games, except once when you went to the Isthmus, or to any other place unless when you were on military service; nor did you travel as other men do. Nor had you any curiosity to know other States or their laws: your affections did not go beyond us and our State; we were your especial favorites, and you acquiesced in our government of you; and this is the State in which you begat your children, which is a proof of your satisfaction. Moreover, you might, if you had liked, have fixed the penalty at banishment in the course of the trial—the State which refuses to let you go now would have let you go then. But you pretended that you preferred death to exile, and that you were not grieved at death. And now you have forgotten these fine sentiments, and pay no respect to us, the laws, of whom you are the destroyer; and are doing what only a miserable slave would do, running away and turning your back upon the compacts and agreements which you made as a citizen. And first of all answer this very question: Are we right in saying that you agreed to be governed according to us in deed, and not in word only? Is that true or not?” How shall we answer that, Crito? Must we not agree?

	Cr. There is no help, Socrates.

	Soc. Then will they not say: “You, Socrates, are breaking the covenants and agreements which you made with us at your leisure, not in any haste or under any compulsion or deception, but having had seventy years to think of them, during which time you were at liberty to leave the city, if we were not to your mind, or if our covenants appeared to you to be unfair. You had your choice, and might have gone either to Lacedæmon or Crete, which you often praise for their good government, or to some other Hellenic or foreign State. Whereas you, above all other Athenians, seemed to be so fond of the State, or, in other words, of us her laws (for who would like a State that has no laws?), that you never stirred out of her: the halt, the blind, the maimed, were not more stationary in her than you were. And now you run away and forsake your agreements. Not so, Socrates, if you will take our advice; do not make yourself ridiculous by escaping out of the city.

	“For just consider, if you transgress and err in this sort of way, what good will you do, either to yourself or to your friends? That your friends will be driven into exile and deprived of citizenship, or will lose their property, is tolerably certain; and you yourself, if you fly to one of the neighboring cities, as, for example, Thebes or Megara, both of which are well-governed cities, will come to them as an enemy, Socrates, and their government will be against you, and all patriotic citizens will cast an evil eye upon you as a subverter of the laws, and you will confirm in the minds of the judges the justice of their own condemnation of you. For he who is a corrupter of the laws is more than likely to be corrupter of the young and foolish portion of mankind. Will you then flee from well-ordered cities and virtuous men? and is existence worth having on these terms? Or will you go to them without shame, and talk to them, Socrates? And what will you say to them? What you say here about virtue and justice and institutions and laws being the best things among men? Would that be decent of you? Surely not. But if you go away from well-governed States to Crito’s friends in Thessaly, where there is great disorder and license, they will be charmed to have the tale of your escape from prison, set off with ludicrous particulars of the manner in which you were wrapped in a goatskin or some other disguise, and metamorphosed as the fashion of runaways is—that is very likely; but will there be no one to remind you that in your old age you violated the most sacred laws from a miserable desire of a little more life? Perhaps not, if you keep them in a good temper; but if they are out of temper you will hear many degrading things; you will live, but how?—as the flatterer of all men, and the servant of all men; and doing what?—eating and drinking in Thessaly, having gone abroad in order that you may get a dinner. And where will be your fine sentiments about justice and virtue then? Say that you wish to live for the sake of your children, that you may bring them up and educate them—will you take them into Thessaly and deprive them of Athenian citizenship? Is that the benefit which you would confer upon them? Or are you under the impression that they will be better cared for and educated here if you are still alive, although absent from them; for that your friends will take care of them? Do you fancy that if you are an inhabitant of Thessaly they will take care of them, and if you are an inhabitant of the other world they will not take care of them? Nay; but if they who call themselves friends are truly friends, they surely will.

	[…]
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	Led by Wat Tyler in 1381, great troops of villagers and rustics marched on London—laid siege to the Tower—sacked the apartments of the King and murdered his ministers. Froissart gives first-hand information of this rebellion. (Wat Tyler’s Rebellion suppressed June 15, 1381.)

	The Chronicles of Froissart

	by Jean Froissart

	Translated by Lord Berners

	Edited by G. C. Macauley

	Wat Tyler’s Rebellion

	How the Commons of England Rebelled against the Noblemen

	In the mean season while this treaty was, there fell in England great mischief and rebellion of moving of the common people, by which deed England was at a point to have been lost without recovery. There was never realm nor country in so great adventure as it was in that time, and all because of the ease and riches that the common people were of, which moved them to this rebellion, as sometime they did in France, the which did much hurt, for by such incidents the realm of France hath been greatly grieved.

	It was a marvellous thing and of poor foundation that this mischief began in England, and to give ensample to all manner of people I will speak thereof as it was done, as I was informed, and of the incidents thereof. There was an usage in England, and yet is in divers countries, that the noblemen hath great franchise over the commons and keepeth them in servage, that is to say, their tenants ought by custom to labour the lords’ lands, to gather and bring home their corns, and some to thresh and to fan, and by servage to make their hay and to hew their wood and bring it home. All these things they ought to do by servage, and there be more of these people in England than in any other realm. Thus the noblemen and prelates are served by them, and especially in the county of Kent, Essex, Sussex and Bedford. These unhappy people of these said countries began to stir, because they said they were kept in great servage, and in the beginning of the world, they said, there were no bondmen, wherefore they maintained that none ought to be bond, without he did treason to his lord, as Lucifer did to God; but they said they could have no such battle, [1] for they were neither angels nor spirits, but men formed to the similitude of their lords, saying why should they then be kept so under like beasts; the which they said they would no longer suffer, for they would be all one, and if they laboured or did anything for their lords, they would have wages therefor as well as other. And of this imagination was a foolish priest in the country of Kent called John Ball, for the which foolish words he had been three times in the bishop of Canterbury’s prison: for this priest used oftentimes on the Sundays after mass, when the people were going out of the minster, to go into the cloister and preach, and made the people to assemble about him, and would say thus: ‘Ah, ye good people, the matters goeth not well to pass in England, nor shall not do till everything be common, and that there be no villains nor gentlemen, but that we may be all unied together, and that the lords be no greater masters than we be. What have we deserved, or why should we be kept thus in servage? We be all come from one father and one mother, Adam and Eve: whereby can they say or shew that they be greater lords than we be, saving by that they cause us to win and labour for that they dispend? They are clothed in velvet and camlet furred with grise, and we be vestured with poor cloth: they have their wines, spices and good bread, and we have the drawing out of the chaff [2] and drink water: they dwell in fair houses, and we have the pain and travail, rain and wind in the fields; and by that that cometh of our labours they keep and maintain their estates: we be called their bondmen, and without we do readily them service beaten; and we have no sovereign to whom we may complain, nor that will hear us nor do us right. Let us go to the king, he is young, and shew him what servage we be in, and shew him how we will have it otherwise, or else we will provide us of some remedy; and if we go together, all manner of people that be now in any bondage will follow us to the intent to be made free; and when the king seeth us, we shall have some remedy, either by fairness or otherwise.’ Thus John Ball said on Sundays, when the people issued out of the churches in the villages; wherefore many of the mean people loved him, and such as intended to no goodness said how he said truth; and so they would murmur one with another in the fields and in the ways as they went together, affirming how John Ball said truth.

	[1. The true text is, ‘Mais ils n’avoient pas cette taille,’ ‘but they were not of that nature.’ The translator found the corruption ‘bataille’ for ‘taille.’]

	[2. Froissart says ‘le seigle, le retrait et la paille,’ ‘the rye, the bran and the straw.’ The translator’s French text had ‘le seigle, le retraict de la paille.’]

	The archbishop of Canterbury, who was informed of the saying of this John Ball, caused him to be taken and put in prison a two or three months to chastise him: howbeit, it had been much better at the beginning that he had been condemned to perpetual prison or else to have died, rather than to have suffered him to have been again delivered out of prison; but the bishop had conscience to let him die. And when this John Ball was out of prison, he returned again to his error, as he did before.

	Of his words and deeds there were much people in London informed, such as had great envy at them that were rich and such as were noble; and then they began to speak among them and said how the realm of England was right evil governed, and how that gold and silver was taken from them by them that were named noblemen: so thus these unhappy men of London began to rebel and assembled them together, and sent word to the foresaid countries that they should come to London and bring their people with them, promising them how they should find London open to receive them and the commons of the city to be of the same accord, saying how they would do so much to the king that there should not be one bondman in all England.

	This promise moved so them of Kent, of Essex, of Sussex, of Bedford and of the countries about, that they rose and came towards London to the number of sixty thousand. And they had a captain called Water Tyler, and with him in company was Jack Straw and John Ball: these three were chief sovereign captains, but the head of all was Water Tyler, and he was indeed a tiler of houses, an ungracious patron. When these unhappy men began thus to stir, they of London, except such as were of their band, were greatly affrayed. Then the mayor of London and the rich men of the city took counsel together, and when they saw the people thus coming on every side, they caused the gates of the city to be closed and would suffer no man to enter into the city. But when they had well imagined, they advised not so to do, for they thought they should thereby put their suburbs in great peril to be brent; and so they opened again the city, and there entered in at the gates in some place a hundred, two hundred, by twenty and by thirty, and so when they came to London, they entered and lodged: and yet of truth the third part [3] of these people could not tell what to ask or demand, but followed each other like beasts, as the shepherds [4] did of old time, saying how they would go conquer the Holy Land, and at last all came to nothing. In like wise these villains and poor people came to London, a hundred mile off, sixty mile, fifty mile, forty mile, and twenty mile off, and from all countries about London, but the most part came from the countries before named, and as they came they demanded ever for the king. The gentlemen of the countries, knights and squires, began to doubt, when they saw the people began to rebel; and though they were in doubt, it was good reason; for a less occasion they might have been affrayed. So the gentlemen drew together as well as they might.

	[3. ‘Bien les trois pars,’ i. e. ‘three-fourths.’]

	[4. ‘Les pastoureaulx.’ The reference no doubt is to the Pastoureaux of 1320, who were destroyed at Aigues-Mortes when attempting to obtain a passage to the Holy Land.]

	The same day that these unhappy people of Kent were coming to London, there returned from Canterbury the king’s mother, princess of Wales, coming from her pilgrimage. She was in great jeopardy to have been lost, for these people came to her chare and dealt rudely with her, whereof the good lady was in great doubt lest they would have done some villany to her or to her damosels. Howbeit, God kept her, and she came in one day from Canterbury to London, for she never durst tarry by the way. The same time king Richard her son was at the Tower of London: there his mother found him, and with him there was the earl of Salisbury, the archbishop of Canterbury, sir Robert of Namur, the lord of Gommegnies and divers other, who were in doubt of these people that thus gathered together, and wist not what they demanded. This rebellion was well known in the king’s court, or any of these people began to stir out of their houses; but the king nor his council did provide no remedy therefor, which was great marvel. And to the intent that all lords and good people and such as would nothing but good should take ensample to correct them that be evil and rebellious, I shall shew you plainly all the matter, as it was.

	The Evil Deeds That These Commons of England Did to the King’s Officers, and How They Sent a Knight to Speak with the King

	The Monday before the feast of Corpus Christi the year of our Lord God a thousand three hundred and eighty-one these people issued out of their houses to come to London to speak with the king to be made free, for they would have had no bondman in England. And so first they came to Saint Thomas of Canterbury, and there John Ball had thought to have found the bishop of Canterbury, but he was at London with the king. When Wat Tyler and Jack Straw entered into Canterbury, all the common people made great feast, for all the town was of their assent; and there they took counsel to go to London to the king, and to send some of their company over the river of Thames into Essex, into Sussex and into the counties of Stafford and Bedford, to speak to the people that they should all come to the farther side of London and thereby to close London round about, so that the king should not stop their passages, and that they should all meet together on Corpus Christi day. They that were at Canterbury entered into Saint Thomas’ church and did there much hurt, and robbed and brake up the bishop’s chamber, and in robbing and bearing out their pillage they said: ‘Ah, this chancellor of England hath had a good market to get together all this riches: he shall give us now account of the revenues of England and of the great profits that he hath gathered sith the king’s coronation.’ When they had this Monday thus broken the abbey of Saint Vincent, they departed in the morning and all the people of Canterbury with them, and so took the way to Rochester and sent their people to the villages about. And in their going they beat down and robbed houses of advocates and procurers of the king’s court and of the archbishop, and had mercy of none. And when they were come to Rochester, they had there good cheer; for the people of that town tarried for them, for they were of the same sect, and then they went to the castle there and took the knight that had the rule thereof, he was called sir John Newton, and they said to him: ‘Sir, it behoveth you to go with us and you shall be our sovereign captain and to do that we will have you.’ The knight excused himself honestly and shewed them divers considerations and excuses, but all availed him nothing, for they said unto him: ‘Sir John, if ye do not as we will have you, ye are but dead.’ The knight, seeing these people in that fury and ready to slay him, he then doubted death and agreed to them, and so they took him with them against his inward will; and in like wise they of other counties in England, as Essex, Sussex, Stafford, Bedford and Warwick, even to Lincoln; for they brought the knights and gentlemen into such obeisance, that they caused them to go with them, whether they would or not, as the lord Moylays, a great baron, sir Stephen of Hales and sir Thomas of Cosington and other.

	Now behold the great fortune. If they might have come to their intents, they would have destroyed all the noblemen of England, and thereafter all other nations would have followed the same and have taken foot and ensample by them and by them of Gaunt and Flanders, who rebelled against their lord. The same year the Parisians rebelled in like wise and found out the mallets of iron, of whom there were more than twenty thousand, as ye shall hear after in this history; but first we will speak of them of England.

	When these people thus lodged at Rochester departed, and passed the river and came to Brentford, alway keeping still their opinions, beating down before them and all about the places and houses of advocates and procurers, and striking off the heads of divers persons. And so long they went forward till they came within a four mile of London, and there lodged on a hill called Blackheath; and as they went, they said ever they were the king’s men and the noble commons of England: [1] and when they of London knew that they were come so near to them, the mayor, as ye have heard before, closed the gates and kept straitly all the passages. This order caused the mayor, who was called Nicholas Walworth, [2] and divers other rich burgesses of the city, who were not of their sect; but there were in London of their unhappy opinions more than thirty thousand.

	[1. ‘That they were for the king and the noble commons (or commonwealth) of England.’]

	[2. Froissart calls him John: his name was really William.]

	Then these people thus being lodged on Blackheath determined to send their knight to speak with the king and to shew him how all that they have done or will do is for him and his honour, and how the realm of England hath not been well governed a great space for the honour of the realm nor for the common profit by his uncles and by the clergy, and specially by the archbishop of Canterbury his chancellor; whereof they would have account. This knight durst do none otherwise, but so came by the river of Thames to the Tower. The king and they that were with him in the Tower, desiring to hear tidings, seeing this knight coming made him way, and was brought before the king into a chamber; and with the king was the princess his mother and his two brethren, the earl of Kent and the lord John Holland, the earl of Salisbury, the earl of Warwick, the earl of Oxford, the archbishop of Canterbury, the lord of Saint John’s, [3] sir Robert of Namur, the lord of Vertaing, the lord of Gommegnies, sir Henry of Senzeille, the mayor of London and divers other notable burgesses. This knight sir John Newton, who was well known among them, for he was one of the king’s officers, he kneeled down before the king and said: ‘My right redoubted lord, let it not displease your grace the message that I must needs shew you, for, dear sir, it is by force and against my will.’ ‘Sir John,’ said the king, ‘say what ye will: I hold you excused.’ ‘Sir, the commons of this your realm hath sent me to you to desire you to come and speak with them on Blackheath; for they desire to have none but you: and, sir, ye need not to have any doubt of your person, for they will do you no hurt; for they hold and will hold you for their king. But, sir, they say they will shew you divers things, the which shall be right necessary for you to take heed of, when they speak with you; of the which things, sir, I have no charge to shew you: but, sir, it may please you to give me an answer such as may appease them and that they may know for truth that I have spoken with you; for they have my children in hostage till I return again to them, and without I return again, they will slay my children incontinent.’

	[3. That is, the grand prior of the Hospital.]

	Then the king made him an answer and said: ‘Sir, ye shall have an answer shortly.’ Then the king took counsel what was best for him to do, and it was anon determined that the next morning the king should go down the river by water and without fail to speak with them. And when sir John Newton heard that answer, he desired nothing else and so took his leave of the king and of the lords and returned again into his vessel, and passed the Thames and went to Blackheath, where he had left more than threescore thousand men. And there he answered them that the next morning they should send some of their council to the Thames, and there the king would come and speak with them. This answer greatly pleased them, and so passed that night as well as they might, and the fourth part of them [4] fasted for lack of victual for they had none, wherewith they were sore displeased, which was good reason.

	[4. ‘Les quatre pars d’eux,’ ‘four-fifths of them.’]

	All this season the earl of Buckingham was in Wales, for there he had fair heritages by reason of his wife, who was daughter to the earl of Northumberland and Hereford; but the voice was all through London how he was among these people. And some said certainly how they had seen him there among them; and all was because there was one Thomas in their company, a man of the county of Cambridge, that was very like the earl. Also the lords that lay at Plymouth to go into Portugal were well informed of this rebellion and of the people that thus began to rise; wherefore they doubted lest their viage should have been broken, or else they feared lest the commons about Hampton, Winchester and Arundel would have come on them: wherefore they weighed up their anchors and issued out of the haven with great pain, for the wind was sore against them, and so took the sea and there cast anchor abiding for the wind. And the duke of Lancaster, who was in the marches of Scotland between Moorlane and Roxburgh entreating with the Scots, where it was shewed him of the rebellion, whereof he was in doubt, for he knew well he was but little beloved with the commons of England; howbeit, for all those tidings, yet he did sagely demean himself as touching the treaty with the Scots. The earl Douglas, the earl of Moray, the earl of Sutherland and the earl Thomas Versy, and the Scots that were there for the treaty knew right well the rebellion in England, how the common people in every part began to rebel against the noblemen; wherefore the Scots thought that England was in great danger to be lost, and therefore in their treaties they were the more stiffer against the duke of Lancaster and his council.

	Now let us speak of the commons of England and how they persevered.

	How the Commons of England Entered into London, and of the Great Evil That They Did, and of the Death of the Bishop of Canterbury and Divers Other

	In the morning on Corpus Christi day king Richard heard mass in the Tower of London, and all his lords, and then he took his barge with the earl of Salisbury, the earl of Warwick, the earl of Oxford and certain knights, and so rowed down along the Thames to Rotherhithe, whereas was descended down the hill a ten thousand men to see the king and to speak with him. And when they saw the king’s barge coming, they began to shout, and made such a cry, as though all the devils of hell had been among them. And they had brought with them sir John Newton to the intent that, if the king had not come, they would have stricken him all to pieces, and so they had promised him. And when the king and his lords saw the demeanour of the people, the best assured of them were in dread; and so the king was counselled by his barons not to take any landing there, but so rowed up and down the river. And the king demanded of them what they would, and said how he was come thither to speak with them, and they said all with one voice: ‘We would that ye should come aland, and then we shall shew you what we lack.’ Then the earl of Salisbury answered for the king and said: ‘Sirs, ye be not in such order nor array that the king ought to speak with you.’ And so with those words no more said: and then the king was counselled to return again to the Tower of London, and so he did.

	And when these people saw that, they were inflamed with ire and returned to the hill where the great band was, and there shewed them what answer they had and how the king was returned to the Tower of London. Then they cried all with one voice, ‘Let us go to London,’ and so they took their way thither; and in their going they beat down abbeys and houses of advocates and of men of the court, and so came into the suburbs of London, which were great and fair, and there beat down divers fair houses, and specially they brake up the king’s prisons, as the Marshalsea and other, and delivered out all the prisoners that were within: and there they did much hurt, and at the bridge foot they threat them of London because the gates of the bridge were closed, saying how they would bren all the suburbs and so conquer London by force, and to slay and bren all the commons of the city. There were many within the city of their accord, and so they drew together and said: ‘Why do we not let these good people enter into the city? they are your fellows, and that that they do is for us.’ So therewith the gates were opened, and then these people entered into the city and went into houses and sat down to eat and drink. They desired nothing but it was incontinent brought to them, for every man was ready to make them good cheer and to give them meat and drink to appease them.

	Then the captains, as John Ball, Jack Straw and Wat Tyler, went throughout London and a twenty thousand with them, and so came to the Savoy in the way to Westminster, which was a goodly house and it pertained to the duke of Lancaster. And when they entered, they slew the keepers thereof and robbed and pilled the house, and when they had so done, then they set fire on it and clean destroyed and brent it. And when they had done that outrage, they left not therewith, but went straight to the fair hospital of the Rhodes called Saint John’s, [1] and there they brent house, hospital, minster and all. Then they went from street to street and slew all the Flemings that they could find in church or in any other place, there was none respited from death. And they brake up divers houses of the Lombards and robbed them and took their goods at their pleasure, for there was none that durst say them nay. And they slew in the city a rich merchant called Richard Lyon, to whom before that time Wat Tyler had done service in France; and on a time this Richard Lyon had beaten him, while he was his varlet, the which Wat Tyler then remembered and so came to his house and strake off his head and caused it to be borne on a spear-point before him all about the city. Thus these ungracious people demeaned themselves like people enraged and wood, and so that day they did much sorrow in London.

	[1. This is called afterwards ‘l’Ospital de Saint Jehan du Temple,’ and therefore would probably be the Temple, to which the Hospitallers had succeeded. They had, however, another house at Clerkenwell, which also had been once the property of the Templars.]

	And so against night they went to lodge at Saint Katherine’s before the Tower of London, saying how they would never depart thence till they had the king at their pleasure and till he had accorded to them all [they would ask, and] that they would ask accounts of the chancellor of England, to know where all the good was become that he had levied through the realm, and without he made a good account to them thereof, it should not be for his profit. And so when they had done all these evils to the strangers all the day, at night they lodged before the Tower.

	Ye may well know and believe that it was great pity for the danger that the king and such as were with him were in. For some time these unhappy people shouted and cried so loud, as though all the devils of hell had been among them. In this evening the king was counselled by his brethren and lords and by sir Nicholas Walworth, mayor of London, and divers other notable and rich burgesses, that in the night time they should issue out of the Tower and enter into the city, and so to slay all these unhappy people, while they were at their rest and asleep; for it was thought that many of them were drunken, whereby they should be slain like flies; also of twenty of them there was scant one in harness. And surely the good men of London might well have done this at their ease, for they had in their houses secretly their friends and servants ready in harness, and also sir Robert Knolles was in his lodging keeping his treasure with a sixscore ready at his commandment; in like wise was sir Perducas d’Albret, who was as then in London, insomuch that there might well [have] assembled together an eight thousand men ready in harness. Howbeit, there was nothing done, for the residue of the commons of the city were sore doubted, lest they should rise also, and the commons before were a threescore thousand or more. Then the earl of Salisbury and the wise men about the king said: ‘Sir, if ye can appease them with fairness, it were best and most profitable, and to grant them everything that they desire, for if we should begin a thing the which we could not achieve, we should never recover it again, but we and our heirs ever to be disinherited.’ So this counsel was taken and the mayor countermanded, and so commanded that he should not stir; and he did as he was commanded, as reason was. And in the city with the mayor there were twelve aldermen, whereof nine of them held with the king and the other three took part with these ungracious people, as it was after well known, the which they full dearly bought.

	And on the Friday in the morning the people, being at Saint Katherine’s near to the Tower, began to apparel themselves and to cry and shout, and said, without the king would come out and speak with them, they would assail the Tower and take it by force, and slay all them that were within. Then the king doubted these words and so was counselled that he should issue out to speak with them: and then the king sent to them that they should all draw to a fair plain place called Mile-end, whereas the people of the city did sport them in the summer season, and there the king to grant them that they desired; and there it was cried in the king’s name, that whosoever would speak with the king let him go to the said place, and there he should not fail to find the king. Then the people began to depart, specially the commons of the villages, and went to the same place: but all went not thither, for they were not all of one condition; for there were some that desired nothing but riches and the utter destruction of the noblemen and to have London robbed and pilled; that was the principal matter of their beginning, the which they well shewed; for as soon as the Tower gate opened and that the king was issued out with his two brethren and the earl of Salisbury, the earl of Warwick, the earl of Oxford, sir Robert of Namur, the lord of Vertaing, the lord Gommegnies and divers other, then Wat Tyler, Jack Straw and John Ball and more than four hundred entered into the Tower and brake up chamber after chamber, and at last found the archbishop of Canterbury, called Simon, a valiant man and a wise, and chief chancellor of England, and a little before he had said mass before the king. These gluttons took him and strake off his head, and also they beheaded the lord of Saint John’s and a friar minor, master in medicine, pertaining to the duke of Lancaster, they slew him in despite of his master, and a sergeant at arms called John Leg; and these four heads were set on four long spears and they made them to be borne before them through the streets of London and at last set them a-high on London bridge, as though they had been traitors to the king and to the realm. Also these gluttons entered into the princess’ chamber and brake her bed, whereby she was so sore affrayed that she swooned; and there she was taken up and borne to the water side and put into a barge and covered, and so conveyed to a place called the Queen’s Wardrobe; [2] and there she was all that day and night like a woman half dead, till she was comforted with the king her son, as ye shall hear after.

	[2. The Queen’s Wardrobe was in the ‘Royal’ (called by Froissart or his copyist ‘la Réole’) , a palace near Blackfriars.]

	[…]

	 


June 16. Spirits at the Top of the World

	Volume 18, pp. 415-428

	Modern English Drama

	The inaccessible mountain tops were ever venerated as the haunts of all mysteries. Manfred, hero of Byron’s play, seeks upon the high Alps the aid of spirits, specters, and goblins. What unearthly adventures await him! (Byron publishes “Manfred,” June 16, 1817.)

	Manfred

	By

	Lord Byron

	A Dramatic Poem

	‘There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

	Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.’

	Dramatis Personæ

	Manfred

	Chamois Hunter

	Abbot of St. Maurice

	Manuel

	Herman

	Witch of the Alps

	Arimanes

	Nemesis

	The Destinies

	Spirits, etc.

	The scene of the Drama is amongst the Higher Alps—partly in the Castle of Manfred, and partly in the Mountains.

	ACT I

	[…]

	Scene II—The Mountain of the Jungfrau.—Time, Morning. Manfred alone upon the Cliffs.

	Manfred

	The spirits I have raised abandon me,

	The spells which I have studied baffle me,

	The remedy I reck’d of tortured me;

	I lean no more on superhuman aid,

	It hath no power upon the past, and for

	The future, till the past be gulf’d in darkness,

	It is not of my search.—My mother Earth!

	And thou fresh breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains,

	Why are ye beautiful? I cannot love ye.

	And thou, the bright eye of the universe,

	That openest over all, and unto all

	Art a delight—thou shin’st not on my heart.

	And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge

	I stand, and on the torrent’s brink beneath

	Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs

	In dizziness of distance; when a leap,

	A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring

	My breast upon its rocky bosom’s bed

	To rest for ever—wherefore do I pause?

	I feel the impulse—yet I do not plunge;

	I see the peril—yet do not recede;

	And my brain reels—and yet my foot is firm.

	There is a power upon me which withholds,

	And makes it my fatality to live;

	If it be life to wear within myself

	This barrenness of spirit, and to be

	My own soul’s sepulchre, for I have ceased

	To justify my deeds unto myself—

	The last infirmity of evil. Ay,

	Thou winged and cloud—cleaving minister,

	[An eagle passes.

	Whose happy flight is highest into heaven,

	Well may’st thou swoop so near me—I should be

	Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets; thou art gone

	Where the eye cannot follow thee; but thine

	Yet pierces downward, onward, or above,

	With a pervading vision.—Beautiful!

	How beautiful is all this visible world!

	How glorious in its action and itself!

	But we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we,

	Half dust, half deity, alike unfit

	To sink or soar, with our mix’d essence make

	A conflict of its elements, and breathe

	The breath of degradation and of pride,

	Contending with low wants and lofty will,

	Till our mortality predominates,

	And men are—what they name not to themselves,

	And trust not to each other. Hark! the note,

	[The Shepherd’s pipe in the distance is heard.

	The natural music of the mountain reed

	(For here the patriarchal days are not

	A pastoral fable) pipes in the liberal air,

	Mix’d with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd;

	My soul would drink those echoes.—Oh, that I were

	The viewless spirit of a lovely sound,

	A living voice, a breathing harmony,

	A bodiless enjoyment—born and dying

	With the blest tone which made me!

	Enter from below a Chamois Hunter

	Chamois Hunter

	Even so

	This way the chamois leapt: her nimble feet

	Have baffled me; my gains to—day will scarce

	Repay my break—neck travail.—What is here?

	Who seems not of my trade, and yet hath reach’d

	A height which none even of our mountaineers,

	Save our best hunters, may attain: his garb

	Is goodly, his mien manly, and his air

	Proud as a freeborn peasant’s, at this distance—

	I will approach him nearer.

	Manfred (not perceiving the other)

	To be thus—

	Grey—hair’d with anguish, like these blasted pines.

	Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless,

	A blighted trunk upon a cursed root,

	Which but supplies a feeling to decay—

	And to be thus, eternally but thus,

	Having been otherwise! Now furrow’d o’er

	With wrinkles, plough’d by moments, not by years

	And hours—all tortured into ages—hours

	Which I outlive!—Ye toppling crags of ice!

	Ye avalanches, whom a breath draws down

	In mountainous o’erwhelming, come and crush me!

	I hear ye momently above, beneath,

	Crash with a frequent conflict; but ye pass,

	And only fall on things that still would live;

	On the young flourishing forest, or the hut

	And hamlet of the harmless villager.

	Chamois Hunter

	The mists begin to rise from up the valley;

	I’ll warn him to descend, or he may chance

	To lose at once his way and life together.

	Manfred

	The mists boil up around the glaciers; clouds

	Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphury,

	Like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell,

	Whose every wave breaks on a living shore

	Heap’d with the damn’d like pebbles.—I am giddy.

	Chamois Hunter

	I must approach him cautiously; if near,

	A sudden step will startle him, and he

	Seems tottering already.

	Manfred

	Mountains have fallen,

	Leaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shock

	Rocking their Alpine brethren; filling up

	The ripe green valleys with destruction’s splinters;

	Damming the rivers with a sudden dash,

	Which crush’d the waters into mist and made

	Their fountains find another channel—thus,

	Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg—

	Why stood I not beneath it?

	Chamois Hunter

	Friend! have a care,

	Your next step may be fatal!—for the love

	Of him who made you, stand not on that brink!

	Manfred (not hearing him)

	Such would have been for me a fitting tomb;

	My bones had then been quiet in their depth;

	They had not then been strewn upon the rocks

	For the wind’s pastime—as thus—thus they shall be—

	In this one plunge.—Farewell, ye opening heavens!

	Look not upon me thus reproachfully—

	Ye were not meant for me—Earth! take these atoms!

	[As Manfred is in act to spring from the cliff, the Chamois Hunter seizes and retains him with a sudden grasp.

	Chamois Hunter

	Hold, madman!—though aweary of thy life,

	Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood!

	Away with me—I will not quit my hold.

	Manfred

	I am most sick at heart—nay, grasp me not—

	I am all feebleness—the mountains whirl

	Spinning around me—I grow blind—What art thou?

	Chamois Hunter

	I’ll answer that anon.—Away with me!

	The clouds grow thicker—there—now lean on me—

	Place your foot here—here, take this staff, and cling

	A moment to that shrub—now give me your hand,

	And hold fast by my girdle—softly—well—

	The Chalet will be gain’d within an hour.

	Come on, we’ll quickly find a surer footing,

	And something like a pathway, which the torrent

	Hath wash’d since winter.—Come, ’tis bravely done;

	Your should have been a hunter.—Follow me.

	[As they descend the rocks with difficulty, the scene closes.

	ACT II

	Scene I—A Cottage amongst the Bernese Alps.

	Manfred and the Chamois Hunter.

	Chamois Hunter

	No, no, yet pause, thou must not yet go forth:

	Thy mind and body are alike unfit

	To trust each other, for some hours, at least;

	When thou art better, I will be thy guide—

	But whither?

	Manfred

	It imports not; I do know

	My route full well and need no further guidance.

	Chamois Hunter

	Thy garb and gait bespeak thee of high lineage—

	One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags

	Look o’er the lower valleys—which of these

	May call thee lord? I only know their portals;

	My way of life leads me but rarely down

	To bask by the huge hearths of those old halls,

	Carousing with the vassals; but the paths,

	Which step from out our mountains to their doors,

	I know from childhood—which of these is thine?

	Manfred

	No matter.

	Chamois Hunter

	Well, sir, pardon me the question,

	And be of better cheer. Come, taste my wine;

	’Tis of an ancient vintage; many a day

	’T has thaw’d my veins among our glaciers, now

	Let it do thus for thine. Come, pledge me fairly.

	Manfred

	Away, away! there’s blood upon the brim!

	Will it then never—never sink in the earth?

	Chamois Hunter

	What dost thou mean? thy senses wander from thee.

	Manfred

	I say ’tis blood—my blood! the pure warm stream

	Which ran in the veins of my fathers, and in ours

	When we were in our youth, and had one heart,

	And loved each other as we should not love,

	And this was shed: but still it rises up,

	Colouring the clouds, that shut me out from heaven,

	Where thou art not—and I shall never be.

	Chamois Hunter

	Man of strange words, and some half—maddening sin,

	Which makes thee people vacancy, whate’er

	Thy dread and sufferance be, there’s comfort yet—

	The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience—

	Manfred

	Patience and patience! Hence—that word was made

	For brutes of burthen, not for birds of prey;

	Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine,—

	I am not of thine order.

	Chamois Hunter

	Thanks to heaven!

	I would not be of thine for the free fame

	Of William Tell; but whatsoe’er thine ill,

	It must be borne, and these wild starts are useless.

	Manfred

	Do I not bear it?—Look on me—I live.

	Chamois Hunter

	This is convulsion, and no healthful life.

	Manfred

	I tell thee, man! I have lived many years,

	Many long years, but they are nothing now

	To those which I must number: ages—ages—

	Space and eternity—and consciousness,

	With the fierce thirst of death—and still unslaked!

	Chamois Hunter

	Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age

	Hath scarce been set; I am thine elder far.

	Manfred

	Think’st thou existence doth depend on time?

	It doth; but actions are our epochs: mine

	Have made my days and nights imperishable,

	Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore,

	Innumerable atoms; and one desert,

	Barren and cold, on which the wild waves break,

	But nothing rests, save carcasses and wrecks,

	Rocks, and the salt—surf weeds of bitterness.

	Chamois Hunter

	Alas! he’s mad—but yet I must not leave him.

	Manfred

	I would I were, for then the things I see

	Could be but a distemper’d dream.

	Chamois Hunter

	What is it

	That thou dost see, or think thou look’st upon?

	Manfred

	Myself, and thee—a peasant of the Alps,

	Thy humble virtues, hospitable home,

	And spirit patient, pious, proud and free;

	Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts;

	Thy days of health, and nights of sleep; thy toils,

	By danger dignified, yet guiltless; hopes

	Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave,

	With cross and garland over its green turf,

	And thy grandchildren’s love for epitaph;

	This do I see—and then I look within—

	It matters not—my soul was scorch’d already!

	Chamois Hunter

	And wouldst thou then exchange thy lot for mine?

	Manfred

	No, friend! I would not wrong thee nor exchange

	My lot with living being: I can bear—

	However wretchedly, ’tis still to bear—

	In life what others could not brook to dream,

	But perish in their slumber.

	Chamois Hunter

	And with this—

	This cautious feeling for another’s pain,

	Canst thou be black with evil?—say not so.

	Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak’d revenge

	Upon his enemies?

	Manfred

	Oh! no, no, no!

	My injuries came down on those who loved me—

	On those whom I best loved: I never quell’d

	An enemy, save in my just defence—

	But my embrace was fatal.

	Chamois Hunter

	Heaven give thee rest!

	And penitence restore thee to thyself;

	My prayers shall be for thee.

	Manfred

	I need them not,

	But can endure thy pity. I depart—

	’Tis time—farewell!—Here’s gold, and thanks for thee;

	No words—it is thy due. Follow me not;

	I know my path—the mountain peril’s past:

	And once again, I charge thee, follow not!

	[Exit Manfred.

	Scene II—A lower Valley in the Alps.—A Cataract.

	Enter Manfred

	Manfred

	It is not noon; the sunbow’s rays still arch

	The torrent with the many hues of heaven,

	And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column

	O’er the crag’s headlong perpendicular,

	And fling its lines of foaming light along,

	And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail

	The Giani steed, to be bestrode by Death,

	As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes

	But mine now drink this sight of loveliness;

	I should be sole in this sweet solitude,

	And with the Spirit of the place divide

	The homage of these waters.—I will call her.

	[Manfred takes some of the water into the palm of his hand, and flings it in the air, muttering the adjuration. After a pause, the Witch of the Alps rises beneath the arch of the sunbow of the torrent.

	Beautiful Spirit! with thy hair of light

	And dazzling eyes of glory, in whose form

	The charms of earth’s least mortal daughters grow

	To an unearthly stature, in an essence

	Of purer elements; while the hues of youth

	(Carnation’d like a sleeping infant’s cheek

	Rock’d by the beating of her mother’s heart,

	Or the rose-tints, which summer’s twilight leaves

	Upon the lofty glacier’s virgin snow,

	The blush of earth embracing with her heaven)

	Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame

	The beauties of the sunbow which bends o’er thee.

	Beautiful Spirit! in thy calm clear brow,

	Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul,

	Which of itself shows immortality,

	I read that thou wilt pardon to a Son

	Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit

	At times to commune with them—if that he

	Avail him of his spells—to call thee thus,

	And gaze on thee a moment.

	Witch

	Son of Earth!

	I know thee, and the powers which give thee power;

	I know thee for a man of many thoughts,

	And deeds of good and ill, extreme in both,

	Fatal and fated in thy sufferings.

	I have expected this—what wouldst thou with me?

	Manfred

	To look upon thy beauty—nothing further.

	The face of the earth hath madden’d me, and I

	Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce

	To the abodes of those who govern her—

	But they can nothing aid me. I have sought

	From them what they could not bestow, and now

	I search no further.

	Witch

	What could be the quest

	Which is not in the power of the most powerful,

	The rulers of the invisible?

	Manfred

	A boon;

	But why should I repeat it? ’twere in vain.

	Witch

	I know not that; let thy lips utter it.

	Manfred

	Well, though it torture me, ’tis but the same;

	My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards

	My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men,

	Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes;

	The thirst of their ambition was not mine,

	The aim of their existence was not mine;

	My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers

	Made me a stranger; though I wore the form,

	I had no sympathy with breathing flesh,

	Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me

	Was there but one who—but of her anon.

	I said, with men, and with the thoughts of men,

	I held but slight communion; but instead,

	My joy was in the Wilderness, to breathe

	The difficult air of the iced mountain’s top,

	Where the birds dare not build, nor insect’s wing

	Flit o’er the herbless granite; or to plunge

	Into the torrent, and to roll along

	On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave

	Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow.

	In these my early strength exulted; or

	To follow through the night the moving moon,

	The stars and their development; or catch

	The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim;

	Or to look, list’ning, on the scatter’d leaves,

	While Autumn winds were at their evening song.

	These were my pastimes, and to be alone;

	For if the beings, of whom I was one,—

	Hating to be so,—cross’d me in my path,

	I felt myself degraded back to them,

	And was all clay again. And then I dived,

	In my lone wanderings, to the caves of death,

	Searching its cause in its effect; and drew

	From wither’d bones, and skulls, and heap’d up dust,

	Conclusions most forbidden. Then I pass’d

	The nights of years in sciences, untaught

	Save in the old time; and with time and toil,

	And terrible ordeal, and such penance

	As in itself hath power upon the air

	And spirits that do compass air and earth,

	Space, and the peopled infinite, I made

	Mine eyes familiar with Eternity,

	Such as, before me, did the Magi, and

	He who from out their fountain dwellings raised

	Eros and Anteros, at Gadara,

	As I do thee;—and with my knowledge grew

	The thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy

	Of this most bright intelligence, until—

	Witch

	Proceed.

	Manfred

	Oh, I but thus prolong’d my words,

	Boasting these idle attributes, because

	As I approach the core of my heart’s grief

	But to my task. I have not named to thee

	Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being,

	With whom I wore the chain of human ties;

	If I had such, they seem’d not such to me—

	Yet there was one—

	Witch

	Spare not thyself—proceed.

	Manfred

	She was like me in lineaments—her eyes,

	Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone

	Even of her voice, they said were like to mine;

	But soften’d all, and temper’d into beauty;

	She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings,

	The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind

	To comprehend the universe; nor these

	Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine,

	Pity, and smiles, and tears—which I had not;

	And tenderness—but that I had for her;

	Humility—and that I never had.

	Her faults were mine—her virtues were her own—

	I loved her, and destroy’d her!

	Witch

	With thy hand?

	Manfred

	Not with my hand, but heart—which broke her heart;

	It gazed on mine, and wither’d. I have shed

	Blood, but not hers—and yet her blood was shed—

	I saw, and could not stanch it.

	Witch

	And for this,

	A being of the race thou dost despise,

	The order which thine own would rise above,

	Mingling with us and ours, thou dost forego

	The gifts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st back

	To recreant mortality—Away!

	Manfred

	Daughter of Air! I tell thee, since that hour—

	But words are breath—look on me in my sleep,

	Or watch my watchings—Come and sit by me!

	My solitude is solitude no more,

	But peopled with the Furies;—I have gnash’d

	My teeth in darkness till returning morn,

	Then cursed myself till sunset;—I have pray’d

	Ford madness as a blessing—’tis denied me.

	I have affronted death, but in the war

	Of elements the waters shrunk from me,

	And fatal things pass’d harmless—the cold hand

	Of an all—pitiless demon held me back,

	Back by a single hair, which would not break.

	In fantasy, imagination, all

	The affluence of my soul—which one day was

	A Crœsus in creation—I plunged deep,

	But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back

	Into the gulf of my unfathom’d thought.

	I plunged amidst mankind.—Forgetfulness

	I sought in all, save where ’t is to be found,

	And that I have to learn—my sciences,

	My long pursued and superhuman art,

	Is mortal here; I dwell in my despair—

	And live—and live for ever.

	Witch

	It may be

	That I can aid thee.

	Manfred

	To do this thy power

	Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them.

	Do so—in any shape—in any hour—

	With any torture—so it be the last.

	Witch

	That is not in my province; but if thou

	Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do

	My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes.

	Manfred

	I will not swear—Obey! and whom? the spirits

	Whose presence I command, and be the slave

	Of those who served me—Never!

	Witch

	Is this all?

	Hast thou no gentler answer?—Yet bethink thee,

	And pause ere thou rejectest.

	Manfred

	I have said it.

	Witch

	Enough!—I may retire then—say!

	Manfred

	Retire!

	[The Witch disappears.

	Manfred (alone)

	We are all the fools of time and terror: Days

	Steal on us and steal from us; yet we live,

	Loathing our life, and dreading still to die.

	In all the days of this detested yoke—

	This vital weight upon the struggling heart,

	Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain,

	Or joy that ends in agony or faintness—

	In all the days of past and future, for

	In life there is no present, we can number

	How few, how less than few, wherein the soul

	Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws back

	As from a stream in winter, though the chill

	Be but a moment’s. I have one resource

	Still in my science—I can call the dead,

	And ask them what it is we dread to be:

	The sternest answer can but be the Grave,

	And that is nothing;—if they answer not—

	The buried Prophet answered to the Hag

	Of Endor; and the Spartan Monarch drew

	From the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spirit

	An answer and his destiny—he slew

	That which he loved, unknowing what he slew,

	And died unpardon’d—though he call’d in aid

	The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused

	The Arcadian Evocators to compel

	The indignant shadow to depose her wrath,

	Or fix her term of vengeance—she replied

	In words of dubious import, but fulfill’d.

	If I had never lived, that which I love

	Had still been living; had I never loved,

	That which I love would still be beautiful—

	Happy and giving happiness. What is she?

	What is she now?—a sufferer for my sins—

	A thing I dare not think upon—or nothing.

	Within few hours I shall not call in vain—

	Yet in this hour I dread the thing I dare:

	Until this hour I never shrunk to gaze

	On spirit, good or evil—now I tremble,

	And feel a strange cold thaw upon my heart.

	But I can act even what I most abhor,

	And champion human fears.—The night approaches.

	[Exit.

	[…]

	 


June 17. Risked His Scalp in Prayer

	Volume 43, pp. 138-146

	American Historical Documents

	John Eliot put his life at the mercy of the redmen to get them to listen to his preachings. He wrote vividly about his settlements of Christian Indians. Now villages and Indians have disappeared. Only his story remains. (John Eliot holds Indian prayer meeting June 17, 1670.)

	Elliot’s Brief Narrative

	(1670)

	[John Eliot (1604–1690), [1] “The Apostle to the Indians,” came to New England in 1631, and began his ministrations to the Indians in their own language in 1646. His great work, the translation of the Bible into the tongue of the Massachusetts Indians, was finished in 1658 and published 1661–63. He wrote a number reports on the progress of Christianity among the Indians, of which the Brief Narrative was the last. This pamphlet gives an interesting picture of the conditions of evangelisation among the natives at the end of the first generation of intercourse with the colonists. The movement which was so vigorously started by Eliot was checked before his death by King Philip’s war, 1675–6.]

	To the Right Worshipful the Commissioners under his Majesties’ Great-Seal, for Propagation of the Gospel amongst the poor blind Indians in New-England

	Right Worshipful and Christian Gentlemen:

	That brief Tract of the present state of the Indian-Work in my hand, which I did the last year on the sudden present you with when you call’d for such a thing; That falling short of its end, and you calling for a renewal thereof, with opportunity of more time, I shall begin with our last great motion in that Work done this Summer, because that will lead me to begin with the state of the Indians under the hands of my Brethren Mr. Mahew and Mr. Bourn.

	Upon the 17th day of the 6th month, 1670, there was a Meeting at Maktapog near Sandwich in Plimouth-Pattent, to gather a Church among the Indians: There were present six of the Magistrates, and many Elders, (all of them Messengers of the Churches within that Jurisdiction) in whose presence, in a day of Fasting and Prayer, they making confession of the Truth and Grace of Jesus Christ, did in that solemn Assembly enter into Covenant, to walk together in the Faith and Order of the Gospel; and were accepted and declared to be a Church of Jesus Christ. These Indians being of kin to our Massachuset-Indians who first prayed unto God, conversed with them, and received amongst them the light and love of the Truth; they desired me to write to Mr. Leveredge to teach them: He accepted the Motion: and performed the Work with good success; but afterwards he left that place, and went to Long-Island, and there a godly Brother, named Richard Bourne (who purposed to remove with Mr. Leveredge, but hindered by Divine Providence) undertook the teaching of those Indians, and hath continued in the work with good success to this day; him we ordained Pastor: and one of the Indians, named Jude, should have been ordained Ruling-Elder, but being sick at that time, advice was given that he should be ordained with the first opportunity, as also a Deacon to manage the present Sabbath-Day Collections, and other [4] parts of that Office in their season. The same day also were they, and such of their Children as were present, baptized.

	From them we passed over to the Vineyard, where many were added to the Church both men and women, and were baptized all of them, and their Children also with them; we had the Sacrament of the Lords Supper celebrated in the Indian-Church, and many of the English-Church gladly joyned with them; for which cause it was celebrated in both languages. On a day of Fasting and Prayer, Elders were ordained, two Teaching-Elders, the one to be a Preacher of the Gospel, to do the Office of a Pastor and Teacher; the other to be a Preacher of the Gospel, to do the Office of a Teacher and Pastor, as the Lord should given them ability and opportunity; Also two Ruling-Elders, with advice to ordain Deacons also, for the Service of Christ in the Church. Things were so ordered by the Lord’s guidance, that a Foundation is laid for two Churches more; for first, these of the Vineyard dwelling at too great a distance to enjoy with comfort their Sabbath-communion in one place, Advice was given them, that after some experience of walking together in the Order and Ordinances of the Gospel, they should issue forth into another Church; and the Officers are so chosen, that when they shall do so, both Places are furnished with a Teaching and Ruling-Elder.

	Also the Teacher of the Praying Indians of Nantuket, with a Brother of his were received here, who made good Confessions of Jesus Christ; and being asked, did make report unto us that there be about ninety Families who pray unto God in that Island, so effectual is the Light of the Gospel among them. Advice was given, that some of the chief Godly People should joyn to this Church, (for they frequently converse together, though the Islands be seven leagues asunder) and after some experience of walking in the Order of the Gospel, they should issue forth into Church-estate among themselves, and have Officers ordained amongst them.

	The Church of the Vineyard were desirous to have chosen Mr. Mahew to be their Pastor: but he declined it, conceiving that in his present capacity he lieth under greater advantages to stand their Friend, and do them good, to save them from the hands of such as would bereave them of their Lands, &c., but they shall alwayes have his counsel, instruction and management in all their Church-affairs, as hitherto they have had; he will die in this service of Jesus Christ. The Praying-Indians of both these islands depend on him, as God’s Instrument for their good. [5] Advice also was given for the setling of Schools; every Child capable of learning, equally paying, whether he make use of it or no: Yet if any should sinfully neglect Schooling their Youth, it is a transgression liable to censure under both Orders, Civil and Ecclesiastical, the offence being against both. So we walk at Natick.

	In as much as now we have ordained Indian Officers unto the Ministry of the Gospel, it is needed to add a word or two of Apology: I find it hopeless to expect English Officers in our Indian Churches; the work is full of hardship, hard labour, and chargeable also, and theIndians not yet capable to give considerable support and maintenance; and Men have bodies, and must live of the Gospel: And what comes from England is liable to hazard and uncertainties. On such grounds as these partly, but especially from the secret wise governance of Jesus Christ, the Lord of the Harvest, there is no appearance of hope for their souls feeding in that way: they must be trained up to be able to live of themselves in the ways of the Gospel of Christ; and through the riches of God’s Grace and Love, sundry of themselves who are expert in the Scriptures, are able to teach each other: An English young man raw in that language, coming to teach among our Christian-Indians, would be much to their loss; there be of themselves such as be more able, especially being advantaged that he speaketh his own language, and knoweth their manners. Such English as shall hereafter teach them, must begin with a People that begin to pray unto God, (and such opportunities we have many) and then as they grow in knowledge, he will grow (if he be diligent) in ability of speech to communicate the knowledge of Christ unto them. And seeing they must have Teachers amongst themselves, they must also be taught to be Teachers: for which cause I have begun to teach them the Art of Teaching, and I find some of them very capable. And while I live, my purpose is, (by the grace of Christ assisting) to make it one of my chief cares and labours to teach them some of the Liberal Arts and Sciences, and the way how to analize, and lay out into particulars both the Works and Word of God; and how to communicate knowledge to others methodically and skilfully, and especially the method of Divinity. There be sundry Ministers who live in an opportunity of beginning with a People, and for time to come I shall cease my importuning of others, and onely fall to perswade such unto this service of Jesus Christ, it being one part of our Ministerial Charge to preach to the World in the Name of Jesus, and from amongst them to gather Subjects to his holy Kingdom. The Bible, and the Catechism drawn [6] out of the Bible, are general helps to all parts and places about us, and are the ground-work of Community amongst all our Indian-Churches and Christians.

	I find a blessing, when our Church of Natick doth send forth fit Persons unto some remoter places, to teach them the fear of the Lord. But we want maintenance for that Service; it is chargeable matter to send a Man from his Family: The Labourer is worthy of his Hire: And when they go only to the High-wayes and Hedges, it is not to be expected that they should reward them: If they believe and obey their Message, it is enough. We are determined to send forth some (if the Lord will, and that we live) this Autumn, sundry ways. I see the best way is, up and be doing: In all labour there is profit; Seek and ye shall find. We have Christ’s Example, his Promise, his Presence, his Spirit to assist; and I trust that the Lord will find a way for your encouragement.

	Natick is our chief Town, where most and chief of our Rulers, and most of the Church dwells; here most of our chief Courts are kept; and the Sacraments in the Church are for the most part here administered: It is (by the Divine Providence) seated well near in the center of all our praying Indians, though Westward the Cords of Christ’s Tents are more enlarged. Here we began Civil Government in the year 1650. And here usually are kept the General-Trainings, which seven years ago looked so big that we never had one since till this year, and it was at this time but a small appearance. Here we have two Teachers, John Speen and Anthony; we have betwixt forty and fifty Communicants at the Lord’s Table, when they all appear, but now, some are dead, and some decriped with age; and one under Censure, yet making towards a recovery; one died here the last Winter of the Stone, a temperate, sober, godly man, the first Indian that ever was known to have that disease; but now another hath the same disease: Sundry more are proposed, and in way of preparation to joyn unto the Church.

	Ponkipog, or Pakeunit, is our second Town, where the Sachems of the Bloud (as they term the Chief Royal-Line) had their Residence and Rights, which are mostly Alienated to the English Towns: The last Chief Man, off that Line, was last year slain by the Mauquzogs, against whom he rashly (without due Attendants and Assistance, and against Counsel) went; yet all, yea, his Enemies say, He died valiantly; they were more afraid to kill him, than we was to died; yet being de- [7] serted by all (some knowingly say through Treasoon) he stood long, and at last feel alone: Had he had but 10 Men, yea 5 in good order with him, he would have driven all his Enemies before him. His Brother was resident with us in this Town, but he is fallen into sin, and from praying to God. Our Chief Ruler is Ahauton, an old stedfast and trusty friend to the English, and loveth his Country. He is more loved than feared; the reins of his bridle are too long. Waken is sometimes necessarily called to keep Courts here, to add live and zeal in the punishment of Sinners. Their late Teacher, William, is deceased; He was a man of eminent parts, all the English acknowledge him, and he was known to many: He was of a ready wit, sound judgment, and affable; he is gone unto the Lord; And William, the Son of Ahauton, is called to be Teacher in his stead. He is a promising young-man, of a single and upright heart, a good judgment, he Prayeth and Preacheth well, he is studious and industrious, and well accounted of among the English.

	Hassunnimesut is the next Town in order, dignity, and antiquity; sundry of our chief Friends in the great work of Praying to God, came from them, and there lived their Progenitors, and there lieth their Inheritance, and that is the place of their desires. It lieth upon Nichmuke River; the people were well known to the English so long as Connecticot Road lay that way, and their Religion was judged to be real by all that travelled that journey, and had occasion to lodge, especially to keep a Sabbath among them. The Ruler of the Town is Anuweekin, and his brother Tuppukkoowillin is Teacher, both sound and godly Men. This Ruler, last Winter, was overtaken with a Passion, which was so observable, that I had occasion to speak with him about it; he was very penitent; I hold him, That as to man, I, and all men were ready to forgive him. Ah! said he, I find it the greatest difficulty to forgive myself. For the encouragement of this place, and for the cherishing of a new Plantation of Praying Indians beyond them, they called Monatunkanet to be a Teacher also in that Town, and both of them to take care of the new Praying-Town beyond them. And for the like encouragement, Captain Gookins joyned Petahheg with Anuweekin. The aged Father of this Ruler and Teacher, was last year Baptized, who hath many Children that fear God. In this place we meditate ere long (if the Lord will, and that we live) to gather a Church, that so the Sabbath-Communion of our Christian Indiansmay be the more agree- [8] able to the Divine Institution, which we make too bold with while we live at such distance.

	Ogquonikongquamesut is the next Town; where, how we have been afflicted, I may not say. The English Town called Marlborough doth border upon them, as did the lines of the Tribes of Judah and Benjamin; the English Meeting-house standeth within the line of the Indian Town, although the contiguity and co-inhabitation is not barren in producing matters of interfering; yet our godly Indians do obtain a good report of the godly English, which is an argument that bringeth light and evidence to my heart, that our Indians are really godly. I was very lately among them; they desired me to settle a stated Lecture amongst them, as it is in sundry other Praying Towns, which I did with so much the more gladness and hope of blessing in it, because through Grace the Motion did first spring from themselves. Solomon is their Teacher, whom we judge to be a serious and sound Christian; their Ruler is Owannamug, whose grave, faithful, and discreet Conversation hath procured him real respect from the English. One that was a Teacher in this place, is the man that is now under Censure in the Church; his sin was that adventitious sin which we have brought unto them, Drunkenness, which was never known to them before they knew us English. But I account it our duty, and it is much in my desire, as well to teach them Wisdom to Rule such heady Creatures, as skill to get them to be able to bridle their own appetites, when they have means and opportunity of high-spirited enticements. The Wisdom and Power of Grace is not so much seen in the beggarly want of these things, as in the bridling of our selves in the use of them. It is true Dominion, to be able to use them, and not to abuse ourselves by them.

	Nashope is our next Praying Town, a place of much Affliction; it was the chief place of Residence, where Tahattawans lived, a Sachem of the Blood, a faithful and zealous Christian, a strict yet gentle Ruler; he was a Ruler of 50 in our Civil Order; and when God took him, a chief man in our Israel was taken away from us. His only Son was a while vain, but proved good, except in the Scripture, was Elected to rule in his Father’s place, but soon died, insomuch that this place is now destitute of a Ruler. The Teacher of the place is John Thomas, a godly understanding Christian, well esteemed of by the English: his Father was killed by the Mauquaogs, shot to death as he was in [9] the River doing his Eele-wyers. This place lying in the Road-way which the Mauquaogs haunted, was much molested by them, and was one year wholly deserted; but this year the People have taken courage and dwell upon it again.

	In this place after the great Earthquake, there was some eruption out of the Earth, which left a great Hiatus or Cleft a great way together, and out of some Cavities under great Rocks, by a great Pond in that place, there was a great while after often heard an humming noise, as if there were frequent eruptions out of the Ground at that place: yet for Healthfulness thee place is much as other places be. For Religion, there be amongst them some Godly Christians, who are received into the Church, and baptized, and others looking that way.

	Wamesut is our next Praying-Town; it lyeth at the bottom of the great Falls, on the great River Merymak, and at the falling-in of Concord River; the Sachem of this Place is named Nomphon, said to be a Prince of the Bloud, a Man of a real Noble Spirit: A Brother of his was slain by the Mauquaogs as he was upon a Rock fishing in the great River. In revenge whereof he went in the forementioned rash Expedition, but had such about him, and was so circumspect, that he came well off, though he lost one principal Man. This place is very much annoyed by the Mauquaogs, and have much ado to stand their ground.

	In this Place Captain Gookins ordered a Garrison to be kept the last year, which Order while they attended they were safe; but when the Northern Sachems and Souldiers came, who stirred up ours to go with them on their unsuccessful Expedition, the Town was for the most part scatter’d and their Corn spoyled.

	The Teacher of this Place is named George: they have not much esteem for Religion, but I am hopefully perswaded of sundry of them; I can go unto them but once in a year.

	Panatuket is the upper part of Merimak-Falls; so called, because of the noise which the Waters make. Thither the Penagwog-Indians are come, and have built a great Fort; Their Sachems refused to pray to God, so signally and sinfully, that Captain Gookins and my self were very sensible of it, and were not without some expectation of some interposure of a Divine-Hand, which did eminently come to pass; for in the forenamed expedition they joyned with the Northern Sachems, [10] and were all of them cut off; even all that had so signally refused to pray unto God were now as signally rejected by God, and cut off. I hear not that it was ever known, that so many Sachems and Men of Note were killed in one imprudent Expedition, and that by a few scattered people; for the Mauquaogs were not imbodied to received them, nor prepared, and few at home, which did much greaten the Overthrow of so many great Men, and shews a divine over-ruling hand of God. But now, since the Penaguag-Sachems are cut off, the People (sundry of them) dwelling at Panatuket-Fort do bow the ear to hear, and submit to pray unto God; to whom Jethro, after he had confest Christ and was baptized, was sent to preach Christ to them.

	Magunkukquok is another of our Praying-Towns at the remotest Westerly borders of Natick; these are gathering together os some Nipmuk Indians who left their own places, and sit together in this place, and have given up themselves to pray unto God. They have called Pomham to be their Ruler, and Simon to be their Teacher. This latter is accounted a good and lively Christian; he is the second man among the Indians that doth experience that afflicting disease of the Stone. The Ruler hath made his Preparatory Confession of Christ, and is approved of, and at the next opportunity is to be received and baptized.

	I obtained of the General-Court a Grant of a Tract of Land, for the settlement and encouragement of this People; which though as yet it be by some obstructed, yet I hope we shall find some way to accomplish the same.

	Quanatusset is the last of our Praying-Towns, whose beginnings have received too much discouragement; but yet the Seed is alive: they are frequently with me; the work is at the birth, there doth only want strength to bring forth. The care of this People is committed joyntly to Monatunkanit, and Tuppunkkoowillin, the Teachers of Hassunemeesut, as is abovesaid; and I hope if the Lord continue my life, I shall have a good account to give of that People.

	Thus I have briefly touched some of the chiefest of our present Affairs, and commit them to your Prudence, to do [11] with them what you please; committing your Selves, and all your weighty Affairs unto the Guidance and Blessing of the Lord, I rest,

	Your Worships to serve you in the Service of our Lord Jesus.

	John elliot.

	Roxbury, this 20th of the 7th month, 1670.

	[1. The full title of this tract was as follows:

	A Brief Narrative of the Progress of the Gospel amongst the Indians in New England, in the Year 1670, given in by the Reverend Mr. John Eliot, Minister of the Gospel there, in a Letter by him directed to the Right Worshipfull the Commissioners under his Majesties Great-Seal for Propagation of the Gospel amongst the poor blind Natives in those United Colonies. London, Printed for John Allen, formerly living in Little-Britain at the Rising-Sun, and now in Wentworth street near Bell-Lane, 1671.]

	 


June 18. Cinderella Lives To-day

	Volume 17, pp. 98-104

	Folklore and Fable

	Cinderella inspires all alike—the artist’s brush, the author’s pen, the child’s fancy. To-day she is a living, vital character to be seen on stage and screen. No one ever forgets her lightning change.

	Grimm’s Household Tales

	Wilhelm and Jakob Grimm

	Cinderella

	The wife of a rich man fell sick, and as she felt that her end was drawing near, she called her only daughter to her bedside and said, “Dear child, be good and pious, and then the good God will always protect thee, and I will look down on thee from heaven and be near thee.” Thereupon she closed her eyes and departed. Every day the maiden went out to her mother’s grave and wept, and she remained pious and good. When winter came the snow spread a white sheet over the grave, and when the spring sun had drawn it off again, the man had taken another wife.

	The woman had brought two daughters into the house with her, who were beautiful and fair of face, but vile and black of heart. Now began a bad time for the poor step-child. “Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlour with us?” said they. “He who wants to eat bread must earn it; out with the kitchen-wench.” They took her pretty clothes away from her, put an old grey bedgown on her, and gave her wooden shoes. “Just look at the proud princess, how decked out she is!” they cried, and laughed, and led her into the kitchen. There she had to do hard work from morning till night, get up before daybreak, carry water, light fires, cook and wash. Besides this, the sisters did her every imaginable injury—they mocked her and emptied her peas and lentils into the ashes, so that she was forced to sit and pick them out again. In the evening when she had worked till she was weary she had no bed to go to, but had to sleep by the fireside in the ashes. And as on that account she always looked dusty and dirty, they called her Cinderella. It happened that the father was once going to the fair, and he asked his two step-daughters what he should bring back for them. “Beautiful dresses,” said one, “Pearls and jewels,” said the second. “And thou, Cinderella,” said he, “what wilt thou have?” “Father, break off for me the first branch which knocks against your hat on your way home.” So he brought beautiful dresses, pearls and jewels for his two step-daughters, and on his way home, as he was riding through a green thicket, a hazel twig brushed against him and knocked off his hat. Then he broke off the branch and took it with him. When he reached home he gave his step-daughters the things which they wished for, and to Cinderella he gave the branch from the hazel-bush. Cinderella thanked him, went to her mother’s grave and planted the branch on it, and wept so much that the tears fell down on it and watered it. It grew, however, and became a handsome tree. Thrice a day Cinderella went and sat beneath it, and wept and prayed, and a little white bird always came on the tree, and if Cinderella expressed a wish, the bird threw down to her what she had wished for.

	It happened, however, that the King appointed a festival which was to last three days, and to which all the beautiful young girls in the country were invited, in order that his son might choose a bride. When the two step-daughters heard that they too were to appear among the number, they were delighted, called Cinderella and said, “Comb our hair for us, brush our shoes and fasten our buckles, for we are going to the festival at the King’s palace.” Cinderella obeyed, but wept, because she too would have liked to go with them to the dance, and begged her step-mother to allow her to do so. “Thou go, Cinderella!” said she. “Thou art dusty and dirty, and wouldst go to the festival? Thou hast no clothes and shoes, and yet wouldst dance!” As, however, Cinderella went on asking, the step-mother at last said, “I have emptied a dish of lentils into the ashes for thee, if thou hast picked them out again in two hours, thou shalt go with us.” The maiden went through the back-door into the garden, and called, “You tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds beneath the sky, come and help me to pick

	“The good into the pot,

	The bad into the crop.”

	Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at last all the birds beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the pigeons nodded with their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and the rest began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good grains into the dish. Hardly had one hour passed before they had finished, and all flew out again. Then the girl took the dish to her step-mother, and was glad, and believed that now she would be allowed to go with them to the festival. But the step-mother said: “No, Cinderella, thou hast no clothes and thou canst not dance; thou wouldst only be laughed at.” And as Cinderella wept at this, the step-mother said, “If thou canst pick two dishes of lentils out of the ashes for me in one hour, thou shalt go with us.” And she thought to herself “That she most certainly cannot do.” When the step-mother had emptied the two dishes of lentils amongst the ashes, the maiden went through the back-door into the garden and cried, “You tame pigeons, you turtle-doves, and all you birds under heaven, come and help me to pick

	“The good into the pot,

	The bad into the crop.”

	Then two white pigeons came in by the kitchen-window, and afterwards the turtle-doves, and at length all the birds beneath the sky, came whirring and crowding in, and alighted amongst the ashes. And the doves nodded with their heads and began pick, pick, pick, pick, and others began also pick, pick, pick, pick, and gathered all the good seeds into the dishes, and before half an hour was over they had already finished, and all flew out again. Then the maiden carried the dishes to the step-mother and was delighted, and believed that she might now go with them to the festival. But the step-mother said, “All this will not help thee; thou goest not with us, for thou hast no clothes and canst not dance; we should be ashamed of thee!” On this she turned her back on Cinderella, and hurried away with her two proud daughters.

	As no one was now at home, Cinderella went to her mother’s grave beneath the hazel-tree, and cried,

	“Shiver and quiver, little tree,

	Silver and gold throw down over me.”

	Then the bird threw a gold and silver dress down to her, and slippers embroidered with silk and silver. She put on the dress with all speed, and went to the festival. Her step-mother, however, did not know her, and thought she must be a foreign princess, for she looked so beautiful in the golden dress. They never once thought of Cinderella, and believed that she was sitting at home in the dirt, picking lentils out of the ashes. The prince went to meet her, took her by the hand, and danced with her. He would dance with no other maiden, and never left loose of her hand, and if any one else came to invite her, he said, “This is my partner.”

	She danced till it was evening, and then she wanted to go home. But the King’s son said, “I will go with thee and bear thee company,” for he wished to see to whom the beautiful maiden belonged. She escaped from him, however, and sprang into the pigeon-house. The King’s son waited until her father came, and then he told him that the stranger maiden had leapt into the pigeon-house. The old man thought, “Can it be Cinderella?” and they had to bring him an axe and a pickaxe that he might hew the pigeon-house to pieces, but no one was inside it. And when they got home Cinderella lay in her dirty clothes among the ashes, and a dim little oil-lamp was burning on the mantel-piece, for Cinderella had jumped quickly down from the back of the pigeon-house and had run to the little hazel-tree, and there she had taken off her beautiful clothes and laid them on the grave, and the bird had taken them away again, and then she had placed herself in the kitchen amongst the ashes in her grey gown.

	Next day when the festival began afresh, and her parents and the step-sisters had gone once more, Cinderella went to the hazel-tree and said—

	“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,

	Silver and gold throw down over me.”

	Then the bird threw down a much more beautiful dress than on the preceding day. And when Cinderella appeared at the festival in this dress, every one was astonished at her beauty. The King’s son had waited until she came, and instantly took her by the hand and danced with no one but her. When others came and invited her, he said, “She is my partner.” When evening came she wished to leave, and the King’s son followed her and wanted to see into which house she went. But she sprang away from him, and into the garden behind the house. Therein stood a beautiful tall tree on which hung the most magnificent pears. She clambered so nimbly between the branches like a squirrel, that the King’s son did not know where she was gone. He waited until her father came, and said to him, “The stranger maiden has escaped from me, and I believe she has climbed up the pear-tree.” The father thought, “Can it be Cinderella?” and had an axe brought and cut the tree down, but no one was in it. And when they got into the kitchen, Cinderella lay there amongst the ashes, as usual, for she had jumped down on the other side of the tree, had taken the beautiful dress to the bird on the little hazel-tree, and put on her grey gown.

	On the third day, when the parents and sisters had gone away, Cinderella once more went to her mother’s grave and said to the little tree—

	“Shiver and quiver, my little tree,

	Silver and gold throw down over me.”

	And now the bird threw down to her a dress which was more splendid and magnificent than any she had yet had, and the slippers were golden. And when she went to the festival in the dress, no one knew how to speak for astonishment. The King’s son danced with her only, and if only one invited her to dance, he said, “She is my partner.”

	When evening came, Cinderella wished to leave, and the King’s son was anxious to go with her, but she escaped from him so quickly that he could not follow her. The King’s son had, however, used a stratagem, and had caused the whole staircase to be smeared with pitch, and there, when she ran down, had the maiden’s left slipper remained sticking. The King’s son picked it up, and it was small and dainty, and all golden. Next morning, he went with it to the father, and said to him, “No one shall be my wife but she whose foot this golden slipper fits.” Then were the two sisters glad, for they had pretty feet. The eldest went with the shoe into her room and wanted to try it on, and her mother stood by. But she could not get her big toe into it, and the shoe was too small for her. Then her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut the toe off; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden cut the toe off, forced the foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. Then he took her on his horse as his bride, and rode away with her. They were, however, obliged to pass the grave, and there, on the hazel-tree, sat the two pigeons and cried,

	“Turn and peep, turn and peep,

	There’s blood within the shoe,

	The shoe it is too small for her,

	The true bride waits for you.”

	Then he looked at her foot and saw how the blood was streaming from it. He turned his horse round and took the false bride home again, and said she was not the true one, and that the other sister was to put the shoe on. Then this one went into her chamber and got her toes safely into the shoe, but her heel was too large. So her mother gave her a knife and said, “Cut a bit off thy heel; when thou art Queen thou wilt have no more need to go on foot.” The maiden cut a bit off her heel, forced her foot into the shoe, swallowed the pain, and went out to the King’s son. He took her on his horse as his bride, and rode away with her, but when they passed by the hazel-tree, two little pigeons sat on it and cried,

	“Turn and peep, turn and peep,

	There’s blood within the shoe,

	The shoe it is too small for her,

	The true bride waits for you.”

	He looked down at her foot and saw how the blood was running out of her shoe, and how it had stained her white stocking. Then he turned his horse and took the false bride home again. “This also is not the right one,” said he, “have you no other daughter?” “No,” said the man, “There is still a little stunted kitchen-wench which my late wife left behind her, but she cannot possibly be the bride.” The King’s son said he was to send her up to him; but the mother answered, “Oh no, she is much too dirty, she cannot show herself!” He absolutely insisted on it, and Cinderella had to be called. She first washed her hands and face clean, and then went and bowed down before the King’s son, who gave her the golden shoe. Then she seated herself on a stool, drew her foot out of the heavy wooden shoe, and put it into the slipper, which fitted like a glove. And when she rose up and the King’s son looked at her face he recognized the beautiful maiden who had danced with him and cried, “That is the true bride!” The step-mother and the two sisters were terrified and became pale with rage; he, however, took Cinderella on his horse and rode away with her. As they passed by the hazel-tree, the two white doves cried,

	“Turn and peep, turn and peep,

	No blood is in the shoe,

	The shoe is not too small for her,

	The true bride rides with you.”

	and when they had cried that, the two came flying down and placed themselves on Cinderella’s shoulders, one on the right, the other on the left, and remained sitting there.

	When the wedding with the King’s son had to be celebrated the two false sisters came and wanted to get into favour with Cinderella and share her good fortune. When the betrothed couple went to church, the elder was at the right side and the younger at the left, and the pigeons pecked out one eye of each of them. Afterwards as they came back, the elder was at the left, and the younger at the right, and then the pigeons pecked out the eye of each. And thus, for their wickedness and falsehood they were punished with blindness as long as they lived.

	 


June 19. Freaks of the Dog Fad in England

	Volume 35, pp. 350-356

	Chronicle and Romance

	A writer of Elizabethan times said that no other country had as many dogs as England. Once Henry VII ordered all mastiffs to be hung because they “durst presume to fight against the lion,” England’s regal beast.

	A Description of Elizabethan England

	By William Harrison

	for Holinshed’s Chronicles

	[…]

	Chapter XV

	Of Our English Dogs and Their Qualities

	[1577, Book III., Chapter 13; 1587, Book III., Chapter 7.]

	There is no country that may (as I take it) compare with ours in number, excellency, and diversity of dogs.

	The first sort therefore he divideth either into such as rouse the beast, and continue the chase, or springeth the bird, and bewrayeth her flight by pursuit. And as these are commonly called spaniels, so the other are named hounds, whereof he maketh eight sorts, of which the foremost excelleth in perfect smelling, the second in quick espying, the third in swiftness and quickness, the fourth in smelling and nimbleness, etc., and the last in subtlety and deceitfulness. These (saith Strabo) are most apt for game, and called Sagaces by a general name, not only because of their skill in hunting, but also for that they know their own and the names of their fellows most exactly. For if the hunter see any one to follow skilfully, and with likelihood of good success, he biddeth the rest to hark and follow such a dog, and they eftsoones obey so soon as they hear his name. The first kind of these are often called harriers, whose game is the fox, the hare, the wolf (if we had any), hart, buck, badger, otter, polecat, lopstart, weasel, conie, etc.: the second height a terrier and it hunteth the badger and grey only: the third a bloodhound, whose office is to follow the fierce, and now and then to pursue a thief or beast by his dry foot: the fourth height a gazehound, who hunteth by the eye: the fifth a greyhound, cherished for his strength and swiftness and stature, commended by Bratius in his De Venatione, and not unremembered by Hercules Stroza in a like treatise, and above all other those of Britain, where he saith: “Magna spectandi mole Britanni:” also by Nemesianus, libro Cynegeticôn, where he saith: “Divisa Britannia mittit Veloces nostrique orbis venatibus aptos,” of which sort also some be smooth, of sundry colours, and some shake-haired: the sixth a liemer, that excelleth in smelling and swift-running: the seventh a tumbler: and the eighth a thief whose offices (I mean of the latter two) incline only to deceit, wherein they are oft so skilful that few men would think so mischievous a wit to remain in such silly creatures. Having made this enumeration of dogs which are apt for the chase and hunting, he cometh next to such as serve the falcons in their time, whereof he maketh also two sorts. One that findeth his game on the land, another that putteth up such fowl as keepeth in the water: and of these this is commonly most usual for the net or train, the other for the hawk, as he doth shew at large. Of the first he saith that they have no peculiar names assigned to them severally, but each of them is called after the bird which by natural appointment he is alloted to hunt or serve, for which consideration some be named dogs for the pheasant, some for the falcon, and some for the partridge. Howbeit the common name for all is spaniel (saith he), and thereupon alluded as if these kinds of dogs had been brought hither out of Spain. In like sort we have of water spaniels in their kind. The third sort of dogs of the gentle kind is the spaniel gentle, or comforter, or (as the common term is) the fistinghound, and those are called Melitei, of the Island Malta, from whence they were brought hither. These are little and pretty, proper and fine, and sought out far and near to falsify the nice delicacy of dainty dames, and wanton women’s wills, instruments of folly to play and dally withal, in trifling away the treasure of time, to withdraw their minds from more commendable exercises, and to content their corrupt concupiscences with vain disport—a silly poor shift to shun their irksome idleness. The Sybaritical puppies the smaller they be (and thereto if they have a hole in the fore parts of their heads) the better they are accepted, the more pleasure also they provoke, as meet playfellows for mincing mistresses to bear in their bosoms, to keep company withal in their chambers, to succour with sleep in bed, and nourish with meat at board, to lie in their laps, and lick their lips as they lie (like young Dianas) in their waggons and coaches. And good reason it should be so, for coarseness with fineness hath no fellowship, but featness with neatness hath neighbourhood enough. That plausible proverb therefore versified sometime upon a tyrant—namely, that he loved his sow better than his son—may well be applied to some of this kind of people, who delight more in their dogs, that are deprived of all possibility of reason, than they do in children that are capable of wisdom and judgment. Yea, they oft feed them of the best where the poor man’s child at their doors can hardly come by the worst. But the former abuse peradventure reigneth where there hath been long want of issue, else where barrenness is the best blossom of beauty: or, finally, where poor men’s children for want of their own issue are not ready to be had. It is thought of some that it is very wholesome for a weak stomach to bear such a dog in the bosom, as it is for him that hath the palsy to feel the daily smell and savour of a fox. But how truly this is affirmed let the learned judge: only it shall suffice for Doctor Caius to have said thus much of spaniels and dogs of the gentle kind.

	Dogs of the homely kind are either shepherd’s curs or mastiffs. The first are so common that it needeth me not to speak of them. Their use also is so well known in keeping the herd together (either when they grass or go before the shepherd) that it should be but in vain to spend any time about them. Wherefore I will leave this cur unto his own kind, and go in hand with the mastiff, tie dog, or band dog, so called because many of them are tied up in chains and strong bonds in the daytime, for doing hurt abroad, which is a huge dog, stubborn, ugly, eager, burthenous of body (and therefore of but little swiftness), terrible and fearful to behold, and oftentimes more fierce and fell than any Archadian or Corsican cur. Our Englishmen, to the extent that these dogs may be more cruel and fierce, assist nature with some art, use, and custom. For although this kind of dog be capable of courage, violent, valiant, stout, and bold: yet will they increase these their stomachs by teaching them to bait the bear, the bull, the lion, and other such like cruel and bloody beasts (either brought over or kept up at home for the same purpose), without any collar to defend their throats, and oftentimes there too they train them up in fighting and wrestling with a man (having for the safeguard of his life either a pikestaff, club, sword, privy coat), whereby they become the more fierce and cruel unto strangers. The Caspians make so much account sometimes of such great dogs that every able man would nourish sundry of them in his house of set purpose, to the end they should devour their carcases after their deaths thinking the dog’s bellies to be the most honourable sepulchres. The common people also followed the same rate, and therefore there were tie dogs kept up by public ordinance, to devour them after their deaths: by means whereof these beasts became the more eager, and with great difficulty after a while restrained from falling upon the living. But whither am I digressed? In returning therefore to our own, I say that of mastiffs, some bark only with fierce and open mouth but will not bite; but the cruelest do either not bark at all or bite before they bark, and therefore are more to be feared than any of the other. They take also their name of the word “mase” and “thief” (or “master-thief” if you will), because they often stound and put such persons to their shifts in towns and villages, and are the principal causes of their apprehension and taking. The force which is in them surmounteth all belief, and the fast hold which they take with their teeth exceedeth all credit: for three of them against a bear, four against a lion, are sufficient to try mastries with them. King Henry the Seventh, as the report goeth, commanded all such curs to be hanged, because they durst presume to fight against the lion, who is their king and sovereign. The like he did with an excellent falcon, as some say, because he feared not hand-to-hand match with an eagle, willing his falconers in his own presence to pluck off his head after he was taken down, saying that it was not meet for any subject to offer such wrong unto his lord and superior, wherein he had a further meaning. But if King Henry the Seventh had lived in our time what would he have done to our English mastiff, which alone and without any help at all pulled down first a huge bear, then a pard, and last of all a lion, each after other before the French king in one day, when the Lord Buckhurst was ambassador unto him, and whereof if I should write the circumstances, that is, how he took his advantage being let loose unto them, and finally drave them into such exceeding fear, that they were all glad to run away when he was taken from them, I should take much pains, and yet reap but small credit: wherefore it shall suffice to have said thus much thereof. Some of our mastiffs will rage only in the night, some are to be tied up both day and night. Such also as are suffered to go loose about the house and yard are so gentle in the daytime that children may ride on their backs and play with them at their pleasures. Divers of them likewise are of such jealousy over their master and whosoever of his household, that if a stranger do embrace or touch any of them, they will fall fiercely upon them, unto their extreme mischief if their fury be not prevented. Such a one was the dog of Nichomedes, king sometime of Bithynia, who seeing Consigne the queen to embrace and kiss her husband as they walked together in a garden, did tear her all to pieces, maugre his resistance and the present aid of such as attended on them. Some of them moreover will suffer a stranger to come in and walk about the house or yard where he listeth, without giving over to follow him: but if he put forth his hand to touch anything, then will they fly upon them and kill them if they may. I had one myself once, which would not suffer any man to bring in his weapon further than my gate: neither those that were of my house to be touched in his presence. Or if I had beaten any of my children, he would gently have essayed to catch the rod in his teeth and take it out of my hand or else pluck down their clothes to save them from the stripes: which in my opinion is not unworthy to be noted.

	The last sort of dogs consisteth of the currish kind meet for many toys, of which the whappet or prick-eared cur is one. Some men call them warners, because they are good for nothing else but to bark and give warning when anybody doth stir or lie in wait about the house in the night season. Certes it is impossible to describe these curs in any order, because they have no one kind proper unto themselves, but are a confused company mixed of all the rest. The second sort of them are called turnspits, whose office is not unknown to any. And as these are only reserved for this purpose, so in many places our mastiffs (beside the use which tinkers have of them in carrying their heavy budgets) are made to draw water in great wheels out of deep wells, going much like unto those which are framed for our turnspits, as is to be seen at Roiston, where this feat is often practised. Besides these also we have sholts or curs daily brought out of Ireland, and made much of among us, because of their sauciness and quarrelling. Moreover they bite very sore, and love candles exceedingly, as do the men and women of their country; but I may say no more of them, because they are not bred with us. Yet this will I make report of by the way, for pastime’s sake, that when a great man of those parts came of late into one of our ships which went thither for fish, to see the form and fashion of the same, his wife apparelled in fine sables, abiding on the deck whilst her husband was under the hatches with the mariners, espied a pound or two of candles hanging on the mast, and being loath to stand there idle alone, she fell to and eat them up every one, supposing herself to have been at a jolly banquet, and shewing very pleasant gesture when her husband came up again unto her.

	The last kind of toyish curs are named dancers, and those being of a mongrel sort also, are taught and exercised to dance in measure at the musical sound of an instrument, as at the just stroke of a drum, sweet accent of the citharne, and pleasant harmony of the harp, shewing many tricks by the gesture of their bodies: as to stand bolt upright, to lie flat on the ground, to turn round as a ring holding their tails in their teeth, to saw and beg for meat, to take a man’s cap from his head, and sundry such properties, which they learn of their idle roguish masters, whose instruments they are to gather gain, as old apes clothed in motley and coloured short-waisted jackets are for the like vagabonds, who seek no better living than that which they may get by fond pastime and idleness. I might here intreat of other dogs, as of those which are bred between a bitch and a wolf, also between a bitch and a fox, or a bear and a mastiff. But as we utterly want the first sort, except they be brought unto us: so it happeneth sometimes that the other two are engendered and seen at home amongst us. But all the rest heretofore remembered in this chapter there is none more ugly and odious in sight, cruel and fierce in deed, nor untractable in hand, than that which is begotten between the bear and the bandog. For whatsoever he catcheth hold of he taketh it so fast that a man may sooner tear and rend his body in sunder than get open his mouth to separate his chaps. Certes he regardeth neither wolf, bear, nor lion, and therefore may well be compared with those two dogs which were sent to Alexander out of India (and procreated as it is thought between a mastiff and a male tiger, as be those also of Hircania), or to them that are bred in Archadia, where copulation is oft seen between lions and bitches, as the lion is in France (as I said) between she wolves and dogs, whereof let this suffice, sith the further tractation of them doth not concern my purpose, more than the confutation of Cardan’s talk, De subt., lib. 10, who saith that after many generations dogs do become wolves, and contrariwise, which if it were true, then could not England be without many wolves: but nature hath set a difference between them, not only in outward form, but also inward disposition of their bones, whereof it is impossible that his assertion can be sound.

	[…]

	 


June 20. No Salt for These Birds

	Volume 29, pp. 403-413

	The Voyage of the Beagle, Darwin

	Galapagos Islands are the home of fearless birds, to which horses, cows, and men are only roosting places. Darwin saw the South Pacific when few travelers knew that wonderland.

	The Voyage of the Beagle

	By Charles Darwin

	[…]

	Chapter XVII

	Galapagos Archipelago—The whole Group Volcanic—numbers of Craters—Leafless Bushes—Colony at Charles Island—James Island—Salt-lake in Crater—Natural History of the Group—Ornithology, curious Finches—Reptiles—Great Tortoises, habits of Marine Lizard, feeds on Sea-weed—Terrestrial Lizard, burrowing habits, herbivorous—Importance of Reptiles in the Archipelago—Fish, Shells, Insects—Botany—American Type of Organization—Differences in the Species or Races on different Islands—Tameness of the Birds—Fear of Man, an acquired Instinct

	[…]

	I will conclude my description of the natural history of these islands, by giving an account of the extreme tameness of the birds.

	This disposition is common to all the terrestrial species; namely, to the mocking-thrushes, the finches, wrens, tyrant-flycatchers, the dove, and carrion-buzzard. All of them are often approached sufficiently near to be killed with a switch, and sometimes, as I myself tried, with a cap or hat. A gun is here almost superfluous; for with the muzzle I pushed a hawk off the branch of a tree. One day, whilst lying down, a mocking-thrush alighted on the edge of a pitcher, made of the shell of a tortoise, which I held in my hand, and began very quietly to sip the water; it allowed me to lift it from the ground whilst seated on the vessel: I often tried, and very nearly succeeded, in catching these birds by their legs. Formerly the birds appear to have been even tamer than at present. Cowley (in the year 1684) says that the “Turtledoves were so tame, that they would often alight on our hats and arms, so as that we could take them alive; they not fearing man, until such time as some of our company did fire at them, whereby they were rendered more shy.” Dampier also, in the same year, says that a man in a morning’s walk might kill six or seven dozen of these doves. At present, although certainly very tame, they do not alight on people’s arms, nor do they suffer themselves to be killed in such large numbers. It is surprising that they have not become wilder; for these islands during the last hundred and fifty years have been frequently visited by bucaniers and whalers; and the sailors, wandering through the wood in search of tortoises, always take cruel delight in knocking down the little birds.

	These birds, although now still more persecuted, do not readily become wild. In Charles Island, which had then been colonized about six years, I saw a boy sitting by a well with a switch in his hand, with which he killed the doves and finches as they came to drink. He had already procured a little heap of them for his dinner; and he said that he had constantly been in the habit of waiting by this well for the same purpose. It would appear that the birds of this archipelago, not having as yet learnt that man is a more dangerous animal than the tortoise or the Amblyrhynchus, disregard him, in the same manner as in England shy birds, such as magpies, disregard the cows and horses grazing in our fields.

	The Falkland Islands offer a second instance of birds with a similar disposition. The extraordinary tameness of the little Opetiorhynchus has been remarked by Pernety, Lesson, and other voyagers. It is not, however, peculiar to that bird: the Polyborus, snipe upland and lowland goose, thrush, bunting, and even some true hawks, are all more or less tame. As the birds are so tame there, where foxes, hawks, and owls occur, we may infer that the absence of all rapacious animals at the Galapagos, is not the cause of their tameness here. The upland geese at the Falklands show, by the precaution they take in building on the islets, that they are aware of their danger from the foxes; but they are not by this rendered wild towards man. This tameness of the birds, especially of the waterfowl, is strongly contrasted with the habits of the same species in Tierra del Fuego, where for ages past they have been persecuted by the wild inhabitants. In the Falklands, the sportsman may sometimes kill more of the upland geese in one day than he can carry home; whereas in Tierra del Fuego it is nearly as difficult to kill one, as it is in England to shoot the common wild goose.

	In the time of Pernety (1763), all the birds there appear to have been much tamer than at present; he states that the Opetiorhynchus would almost perch on his finger; and that with a wand he killed ten in half an hour. At that period the birds must have been about as tame as they now are at the Galapagos. They appear to have learnt caution more slowly at these latter islands than at the Falklands, where they have had proportionate means of experience; for besides frequent visits from vessels, those islands have been at intervals colonized during the entire period. Even formerly, when all the birds were so tame, it was impossible by Pernety’s account to kill the black-necked swan—a bird of passage, which probably brought with it the wisdom learnt in foreign countries.

	I may add that, according to Du Bois, all the birds at Bourbon in 1571–72, with the exception of the flamingoes and geese, were so extremely tame, that they could be caught by the hand, or killed in any number with a stick. Again, at Tristan d’Acunha in the Atlantic, Carmichael [6] states that the only two land-birds, a thrush and a bunting, were “so tame as to suffer themselves to be caught with a hand-net.” From these several facts we may, I think, conclude, first, that the wildness of birds with regard to man, is a particular instinct directed against him, and not dependent upon any general degree of caution arising from other sources of danger; secondly, that it is not acquired by individual birds in a short time, even when much persecuted; but that in the course of successive generations it becomes hereditary. With domesticated animals we are accustomed to see new mental habits or instincts acquired or rendered hereditary; but with animals in a state of nature, it must always be most difficult to discover instances of acquired hereditary knowledge. In regard to the wildness of birds towards man, there is no way of accounting for it, except as an inherited habit: comparatively few young birds, in any one year, have been injured by man in England, yet almost all, even nestlings, are afraid of him; many individuals, on the other hand, both at the Galapagos and at the Falklands, have been pursued and injured by man, yet have not learned a salutary dread of him. We may infer from these facts, what havoc the introduction of any new beast of prey must cause in a country, before the instincts of the indigenous inhabitants have become adapted to the stranger’s craft or power.

	[6. Linn. Trans., vol. xii. p. 496. The most anomalous fact on this subject which I have met with is the wildness of the small birds in the Arctic parts of North America (as described by Richardson, Fauna Bor., vol. ii. p. 332), where they are said never to be persecuted. This case is the more strange, because it is asserted that some of the same species in their winter-quarters in the United States are tame. There is much, as Dr. Richardson well remarks, utterly inexplicable connected with the different degrees of shyness and care with which birds conceal their nests. How strange it is that the English wood-pigeon, generally so wild a bird, should very frequently rear its young in shrubberies close to houses!]

	Chapter XVIII

	Pass through the Low Archipelago—Tahiti—Aspect—Vegetation on the Mountains—View of Eimeo—Excursion into the Interior—Profound Ravines—Succession of Waterfalls—Number of wild useful Plants—Temperance of the Inhabitants—Their moral state—Parliament convened—New Zealand—Bay of Islands—Hippahs—Excursion to Waimate—Missionary Establishment—English Weeds now run wild—Waiomio—Funeral of a New Zealand Woman—Sail for Australia

	OCTOBER 20th.—The survey of the Galapagos Archipelago being concluded, we steered towards Tahiti and commenced our long passage of 3200 miles. In the course of a few days we sailed out of the gloomy and clouded ocean-district which extends during the winter far from the coast of South America. We then enjoyed bright and clear weather, while running pleasantly along at the rate of 150 or 160 miles a day before the steady trade-wind. The temperature in this more central part of the Pacific is higher than near the American shore. The thermometer in the poop cabin, by night and day, ranged between 80 and 83°, which feels very pleasant; but with one degree or two higher, the heat becomes oppressive. We passed through the Low or Dangerous Archipelago, and saw several of those most curious rings of coral land, just rising above the water’s edge, which have been called Lagoon Islands. A long and brilliantly white beach is capped by a margin of green vegetation; and the strip, looking either way, rapidly narrows away in the distance, and sinks beneath the horizon. From the mast-head a wide expanse of smooth water can be seen within the ring. These low hollow coral islands bear no proportion to the vast ocean out of which they abruptly rise; and it seems wonderful, that such weak invaders are not overwhelmed, by the all-powerful and never-tiring waves of that great sea, miscalled the Pacific.

	November 15th.—At daylight, Tahiti, an island which must for ever remain classical to the voyager in the South Sea, was in view. At a distance the appearance was not attractive. The luxuriant vegetation of the lower part could not yet be seen, and as the clouds rolled past, the wildest and most precipitous peaks showed themselves towards the centre of the island. As soon as we anchored in Matavai Bay, we were surrounded by canoes. This was our Sunday, but the Monday of Tahiti: if the case had been reversed, we should not have received a single visit; for the injunction not to launch a canoe on the Sabbath is rigidly obeyed. After dinner, we landed to enjoy all the delights produced by the first impressions of a new country, and that country the charming Tahiti. A crowd of men, women, and children, was collected on the memorable Point Venus, ready to receive us with laughing, merry faces. They marshalled us towards the house of Mr. Wilson, the missionary of the district, who met us on the road, and gave us a very friendly reception. After sitting a very short time in his house, we separated to walk about, but returned there in the evening.

	The land capable of cultivation, is scarcely in any part more than a fringe of low alluvial soil, accumulated round the base of the mountains, and protected from the waves of the sea by a coral reef, which encircles the entire line of coast. Within the reef there is an expanse of smooth water, like that of a lake, where the canoes of the natives can ply with safety and where ships anchor. The low land which comes down to the beach of coral-sand, is covered by the most beautiful productions of the intertropical regions. In the midst of bananas, orange, cocoa-nut, and bread-fruit trees, spots are cleared where yams, sweet potatoes, and sugar-cane, and pine-apples are cultivated. Even the brush-wood is an imported fruit-tree, namely, the guava, which from its abundance has become as noxious as a weed. In Brazil I have often admired the varied beauty of the bananas, palms, and orange-trees contrasted together; and here we also have the bread-fruit, conspicuous from its large, glossy, and deeply digitated leaf. It is admirable to behold groves of a tree, sending forth its branches with the vigour of an English oak, loaded with large and most nutritious fruit. However seldom the usefulness of an object can account for the pleasure of beholding it, in the case of these beautiful woods, the knowledge of their high productiveness no doubt enters largely into the feeling of admiration. The little winding paths, cool from the surrounding shade, led to the scattered houses; the owners of which everywhere gave us a cheerful and most hospitable reception.

	I was pleased with nothing so much as with the inhabitants. There is a mildness in the expression of their countenances which at once banishes the idea of a savage; and an intelligence which shows that they are advancing in civilization. The common people, when working, keep the upper part of their bodies quite naked; and it is then that the Tahitians are seen to advantage. They are very tall, broad-shouldered, athletic, and well-proportioned. It has been remarked, that it requires little habit to make a dark skin more pleasing and natural to the eye of an European than his own colour. A white man bathing by the side of a Tahitian, was like a plant bleached by the gardener’s art compared with a fine dark green one growing vigorously in the open fields. Most of the men are tattooed, and the ornaments follow the curvature of the body so gracefully, that they have a very elegant effect. One common pattern, varying in its details, is somewhat like the crown of a palm-tree. It springs from the central line of the back, and gracefully curls round both sides. The simile may be a fanciful one, but I thought the body of a man thus ornamented was like the trunk of a noble tree embraced by a delicate creeper.

	Many of the elder people had their feet covered with small figures, so placed as to resemble a sock. This fashion, however, is partly gone by, and has been succeeded by others. Here, although fashion is far from immutable, every one must abide by that prevailing in his youth. An old man has thus his age for ever stamped on his body, and he cannot assume the airs of a young dandy. The women are tattooed in the same manner as the men, and very commonly on their fingers. One unbecoming fashion is now almost universal: namely, shaving the hair from the upper part of the head, in a circular form, so as to leave only an outer ring. The missionaries have tried to persuade the people to change this habit; but it is the fashion, and that is a sufficient answer at Tahiti, as well as at Paris. I was much disappointed in the personal appearance of the women: they are far inferior in every respect to the men. The custom of wearing a white or scarlet flower in the back of the head, or through a small hole in each ear, is pretty. A crown of woven cocoa-nut leaves is also worn as a shade for the eyes. The women appear to be in greater want of some becoming costume even than the men.

	Nearly all the natives understand a little English—that is, they know the names of common things; and by the aid of this, together with signs, a lame sort of conversation could be carried on. In returning in the evening to the boat, we stopped to witness a very pretty scene. Numbers of children were playing on the beach, and had lighted bonfires which illumined the placid sea and surrounding trees; others, in circles, were singing Tahitian verses. We seated ourselves on the sand, and joined their party. The songs were impromptu, and I believe related to our arrival: one little girl sang a line, which the rest took up in parts, forming a very pretty chorus. The whole scene made us unequivocally aware that we were seated on the shores of an island in the far-famed South Sea.

	17th.—This day is reckoned in the log-book as Tuesday the 17th, instead of Monday the 16th, owing to our, so far, successful chase of the sun. Before breakfast the ship was hemmed in by a flotilla of canoes; and when the natives were allowed to come on board, I suppose there could not have been less than two hundred. It was the opinion of every one that it would have been difficult to have picked out an equal number from any other nation, who would have given so little trouble. Everybody brought something for sale: shells were the main articles of trade. The Tahitians now fully understand the value of money, and prefer it to old clothes or other articles. The various coins, however, of English and Spanish denomination puzzle them, and they never seemed to think the small silver quite secure until changed into dollars. Some of the chiefs have accumulated considerable sums of money. One chief, not long since, offered 800 dollars (about 160l.sterling) for a small vessel; and frequently they purchase whale-boats and horses at the rate of from 50 to 100 dollars.

	After breakfast I went on shore, and ascended the nearest slope to a height of between two and three thousand feet. The outer mountains are smooth and conical, but steep; and the old volcanic rocks, of which they are formed, have been cut through by many profound ravines, diverging from the central broken parts of the island to the coast. Having crossed the narrow low girt of inhabited and fertile land, I followed a smooth steep ridge between two of the deep ravines. The vegetation was singular, consisting almost exclusively of small dwarf ferns, mingled higher up, with coarse grass; it was not very dissimilar from that on some of the Welsh hills, and this so close above the orchard of tropical plants on the coast was very surprising. At the highest point, which I reached, trees again appeared. Of the three zones of comparative luxuriance, the lower one owes its moisture, and therefore fertility, to its flatness; for, being scarcely raised above the level of the sea, the water from the higher land drains away slowly. The intermediate zone does not, like the upper one, reach into a damp and cloudy atmosphere, and therefore remains sterile. The woods in the upper zone are very pretty, tree-ferns replacing the cocoa-nuts on the coast. It must not, however, be supposed that these woods at all equal in splendour the forests of Brazil. The vast numbers of productions, which characterize a continent, cannot be expected to occur in an island.

	From the highest point which I attained, there was a good view of the distant island of Eimeo, dependent on the same sovereign with Tahiti. On the lofty and broken pinnacles, white massive clouds were piled up, which formed an island in the blue sky, as Eimeo itself did in the blue ocean. The island, with the exception of one small gateway, is completely encircled by a reef. At this distance, a narrow but well-defined brilliantly white line was alone visible, where the waves first encountered the wall of coral. The mountains rose abruptly out of the glassy expanse of the lagoon, included within this narrow white line, outside which the heaving waters of the ocean were dark-coloured. The view was striking: it may aptly be compared to a framed engraving, where the frame represents the breakers, the marginal paper the smooth lagoon, and the drawing the island itself. When in the evening I descended from the mountain, a man, whom I had pleased with a trifling gift, met me, bringing with him hot roasted bananas, a pine-apple, and cocoa-nuts. After walking under a burning sun, I do not know anything more delicious than the milk of a young cocoa-nut. Pine-apples are here so abundant that the people eat them in the same wasteful manner as we might turnips. They are of an excellent flavor-perhaps even better than those cultivated in England; and this I believe is the highest compliment which can be paid to any fruit. Before going on board, Mr. Wilson interpreted for me to the Tahitian who had paid me so adroit an attention, that I wanted him and another man to accompany me on a short excursion into the mountains.

	18th.—In the morning I came on shore early, bringing with me some provisions in a bag, and two blankets for myself and servant. These were lashed to each end of a long pole, which was alternately carried by my Tahitian companions on their shoulders. These men are accustomed thus to carry, for a whole day, as much as fifty pounds at each end of their poles. I told my guides to provide themselves with food and clothing; but they said that there was plenty of food in the mountains, and for clothing, that their skins were sufficient. Our line of march was the valley of Tia-auru, down which a river flows into the sea by Point Venus. This is one of the principal streams in the island, and its source lies at the base of the loftiest central pinnacles, which rise to a height of about 7000 feet. The whole island is so mountainous that the only way to penetrate into the interior is to follow up the valleys. Our road, at first, lay through woods which bordered each side of the river; and the glimpses of the lofty central peaks, seen as through an avenue, with here and there a waving cocoa-nut tree on one side, were extremely picturesque. The valley soon began to narrow, and the sides to grow lofty and more precipitous. After having walked between three and four hours, we found the width of the ravine scarcely exceeded that of the bed of the stream. On each hand the walls were nearly vertical; yet from the soft nature of the volcanic strata, trees and a rank vegetation sprung from every projecting ledge. These precipices must have been some thousand feet high; and the whole formed a mountain gorge far more magnificent than anything which I had ever before beheld. Until the midday sun stood vertically over the ravine, the air felt cool and damp, but now it became very sultry. Shaded by a ledge of rock, beneath a façade of columnar lava, we ate our dinner. My guides had already procured a dish of small fish and fresh-water prawns. They carried with them a small net stretched on a hoop; and where the water was deep and in eddies, they dived, and like otters, with their eyes open followed the fish into holes and corners, and thus caught them.

	The Tahitians have the dexterity of amphibious animals in the water. An anecdote mentioned by Ellis shows how much they feel at home in this element. When a horse was landing for Pomarre in 1817, the slings broke, and it fell into the water; immediately the natives jumped overboard, and by their cries and vain efforts at assistance almost drowned it. As soon, however, as it reached the shore, the whole population took to flight, and tried to hide themselves from the man-carrying pig, as they christened the horse.

	A little higher up, the river divided itself into three little streams. The two northern ones were impracticable, owing to a succession of waterfalls which descended from the jagged summit of the highest mountain; the other to all appearance was equally inaccessible, but we managed to ascend it by a most extraordinary road. The sides of the valley were here nearly precipitous; but, as frequently happens with stratified rocks, small ledges projected, which were thickly covered by wild bananas, lilaceous plants, and other luxuriant productions of the tropics. The Tahitians, by climbing amongst these ledges, searching for fruit, had discovered a track by which the whole precipice could be scaled. The first ascent from the valley was very dangerous; for it was necessary to pass a steeply inclined face of naked rock, by the aid of ropes which we brought with us. How any person discovered that this formidable spot was the only point where the side of the mountain was practicable, I cannot imagine. We then cautiously walked along one of the ledges till we came to one of the three streams. This ledge formed a flat spot, above which a beautiful cascade, some hundred feet in height, poured down its waters, and beneath, another high cascade fell into the main stream in the valley below. From this cool and shady recess we made a circuit to avoid the overhanging waterfall. As before, we followed little projecting ledges, the danger being partly concealed by the thickness of the vegetation. In passing from one of the ledges to another, there was a vertical wall of rock. One of the Tahitians, a fine active man, placed the trunk of a tree against this, climbed up it, and then by the aid of crevices reached the summit. He fixed the ropes to a projecting point, and lowered them for our dog and luggage, and then we clambered up ourselves. Beneath the ledge on which the dead tree was placed, the precipice must have been five or six hundred feet deep; and if the abyss had not been partly concealed by the overhanging ferns and lilies my head would have turned giddy, and nothing should have induced me to have attempted it. We continued to ascend, sometimes along ledges, and sometimes along knife-edged ridges, having on each hand profound ravines. In the Cordillera I have seen mountains on a far grander scale, but for abruptness, nothing at all comparable with this. In the evening we reached a flat little spot on the banks of the same stream, which we had continued to follow, and which descends in a chain of waterfalls: here we bivouacked for the night. On each side of the ravine there were great beds of the mountain-banana, covered with ripe fruit. Many of these plants were from twenty to twenty-five feet high, and from three to four in circumference. By the aid of strips of bark for rope, the stems of bamboos for rafters, and the large leaf of the banana for a thatch, the Tahitians in a few minutes built us an excellent house; and with withered leaves made a soft bed.

	[…]

	 


June 21. Would You Converse with Royalty?

	Volume 28, pp. 99-110

	Essays, English and American

	Why gossip with lesser persons when you might be talking to queens and kings? Just how we may get to talk to queens and kings, Ruskin delightfully points out and escorts us to the very doors of the audience chamber.

	Lecture I.—Sesame: Of Kings’ Treasuries [1]

	John Ruskin

	[1. This lecture was given December 6, 1864, at Rusholme Town Hall, Manchester, in aid of a library fund for the Rusholme Institute.]

	“You shall each have a cake of sesame,—and ten pound.”

	Lucian: The Fisherman.

	[…]

	10. Perhaps you think no books were ever so written.

	But, again, I ask you, do you at all believe in honesty, or at all in kindness? or do you think there is never any honesty or benevolence in wise people? None of us, I hope, are so unhappy as to think that. Well, whatever bit of a wise man’s work is honestly and benevolently done, that bit is his book, or his piece of art. [2] It is mixed always with evil fragments—ill-done, redundant, affected work. But if you read rightly, you will easily discover the true bits, and those are the book.

	[2. Note this sentence carefully, and compare the “Queen of the Air,” [Section] 106.]

	11. Now books of this kind have been written in all ages by their greatest men:—by great readers, great statesmen, and great thinkers. These are all at your choice; and Life is short. You have heard as much before;—yet have you measured and mapped out this short life and its possibilities? Do you know, if you read this, that you cannot read that—that what you lose to-day you cannot gain to-morrow? Will you go and gossip with your housemaid, or your stable-boy, when you may talk with queens and kings; or flatter yourselves that it is with any worthy consciousness of your own claims to respect that you jostle with the hungry and common crowd for entrée here, and audience there, when all the while this eternal court is open to you, with its society, wide as the world, multitudinous as its days, the chosen, and the mighty, of every place and time? Into that you may enter always; in that you may take fellowship and rank according to your wish; from that, once entered into it, you can never be outcast but by your own fault; by your aristocracy of companionship there, your own inherent aristocracy will be assuredly tested, and the motives with which you strive to take high place in the society of the living, measured, as to all the truth and sincerity that are in them, by the place you desire to take in this company of the Dead.

	12. “The place you desire,” and the place you fit yourself for, I must also say; because, observe, this court of the past differs from all living aristocracy in this:—it is open to labor and to merit, but to nothing else. No wealth will bribe, no name overawe, no artifice deceive, the guardian of those Elysian gates, In the deep sense, no vile or vulgar person ever enters there. At the portieres of that silent Faubourg St. Germain, there is but brief question:—“Do you deserve to enter? Pass. Do you ask to be the companion of nobles? Make yourself noble, and you shall be. Do you long for the conversation of the wise? Learn to understand it, and you shall hear it. But on other terms?—no. If you will not rise to us, we cannot stoop to you. The living lord may assume courtesy, the living philosopher explain his thought to you with considerate pain; but here we neither feign nor interpret; you must rise to the level of our thoughts if you would be gladdened by them, and share our feelings, if you would recognize our presence”

	13. This, then, is what you have to do, and I admit that it is much. You must, in a word, love these people, if you are to be among them. No ambition is of any use. They scorn your ambition. You must love them, and show your love in these two following ways:

	I.—First, by a true desire to be taught by them, and to enter into their thoughts. To enter into theirs, observe; not to find your own expressed by them. If the person who wrote the book is not wiser than you, you need not read it; if he be, he will think differently from you in many respects.

	Very ready we are to say of a book, “How good this is—that’s exactly what I think!” But the right feeling is, “How strange that is! I never thought of that before, and yet I see it is true; or if I do not now, I hope I shall, some day.” But whether thus submissively or not, at least be sure that you go to the author to get at his meaning, not to find yours. Judge it afterwards, if you think yourself qualified to do so; but ascertain it first. And be sure also, if the author is worth anything, that you will not get at his meaning all at once;—nay, that at his whole meaning you will not for a long time arrive in any wise. Not that he does not say what he means, and in strong words too; but he cannot say it all; and what is more strange, will not, but in a hidden way and in parables, in order that he may be sure you want it. I cannot quite see the reason of this, nor analyze that cruel reticence in the breasts of wise men which makes them always hide their deeper thought. They do not give it to you by way of help, but of reward; and will make themselves sure that you deserve it before they allow you to reach it. But it is the same with the physical type of wisdom, gold. There seems, to you and me, no reason why the electric forces of the earth should not carry whatever there is of gold within it at once to the mountain tops, so that kings and people might now that all the gold they could get was there; and without any trouble and digging, or anxiety, or chance, or waste of time, cut it away, and coin as much as they needed. But Nature does not manage it so. She puts it in little fissures in the earth, nobody knows where: you may dig long and find none; you must dig painfully to find any.

	14. And it is just the same with men’s best wisdom. When you come to a good book, you must ask yourself, “Am I inclined to work as an Australian miner would? Are my pickaxes and shovels in good order, and am I in good trim myself, my sleeves well up to the elbow, and my breath good, and my temper?” And, keeping the figure a little longer, even at the cost of tiresomeness, for it is a thoroughly useful one, the metal you are in search of being the author’s mind or meaning, his words are as the rock which you have to crush and smelt in order to get at it. And your pickaxes are your own care, wit, and learning; your smelting-furnace is your own thoughtful soul. Do not hope to get at any good author’s meaning without those tools and that fire; often you will need sharpest, finest chiseling, and patientest fusing, before you can gather one grain of the metal.

	15. And therefore, first of all, I tell you, earnestly and authoritatively (I know I am right in this,) you must get into the habit of looking intensely at words, and assuring yourself of their meaning, syllable by syllable—nay, letter by letter. For though it is only by reason of the opposition of letters in the function of signs, to sounds in the function of signs, that the study of books is called “literature,” and that a man versed in it is called, by the consent of nations, a man of letters instead of a man of books, or of words, you may yet connect with that accidental nomenclature this real fact:—that you might read all the books in the British Museum (if you could live long enough) and remain an utterly “illiterate,” uneducated person; but that if you read ten pages of a good book, letter by letter,—that is to say, with real accuracy,—you are forevermore in some measure an educated person. The entire difference between education and non-education (as regards the merely intellectual part of it) consists in this accuracy. A well-educated gentleman may not know many languages,—may not be able to speak any but his own,—may have read very few books. But whatever language he knows, he knows precisely; whatever word he pronounces, he pronounces rightly; above all, he is learned in the peerage of words; knows the words of true descent and ancient blood at a glance, from words of modern canaille; remembers all their ancestry, their inter-marriages, distant relationships, and the extent to which they were admitted, and offices they held, among the national noblesse of words at any time, and in any country. But an uneducated person may know, by memory, many languages, and talk them all, and yet truly know not a word of any,—not a word even of his own. An ordinarily clever and sensible seaman will be able to make his way ashore at most ports; yet he has only to speak a sentence of any language to be known for an illiterate person: so also the accent, or turn of expression of a single sentence, will at once mark a scholar. And this is so strongly felt, so conclusively admitted by educated persons, that a false accent or a mistaken syllable is enough, in the parliament of any civilized nation, to assign to a man a certain degree of inferior standing forever.

	16. And this is right; but it is a pity that the accuracy insisted on is not greater, and required to a serious purpose. It is right that a false Latin quantity should excite a smile in the House of Commons; but it is wrong that a false English meaning should not excite a frown there. Let the accent of words be watched; and closely: let their meaning be watched more closely still, and fewer will do the work. A few words well chosen and distinguished, will do work that a thousand cannot, when every one is acting, equivocally, in the function of another. Yes; and words, if they are not watched, will do deadly work sometimes. There are masked words droning and skulking about us in Europe just now,—(there never were so many, owing to the spread of a shallow, blotching, blundering, infectious, “information,” or rather deformation, everywhere, and to the teaching of catechisms and phrases at schools instead of human meanings)—there are masked words abroad, I say, which nobody understands, but which everybody uses, and most people will also fight for, live for, or even die for, fancying they mean this or that, or the other, of things dear to them: for such words wear chameleon cloaks—“groundlion” cloaks, of the color of the ground of any man’s fancy: on that ground they lie in wait, and rend him with a spring from it. There never were creatures of prey so mischievous, never diplomatists so cunning, never poisoners so deadly, as these masked words; they are the unjust stewards of all men’s ideas: whatever fancy or favorite instinct a man most cherishes, he gives to his favorite masked word to take care of for him; the word at last comes to have an infinite power over him,—you cannot get at him but by its ministry.

	17. And in languages so mongrel in breed as the English, there is a fatal power of equivocation put into men’s hands, almost whether they will or no, in being able to use Greek or Latin words for an idea when they want it to be awful; and Saxon or otherwise common words when they want it to be vulgar. What a singular and salutary effect, for instance, would be produced on the minds of people who are in the habit of taking the Form of the “Word” they live by, for the Power of which that Word tells them, if we always either retained, or refused, the Greek form “biblos,” or “biblion,” as the right expression for “book”—instead of employing it only in the one instance in which we wish to give dignity to the idea, and translating it into English everywhere else. How wholesome it would be for many simple persons, if, in such places (for instance) as Acts xix. 19, we retained the Greek expression, instead of translating it, and they had to read—“Many of them also which used curious arts, brought their bibles together, and burnt them before all men; and they counted the price of them, and found it fifty thousand pieces of silver”! Or if, on the other hand, we translated where we retain it, and always spoke of “The Holy Book,” instead of “Holy Bible,” it might come into more heads than it does at present, that the Word of God, by which the heavens were, of old, and by which they are now kept in store, [3] cannot be made a present of to anybody in morocco binding; nor sown on any wayside by help either of steam plough or steam press; but is nevertheless being offered to us daily, and by us with contumely refused; and sown in us daily, and by us, as instantly as may be, choked.

	[3. 2 Peter, iii. 5–7.]

	18. So, again, consider what effect has been produced on the English vulgar mind by the use of the sonorous Latin form “damno,” in translating the Greek [Greek], when people charitably wish to make it forcible; and the substitution of the temperate “condemn” for it, when they choose to keep it gentle; and what notable sermons have been preached by illiterate clergymen on—“He that believeth not shall be damned”; though they would shrink with horror from translating Heb. xi. 7, “The saving of his house, by which he damned the world”; or John viii. 10, 11, “Woman, hath no man damned thee? She saith, No man, Lord. Jesus answered her, Neither do I damn thee; go and sin no more.” And divisions in the mind of Europe, which have cost seas of blood and in the defense of which the noblest souls of men have been cast away in frantic desolation, countless as forest leaves—though, in the heart of them, founded on deeper causes—have nevertheless been rendered practicably possible, namely, by the European adoption of the Greek word for a public meeting, “ecclesia,” to give peculiar respectability to such meetings, when held for religious purposes; and other collateral equivocations, such as the vulgar English one of using the word “priest” as a contraction for “presbyter.”

	19. Now, in order to deal with words rightly, this is the habit you must form. Nearly every word in your language has been first a word of some other language—of Saxon, German, French, Latin, or Greek (not to speak of eastern and primitive dialects). And many words have been all these;—that is to say, have been Greek first, Latin next, French and German next, and English last: undergoing a certain change of sense and use on the lips of each nation; but retaining a deep vital meaning, which all good scholars feel in employing them, even at this day. If you do not know the Greek alphabet, learn it; young or old—girl or boy—whoever you may be, if you think of reading seriously (which, of course, implies that you have some leisure at command), learn your Greek alphabet; then get good dictionaries of all these languages, and whenever you are in doubt about a word, hunt it down patiently. Read Max Müller’s lectures thoroughly, to begin with; and, after that, never let a word escape you that looks suspicious. It is severe work; but you will find it, even at first, interesting, and at last, endlessly amusing. And the general gain to your character, in power and precision, will be quite incalculable.

	Mind, this does not imply knowing, or trying to know, Greek or Latin, or French. It takes a whole life to learn any language perfectly. But you can easily ascertain the meanings through which the English word has passed; and those which in a good writer’s work it must still bear.

	20. And now, merely for example’s sake, I will, with your permission, read a few lines of a true book with you, carefully; and see what will come out of them. I will take a book perfectly known to you all. No English words are more familiar to us, yet few perhaps have been read with less sincerity. I will take these few following lines of “Lycidas”:

	“Last came, and last did go,

	The pilot of the Galilean lake;

	Two massy keys he bore of metals twain,

	(The golden opes, the iron shuts amain),

	He shook his mitred locks, and stern bespake,

	‘How well could I have spar’d for thee, young swain,

	Enow of such as for their bellies’ sake

	Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold!

	Of other care they little reckoning make,

	Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast,

	And shove away the worthy bidden guest;

	Blind mouths! that scarce themselves know how to hold

	A sheep-hook, or have learn’d aught else, the least

	That to the faithful herdsman’s art belongs!

	What recks it them? What need they? They are sped;

	And when they list, their lean and flashy songs

	Grate on their scrannel pipes of wretched straw;

	The hungry sheep look up, and are not fed,

	But, swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw,

	Rot inwardly, and foul contagion spread;

	Besides what the grim wolf with privy paw

	Daily devours apace, and nothing said.’”

	Let us think over this passage, and examine its words.

	First, is it not singular to find Milton assigning to St. Peter, not only his full episcopal function, but the very types of it which Protestants usually refuse most passionately? His “mitred” locks! Milton was no Bishop—lover; how comes St. Peter to be “mitred”? “Two massy keys he bore.” Is this, then, the power of the keys claimed by the Bishops of Rome, and is it acknowledged here by Milton only in a poetical license, for the sake of its picturesqueness, that he may get the gleam of the golden keys to help his effect? Do not think it. Great men do not play stage tricks with doctrines of life and death: only little men do that. Milton means what he says; and means it with his might too—is going to put the whole strength of his spirit presently into the saying of it. For though not a lover of false bishops, he was a lover of true ones; and the Lake-pilot is here, in his thoughts, the type and head of true episcopal power. For Milton reads that text, “I will give unto thee the keys of the kingdom of heaven” quite honestly. Puritan though he be, he would not blot it out of the book because there have been bad bishops; nay, in order to understand him, we must understand that verse first; it will not do to eye it askance, or whisper it under our breath, as if it were a weapon of an adverse sect. It is a solemn, universal assertion, deeply to be kept in mind by all sects. But perhaps we shall be better able to reason on it if we go on a little farther, and come back to it. For clearly this marked insistence on the power of the true episcopate is to make us feel more weightily what is to be charged against the false claimants of episcopate; or generally, against false claimants of power and rank in the body of the clergy; they who, “for their bellies’ sake, creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold.”

	21. Never think Milton uses those three words to fill up his verse, as a loose writer would. He needs all the three; especially those three, and no more than those—“creep,” and “intrude.” and “climb”; no other words would or could serve the turn, and no more could be added. For they exhaustively comprehend the three classes, correspondent to the three characters, of men who dishonestly seek ecclesiastical power. First, those who “creep” into the fold; who do not care for office, nor name, but for secret influence, and do all things occultly and cunningly, consenting to any servility of office or conduct, so only that they may intimately discern, and unawares direct, the minds of men. Then those who “intrude” (thrust, that is) themselves into the fold, who by natural insolence of heart, and stout eloquence of tongue, and fearlessly perseverant self-assertion, obtain hearing and authority with the common crowd. Lastly, those who “climb,” who by labor and learning, both stout and sound, but selfishly exerted in the cause of their own ambition, gain high dignities and authorities, and become “lords over the heritage,” though not “ensamples to the flock.”

	22. Now go on:—

	“Of other care they little reckoning make,

	Than how to scramble at the shearers’ feast.

	Blind mouths—”

	I pause again, for this is a strange expression; a broken metaphor, one might think, careless and unscholarly.

	Not so: its very audacity and pithiness are intended to make us look close at the phrase and remember it. Those two monosyllables express the precisely accurate contraries of right character, in the two great offices of the Church—those of bishop and pastor.

	A “Bishop” means a “person who sees.”

	A “Pastor” means a “person who feeds.”

	The most unbishoply character a man can have is therefore to be Blind.

	The most unpastoral is, instead of feeding, to want to be fed,—to be a Mouth.

	Take the two reverses together, and you have “blind mouths.” We may advisably follow out this idea a little. Nearly all the evils in the Church have arisen from bishops desiring power more than light. They want authority, not outlook. Whereas their real office is not to rule; though it may be vigorously to exhort and rebuke; it is the king’s office to rule; the bishop’s office is to oversee the flock; to number it, sheep by sheep; to be ready always to give full account of it. Now it is clear he cannot give account of the souls, if he has not so much as numbered the bodies of his flock. The first thing, therefore, that a bishop has to do is at least to put himself in a position in which, at any moment, he can obtain the history, from childhood, of every living soul in his diocese, and of its present state. Down in that back street, Bill and Nancy, knocking each other’s teeth out!—Does the bishop know all about it? Has he his eye upon them? Has he had his eye upon them? Can he circumstantially explain to us how Bill got into the habit of beating Nancy about the head? If he cannot, he is no bishop, though he had a mitre as high as Salisbury steeple; he is no bishop,—he has sought to be at the helm instead of the masthead; he has no sight of things. “Nay,” you say, “it is not his duty to look after Bill in the back street.” What! the fat sheep that have full fleeces—you think it is only those he should look after, while (go back to your Milton) “the hungry sheep look up, and are not fed, besides what the grim wolf with privy paw” (bishops knowing nothing about it) “daily devours apace, and nothing said”?

	“But that’s not our idea of a bishop.” [4] Perhaps not; but it was St. Paul’s; and it was Milton’s. They may be right, or we may be; but we must not think we are reading either one or the other by putting our meaning into their words.

	[4. Compare the 13th Letter in “Time and Tide.”]

	23. I go on.

	“But, swoln with wind, and the rank mist they draw.”

	This is to meet the vulgar answer that “if the poor are not looked after in their bodies, they are in their souls; they have spiritual food.”

	And Milton says, “They have no such thing as spiritual food; they are only swollen with wind.” At first you may think that is a coarse type, and an obscure one. But again, it is a quite literally accurate one. Take up your Latin and Greek dictionaries, and find out the meaning of “Spirit.” It is only a contraction of the Latin word “breath,” and an indistinct translation of the Greek word for “wind.” The same word is used in writing, “The wind bloweth where is listeth”; and in writing, “So is every one that is born of the Spirit”; born of the breath, that is; for it means the breath of God, in soul and body. We have the true sense of it in our words “inspiration” and “expire.” Now, there are two kinds of breath with which the flock may be filled; God’s breath, and man’s. The breath of God is health, and life, and peace to them, as the air of heaven is to the flocks on the hills; but man’s breath—the word which he calls spiritual,—is disease and contagion to them, as the fog of the fen. They rot inwardly with it; they are puffed up by it, as a dead body by the vapors of its own decomposition. This is literally true of all false religious teaching; the first and last, and fatalest sign of it is that “puffing up.” Your converted children, who teach their parents; your converted convicts, who teach honest men; your converted dunces, who, having lived in cretinous stupefaction half their lives, suddenly awakening to the fact of there being a God, fancy themselves therefore His peculiar people and messengers; your sectarians of every species, small and great, Catholic or Protestant, of high church or low, in so far as they think themselves exclusively in the right and others wrong; and preeminently, in every sect, those who hold that men can be saved by thinking rightly instead of doing rightly, by word instead of act, and wish instead of work:—these are the true fog children—clouds, these, without water; bodies, these, of putrescent vapor and skin, without blood or flesh: blown bag-pipes for the fiends to pipe with—corrupt, and corrupting,—“Swollen with wind, and the rank mist they draw.”

	24. Lastly, let us return to the lines respecting the power of the keys, for now we can understand them. Note the difference between Milton and Dante in their interpretation of this power: for once, the latter is weaker in thought; he supposes both the keys to be of the gate of heaven; one is of gold, the other of silver: they are given by St. Peter to the sentinel angel; and it is not easy to determine the meaning either of the substances of the three steps of the gate, or of the two keys. But Milton makes one, of gold, the key of heaven; the other, of iron, the key of the prison in which the wicked teachers are to be bound who “have taken away the key of knowledge, yet entered not in themselves.”We have seen that the duties of bishop and pastor are to see and feed; and of all who do so it is said, “He that watereth, shall be watered also himself.” But the reverse is truth also. He that watereth not, shall be withered himself, and he that seeth not, shall himself be shut out of sight—shut into the perpetual prison-house. And that prison opens here, as well as hereafter: he who is to be bound in heaven must first be bound on earth. That command to the strong angels, of which the rock-apostle is the image, “Take him and bind him hand and foot, and cast him out,” issues, in its measure, against the teacher, for every help withheld, and for every truth refused, and for every falsehood enforced; so that he is more strictly fettered the more he fetters, and farther outcast, as he more and more misleads, till at last the bars of the iron cage close upon him, and as “the golden opes, the iron shuts amain.”

	[…]

	 


June 22. Pliny Tells Ghost Stories

	Volume 9, pp. 311-314

	Letters of Gaius Plinius Cæcilius Secundus

	Pliny, who lived in the first century after Christ, tells of a ghost who dragged his jangling chains through a house in Athens and so terrified the inmates that they fled panic-stricken. But the ghost met his equal.

	Letters

	Gaius Plinius Cæcilius Secundus

	Translated by William Melmoth

	Revised by F. C. T. Bosanquet

	[…]

	LXXXIII. To Sura

	The present recess from business we are now enjoying affords you leisure to give, and me to receive, instruction. I am extremely desirous therefore to know whether you believe in the existence of ghosts, and that they have a real form, and are a sort of divinities, or only the visionary impressions of a terrified imagination. What particularly inclines me to believe in their existence is a story which I heard of Curtius Rufus. When he was in low circumstances and unknown in the world, he attended the governor of Africa into that province. One evening, as he was walking in the public portico, there appeared to him the figure of a woman, of unusual size and of beauty more than human. And as he stood there, terrified and astonished, she told him she was the tutelary power that presided over Africa, and was come to inform him of the future events of his life: that he should go back to Rome, to enjoy high honours there, and return to that province invested with the proconsular dignity, and there should die. Every circumstance of this prediction actually came to pass. It is said farther that upon his arrival at Carthage, as he was coming out of the ship, the same figure met him upon the shore. It is certain, at least, that being seized with a fit of illness, though there were no symptoms in his case that led those about him to despair, he instantly gave up all hope of recovery; judging, apparently, of the truth of the future part of the prediction by what had already been fulfilled, and of the approaching misfortune from his former prosperity. Now the following story, which I am going to tell you just as I heard it, is it not more terrible than the former, while quite as wonderful? There was at Athens a large and roomy house, which had a bad name, so that no one could live there. In the dead of the night a noise, resembling the clashing of iron, was frequently heard, which, if you listened more attentively, sounded like the rattling of chains, distant at first, but approaching nearer by degrees: immediately afterwards a spectre appeared in the form of an old man, of extremely emaciated and squalid appearance, with a long beard and dishevelled, hair, rattling the chains on his feet and hands. The distressed occupants meanwhile passed their wakeful nights under the most dreadful terrors imaginable. This, as it broke their rest, ruined their health, and brought on distempers, their terror grew upon them, and death ensued. Even in the daytime, though the spirit did not appear, yet the impression remained so strong upon their imaginations that it still seemed before their eyes, and kept them in perpetual alarm. Consequently the house was at length deserted, as being deemed absolutely uninhabitable; so that it was now entirely abandoned to the ghost. However, in hopes that some tenant might be found who was ignorant of this very alarming circumstance, a bill was put up, giving notice that it was either to be let or sold. It happened that Athenodorus [1] the philosopher came to Athens at this time, and, reading the bill, enquired the price. The extraordinary cheapness raised his suspicion; nevertheless, when he heard the whole story, he was so far from being discouraged that he was more strongly inclined to hire it, and, in short, actually did so. When it grew towards evening, he ordered a couch to be prepared for him in the front part of the house, and, after calling for a light, together with his pencil and tablets, directed all his people to retire. But that his mind might not, for want of employment, be open to the vain terrors of imaginary noises and spirits, he applied himself to writing with the utmost attention. The first part of the night passed in entire silence, as usual; at length a clanking of iron and rattling of chains was heard: however, he neither lifted up his eyes nor laid down his pen, but, in order to keep calm and collected, tried to pass the sounds off to himself as something else. The noise increased and advanced nearer, till it seemed at the door, and at last in the chamber. He looked up, saw, and recognized the ghost exactly as it had been described to him: it stood before him, beckoning with the finger, like a person who calls another. Athenodorus in reply made a sign with his hand that it should wait a little, and threw his eyes again upon his papers; the ghost then rattled its chains over the head of the philosopher, who looked up upon this, and seeing it beckoning as before, immediately arose, and, light in hand, followed it. The ghost slowly stalked along, as if encumbered with its chains, and, turning into the area of the house, suddenly vanished. Athenodorus, being thus deserted, made a mark with some grass and leaves on the spot where the spirit left him. The next day he gave information to the magistrates, and advised them to order that spot to be dug up. This was accordingly done, and the skeleton of a man in chains was found there; for the body, having lain a considerable time in the ground, was putrefied and mouldered away from the fetters. The bones, being collected together, were publicly buried, and thus after the ghost was appeased by the proper ceremonies, the house was haunted no more. This story I believe upon the credit of others; what I am going to mention, I give you upon my own. I have a freedman named Marcus, who is by no means illiterate. One night, as he and his younger brother were lying together, he fancied he saw somebody upon his bed, who took out a pair of scissors, and cut off the hair from the top part of his own head, and in the morning, it appeared his hair was actually cut, and the clippings lay scattered about the floor. A short time after this, an event of a similar nature contributed to give credit to the former story. A young lad of my family was sleeping in his apartment with the rest of his companions, when two persons clad in white came in, as he says, through the windows, cut off his hair as he lay, and then returned the same way they entered. The next morning it was found that this boy had been served just as the other, and there was the hair again, spread about the room. Nothing remarkable indeed followed these events, unless perhaps that I escaped a prosecution, in which, if Domitian (during whose reign this happened) had lived some time longer, I should certainly have been involved. For after the death of that emperor, articles of impeachment against me were found in his scrutore, which had been exhibited by Carus. It may therefore be conjectured, since it is customary for persons under any public accusation to let their hair grow, this cutting off the hair of my servants was a sign I should escape the imminent danger that threatened me. Let me desire you then to give this question your mature consideration. The subject deserves your examination; as, I trust, I am not myself altogether unworthy a participation in the abundance of your superior knowledge. And though you should, as usual, balance between two opinions, yet I hope you will lean more on one side than on the other, lest, whilst I consult you in order to have my doubt settled, you should dismiss me in the same suspense and indecision that occasioned you the present application. Farewell.

	[1. A Stoic philosopher and native of Tarsus. He was tutor for some time to Octavius, afterwards Augustus, Cæsar.]
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June 23. Greek Scholar at Three

	Volume 25, pp. 9-20

	Autobiography, Mill

	John Stuart Mill—one of the greatest intellects in England—tells how his father educated him. At the early age of three years he began the study of Greek, and at twelve started writing a book of his own. (James Mill, father of John Stuart Mill, died June 23, 1836.)

	Autobiography

	James Stuart Mill

	Chapter I

	Childhood and Early Education

	[…]

	In this period of my father’s life there are two things which it is impossible not to be struck with: one of them unfortunately a very common circumstance, the other a most uncommon one. The first is, that in his position, with no resource but the precarious one of writing in periodicals, he married and had a large family; conduct than which nothing could be more opposed, both as a matter of good sense and of duty, to the opinions which, at least at a later period of life, he strenuously upheld. The other circumstance is the extraordinary energy which was required to lead the life he led, with the disadvantages under which he laboured from the first, and with those which he brought upon himself by his marriage. It would have been no small thing, had he done no more than to support himself and his family during so many years by writing, without ever being in debt, or in any pecuniary difficulty; holding, as he did, opinions, both in politics and in religion, which were more odious to all persons of influence, and to the common run of prosperous Englishmen in that generation than either before or since; and being not only a man whom nothing would have induced to write against his convictions, but one who invariably threw into everything he wrote, as much of his convictions as he thought the circumstances would in any way permit: being, it must also be said, one who never did anything negligently; never undertook any task, literary or other, on which he did not conscientiously bestow all the labour necessary for performing it adequately. But he, with these burthens on him, planned, commenced, and completed, the History of India; and this in the course of about ten years, a shorter time than has been occupied (even by writers who had no other employment) in the production of almost any other historical work of equal bulk, and of anything approaching to the same amount of reading and research. And to this is to be added, that during the whole period, a considerable part of almost every day was employed in the instruction of his children: in the case of one of whom, myself, he exerted an amount of labour, care, and perseverance rarely, if ever, employed for a similar purpose, in endeavouring to give, according to his own conception, the highest order of intellectual education.

	A man who, in his own practice, so vigorously acted up to the principle of losing no time, was likely to adhere to the same rule in the instruction of his pupil. I have no remembrance of the time when I began to learn Greek. I have been told that it was when I was three years old. My earliest recollection on the subject, is that of committing to memory what my father termed Vocables, being lists of common Greek words, with their signification in English, which he wrote out for me on cards. Of grammar, until some years later, I learnt no more than the inflexions of the nouns and verbs, but, after a course of vocables, proceeded at once to translation; and I faintly remember going through Æsop’s Fables, the first Greek book which I read. The Anabasis, which I remember better, was the second. I learnt no Latin until my eighth year. At that time I had read, under my father’s tuition, a number of Greek prose authors, among whom I remember the whole of Herodotus, and of Xenophon’s Cyropædia and Memorials of Socrates; some of the lives of the philosophers by Diogenes Laertius; part of Lucian, and Isocrates ad Demonicum and Ad Nicoclem. I also read, in 1813, the first six dialogues (in the common arrangement) of Plato, from the Euthyphron to the Theaetetus inclusive: which last dialogue, I venture to think, would have been better omitted, as it was totally impossible I should understand it. But my father, in all his teaching, demanded of me not only the utmost that I could do, but much that I could by no possibility have done. What he was himself willing to undergo for the sake of my instruction, may be judged from the fact, that I went through the whole process of preparing my Greek lessons in the same room and at the same table at which he was writing: and as in those days Greek and English lexicons were not, and I could make no more use of a Greek and Latin lexicon than could be made without having yet begun to learn Latin, I was forced to have recourse to him for the meaning of every word which I did not know. This incessant interruption, he, one of the most impatient of men, submitted to, and wrote under that interruption several volumes of his History and all else that he had to write during those years.

	The only thing besides Greek, that I learnt as a lesson in this part of my childhood, was arithmetic: this also my father taught me: it was the task of the evenings, and I well remember its disagreeableness. But the lessons were only a part of the daily instruction I received. Much of it consisted in the books I read by myself, and my father’s discourses to me, chiefly during our walks. From 1810 to the end of 1813 we were living in Newington Green, then an almost rustic neighbourhood. My father’s health required considerable and constant exercise, and he walked habitually before breakfast, generally in the green lanes towards Hornsey. In these walks I always accompanied him, and with my earliest recollections of green fields and wild flowers, is mingled that of the account I gave him daily of what I had read the day before. To the best of my remembrance, this was a voluntary rather than a prescribed exercise. I made notes on slips of paper while reading, and from these, in the morning walks, I told the story to him; for the books were chiefly histories, of which I read in this manner a great number: Robertson’s histories, Hume, Gibbon; but my greatest delight, then and for long afterwards, was Watson’s Philip the Second and Third. The heroic defence of the Knights of Malta against the Turks, and of the revolted provinces of the Netherlands against Spain, exited in me an intense and lasting interest. Next to Watson, my favourite historical reading was Hooke’s History of Rome. Of Greece I had seen at that time no regular history, except school abridgments and the first two or three volumes of a translation of Rollin’s Ancient History, beginning with Philip of Macedon. But I read with great delight Langhorne’s translation of Plutarch. In English history, beyond the time at which Hume leaves off, I remember reading Burnet’s History of his Own Time, though I cared little for anything in it except the wars and battles; and the historical part of the Annual Register, from the beginning to about 1788, when the volumes my father borrowed for me from Mr. Bentham left off. I felt a lively interest in Frederic of Prussia during his difficulties, and in Paoli, the Corsican patriot; but when I came to the American war, I took my part, like a child as I was (until set right by my father) on the wrong side, because it was called the English side. In these frequent talks about the books I read, he used, as opportunity offered, to give me explanations and ideas respecting civilization, government, morality, mental cultivation, which he required me afterwards to restate to him in my own words. He also made me read, and give him a verbal account of, many books which would not have interested me sufficiently to induce me to read them of myself: among others, Millar’s Historical View of the English Government, a book of great merit for its time, and which he highly valued; Mosheim’s Ecclesiastical History, McCrie’s Life of John Knox, and even Sewel’s and Rutty’s Histories of the Quakers. He was fond of putting into my hands books which exhibited men of energy and resource in unusual circumstances, struggling against difficulties and overcoming them: of such works I remember Beaver’s African Memoranda, and Collins’s account of the first settlement of New South Wales. Two books which I never wearied of reading were Anson’s Voyage, so delightful to most young persons, and a Collection (Hawkesworth’s, I believe) of Voyages round the World, in four volumes, beginning with Drake and ending with Cook and Bougainville. Of children’s books, any more than of playthings, I had scarcely any, except an occasional gift from a relation or acquaintance: among those I had, Robinson Crusoe was pre-eminent, and continued to delight me through all my boyhood. It was no part however of my father’s system to exclude books of amusement, though he allowed them very sparingly. Of such books he possessed at that time next to none, but he borrowed several for me; those which I remember are the Arabian Nights, Cazotte’s Arabian Tales, Don Quixote, Miss Edgeworth’s “Popular Tales,” and a book of some reputation in its day, Brooke’s Fool of Quality.

	In my eighth year I commenced learning Latin, in conjunction with a younger sister, to whom I taught it as I went on, and who afterwards repeated the lessons to my father: and from this time, other sisters and brothers being successively added as pupils, a considerable part of my day’s work consisted of this preparatory teaching. It was a part which I greatly disliked; the more so, as I was held responsible for the lessons of my pupils, in almost as full a sense as for my own: I however derived from this discipline the great advantage of learning more thoroughly and retaining more lastingly the things which I was set to teach: perhaps, too, the practice it afforded in explaining difficulties to others, may even at that age have been useful. In other respects, the experience of my boyhood is not favourable to the plan of teaching children by means of one another. The teaching, I am sure, is very inefficient as teaching, and I well knew that the relation between teacher and taught is not a good moral discipline to either. I went in this manner through the Latin grammar, and a considerable part of Cornelius Nepos and Cæsar’s Commentaries, but afterwards added to the superintendence of these lessons, much longer ones of my own.

	In the same year in which I began Latin, I made my first commencement in the Greek poet with the Iliad. After I had made some progress in this, my father put Pope’s translation into my hands. It was the first English verse I had cared to read, and it became one of the books in which for many years I most delighted: I think I must have read it from twenty to thirty times through. I should not have thought it worth while to mention a taste apparently so natural to boyhood, if I had not, as I think, observed that the keen enjoyment of this brilliant specimen of narrative and versification is not so universal with boys, as I should have expected both a priori and from my individual experience. Soon after this time I commenced Euclid, and somewhat later, algebra, still under my father’s tuition.

	From my eighth to my twelfth year the Latin books which I remember reading were, the Bucolics of Virgil, and the first six books of the Æneid; all Horace except the Epodes; the Fables of Phædrus; the first five books of Livy (to which from my love of the subject I voluntarily added, in my hours of leisure, the remainder of the first decade); all Sallust; a considerable part of Ovid’s Metamorphoses; some plays of Terence; two or three books of Lucretius; several of the Orations of Cicero, and of his writings on oratory; also his letters to Atticus, my father taking the trouble to translate to me from the French the historical explanations in Mongault’s notes. In Greek I read the Iliad and Odyssey through; one or two plays of Sophocles, Euripides, and Aristophanes, though by these I profited little; all Thucydides; the Hellenics of Xenophon; a great part of Demosthenes, Æschines, and Lysias; Theocritus; Anacreon; part of the Anthology; a little of Dionysius; several books of Polybius; and lastly Aristotle’s Rhetoric, which, as the first expressly scientific treatise on any moral or psychological subject which I had read, and containing many of the best observations of the ancients on human nature and life, my father made me study with peculiar care, and throw the matter of it into synoptic tables. During the same years I learnt elementary geometry and algebra thoroughly, the differential calculus and other portions of the higher mathematics far from thoroughly: for my father, not having kept up this part of his early acquired knowledge, could not spare time to qualify himself for removing my difficulties, and left me to deal with them, with little other aid than that of books; while I was continually incurring his displeasure by my inability to solve difficult problems for which he did not see that I had not the necessary previous knowledge.

	As to my private reading, I can only speak of what I remember. History continued to be my strongest predilection, and most of all ancient history. Mitford’s Greece I read continually; my father had put me on my guard against the Tory prejudices of this writer, and his perversions of facts for the white-washing of despot, and blackening of popular institutions. These points he discoursed on, exemplifying them from the Greek orators and historians, with such effect that in reading Mitford my sympathies were always on the contrary side to those of the author, and I could, to some extent, have argued the point against him: yet this did not diminish the ever new pleasure with which I read the book. Roman history, both in my old favourite, Hooke, and in Ferguson, continued to delight me. A book which, in spite of what is called the dryness of its style, I took great pleasure in, was the Ancient Universal History, through the incessant reading of which I had my head full of historical details concerning the obscurest ancient people, while about modern history, except detached passages, such as the Dutch war of independence, I knew and cared comparatively little. A voluntary exercise, to which throughout my boyhood I was much addicted, was what I called writing histories. I successively imposed a Roman history, picked out of Hooke; an abridgment of the Ancient Universal History; a History of Holland, from my favourite Watson and from an anonymous compilation; and in my eleventh and twelfth year I occupied myself with writing what I flattered myself was something serious. This was no less than a history of the Roman Government, compiled (with the assistance of Hooke) from Livy and Dionysius: of which I wrote as much as would have made an octavo volume, extending to the epoch of the Licinian Laws. It was, in fact, an account of the struggles between the patricians and plebeians, which now engrossed all the interest in my mind which I had previously felt in the mere wars and conquest of the Romans. I discussed all the institutional point as they arose: though quite ignorant of Niebuhr’s researches, I, by such lights as my father had given me, vindicated the Agrarian Laws on the evidence of Livy, and upheld to the best of my ability the Roman democratic party. A few years later, in my contempt of my childish efforts, I destroyed all these papers, not then anticipating that I could ever feel any curiosity about my first attempt at writing and reasoning. My father encouraged me in this useful amusement, though, as I think judiciously, he never asked to see what I wrote; so that I did not feel that in writing it I was accountable to any one, nor had the chilling sensation of being under a critical eye.

	But though these exercises in history were never a compulsory lesson, there was another kind of composition which was so, namely, writing verses, and it was one of the most disagreeable of my tasks. Greek and Latin verses I did not write, nor learnt the prosody of those languages. My father, thinking this not worth the time it required, contented himself with making me read aloud to him, and correcting false quantities. I never composed at all in Greek, even in prose, and but little in Latin. Not that my father could be indifferent to the value of this practice, in giving a thorough knowledge of those languages, but because there really was not time for it. The verses I was required to write were English. When I first read Pope’s Homer, I ambitiously attempted to compose something of the same kind, and achieved as much as one book of a continuation of the Iliad. There, probably, the spontaneous promptings of my poetical ambition would have stopped; but the exercise, begun from choice, was continued by command. Conformably to my father’s usual practice of explaining to me, as far as possible, the reasons for what he required me to do, he gave me, for this, as I well remember, two reasons highly characteristic of him: one was, that some things could be expressed better and more forcibly in verse than in prose: this, he said, was a real advantage. The other was, that people in general attached more value to verse than it deserved, and the power of writing it, was, on this account, worth acquiring. He generally left me to choose my own subject, which, as far as I remember, were mostly addresses to some mythological personage or allegorical abstractions; but he made me translate into English verse many of Horace’s shorter poems: I also remember his giving me Thomson’s “Winter” to read, and afterwards making me attempt (without book) to write something myself on the same subject. The verses I wrote were, of course, the merest rubbish, nor did I ever attain any facility of versification, but the practice may have been useful in making it easier for me, at a later period, to acquire readiness of expression. [1] I had read, up to this time, very little English poetry, Shakespeare my father had put into my hands, chiefly for the sake of the historical plays, from which, however, I went on to the others. My father never was a great admirer of Shakespeare, the English idolatry of whom he used to attack with some severity. He cared little for any English poetry except Milton (for whom he had the highest admiration), Goldsmith, Burns, and Gray’s Bard, which he preferred to his Elegy: perhaps I may add Cowper and Beattie. He had some value for Spenser, and I remember his reading to me (unlike his usual practice of making me read to him), the first book of the Fairie Queene; but I took little pleasure in it. The poetry of the present century he saw scarcely any merit in, and I hardly became acquainted with any of it till I was grown up to manhood, except the metrical romances of Walter Scott, which I read at his recommendation and was intensely delighted with; as I always was with animated narrative. Dryden’s Poems were among my father’s books, and many of these he made me read, but I never cared for any of them except Alexander’s Feast, which, as well as many of the songs in Walter Scott, I used to sing internally, to a music of my own: to some of the latter, indeed, I went so far as to compose airs, which I still remember. Cowper’s short poems I read with some pleasure, but never got far into the longer ones; and nothing in the two volumes interested me like the prose account of his three hares. In my thirteenth year I met with Campbell’s Poems, among which Lochiel, Hohenlinden, the Exile of Erin, and some others, gave me sensations I had never before experienced from poetry. Here, too, I made nothing of the longer poems, except the striking opening of Gertrude of Wyoming, which long kept it place in my feelings as the perfection of pathos.

	[1. In a subsequent stage of boyhood when these exercises had ceased to be compulsory, like most youthful writers I wrote tragedies; under the inspiration not so much of Shakespeare as of Joanna Baillie, whose “Constantine Paleologus” in particular appeared to me one of the most glorious human compositions. I still think it one of the best dramas of the last two centuries.]

	During this part of my childhood, one of my greatest amusements was experimental science; in the theoretical, however, not the practical sense of the word; not trying experiments—a kind of discipline which I have often regretted not having had—nor even seeing, but merely reading about them. I never remember being so wrapt up in any book, as I was in Joyce’s Scientific Dialogues; and I was rather recalcitrant to my father’s criticisms of the bad reasoning respecting the first principles of physics, which abounds in the early part of that work. I devoured treatises on Chemistry, especially that of my father’s early friend and schoolfellow, Dr. Thomson, for years before I attended a lecture or saw an experiment.

	From about the age of twelve, I entered into another and more advanced stage in my course of instruction; in which the main object was no longer the aids and appliances of thought, but the thoughts themselves. This commenced with Logic, in which I began at once with the Organon, and read it to the Analytics inclusive, but profited little by the Posterior Analytics, which belongs to a branch of speculation I was not yet ripe for. Contemporaneously with the Organon, my father made me read the whole or parts of several of the Latin treatises on the scholastic logic; giving each day to him, in our walks, a minute account of what I had read, and answering his numerous and searching questions. After this, I went in a similar manner, through the “Computatio sive Logica” of Hobbes, a work of a much higher order of thought than the books of the school logicians, and which he estimated very highly; in my own opinion beyond it merits, great as these are. It was his invariable practice, whatever studies he exacted from me, to make me as far as possible understand and feel the utility of them: and this he deemed peculiarly fitting in the case of the syllogistic logic, the usefulness of which had been impugned by so many writers of authority. I well remember how, and in what particular walk, in the neighbourhood of Bagshot Heath (where we were on a visit to his old friend Mr. Wallace, then one of the Mathematical Professors at Sandhurst) he first attempted by questions to make me think on the subject, and frame some conception of what constituted the utility of the syllogistic logic, and when I had failed in this, to make me understand it by explanations. The explanations did not make the matter at all clear to me at the time; but they were not therefore useless; they remained as a nucleus for my observations and reflections to crystallize upon; the import of his general remarks being interpreted to me, by the particular instances which came under my notice afterwards. My own consciousness and experience ultimately led me to appreciate quite as highly as he did, the value of an early practical familiarity with the school logic. I know nothing, in my education, to which I think myself more indebted for whatever capacity of thinking I have attained. The first intellectual operation in which I arrived at any proficiency, was dissecting a bad argument, and finding in what part the fallacy lay: and though whatever capacity of this sort I attained was due to the fact that it was an intellectual exercise in which I was most perseveringly drilled by my father, yet it is also true that the school logic, and the mental habits acquired in studying it, were among the principal instruments of this drilling. I am persuaded that nothing, in modern education, tends so much, when properly used, to form exact thinkers, who attach a precise meaning to words and propositions, and are not imposed on by vague, loose, or ambiguous terms. The boasted influence of mathematical studies is nothing to it; for in mathematical processes, none of the real difficulties of correct ratiocination occur. It is also a study peculiarly adapted to an early stage in the education of philosophical students, since it does not presuppose the slow process of acquiring, by experience and reflection, valuable thoughts of their own. They may become capable of disentangling the intricacies of confused and self-contradictory thought, before their own thinking faculties are much advanced; a power which, for want of some such discipline, many otherwise able men altogether lack; and when they have to answer opponent, only endeavour, by such argument as they can command, to support the opposite conclusion, scarcely even attempting to confute the reasonings of their antagonists; and, therefore, at the utmost, leaving the question, as far as it depends on argument, a balanced one.

	During this time, the Latin and Greek books which I continued to read with my father were chiefly such as were worth studying, not for the language merely, but also for the thoughts. This included much of the orators, and especially Demosthenes, some of whose principal orations I read several times over, and wrote out, by way of exercise, a full analysis of them. My father’s comments on these orations when I read them to him were very instructive to me. He not only drew my attention to the insight they afforded into Athenian institutions, and the principles of legislation and government which they often illustrated, but pointed out the skill and art of the orator—how everything important to his purpose was said at the exact moment when he had brought the minds of his audience into the state most fitted to receive it; how he made steal into their minds, gradually and by insinuation, thoughts which, if expressed in a more direct manner would have aroused their opposition. Most of these reflections were beyond my capacity of full comprehension at the time; but they left seed behind, which geminated in due season. At this time I also read the whole of Tacitus, Juvenal, and Quintilian. The latter, owing to his obscure style and to the scholastic details of which many parts of his treatise are made up, is little read, and seldom sufficiently appreciated. His book is a kind of encyclopædia of the thoughts of the ancients on the whole field of education and culture; and I have retained through life many valuable ideas which I can distinctly trace to my reading of him, even at that early age. It was at this period that I read, for the first time, some of the most important dialogues of Plato, in particular the Gorgias, the Protagoras, and the Republic. There is no author to whom my father thought himself more indebted for his own mental culture, than Plato, or whom he more frequently recommended to young student. I can bear similar testimony in regard to myself. The Socratic method, of which the Platonic dialogues are the chief example, is unsurpassed as a discipline for correcting the errors, and clearing up the confusions incident to the intellectus sibi permissus, the understanding which has made up all its bundles of associations under the guidance of popular phraseology. The close, searching elenchus by which the man of vague generalities is constrained either to express his meaning to himself in definite terms, or to confess that he does not know what he is talking about; the perpetual testing of all general statements by particular instances; the siege in from which is laid to the meaning of large abstract terms, by fixing upon some still larger class-name which includes that and more, and dividing down to the thing sought—marking out its limits and definition by a series of accurately drawn distinctions between it and each of the cognate objects which are successively parted off from it—all this, as an education for precise thinking, is inestimable, and all this, even at that age, took such hold of me that it became part of my own mind. I have felt ever since that the title of Platonist belongs by far better right to those who have been nourished in, and have endeavoured to practise Plato’s mode of investigation, than to those who are distinguished only by the adoption of certain dogmatical conclusions, drawn mostly from the least intelligible of his works, and which the character of his mind and writings makes it uncertain whether he himself regarded as anything more than poetic fancies, or philosophic conjectures.

	[…]

	 


June 24. Had No Right Hand

	Volume 16, pp. 120-133

	Stories from The Thousand and One Nights

	A handsome young man was seen to eat only with his left hand, which was contrary to the customs of Arabia. The youth, when urged, told why he used only his left hand, and revealed a story of love and adventure and the lover’s need for gold—all happening in ancient Cairo.

	Stories from The Thousand and One Nights

	[…]

	[Nights 24–32]

	[…]

	The Story Told by the Christian Broker

	Know, O King of the age, that I came to this country with merchandise, and destiny stayed me among your people. I was born in Cairo, and am one of its Copts, and there I was brought up. My father was a broker; and when I had attained to manhood, he died, and I succeeded to his business; and as I was sitting one day, lo, a young man of most handsome aspect, and clad in a dress of the richest description, came to me, riding upon an ass, and when he saw me, saluted me; whereupon I rose to him, to pay him honour, and he produced a handkerchief containing some sesame, and said, What is the value of an ardebb [3] of this? I answered him, A hundred pieces of silver. And he said to me, Take the carriers and the measures, and repair to the Khan of El-Jawali in the district of Bab En-Nasr: [4] there wilt thou find me. And he left me and went his way, after having given me the handkerchief with the sample of the sesame. So I went about to the purchasers; and the price of each ardebb amounted to a hundred and twenty pieces of silver; and I took with me four carriers, and went to him. I found him waiting my arrival; and when he saw me he rose and opened a magazine, and we measured its contents, and the whole amounted to fifty ardebbs. The young man then said, Thou shalt have, for every ardebb, ten pieces of silver as brokerage; and do thou receive the price and keep it in thy care: the whole sum will be five thousand; and thy share of it, five hundred: so there will remain for me four thousand and five hundred; and when I shall have finished the sale of the goods contained in my store-room, I will come to thee and receive it. I replied, It shall be as thou desirest. And I kissed his hand, and left him. Thus there accrued to me, on that day, a thousand pieces of silver, [besides my brokerage.]

	[3. In Cairo, nearly five bushels.]

	[4. “Gate of Victory or of Aid”: the easternmost of the northern gates of Cairo built in Iowa. The Khan referred to is mentioned by El-Makrizi as being situated at a short distance within the present gate and by the site of the older gate of the same name, and as existing in his time [1417].]

	He was absent from me a month, at the expiration of which he came and said to me, Where is the money? I answered, Here it is, ready. And he said, Keep it until I come to thee to receive it. And I remained expecting him; but he was absent from me another month; after which he came again, and said, Where is the money? Whereupon I arose and saluted him, and said to him, Wilt thou eat something with us? He, however, declined, and said, Keep the money until I shall have gone and returned to receive it from thee. He then departed; and I arose; and prepared for him the money, and sat expecting him; but again he absented himself from me for a month, and then came and said, After this day I will receive it from thee. And he departed, and I made ready the money for him as before, and sat waiting his return. Again, however, he remained a month absent from me, and I said within myself, Verily this young man is endowed with consummate liberality! After the month he came, attired in rich clothing, and resembling the full moon, appearing as if he had just come out of the bath, with red cheek and fair forehead, and a mole like a globule of ambergris. When I beheld him I kissed his hand, and invoked a blessing upon him, and said to him, O my master, wilt thou not take thy money?—Have patience with me, he answered, until I shall have transacted all my affairs, after which I will receive it from thee. And so saying, he departed; and I said within myself, By Allah, when he cometh I will entertain him as a guest, on account of the profit which I have derived from his money; for great wealth hath accrued to me from it.

	At the close of the year he returned, clad in a dress richer than the former; and I swore to him that he should alight to be my guest.—On the condition, he replied, that thou expend nothing of my money that is in thy possession. I said, Well:—and, having seated him, prepared what was requisite of meats and drinks and other provisions, and placed them before him, saying, In the name of Allah! And he drew near to the table, and put forth his left hand, and thus ate with me: so I was surprised at him; [5] and when we had finished he washed his hand, and I gave him a napkin with which to wipe it. We then sat down to converse, and I said, O my master, dispel a trouble from my mind. Wherefore didst thou eat with thy left hand? Probably something paineth thee in thy right hand?—On hearing these words, he stretched forth his arm from his sleeve, and behold, it was maimed—an arm without a hand! And I wondered at this; but he said to me, Wonder not; nor say in thy heart that I ate with thee with my left hand from a motive of self—conceit; for rather to be wondered at is the cause of the cutting off of my right hand. And what, said I, was the cause of it? He answered thus:—

	[5. The Arabs consider it indecorous to eat with the left hand.]

	Know that I am from Baghdad: my father was one of the chief people of that city; and when I had attained the age of manhood, I heard the wanderers and travellers and merchants conversing respecting the land of Egypt, and their words remained in my heart until my father died, when I took large sums of money, and prepared merchandise consisting of the stuffs of Baghdad and of El-Mosil, and similar precious goods, and, having packed them up, journeyed from Baghdad; and God decreed me safety until I entered this your city. And so saying, he wept, and repeated these verses:—

	The blear-eyed escapeth a pit into which the clear-sighted falleth;

	And the ignorant, an expression by which the shrewd sage is ruined.

	The believer can scarce earn his food, while the impious infidel is favoured.

	What art or act can a man devise? It is what the Almighty appointeth!

	I entered Cairo, continued the young man, and deposited the stuffs in the Khan of Mesrur, [6] and, having unbound my packages and put them in the magazines, gave to the servant some money to buy for us something to eat, after which I slept a little; and when I arose, I went to Beyn El-Kasreyn. I then returned, and passed the night; and in the morning following, I opened a bale of stuff, and said within myself, I will arise and go through some of the market-streets, and see the state of the mart. So I took some stuff, and made some of my servants carry it, and proceeded until I arrived at the Keysariyeh [7] of Jaharkas, where the brokers came to me, having heard of my arrival, and took from me the stuff, and cried it about for sale; but the price bidden amounted not to the prime cost. And upon this the Sheykh of the brokers said to me, O my master, I know a plan by which thou mayest profit; and it is this: that thou do as other merchants, and sell thy merchandise upon credit for a certain period, employing a scrivener and a witness and a money-changer, and receive a portion of the profits every Thursday and Monday; so shalt thou make of a very piece of silver two; and besides that, thou wilt be able to enjoy the amusements afforded by Egypt and its Nile.—The advice is judicious, I replied: and accordingly I took the brokers with me to the Khan, and they conveyed the stuffs to the Keysariyeh, where I sold it to the merchants, writing a bond in their names, which I committed to the money-changer, and taking from him a corresponding bond. I then returned to the Khan, and remained there some days; and every day I took for my breakfast a cup of wine, and had mutton and sweet-meats prepared for me, until the month in which I became entitled to the receipt of the profits, when I seated myself every Thursday and Monday at the shops of the merchants, and the money-changer went with the scrivener and brought me the money.

	[6. In the Beyn El-Kasreyn or “Betwixt the Palaces,” by the present Suk En-Nahhasin. See Lane-Poole, Story of Cairo (1902), pp. 266–270.]

	[7. A superior kind of suk or market.]

	Thus did I until one day I went to the bath and returned to the Khan, and, entering my lodging, took for my breakfast a cup of wine, and then slept; and when I awoke I ate a fowl, and perfumed myself with essence, and repaired to the shop of a merchant named Bedr-ed-Din the Gardener, who, when he saw me, welcomed me, and conversed with me a while in his shop; and as we were thus engaged, lo, a female came and seated herself by my side. She wore a headkerchief inclined on one side, and the odours of sweet perfumes were diffused from her, and she captivated my reason by her beauty and loveliness as she raised her izar and I beheld her black eyes. She saluted Bedr-ed-Din, and he returned her salutation, and stood conversing with her; and when I heard her speech, love for her took entire possession of my heart. She then said to Bedr-ed-Din, Hast thou a piece of stuff woven with pure gold thread? And he produced to her a piece; and she said, May I take it and go, and then send thee the price? But he answered, It is impossible, O my mistress; for this is the owner of the stuff, and I owe him a portion of the profit.—Woe to thee! said she: it is my custom to take of thee each piece of stuff for a considerable sum of money, giving thee a gain beyond thy wish, and then to send thee the price.—Yes, he rejoined; but I am in absolute want of the price this day. And upon this she took the piece and threw it back to him upon his breast, saying, Verily your class knows not how to respect any person’s rank! And she arose, and turned away. I felt then as if my soul went with her, and, rising upon my feet, I said to her, O my mistress, kindly bestow a look upon me, and retrace thine honoured steps. And she returned, and smiled and said, For thy sake I return. And she sat opposite me upon the seat of the shop; and I said to Bedr-ed-Din, What is the price that thou hast agreed to give for this piece? He answered, Eleven hundred pieces of silver. And I said to him, Thy profit shall be a hundred pieces of silver: give me then a paper, and I will write for thee the price upon it. I then took the piece of stuff from him, and wrote him the paper with my own hand, and gave the piece of stuff to the lady, saying to her, Take it and go; and if thou wilt, bring the price to me in the market; or, if thou wilt, it shall be my present to thee. She replied, God recompense thee, and bless thee with my property, and make thee my husband; and may God accept this prayer!—O my mistress, said I, let this piece of stuff be thine, and another like it, and permit me to see thy face. And upon this she raised her veil; and when I beheld her face, the sight drew from me a thousand sighs, and my heart was entangled by her love, so that I no longer remained master of my reason. She then lowered the veil again, and took the piece of stuff, saying, O my master, leave me not desolate. So she departed, while I continued sitting in the market-street until past the hour of afternoon-prayer, with wandering mind, overpowered by love. In the excess of my passion, before I rose I asked the merchant respecting her; and he answered me, She is a rich lady, the daughter of a deceased Emir, who left her great property.

	I then took leave of him, and returned to the Khan, and the supper was placed before me; but, reflecting upon her, I could eat nothing. I laid myself down to rest; but sleep came not to me, and I remained awake until the morning, when I arose and put on a suit of clotting different from that which I had worn the day before; and, having drunk a cup of wine, and eaten a few morsels as my breakfast, repaired again to the shop of the merchant, and saluted him, and sat down with him. The lady soon came, wearing a dress more rich than the former, and attended by a slave-girl; and she seated herself, and saluted me instead of Bedr-ed-Din, and said, with an eloquent tongue which I had never heard surpassed in softness or sweetness, Send with me some one to receive the twelve hundred pieces of silver, the price of the piece of stuff.—Wherefore, said I, this haste? She replied, May we never lose thee! And she handed to me the price; and I sat conversing with her, and made a sign to her, which she understood, intimating my wish to visit her: whereupon she rose in haste, expressing displeasure at my hint. My heart clung to her, and I followed in the direction of her steps through the market-street; and lo, a slave-girl came to me, and said, O my master, answer the summons of my mistress. Wondering at this, I said, No one here knoweth me.—How soon, she rejoined, hast thou forgotten her! My mistress is she who was to-day at the shop of the merchant Bedr-ed-Din,—So I went with her until we arrived at the money-changer’s; and when her mistress, who was there, beheld me, she drew me to her side, and said, O my beloved, thou hast wounded my heart, and love of thee hath taken possession of it; and from the time that I first saw thee, neither sleep nor food nor drink hath been pleasant to me. I replied, And more than that do I feel; and the state in which I am needs no complaint to testify it.—Then shall I visit thee, O my beloved, she asked, or wilt thou come to me? [For our marriage must be a secret.]—I am a stranger, I answered, and have no place of reception but the Khan; therefore, if thou wilt kindly permit me to go to thine abode, the pleasure will be perfect.—Well, she replied; but to-night is the eve of Friday, and let nothing be done till to-morrow, when, after thou hast joined in the prayers, do thou mount thine ass, and inquire for the Habbaniyeh; and when thou hast arrived there, ask for the house called the Ka’ah of Barakat the Nakib, [8] known by the surname of Abu-Shameh; for there do I reside; and delay not; for I shall be anxiously expecting thee.

	[8. Chief.]

	On hearing this I rejoiced exceedingly, and we parted; and I returned to the Khan in which I lodged. I passed the whole night sleepless, and was scarcely sure that the daybreak had appeared when I rose and changed my clothes, and, having perfumed myself with essences and sweet scents, took with me fifty pieces of gold in a handkerchief, and walked from the Khan of Mesrur to Bab Zuweyleh, [9] where I mounted an ass, and said to its owner, Go with me to the Habbaniyeh. And in less than the twinkling of an eye he set off, and soon he stopped at a by-street called Darb El-Munakkiri, when I said to him, Enter the street, and inquire for the Ka’ah of the Nakib. He was absent but a little while, and, returning, said, Alight.—Walk on before me, said I, to the Ka’ah. And he went on until he had led me to the house; whereupon I said to him, Tomorrow come to me hither to convey me back.—In the name of Allah, he replied: and I handed to him a quarter of a piece of gold, and he took it and departed. I then knocked at the door, and there came forth to me two young virgins in whom the forms of womanhood had just developed themselves, resembling two moons, and they said, Enter; for our mistress is expecting thee, and she hath not slept last night from her excessive love for thee. I entered an upper saloon with seven doors: around it were latticed windows looking upon a garden in which were fruits of every kind, and running streams and singing birds: it was plastered with imperial gypsum, in which a man might see his face reflected: its roof was ornamented with gilding, and surrounded by inscriptions in letters of gold upon a ground of ultramarine: it comprised a variety of beauties, and shone in the eyes of beholders: the pavement was of coloured marbles, having in the midst of it a fountain, with four snakes of red gold casting forth water from their mouths like pearls and jewels at the corners of the pool; and it was furnished with carpets of coloured silk, and mattresses.

	[9. Or Zawileh, the southern gate of (the original) Cairo.]

	Having entered, I seated myself; and scarcely had I done so when the lady approached me. She wore a crown set with pearls and jewels; her hands and feet were stained with henna; and her bosom was ornamented with gold. As soon as she beheld me she smiled in my face, and embraced me, saying, Is it true that thou hast come to me, or is this a dream?—I am thy slave, I answered: and she said, Thou art welcome. Verily, from the time when I first saw thee, neither sleep hath been sweet to me nor hath food been pleasant!—In such case have I been, I replied;—and we sat down to converse; but I hung down my head towards the ground, in bashfulness; and not long had I thus remained when a repast was placed before me, consisting of the most exquisite dishes, as fricandoes and hashes and stuffed fowls. I ate with her until we were satisfied; when they brought the basin and ewer, and I washed my hands; after which we perfumed ourselves with rose—water infused with musk, and sat down again to converse; expressing to each other our mutual passion; and her love took such possession of me that all the wealth I possessed seemed worthless in comparison. In this manner we continued to enjoy ourselves until, night approaching, the female slaves brought supper and wine, a complete service; and we drank until midnight. Never in my life had I passed such a night. And when morning came, I arose, and, having thrown to her the handkerchief containing the pieces of gold, I took leave of her and went out; but as I did so she wept, and said, O my master, when shall I see again this lovely face? I answered her, I will be with thee at the commencement of the night. And when I went forth, I found the owner of the ass, who had brought me the day before, waiting for me at the door; and I mounted, and returned with him to the Khan of Mesrur, where I alighted, and gave to him half a piece of gold, saying to him, Come hither at sunset. He replied, On the head be thy command.

	I entered the Khan, and ate my breakfast, and then went forth to collect the price of my stuffs; after which I returned. I had prepared for my wife a roasted lamb, and purchased some sweetmeat; and I now called the porter, described to him the house, and gave him his hire. Having done this, I occupied myself again with my business until sunset, when the owner of the ass came, and I took fifty pieces of gold, and put them into a handkerchief. Entering the house, I found that they had wiped the marble and polished the vessels of copper and brass, and filled the lamps and lighted the candles, and dished the supper and strained the wine; and when my wife saw me, she threw her arms around my neck, and said, Thou hast made me desolate by thine absence! The tables were then placed before us, and we ate until we were satisfied, and the slave-girls took away the first table, and placed before us the wine; and we sat drinking, and eating of the dried fruits, and making merry, until midnight. We then slept until morning, when I arose and handed her the fifty pieces of gold as before, and left her.

	Thus I continued to do for a long time, until I passed the night and awoke possessing not a piece of silver nor one of gold; and I said within myself, This is of the work of the Devil! And I repeated these verses:—

	Poverty causeth the lustre of a man to grow dim, like the yellowness of the setting sun.

	When absent, he is not remembered among mankind; and when present, he shareth not their pleasures.

	In the market-streets he shunneth notice; and in desert places he poureth forth his tears.

	By Allah! a man, among his own relations, when afflicted with poverty, is as a stranger!

	With these reflections I walked forth into Beyn El-Kasreyn, and proceeded thence to Bab Zuweyleh, where I found the people crowding together, so that the gate was stopped up by their number; and, as destiny willed, I saw there a trooper, and, unintentionally pressing against him, my hand came in contact with his pocket, and I felt it, and found that it contained a purse; and I caught hold of the purse, and took it from his pocket. But the trooper felt that his pocket was lightened, and, putting his hand into it, found nothing; upon which he looked aside at me, and raised his hand with the mace, and struck me upon my head. I fell to the ground, and the people surrounded us, and seized the bridle of the trooper’s horse, saying, On account of the crowd dost thou strike this young man such a blow? But he called out to them and said, This is a robber! On hearing this I feared. The people around me said, This is a comely young man, and hath taken nothing. While some, however, believed this, others disbelieved; and after many words, the people dragged me along, desiring to liberate me: but, as it was predestined, there came at this moment the Wali and other magistrates entering the gate, and, seeing the people surrounding me and the trooper, the Wali said, What is the news? The trooper answered, By Allah, O Emir, this is a robber: I had in my pocket a blue purse containing twenty pieces of gold; and he took it while I was pressed by the crowd.—Was any one with thee? asked the Wali. The trooper answered, No. And the Wali called out to the chief of his servants, saying, Seize him and search him. So he seized me; and protection was withdrawn from me; and the Wali said to him, Strip him of all that is upon him. And when he did so, they found the purse in my clothes: and the Wali, taking it, counted the money, and found it to be twenty pieces of gold, as the trooper had said; whereupon he was enraged, and called out to his attendants, saying, Bring him forward. They, therefore, brought me before him, and he said to me, O young man, tell the truth. Didst thou steal this purse?—And I hung down my head towards the ground, saying within myself, If I answer that I did not steal it, it will be useless, for he hath produced it from my clothes; and if I say I stole it, I fall into trouble. I then raised my head, and said, Yes, I took it. And when the Wali heard these words, he wondered, and called witnesses, who presented themselves, and gave their testimony to my confession.—All this took place at Bab Zuweyleh.—The Wali then ordered the executioner to cut off my hand; and he cut off my right hand; but the heart of the trooper was moved with compassion for me, and he interceded for me that I should not be killed: so the Wali left me and departed. The people however continued around me, and gave me to drink a cup of wine; and the trooper gave me the purse, saying, Thou art a comely youth, and it is not fit that thou shouldst be a thief. And I took it from him, and addressed him with these verses:—

	By Allah! good sir, I was not a robber; nor was I a thief, O best of mankind!

	But fortune’s vicissitudes overthrew me suddenly, and anxiety and trouble and poverty overpowered me.

	I cast it not; but it was the Deity who cast an arrow that threw down the kingly diadem from my head.

	The trooper then left me and departed, after having given me the purse, and I went my way; but first I wrapped my hand in a piece of rag, and put it in my bosom. My condition thus altered, and my countenance pallid in consequence of my sufferings, I walked to the Ka’ah, and, in a disordered state of mind, threw myself upon the bed. My wife, seeing my complexion thus changed, said to me, What hath pained thee, and wherefore do I see thee thus altered? I answered her, My head acheth, and I am not well. And on hearing this she was vexed, and became ill on my account, and said, Burn not my heart, O my master! Sit up, and raise thy head, and tell me what hath happened to thee this day; for I read a tale in thy face.—Abstain from speaking to me, I replied. And she wept, and said, it seemeth that thou art tired of us; for I see thee to be conducting thyself in a manner contrary to thy usual habit. Then she wept again, and continued addressing me, though I made her no reply, until the approach of night, when she placed some food before me; but I abstained from it, fearing that she should see me eat with my left hand, and said, I have no desire to eat at present. She then said again, Tell me what hath happened to thee this day, and wherefore I see thee anxious and broken—hearted. I answered, I will presently tell thee at my leisure. And she put the wine towards me, saying, Take it; for it will dispel thine anxiety; and thou must drink, and tell me thy story. I replied, therefore, If it must be so, give me to drink with thy hand. And she filled a cup and drank it; and then filled it again and handed it to me, and I took it from her with my left hand, and, while tears ran from my eyes, I repeated these verses:—

	When God willeth an event to befall a man who is endowed with reason and hearing and sight,

	He deafeneth his ears, and blindeth his heart, and draweth his reason from him as a hair.

	Till, having fulfilled his purpose against him, He restoreth him his reason that he may be admonished.

	Having thus said, I wept again; and when she saw me do so, she uttered a loud cry, and said, What is the reason of thy weeping? Thou hast burned my heart! And wherefore didst thou take the cup with thy left hand?—I answered her, I have a boil upon my right hand.—Then put it forth, said she, that I may open it for thee.—It is not yet, I replied, the proper time for opening it; and continue not to ask me; for I will not put it forth at present. I then drank the contents of the cup, and she continued to hand me the wine until intoxication overcame me, and I fell asleep in the place where I was sitting; upon which she discovered that my right arm was without a hand, and, searching me, saw the purse containing the gold.

	Grief, such as none else experienceth, overcome her at the sight; and she suffered incessant torment on my account until the morning, when I awoke, and found that she had prepared for me a dish composed of four boiled fowls, which she placed before me. She then gave me to drink a cup of wine; and I ate and drank, and put down the purse, and was about to depart; but she said, Whither wouldst thou go? I answered, To such a place, to dispel somewhat of the anxiety which oppresseth my heart.—Go not, said she; but rather sit down again. So I sat down, and she said to me, Hath thy love of me become so excessive that thou hast expended all thy wealth upon me, and lost thy hand? I take thee, then, as witness against me, and God also is witness, that I will never desert thee; and thou shalt see the truth of my words.—Immediately, therefore, she sent for witnesses, who came; and she said to them, Write my contract of marriage to this young man, and bear witness that I have received the dowry. And they did as she desired them; after which she said, Bear witness that all my property which is in this chest, and all my memluks and female slaves, belong to this young man. Accordingly, they declared themselves witnesses of her declaration, and I accepted the property, and they departed after they had received their fees. She then took me by my hand, and, having led me to a closet, opened a large chest, and said to me, See what is containeth in this chest. I looked, therefore; and lo, it was full of handkerchiefs; and she said, This is thy property, which I have received from thee: for every time that thou gavest me a handkerchief containing fifty pieces of gold, I wrapped it up, and threw it into this chest: take, then thy property; for God hath restored it to thee, and thou art now of high estate. Fate hath afflicted thee on my account so that thou hast lost thy right hand, and I am unable to compensate thee: if I should sacrifice my life, it would be but a small thing, and thy generosity would still have surpassed mine.—She then added, Now take possession of thy property. So I received it; and she transferred the contents of her chest to mine, adding her property to mine which I had given her. My heart rejoiced, my anxiety ceased, and I approached and kissed her, and made myself merry by drinking with her; after which she said again, Thou hast sacrificed all thy wealth and thy hand through love of me, and how can I compensate thee? By Allah, if I gave my life for love of thee, it were but a small thing, and I should not do justice to thy claims upon me.—She then wrote a deed of gift transferring to me all her apparel, and her ornaments of gold and jewels, and her houses and other possessions; and she passed that night in grief on my account, having heard my relation of the accident that had befallen me.

	Thus we remained less than a month, during which time she became more and more infirm and disordered; and she endured no more than fifty days before she was numbered among the people of the other world. So I prepared her funeral, and deposited her body in the earth, and having caused recitations of the Kur’an to be performed for her, and given a considerable sum of money in alms for her sake, returned from the tomb. I found that she had possessed abundant wealth, and houses and lands, and among her property were the store-rooms of sesame of which I sold to thee the contents of one; and I was not prevented from settling with thee during this period but by my being busied in selling the remainder, the price of which I have not yet entirely received. Now I desire of thee that thou wilt not oppose me in that which I am about to say to thee; since I have eaten of thy food: I give thee the price of the sesame, which is in thy hands.—This which I have told thee was the cause of my eating with my left hand.

	I replied, Thou hast treated me with kindness and generosity:—and he then said, Thou must travel with me to my country; for I have bought merchandise of Cairo and Alexandria. Wilt thou accompany me?—I answered, Yes:—and promised him that I would be ready by the first day of the following month. So I sold all that I possessed, and, having bought merchandise with the produce, travelled with the young man to this thy country, where he sold his merchandise and bought other in its stead, after which he returned to the land of Egypt: but it was my lot to remain here, and to experience that which hath befallen me this night during my absence from my native country.—Now is not this, O King of the age, more wonderful than the story of the humpback? The King replied, Ye must be hanged, all of you!—And upon this, the Sultan’s steward advanced towards the King, and said, If thou permit me, I will relate to thee a story that I happened to hear just before I found this humpback; and if it be more wonderful than the events relating to him, wilt thou grant us our lives?—The King answered, Tell thy story:—and he began thus:—

	[…]

	 


June 25. Advice to Virgins from a Wise Man

	Volume 40, pp. 334-340

	English Poetry, Volume I

	“Gather ye rosebuds while ye may, Old Time is still a-flying; And this same flower that smiles today, to-morrow will be dying?” Herrick was only a humble country minister with a wealth of wisdom and a keen appreciation of life, which he expressed in lyrics of wonderful beauty and melody.

	Robert Herrick

	[1591–1674]

	Cherry-Ripe

	[206. Robert Herrick]

	Cherry-ripe, ripe, ripe, I cry,

	Full and fair ones; come and buy.

	If so be you ask me where

	They do grow, I answer: There

	Where my Julia’s lips do smile;

	There’s the land, or cherry-isle,

	Whose plantations fully show

	All the year where cherries grow.

	A Child’s Grace

	[207. Robert Herrick]

	Here a little child I stand

	Heaving up my either hand;

	Cold as paddocks though they be.

	Here I lift them up to Thee,

	For a benison to fall

	On our meat and on us all. Amen.

	The Mad Maid’s Song

	[208. Robert Herrick]

	Good-morrow to the day so fair,

	Good-morning, sir, to you;

	Good-morrow to mine own torn hair

	Bedabbled with the dew.

	Good-morning to this primrose too,

	Good-morrow to each maid

	That will with flowers the tomb bestrew

	Wherein my love is laid.

	Ah! woe is me, woe, woe is me!

	Alack and well-a-day!

	For pity, sir, find out that bee

	Which bore my love away.

	I’ll seek him in your bonnet brave,

	I’ll seek him in your eyes;

	Nay, now I think they’ve made his grave

	I’ th’ bed of strawberries.

	I’ll seek him there; I know ere this

	The cold, cold earth doth shake him;

	But I will go, or send a kiss

	By you, sir, to awake him.

	Pray hurt him not; though he be dead,

	He knows well who do love him,

	And who with green turfs rear his head,

	And who do rudely move him.

	He’s soft and tender (pray take heed);

	With bands of cowslips bind him,

	And bring him home—but ’tis decreed

	That I shall never find him!

	To the Virgins

	[209. Robert Herrick]

	Gather ye rose-buds while ye may,

	Old Time is still a-flying:

	And this same flower that smiles to-day,

	To-morrow will be dying.

	The glorious Lamp of Heaven, the Sun,

	The higher he’s a-getting

	The sooner will his race be run,

	And nearer he’s to setting.

	That age is best which is the first,

	When youth and blood are warmer;

	But being spent, the worse, and worst

	Times, still succeed the former.

	Then be not coy, but use your time;

	And while ye may, go marry:

	For having lost but once your prime,

	You may for ever tarry.

	To Dianeme

	[210. Robert Herrick]

	Sweet, be not proud of those two eyes

	Which starlike sparkle in their skies;

	Nor be you proud, that you can see

	All hearts your captives; yours yet free:

	Be you not proud of that rich hair

	Which wantons with the lovesick air;

	Whenas that ruby which you wear,

	Sunk from the tip of your soft ear,

	Will last to be a precious stone

	When all your world of beauty’s gone.

	A Sweet Disorder

	[211. Robert Herrick]

	A sweet disorder in the dress

	Kindles in clothes a wantonness:—

	A lawn about the shoulders thrown

	Into a fine distractión,—

	An erring lace, which here and there

	Enthrals the crimson stomacher,—

	A cuff neglectful, and thereby

	Ribbands to flow confusedly,—

	A winning wave, deserving note,

	In the tempestuous petticoat,—

	A careless shoe-string, in whose tie

	I see a wild civility,—

	Do more bewitch me, than when art

	Is too precise in every part.

	Whenas in Silks

	[212. Robert Herrick]

	Whenas in silks my Julia goes

	Then, then (methinks) how sweetly flows

	That liquefaction of her clothes.

	Next, when I cast mine eyes and see

	That brave vibration each way free;

	O how that glittering taketh me!

	To Anthea who may Command Him Any Thing

	[213. Robert Herrick]

	Bid me to live, and I will live

	Thy Protestant to be:

	Or bid me love, and I will give

	A loving heart to thee.

	A heart as soft, a heart as kind,

	A heart as sound and free

	As in the whole world thou canst find,

	That heart I’ll give to thee.

	Bid that heart stay, and it will stay,

	To honour thy decree:

	Or bid it languish quite away,

	And ’t shall do so for thee.

	Bid me to weep, and I will weep

	While I have eyes to see:

	And having none, yet I will keep

	A heart to weep for thee.

	Bid me despair, and I’ll despair,

	Under that cypress tree:

	Or bid me die, and I will dare

	E’en Death, to die for thee.

	Thou art my life, my love, my heart,

	The very eyes of me,

	And hast command of every part,

	To live and die for thee.

	To Daffodils

	[214. Robert Herrick]

	Fair Daffodils, we weep to see

	You haste away so soon:

	As yet the early-rising Sun

	Has not attain’d his noon.

	Stay, stay,

	Until the hasting day

	Has run

	But to the even-song;

	And, having pray’d together, we

	Will go with you along.

	We have short time to stay, as you,

	We have as short a Spring!

	As quick a growth to meet decay

	As you, or any thing.

	We die,

	As your hours do, and dry

	Away

	Like to the Summer’s rain;

	Or as the pearls of morning’s dew

	Ne’er to be found again.

	To Blossoms

	[215. Robert Herrick]

	Fair pledges of a fruitful tree,

	Why do ye fall so fast?

	Your date is not so past,

	But you may stay yet here awhile

	To blush and gently smile,

	And go at last.

	What, were ye born to be

	An hour or half’s delight,

	And so to bid good-night?

	’Twas pity Nature brought ye forth

	Merely to show your worth,

	And lose you quite.

	But you are lovely leaves, where we

	May read how soon things have

	Their end, though ne’er so brave:

	And after they have shown their pride

	Like you, awhile, they glide

	Into the grave.

	Corinna’s Maying

	[216. Robert Herrick]

	Get up, get up for shame! The blooming morn

	Upon her wings presents the god unshorn.

	See how Aurora throws her fair

	Fresh-quilted colours through the air:

	Get up, sweet slug-a-bed, and see

	The dew-bespangling herb and tree!

	Each flower has wept and bow’d toward the east,

	Above an hour since, yet you not drest;

	Nay! not so much as out of bed?

	When all the birds have matins said,

	And sung their thankful hymns, ’tis sin,

	Nay, profanation, to keep in,

	Whenas a thousand virgins on this day

	Spring, sooner than the lark, to fetch in May.

	Rise, and put on your foliage, and be seen

	To come forth, like the spring-time, fresh and green,

	And sweet as Flora. Take no care

	For jewels for your gown or hair:

	Fear not; the leaves will strew

	Gems in abundance upon you:

	Besides, the childhood of the day has kept,

	Against you come, some orient pearls unwept.

	Come, and receive them while the light

	Hangs on the dew-locks of the night,

	And Titan on the eastern hill

	Retires himself, or else stands still

	Till you come forth! Wash, dress, be brief in praying:

	Few beads are best when once we go a-Maying.

	Come, my Corinna, come; and coming, mark

	How each field turns a street, each street a park,

	Made green and trimm’d with trees! see how

	Devotion gives each house a bough

	Or branch! each porch, each door, ere this,

	An ark, a tabernacle is,

	Made up of white-thorn neatly interwove,

	As if here were those cooler shades of love.

	Can such delights be in the street

	And open fields, and we not see ’t?

	Come, we’ll abroad: and let’s obey

	The proclamation made for May,

	And sin no more, as we have done, by staying

	But, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.

	There’s not a budding boy or girl this day

	But is got up and gone to bring in May.

	A deal of youth, ere this, is come

	Back, and with white-thorn laden home.

	Some have dispatch’d their cakes and cream,

	Before that we have left to dream:

	And some have wept and woo’d, and plighted troth,

	And chose their priest, ere we can cast off sloth:

	Many a green-gown has been given,

	Many a kiss, both odd and even:

	Many a glance, too, has been sent

	From out the eye, love’s firmament:

	Many a jest told of the keys betraying

	This night, and locks pick’d: yet we’re not a-Maying.

	Come, let us go, while we are in our prime,

	And take the harmless folly of the time!

	We shall grow old apace, and die

	Before we know our liberty.

	Our life is short, and our days run

	As fast away as does the sun.

	And, as a vapour or a drop of rain,

	Once lost, can ne’er be found again,

	So when or you or I are made

	A fable, song, or fleeting shade,

	All love, all liking, all delight

	Lies drowned with us in endless night.

	Then, while time serves, and we are but decaying,

	Come, my Corinna, come, let’s go a-Maying.

	 


June 26. In the Lair of the Green-Eyed Monster

	Volume 49, pp. 45-50

	Epic and Saga

	At the bottom of the ocean was the home of the monster who had desolated the king’s halls. Beowulf, bravest of warriors, descended beneath the waves to fight the beast. The king’s men, waiting above, saw the waves become colored with blood. Hero or monster—who had won?

	Beowulf

	Translated by Francis B. Gummere

	Prelude of the Founder of the Danish House

	[…]

	XXII

	Beowulf spake, bairn of Ecgtheow:—

	“Have mind, thou honored offspring of Healfdene,

	gold-friend of men, now I go on this quest,

	sovran wise, what once was said:

	if in thy cause it came that I

	should lose my life, thou wouldst loyal bide

	to me, though fallen, in father’s place!

	Be guardian, thou, to this group of my thanes,

	my warrior-friends, if War should seize me;

	and the goodly gifts thou gavest me,

	Hrothgar beloved, to Hygelac send!

	Geatland’s king may ken by the gold,

	Hrethel’s son see, when he stares at the treasure,

	that I got me a friend for goodness famed,

	and joyed while I could in my jewel-bestower.

	And let Unferth wield this wondrous sword,

	earl far-honored, this heirloom precious,

	hard of edge: with Hrunting I

	seek doom of glory, or Death shall take me.”

	After these words the Weder-Geat lord

	boldly hastened, biding never

	answer at all: the ocean floods

	closed o’er the hero. Long while of the day

	fled ere he felt the floor of the sea.

	Soon found the fiend who the flood-domain

	sword-hungry held these hundred winters,

	greedy and grim, that some guest from above,

	some man, was raiding her monster-realm.

	She grasped out for him with grisly claws,

	and the warrior seized; yet scathed she not

	his body hale; the breastplate hindered,

	as she strove to shatter the sark of war,

	the linkéd harness, with loathsome hand.

	Then bore this brine-wolf, when bottom she touched,

	the lord of rings to the lair she haunted,

	whiles vainly he strove, though his valor held,

	weapon to wield against wondrous monsters

	that sore beset him; sea-beasts many

	tried with fierce tusks to tear his mail,

	and swarmed on the stranger. But soon he marked

	he was now in some hall, he knew not which,

	where water never could work him harm,

	nor through the roof could reach him ever

	fangs of the flood. Firelight he saw,

	beams of a blaze that brightly shone.

	Then the warrior was ware of that wolf-of-the-deep,

	mere-wife monstrous. For mighty stroke

	he swung his blade, and the blow withheld not.

	Then sang on her head that seemly blade

	its war-song wild. But the warrior found

	the light-of-battle [1] was loath to bite,

	to harm the heart: its hard edge failed

	the noble at need, yet had known of old

	strife hand to hand, and had helmets cloven,

	doomed men’s fighting-gear. First time, this,

	for the gleaming blade that its glory fell.

	Firm still stood, nor failed in valor,

	heedful of high deeds, Hygelac’s kinsman;

	flung away fretted sword, featly jewelled,

	the angry earl; on earth it lay

	steel-edged and stiff. His strength he trusted.

	hand-gripe of might. So man shall do

	whenever in war he weens to earn him

	lasting fame, nor fears for his life!

	Seized then by shoulder, shrank not from combat,

	the Geatish war-prince Grendel’s mother.

	Flung then the fierce one, filled with wrath,

	his deadly foe, that she fell to ground.

	Swift on her part she paid him back

	with grisly grasp, and grappled with him.

	Spent with struggle, stumbled the warrior,

	fiercest of fighting-men, fell adown.

	On the hall-guest she hurled herself, hent her short sword,

	broad and brown-edged, [2] the bairn to avenge,

	the sole-born son.—On his shoulder lay

	braided breast-mail, barring death,

	withstanding entrance of edge or blade.

	Life would have ended for Ecgtheow’s son,

	under wide earth for that earl of Geats,

	had his armor of war not aided him,

	battle-net hard, and holy God

	wielded the victory, wisest Maker.

	The Lord of Heaven allowed his cause;

	and easily rose the earl erect.

	[1. Kenning for “sword.” Hrunting is bewitched, laid under a spell of uselessness, along with all other swords.]

	[2. This brown of swords, evidently meaning burnished, bright, continues to be a favorite adjective in the popular ballads.]

	XXIII

	’Mid the battle-gear saw he a blade triumphant,

	old-sword of Eotens, with edge of proof,

	warriors’ heirloom, weapon unmatched,

	—save only ’twas more than other men

	to bandy-of-battle could bear at all—

	as the giants had wrought it, ready and keen.

	Seized then its chain-hilt the Scyldings’ chieftain,

	bold and battle-grim, brandished the sword,

	reckless of life, and so wrathfully smote

	that it gripped her neck and grasped her hard,

	her bone-rings breaking: the blade pierced through

	that fated-one’s flesh: to floor she sank.

	Bloody the blade: he was blithe of his deed.

	Then blazed forth light. ’Twas bright within

	as when from the sky there shines unclouded

	heaven’s candle. The hall he scanned.

	By the wall then went he; his weapon raised

	high by its hilt the Hygelac-thane,

	angry and eager. That edge was not useless

	to the warrior now. He wished with speed

	Grendel to guerdon for grim raids many,

	for the war he waged on Western-Danes

	oftener far than an only time,

	when of Hrothgar’s hearth-companions

	he slew in slumber, in sleep devoured,

	fifteen men of the folk of Danes,

	and as many others outward bore,

	his horrible prey. Well paid for that

	the wrathful prince! For now prone he saw

	Grendel stretched there, spent with war,

	spoiled of life, so scathed had left him

	Heorot’s battle. The body sprang far

	when after death it endured the blow,

	sword-stroke savage, that severed its head.

	Soon, [1] then, saw the sage companions

	who waited with Hrothgar, watching the flood,

	that the tossing waters turbid grew,

	blood-stained the mere. Old men together,

	hoary-haired, of the hero spake;

	the warrior would not, they weened, again,

	proud of conquest, come to seek

	their mighty master. To many it seemed

	the wolf-of-the-waves had won his life.

	The ninth hour came. The noble Scyldings

	left the headland; homeward went

	the gold-friend of men. [2] But the guests sat on,

	stared at the surges, sick in heart,

	and wished, yet weened not, their winsome lord

	again to see.

	Now that sword began,

	from blood of the fight, in battle-droppings, [3]

	war-blade, to wane: ’twas a wondrous thing

	that all of it melted as ice is wont

	when frosty fetters the Father loosens,

	unwinds the wave-bonds, wielding all

	seasons and times: the true God he!

	Nor took from that dwelling the duke of the Geats

	precious things, though a plenty he saw,

	save only the head and that hilt withal

	blazoned with jewels: the blade had melted,

	burned was the bright sword, her blood was so hot,

	so poisoned the hell-sprite who perished within there.

	Soon he was swimming who safe saw in combat

	downfall of demons; up-dove through the flood.

	The clashing waters were cleanséd now,

	waste of waves, where the wandering fiend

	her life-days left and this lapsing world.

	Swam then to strand the sailors’-refuge,

	sturdy-in-spirit, of sea-booty glad,

	of burden brave he bore with him.

	Went then to greet him, and God they thanked,

	the thane-band choice of their chieftain blithe,

	that safe and sound they could see him again.

	Soon from the hardy one helmet and armor

	deftly they doffed: now drowsed the mere,

	water ’neath welkin, with war-blood stained.

	Forth they fared by the footpaths thence,

	merry at heart the highways measured,

	well-known roads. Courageous men

	carried the head from the cliff by the sea,

	an arduous task for all the band,

	the firm in fight, since four were needed

	on the shaft-of-slaughter [4] strenuously

	to bear to the gold-hall Grendel’s head.

	So presently to the palace there

	foemen fearless, fourteen Geats,

	marching came. Their master-of-clan

	mighty amid them the meadow-ways trod.

	Strode then within the sovran thane

	fearless in fight, of fame renowned,

	hardy hero, Hrothgar to greet.

	And next by the hair into hall was borne

	Grendel’s head, where the henchmen were drinking,

	an awe to clan and queen alike,

	a monster of marvel: the men looked on.

	[1. After the killing of the monster and Grendel’s decapitation.]

	[2. Hrothgar.]

	[3. The blade slowly dissolves in blood-stained drops like icicles.]

	[4. Spear.]

	[…]

	 


June 27. Do You Take Poison Daily?

	Volume 3, pp. 22-26

	Essays, Civil and Moral, Bacon

	There is a human trait most poisonous to a man’s blood. Man seeks to avoid it because he knows that it lies like a curse upon him. Just what is the poisonous human failing? Who are most subject to it? Bacon tells you in one of his best essays. (Francis Bacon enrolled at Cambridge University, June 27, 1576.)

	Essays on Council–Civil and Moral

	By Francis Bacon

	[…]

	IX

	Of Envy

	There be none of the affections which have been noted to fascinate or bewitch, but love and envy. They both have vehement wishes; they frame themselves readily into imaginations and suggestions; and they come easily into the eye, especially upon the presence of the objects; which are the points that conduce to fascination, if any such thing there be. We see likewise the Scripture calleth envy an evil eye; and the astrologers call the evil influences of the stars evil aspects; so that still there seemeth to be acknowledged, in the act of envy, an ejaculation [1] or irradiation of the eye. Nay some have been so curious as to note that the times when the stroke or percussion of an envious eye doth most hurt are when the party envied is beheld in glory or triumph; for that sets an edge upon envy: and besides, at such times the spirits of the person envied do come forth most into the outward parts, and so meet the blow.

	[1: Darting out.]

	But leaving these curiosities (though not unworthy to be thought on in fit place), we will handle, what persons are apt to envy others; what persons are most subject to be envied themselves; and what is the difference between public and private envy.

	A man that hath no virtue in himself, ever envieth virtue in others. For men’s minds will either feed upon their own good or upon others’ evil; and who wanteth the one will prey upon the other; and whoso is out of hope to attain to another’s virtue, will seek to come at even hand by depressing another’s fortune.

	A man that is busy and inquisitive is commonly envious. For to know much of other men’s matters cannot be because all that ado may concern his own estate; therefore it must needs be that he taketh a kind of play-pleasure in looking upon the fortunes of others. Neither can he that mindeth but his own business find much matter for envy. For envy is a gadding passion, and walketh the streets, and doth not keep home: Non est curiosus, quin idem sit malevolus [There is no curious man but has some malevolence to quicken his curiosity].

	Men of noble birth are noted to be envious towards new men when they rise. For the distance is altered, and it is like a deceit of the eye, that when others come on they think themselves go back.

	Deformed persons, and eunuchs, and old men, and bastards, are envious. For he that cannot possibly mend his own case will do what he can to impair another’s; except these defects light upon a very brave and heroical nature, which thinketh to make his natural wants part of his honor; in that it should be said, that an eunuch, or a lame man, did such great matters; affecting the honor of a miracle; as it was in Narses the eunuch, and Agesilaus and Tamberlanes, that were lame men.

	The same is the case of men that rise after calamities and misfortunes. For they are as men fallen out with the times; and think other men’s harms a redemption of their own sufferings.

	They that desire to excel in too many matters, out of levity and vain glory, are ever envious. For they cannot want work; it being impossible but many in some one of those things should surpass them. Which was the character of Adrian the Emperor; that mortally envied poets and painters and artificers, in works wherein he had a vein to excel.

	Lastly, near kinsfolks, and fellows in office, and those that have been bred together, are more apt to envy their equals when they are raised. For it doth upbraid unto them their own fortunes, and pointeth at them, and cometh oftener into their remembrance, and incurreth [2] likewise more into the note of others; and envy ever redoubleth from speech and fame. Cain’s envy was the more vile and malignant towards his brother Abel, because when his sacrifice was better accepted there was no body to look on. Thus much for those that are apt to envy.

	[2: Runneth into.]

	Concerning those that are more or less subject to envy: First, persons of eminent virtue, when they are advanced, are less envied. For their fortune seemeth but due unto them; and no man envieth the payment of a debt, but rewards and liberality rather. Again, envy is ever joined with the comparing of a man’s self; and where there is no comparison, no envy; and therefore kings are not envied but by kings. Nevertheless it is to be noted that unworthy persons are most envied at their first coming in, and afterwards overcome it better; whereas contrariwise, persons of worth and merit are most envied when their fortune continueth long. For by that time, though their virtue be the same, yet in hath not the same lustre; for fresh men grow up that darken it.

	Persons of noble blood are less envied in their rising. For it seemeth but right done to their birth. Besides, there seemeth not much added to their fortune; and envy is as the sunbeams, that beat hotter upon a bank or steep rising ground, than upon a flat. And for the same reason those that are advanced by degrees are less envied than those that are advanced suddenly and per saltum [at a bound].

	Those that have joined with their honor great travels, [3] cares, or perils, are less subject to envy. For men think that they earn their honors hardly, and pity them sometimes; and pity even healeth envy. Wherefore you shall observe that the more deep and sober sort of politic persons, [4] in their greatness, are ever bemoaning themselves, what a life they lead; chanting a quanta patimur [how great things do we suffer!]. Not that they feel it so, but only to abate the edge of envy. But this is to be understood of business that is laid upon men, and not such as they call unto themselves. For nothing increaseth envy more than an unnecessary and ambitious engrossing of business. And nothing doth extinguish envy more than for a great person to preserve all other inferior officers in their full rights and pre-eminences of their places. For by that means there be so many screens between him and envy.

	[3: Travails, labors.]

	[4: Politicians.]

	Above all, those are most subject to envy, which carry the greatness of their fortunes in an insolent and proud manner; being never well but while they are showing how great they are, either by outward pomp, or by triumphing over all opposition or competition; whereas wise men will rather do sacrifice to envy, in suffering themselves sometimes of purpose to be crossed and overborne in things that do not much concern them. Notwithstanding, so much is true, that the carriage of greatness in a plain and open manner (so it be without arrogancy and vain glory) doth draw less envy than if it be in a more crafty and cunning fashion. For in that course a man doth but disavow fortune; and seemeth to be conscious of his own want in worth; and doth but teach others to envy him.

	Lastly, to conclude this part; as we said in the beginning that the act of envy had somewhat in it of witchcraft, so there is no other cure of envy but the cure of witchcraft; and that is, to remove the lot [5] (as they call it) and to lay it upon another. For which purpose, the wiser sort of great persons bring in ever upon the stage somebody upon whom to derive [6] the envy that would come upon themselves; sometimes upon ministers and servants; sometimes upon colleagues and associates; and the like; and for that turn there are never wanting some persons of violent and undertaking natures, who, so they may have power and business, will take it at any cost.

	[5: Spell.]

	[6: Divert.]

	Now, to speak of public envy. There us yet some good in public envy, whereas in private there is none. For public envy is as an ostracism, that eclipseth men when they grow too great. And therefore it is a bridle also to great ones, to keep them within bounds.

	This envy, being in the Latin word invidia, goeth in the modern languages by the name of discontentment; of which we shall speak in handling sedition. It is a disease in a state like to infection. For as infection spreadeth upon that which is sound, and tainteth it; so when envy is gotten once into a state, it traduceth even the best actions thereof, and turneth them into an ill odor. And therefore there is little won by intermingling of plausible [7] actions. For that doth argue but a weakness and fear of envy, which hurteth so much the more, as it is likewise usual in infections; which if you fear them, you call them upon you.

	[7: Praiseworthy.]

	This public envy seemeth to beat chiefly upon principal officers or ministers, rather than upon kings and estates themselves. But this is a sure rule, that if the envy upon the minister be great, when the cause of it in him is small; or if the envy be general in a manner upon all the ministers of an estate; then the envy (though hidden) is truly upon the state itself. And so much of public envy or discontentment, and the difference thereof from private envy, which was handled in the first place.

	We will add this in general, touching the affection of envy; that of all other affections it is the most importune and continual. For of other affections there is occasion given but now and then; and therefore it was well said, Invidia festos dies non agit [Envy keeps no holidays]: for it is ever working upon some or other. And it is also noted that love and envy do make a man pine, which other affections do not, because they are not so continual. It is also the vilest affection, and the most depraved; for which cause it is the proper attribute of the devil, who is called the envious man, that soweth tares amongst the wheat by night; as it always cometh to pass, that envy worketh subtilly, and in the dark, and to the prejudice of good things, such as is the wheat.

	[…]

	 


June 28. Pages from the Pampas Book of Etiquette

	Volume 29, pp. 51-60

	The Voyage of the Beagle, Darwin

	A very definite etiquette is followed by a stranger on the vast plains of South America. “Ave Maria” is the common salutation. If the stranger is on horseback, he does not alight until invited to do so by his host. Once in the house, the stranger must converse a while before asking shelter for the night.

	The Voyage of the Beagle

	By Charles Darwin

	[…]

	Chapter III

	Monte Video—Maldonado—Excursion to R. Polanco—Lazo and Bolas—Partridges—Absence of Trees—Deer—Capybara, or River Hog—Tucutuco—Molothrus, cuckoo-like habits—Tyrant-flycatcher—Mocking-bird—Carrion Hawks—Tubes formed by Lightning—House struck

	[…]

	At night we came to the house of Don Juan Fuentes, a rich landed proprietor, but not personally known to either of my companions. On approaching the house of a stranger, it is usual to follow several little points of etiquette: riding up slowly to the door, the salutation of Ave Maria is given, and until somebody comes out and asks you to alight, it is not customary even to get off your horse: the formal answer of the owner is, “sin pecado concebida”—that is, conceived without sin. Having entered the house, some general conversation is kept up for a few minutes, till permission is asked to pass the night there. This is granted as a matter of course. The stranger then takes his meals with the family, and a room is assigned him, where with the horsecloths belonging to his recado (or saddle of the Pampas) he makes his bed. It is curious how similar circumstances produce such similar results in manners. At the Cape of Good Hope the same hospitality, and very nearly the same points of etiquette, are universally observed. The difference, however, between the character of the Spaniard and that of the Dutch boer is shown, by the former never asking his guest a single question beyond the strictest rule of politeness, whilst the honest Dutchman demands where he has been, where he is going, what is his business, and even how many brothers, sisters, or children he may happen to have.

	Shortly after our arrival at Don Juan’s, one of the largest herds of cattle was driven in towards the house, and three beasts were picked out to be slaughtered for the supply of the establishment. These half-wild cattle are very active; and knowing full well the fatal lazo, they led the horses a long and laborious chase. After witnessing the rude wealth displayed in the number of cattle, men, and horses, Don Juan’s miserable house was quite curious. The floor consisted of hardened mud, and the windows were without glass; the sitting-room boasted only of a few of the roughest chairs and stools, with a couple of tables. The supper, although several strangers were present, consisted of two huge piles, one of roast beef, the other of boiled, with some pieces of pumpkin: besides this latter there was no other vegetable, and not even a morsel of bread. For drinking, a large earthenware jug of water served the whole party. Yet this man was the owner of several square miles of land, of which nearly every acre would produce corn, and, with a little trouble, all the common vegetables. The evening was spent in smoking, with a little impromptu singing, accompanied by the guitar. The signoritas all sat together in one corner of the room, and did not sup with the men.

	So many works have been written about these countries, that it is almost superfluous to describe either the lazo or the bolas. The lazo consists of a very strong, but thin, well-plaited rope, made of raw hide. One end is attached to the broad surcingle, which fastens together the complicated gear of the recado, or saddle used in the Pampas; the other is terminated by a small ring of iron or brass, by which a noose can be formed. The Gaucho, when he is going to use the lazo, keeps a small coil in his bridle-hand, and in the other holds the running noose, which is made very large, generally having a diameter of about eight feet. This he whirls round his head, and by the dexterous movement of his wrist keeps the noose open; then, throwing it, he causes it to fall on any particular spot he chooses. The lazo, when not used, is tied up in a small coil to the after part of the recado. The bolas, or balls, are of two kinds: the simplest, which is chiefly used for catching ostriches, consists of two round stones, covered with leather, and united by a thin plaited thong, about eight feet long. The other kind differs only in having three balls united by the thongs to a common centre. The Gaucho holds the smallest of the three in his hand, and whirls the other two round and round his head; then, taking aim, sends them like chain shot revolving through the air. The balls no sooner strike any object, than, winding round it, they cross each other, and become firmly hitched. The size and weight of the balls vary, according to the purpose for which they are made: when of stone, although not larger than an apple, they are sent with such force as sometimes to break the leg even of a horse. I have seen the balls made of wood, and as large as a turnip, for the sake of catching these animals without injuring them. The balls are sometimes made of iron, and these can be hurled to the greatest distance. The main difficulty in using either lazo or bolas is to ride so well as to be able at full speed, and while suddenly turning about, to whirl them so steadily round the head, as to take aim: on foot any person would soon learn the art. One day, as I was amusing myself by galloping and whirling the balls round my head, by accident the free one struck a bush; and its revolving motion being thus destroyed, it immediately fell to the ground, and, like magic, caught one hind leg of my horse; the other ball was then jerked out of my hand, and the horse fairly secured. Luckily he was an old practised animal, and knew what it meant; otherwise he would probably have kicked till he had thrown himself down. The Gauchos roared with laughter; they cried out that they had seen every sort of animal caught, but had never before seen a man caught by himself.

	During the two succeeding days, I reached the furthest point which I was anxious to examine. The country wore the same aspect, till at last the fine green turf became more wearisome than a dusty turnpike road. We everywhere saw great numbers of partridges (Nothura major). These birds do not go in coveys, nor do they conceal themselves like the English kind. It appears a very silly bird. A man on horseback by riding round and round in a circle, or rather in a spire, so as to approach closer each time, may knock on the head as many as he pleases. The more common method is to catch them with a running noose, or little lazo, made of the stem of an ostrich’s feather, fastened to the end of a long stick. A boy on a quiet old horse will frequently thus catch thirty or forty in a day. In Arctic North America [1] the Indians catch the Varying Hare by walking spirally round and round it, when on its form: the middle of the day is reckoned the best time, when the sun is high, and the shadow of the hunter not very long.

	[1. Hearne’s Journey, p. 383.]

	On our return to Maldonado, we followed rather a different line of road. Near Pan de Azucar, a landmark well known to all those who have sailed up the Plata, I stayed a day at the house of a most hospitable old Spaniard. Early in the morning we ascended the Sierra de las Animas. By the aid of the rising sun the scenery was almost picturesque. To the westward the view extended over an immense level plain as far as the Mount, at Monte Video, and to the eastward, over the mammillated country of Maldonado. On the summit of the mountain there were several small heaps of stones, which evidently had lain there for many years. My companion assured me that they were the work of the Indians in the old time. The heaps were similar, but on a much smaller scale, to those so commonly found on the mountains of Wales. The desire to signalize any event, on the highest point of the neighbouring land, seems an universal passion with mankind. At the present day, not a single Indian, either civilized or wild, exists in this part of the province; nor am I aware that the former inhabitants have left behind them any more permanent records than these insignificant piles on the summit of the Sierra de las Animas.

	The general, and almost entire absence of trees in Banda Oriental is remarkable. Some of the rocky hills are partly covered by thickets, and on the banks of the larger streams, especially to the north of Las Minas, willow-trees are not uncommon. Near the Arroyo Tapes I heard of a wood of palms; and one of these trees, of considerable size, I saw near the Pan de Azucar, in lat. 35°. These, and the trees planted by the Spaniards, offer the only exceptions to the general scarcity of wood. Among the introduced kinds may be enumerated poplars, olives, peach, and other fruit trees: the peaches succeed so well, that they afford the main supply of firewood to the city of Buenos Ayres. Extremely level countries, such as the Pampas, seldom appear favourable to the growth of trees. This may possibly be attributed either to the force of the winds, or the kind of drainage. In the nature of the land, however, around Maldonado, no such reason is apparent; the rocky mountains afford protected situations, enjoying various kinds of soil; streamlets of water are common at the bottoms of nearly every valley; and the clayey nature of the earth seems adapted to retain moisture. It has been inferred with much probability, that the presence of woodland is generally determined [2] by the annual amount of moisture; yet in this province abundant and heavy rain falls during the winter; and the summer, though dry, is not so in any excessive degree. [3] We see nearly the whole of Australia covered by lofty trees, yet that country possesses a far more arid climate. Hence we must look to some other and unknown cause.

	[2. “Maclaren, art. “America,” Encyclop. Britann.]

	[3. Azara says, “Je crois que la quantite annuelle des pluies est, dans toutes ces contrees, plus considerable qu’en Espagne.”—Vol. i. p. 36.]

	Confining our view to South America, we should certainly be tempted to believe that trees flourished only under a very humid climate; for the limit of the forest-land follows, in a most remarkable manner, that of the damp winds. In the southern part of the continent, where the western gales, charged with moisture from the Pacific, prevail, every island on the broken west coast, from lat. 38° to the extreme point of Tierra del Fuego, is densely covered by impenetrable forests. On the eastern side of the Cordillera, over the same extent of latitude, where a blue sky and a fine climate prove that the atmosphere has been deprived of its moisture by passing over the mountains, the arid plains of Patagonia support a most scanty vegetation. In the more northern parts of the continent, within the limits of the constant south-eastern trade-wind, the eastern side is ornamented by magnificent forests; whilst the western coast, from lat. 4° S. to lat. 32° S., may be described as a desert; on this western coast, northward of lat. 4° S., where the trade-wind loses its regularity, and heavy torrents of rain fall periodically, the shores of the Pacific, so utterly desert in Peru, assume near Cape Blanco the character of luxuriance so celebrated at Guyaquil and Panama. Hence in the southern and northern parts of the continent, the forest and desert lands occupy reversed positions with respect to the Cordillera, and these positions are apparently determined by the direction of the prevalent winds. In the middle of the continent there is a broad intermediate band, including central Chile and the provinces of La Plata, where the rain-bringing winds have not to pass over lofty mountains, and where the land is neither a desert nor covered by forests. But even the rule, if confined to South America, of trees flourishing only in a climate rendered humid by rain-bearing winds, has a strongly marked exception in the case of the Falkland Islands. These islands, situated in the same latitude with Tierra del Fuego and only between two and three hundred miles distant from it, having a nearly similar climate, with a geological formation almost identical, with favourable situations and the same kind of peaty soil, yet can boast of few plants deserving even the title of bushes; whilst in Tierra del Fuego it is impossible to find an acre of land not covered by the densest forest. In this case, both the direction of the heavy gales of wind and of the currents of the sea are favourable to the transport of seeds from Tierra del Fuego, as is shown by the canoes and trunks of trees drifted from that country, and frequently thrown on the shores of the Western Falkland. Hence perhaps it is, that there are many plants in common to the two countries: but with respect to the trees of Tierra del Fuego, even attempts made to transplant them have failed.

	During our stay at Maldonado I collected several quadrupeds, eighty kinds of birds, and many reptiles, including nine species of snakes. Of the indigenous mammalia, the only one now left of any size, which is common, is the Cervus campestris. This deer is exceedingly abundant, often in small herds, throughout the countries bordering the Plata and in Northern Patagonia. If a person crawling close along the ground, slowly advances towards a herd, the deer frequently, out of curiosity, approach to reconnoitre him. I have by this means, killed from one spot, three out of the same herd. Although so tame and inquisitive, yet when approached on horseback, they are exceedingly wary. In this country nobody goes on foot, and the deer knows man as its enemy only when he is mounted and armed with the bolas. At Bahia Blanca, a recent establishment in Northern Patagonia, I was surprised to find how little the deer cared for the noise of a gun: one day I fired ten times from within eighty yards at one animal; and it was much more startled at the ball cutting up the ground than at the report of the rifle. My powder being exhausted, I was obliged to get up (to my shame as a sportsman be it spoken, though well able to kill birds on the wing) and halloo till the deer ran away.

	The most curious fact with respect to this animal, is the overpoweringly strong and offensive odour which proceeds from the buck. It is quite indescribable: several times whilst skinning the specimen which is now mounted at the Zoological Museum, I was almost overcome by nausea. I tied up the skin in a silk pocket-handkerchief, and so carried it home: this handkerchief, after being well washed, I continually used, and it was of course as repeatedly washed; yet every time, for a space of one year and seven months, when first unfolded, I distinctly perceived the odour. This appears an astonishing instance of the permanence of some matter, which nevertheless in its nature must be most subtile and volatile. Frequently, when passing at the distance of half a mile to leeward of a herd, I have perceived the whole air tainted with the effluvium. I believe the smell from the buck is most powerful at the period when its horns are perfect, or free from the hairy skin. When in this state the meat is, of course, quite uneatable; but the Gauchos assert, that if buried for some time in fresh earth, the taint is removed. I have somewhere read that the islanders in the north of Scotland treat the rank carcasses of the fish-eating birds in the same manner.

	The order Rodentia is here very numerous in species: of mice alone I obtained no less than eight kinds. [4] The largest gnawing animal in the world, the Hydrochærus capybara (the water-hog), is here also common. One which I shot at Monte Video weighed ninety-eight pounds: its length, from the end of the snout to the stump-like tail, was three feet two inches; and its girth three feet eight. These great Rodents occasionally frequent the islands in the mouth of the Plata, where the water is quite salt, but are far more abundant on the borders of fresh-water lakes and rivers. Near Maldonado three or four generally live together. In the daytime they either lie among the aquatic plants, or openly feed on the turf plain. [5] When viewed at a distance, from their manner of walking and colour they resemble pigs: but when seated on their haunches, and attentively watching any object with one eye, they reassume the appearance of their congeners, cavies and rabbits. Both the front and side view of their head has quite a ludicrous aspect, from the great depth of their jaw. These animals, at Maldonado, were very tame; by cautiously walking, I approached within three yards of four old ones. This tameness may probably be accounted for, by the Jaguar having been banished for some years, and by the Gaucho not thinking it worth his while to hunt them. As I approached nearer and nearer they frequently made their peculiar noise, which is a low abrupt grunt, not having much actual sound, but rather arising from the sudden expulsion of air: the only noise I know at all like it, is the first hoarse bark of a large dog. Having watched the four from almost within arm’s length (and they me) for several minutes, they rushed into the water at full gallop with the greatest impetuosity, and emitted at the same time their bark. After diving a short distance they came again to the surface, but only just showed the upper part of their heads. When the female is swimming in the water, and has young ones, they are said to sit on her back. These animals are easily killed in numbers; but their skins are of trifling value, and the meat is very indifferent. On the islands in the Rio Parana they are exceedingly abundant, and afford the ordinary prey to the Jaguar.

	[4. In South America I collected altogether twenty-seven species of mice, and thirteen more are known from the works of Azara and other authors. Those collected by myself have been named and described by Mr. Waterhouse at the meetings of the Zoological Society. I must be allowed to take this opportunity of returning my cordial thanks to Mr. Waterhouse, and to the other gentlemen attached to that Society, for their kind and most liberal assistance on all occasions.]

	[5. In the stomach and duodenum of a capybara which I opened I found a very large quantity of a thin yellowish fluid, in which scarcely a fibre could be distinguished. Mr. Owen informs me that a part of the œsophagus is so constructed that nothing much larger than a crowquill can be passed down. Certainly the broad teeth and strong jaws of this animal are well fitted to grind into pulp the aquatic plants on which it feeds.]

	The Tucutuco (Ctenomys Brasiliensis) is a curious small animal, which may be briefly described as a Gnawer, with the habits of a mole. It is extremely numerous in some parts of the country, but it is difficult to be procured, and never, I believe, comes out of the ground. It throws up at the mouth of its burrows hillocks of earth like those of the mole, but smaller. Considerable tracts of country are so completely undermined by these animals, that horses in passing over, sink above their fetlocks. The tucutucos appear, to a certain degree, to be gregarious: the man who procured the specimens for me had caught six together, and he said this was a common occurrence. They are nocturnal in their habits; and their principal food is the roots of plants, which are the object of their extensive and superficial burrows. This animal is universally known by a very peculiar noise which it makes when beneath the ground. A person, the first time he hears it, is much surprised; for it is not easy to tell whence it comes, nor is it possible to guess what kind of creature utters it. The noise consists in a short, but not rough, nasal grunt, which is monotonously repeated about four times in quick succession: [6] the name Tucutuco is given in imitation of the sound. Where this animal is abundant, it may be heard at all times of the day, and sometimes directly beneath one’s feet. When kept in a room, the tucutucos move both slowly and clumsily, which appears owing to the outward action of their hind legs; and they are quite incapable, from the socket of the thigh-bone not having a certain ligament, of jumping even the smallest vertical height. They are very stupid in making any attempt to escape; when angry or frightened they utter the tucutuco. Of those I kept alive several, even the first day, became quite tame, not attempting to bite or to run away; others were a little wilder.

	[6. At the R. Negro, in Northern Patagonia, there is an animal of the same habits, and probably a closely allied species, but which I never saw. Its noise is different from that of the Maldonado kind; it is repeated only twice instead of three or four times, and is more distinct and sonorous; when heard from a distance it so closely resembles the sound made in cutting down a small tree with an axe, that u have sometimes remained in doubt concerning it.]

	The man who caught them asserted that very many are invariably found blind. A specimen which I preserved in spirits was in this state; Mr. Reid considers it to be the effect of inflammation in the nictitating membrane. When the animal was alive I placed my finger within half an inch of its head, and not the slightest notice was taken: it made its way, however, about the room nearly as well as the others. Considering the strictly subterranean habits of the tucutuco, the blindness, though so common, cannot be a very serious evil; yet it appears strange that any animal should possess an organ frequently subject to be injured. Lamarck would have been delighted with this fact, had he known it, when speculating [7] (probably with more truth than usual with him) on the gradually acquired blindness of the Asphalax, a Gnawer living under ground, and of the Proteus, a reptile living in dark caverns filled with water; in both of which animals the eye is in an almost rudimentary state, and is covered by a tendinous membrane and skin. In the common mole the eye is extraordinarily small but perfect, though many anatomists doubt whether it is connected with the true optic nerve; its vision must certainly be imperfect, though probably useful to the animal when it leaves its burrow. In the tucutuco, which I believe never comes to the surface of the ground, the eye is rather larger, but often rendered blind and useless, though without apparently causing any inconvenience to the animal; no doubt Lamarck would have said that the tucutuco is now passing into the state of the Asphalax and Proteus.

	[7. Philosoph. Zoolog., tom. i. p. 242.]

	[…]

	 


June 29. “Is That a Dagger I See Before Me?”

	Volume 46, pp. 357-365

	Elizabethan Drama, Volume I

	Macbeth, spurred on by the ambitious and crafty Lady Macbeth, committed murder to secure the crown of Scotland. But he paid dearly for his gain. Ghostly guests appeared at his banquet and threatened him with dire threats. (Shakespeare’s Globe Theatre burned June 29, 1613.)

	The Tragedy of Macbeth

	By William Shakespeare

	Dramatis Personæ

	[duncan, King of Scotland.

	His sons:

	Malcolm,

	Donalbain.

	Generals of the King’s army:

	Macbeth,

	Banquo.

	Noblemen of Scotland:

	Macduff,

	Lennox,

	Ross,

	Menteith,

	Angus,

	Caithness.

	Fleance, son to Banquo.

	Siward, earl of Northumberland.

	Young Siward, his son.

	Seyton, an officer attending on Macbeth.

	Boy, son to Macduff.

	An English Doctor.

	A Scotch Doctor.

	A Captain.

	A Porter.

	An Old Man.

	Lady macbeth.

	Lady macduff.

	Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth.

	Hecate.

	Three Witches.

	Apparitions.

	Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Murderers, Attendants, and Messengers

	SCENE: Scotland; England]

	[…]

	ACT III

	[…]

	Scene IV. [The same. Hall in the palace]

	A banquet prepar’d. Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Ross, Lennox, Lords, and Attendants

	Macbeth.

	You know your own degrees; sit down. At first

	And last, the hearty welcome.

	Lords.

	Thanks to your Majesty.

	Macbeth.

	Ourself will mingle with society

	And play the humble host.

	Our hostess keeps her state, [1] but in best time

	We will require her welcome.

	[1. Throne.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends,

	For my heart speaks they are welcome.

	First Murderer [appears at the door]

	Macbeth.

	See, they encounter thee with their hearts’ thanks.

	Both sides are even; here I’ll sit i’ the midst.

	Be large in mirth; anon we’ll drink a measure

	The table round.

	[Approaching the door.]

	—There’s blood upon thy face.

	Murderer.

	’Tis Banquo’s then.

	Macbeth.

	’Tis better thee without than he within.

	Is he dispatch’d?

	Murderer.

	My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for him.

	Macbeth.

	Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats; yet he’s good

	That did the like for Fleance. If thou didst it,

	Thou art the nonpareil. [2]

	[2. The one without equal.]

	Murderer.

	Most royal sir,

	Fleance is scap’d.

	Macbeth.

	Then comes my fit again. I had else been perfect,

	Whole as the marble, founded as the rock,

	As broad and general as the casing air;

	But now I am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in

	To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe?

	Murderer.

	Ay, my good lord; safe in a ditch he bides,

	With twenty trenched gashes on his head,

	The least a death to nature.

	Macbeth.

	Thanks for that;

	There the grown serpent lies. The worm [3] that’s fled

	Hath nature that in time will venom breed,

	No teeth for the present. Get thee gone; to-morrow

	We’ll hear ourselves again. [4]

	Exit Murderer.

	[3. Serpent.]

	[4. Talk together.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	My royal lord,

	You do not give the cheer. The feast is sold

	That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a-making,

	’Tis given with welcome. To feed were best at home;

	From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony;

	Meeting were bare without it.

	Enter the Ghost of Banquo, and sits in Macbeth’s place

	Macbeth.

	Sweet remembrancer!

	Now, good digestion wait on appetite,

	And health on both!

	Lennox.

	May ’t please your Highness sit.

	Macbeth.

	Here had we now our country’s honour roof’d,

	Were the grac’d person of our Banquo present,

	Who may I rather challenge for unkindness

	Than pity for mischance.

	Ross.

	His absence, sir,

	Lays blame upon his promise. Please ’t your Highness

	To grace us with your royal company?

	Macbeth.

	The table’s full.

	Lennox.

	Here is a place reserv’d, sir.

	Macbeth.

	Where?

	Lennox.

	Here, my good lord. What is ’t that moves your Highness?

	Macbeth.

	Which of you have done this?

	Lords.

	What, my good lord?

	Macbeth.

	Thou canst not say I did it; never shake

	Thy gory locks at me.

	Ross.

	Gentlemen, rise: his Highness is not well.

	Lady Macbeth.

	Sit, worthy friends; my lord is often thus,

	And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep seat;

	The fit is momentary; upon a thought

	He will again be well. If much you note him,

	You shall offend him and extend his passion. [5]

	Feed, and regard him not.

	[Aside to Macbeth.]

	Are you a man?

	[5. Prolong his agitation.]

	Macbeth.

	Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that

	Which might appall the devil.

	Lady Macbeth.

	[Aside to Macbeth.] O proper [6] stuff!

	This is the very painting of your fear;

	This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said,

	Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws [7] and starts,

	Impostors to [8] true fear, would well become

	A woman’s story at a winter’s fire,

	Authoriz’d [9] by her grandam. Shame itself!

	Why do you make such faces? When all’s done,

	You look but on a stool.

	[6. Fine.]

	[7. Sudden outbursts.]

	[8. Compared to.]

	[9. Vouched for.]

	Macbeth.

	Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! how say you?

	Why, what care I? If thou canst nod, speak too.

	If charnel-houses and our graves must send

	Those that we bury back, our monuments [10]

	Shall be the maws of kites.

	[Ghost vanishes.]

	[10. Tombs.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	[Aside to Macbeth.] What, quite unmann’d in folly?

	Macbeth.

	If I stand here, I saw him.

	Lady Macbeth.

	[Aside to Macbeth.] Fie, for shame!

	Macbeth.

	Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the olden time,

	Ere humane statute purg’d the gentle weal; [11]

	Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d

	Too terrible for the ear. The time has been,

	That, when the brains were out, the man would die,

	And there an end; but now they rise again,

	With twenty mortal murders [12] on their crowns,

	And push us from our stools. This is more strange

	Than such a murder is.

	[11. Made the state gentle by purging it.]

	[12. Deadly wounds.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	My worthy lord,

	Your noble friends do lack you.

	Macbeth.

	I do forget.

	Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends;

	I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing

	To those that know me. Come, love and health to all;

	Then I’ll sit down. Give me some wine; fill full.

	Re-enter Ghost

	I drink to the general joy o’ the whole table,

	And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss;

	Would he were here! to all and him we thirst,

	And all to all.

	Lords.

	Our duties, and the pledge.

	Macbeth.

	Avaunt! and quit my sight! let the earth hide thee!

	Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold;

	Thou hast no speculation [13] in those eyes

	Which thou dost glare with!

	[13. Sight.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	Think of this, good peers,

	But as a thing of custom; ’tis no other,

	Only it spoils the pleasure of the time.

	Macbeth.

	What man dare, I dare.

	Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear,

	The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger;

	Take any shape but that, and my firm nerves

	Shall never tremble. Or be alive again,

	And dare me to the desert with thy sword;

	If trembling I inhabit [14] then, protest me

	The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow!

	Unreal mockery, hence!

	[Ghost vanishes.]

	Why, so; being gone,

	I am a man again. Pray you, sit still.

	[14. Continue (?). Clothe myself in (?)]

	Lady Macbeth.

	You have displac’d the mirth, broke the good meeting,

	With most admir’d [15] disorder.

	[15. Producing wonder.]

	Macbeth.

	Can such things be,

	And overcome [16] us like a summer’s cloud,

	Without our special wonder? You make me strange [17]

	Even to the disposition that I owe,

	When now I think you can behold such sights,

	And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks,

	When mine is blanch’d with fear.

	[16. Overshadow.]

	[17. A stranger.]

	Ross.

	What sights, my lord?

	Lady Macbeth.

	I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse;

	Question enrages him. At once, good-night.

	Stand not upon the order of your going,

	But go at once.

	Lennox.

	Good-night; and better health

	Attend his Majesty!

	Lady Macbeth.

	A kind good-night to all!

	Exeunt Lords.

	Macbeth.

	It will have blood, they say; blood will have blood.

	Stones have been known to move and trees to speak;

	Augures [18] and understood [19] relations have

	By maggot-pies and choughs [20] and rooks brought forth

	The secret’st man of blood. What is the night?

	[18. Auguries.]

	[19. Secret.]

	[20. Daws.]

	Lady Macbeth.

	Almost at odds with morning, which is which.

	Macbeth.

	How say’st thou, that Macduff denies his person

	At our great bidding?

	Lady Macbeth.

	Did you send to him, sir?

	Macbeth.

	I hear it by the way; but I will send.

	There’s not a one of them but in his house

	I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow,

	And betimes I will, to the weird sisters.

	More shall they speak; for now I am bent to know,

	By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good

	All causes shall give way. I am in blood

	Stepp’d in so far that, should I wade no more,

	Returning were as tedious as go o’er.

	Strange things I have in head, that will to hand,

	Which must be acted ere they may be scann’d.

	Lady Macbeth.

	You lack the season [21] of all natures, sleep.

	[21. Seasoning.]

	Macbeth.

	Come, we’ll to sleep. My strange and self-abuse [22]

	Is the initiate fear that wants hard use;

	We are yet but young in deed.

	[22. Deception.]

	Exeunt.

	Scene V. [A heath] [1]

	[1. This scene is probably the interpolation of a later dramatist.]

	Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate

	1. Witch.

	Why, how now, Hecate! you look angerly.

	Hecate.

	Have I not reason, beldams [2] as you are,

	Saucy and overbold? How did you dare

	To trade and traffic with Macbeth

	In riddles and affairs of death;

	And I, the mistress of your charms,

	The close [3] contriver of all harms,

	Was never call’d to bear my part,

	Or show the glory of our art?

	And, which is worse, all you have done

	Hath been but for a wayward son,

	Spiteful and wrathful, who, as others do,

	Loves for his own ends, not for you.

	But make amends now; get you gone,

	And at the pit of Acheron

	Meet me i’ the morning; thither he

	Will come to know his destiny.

	Your vessels and your spells provide,

	Your charms and everything beside.

	I am for the air; this night I’ll spend

	Unto a dismal and a fatal end;

	Great business must be wrought ere noon.

	Upon the corner of the moon

	There hangs a vaporous drop profound;

	I’ll catch it ere it come to ground;

	And that distill’d by magic sleights

	Shall raise such artificial sprites

	As by the strength of their illusion

	Shall draw him on to his confusion.

	He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear

	His hopes ’bove wisdom, grace, and fear;

	And, you all know, security [4]

	Is mortals’ chiefest enemy.

	Music, and a song

	Hark! I am call’d; my little spirit, see,

	Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me.

	[Exit.]

	(Sing within: “Come away, come away,” etc.

	[2. Hags.]

	[3. Secret.]

	[4. Over-confidence.]

	1. Witch.

	Come, let’s make haste; she’ll soon be back again.

	Exeunt.

	Scene VI [Forres. The palace]

	Enter Lennox and another Lord

	Lennox.

	My former speeches have but hit your thoughts,

	Which can interpret farther; only, I say,

	Things have been strangely borne. [1] The gracious Duncan

	Was pitied of Macbeth; marry, he was dead:

	And the right-valiant Banquo walk’d too late;

	Whom, you may say, if ’t please you, Fleance kill’d,

	For Fleance fled; men must not walk too late.

	Who cannot want [2] the thought how monstrous

	It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain

	To kill their gracious father? Damned fact!

	How it did grieve Macbeth! Did he not straight

	In pious rage the two delinquents tear,

	That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep?

	Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too;

	For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive

	To hear the men deny ’t. So that, I say,

	He has borne all things well; and I do think

	That had he Duncan’s sons under his key—

	As, an ’t please Heaven, he shall not—they should find

	What ’twere to kill a father; so should Fleance.

	But, peace! for from broad [3] words, and ’cause he fail’d

	His presence at the tyrant’s feast, I hear

	Macduff lives in disgrace. Sir, can you tell

	Where he bestows himself?

	[1. Conducted.]

	[2. Can lack.]

	[3. Free.]

	Lord.

	The son of Duncan,

	From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth,

	Lives in the English court, and is receiv’d

	Of the most pious Edward with such grace

	That the malevolence of Fortune nothing

	Takes from his high respect. Thither Macduff

	Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid

	To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward;

	That, by the help of these—with Him above

	To ratify the work—we may again

	Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights,

	Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives,

	Do faithful homage and receive free honours;

	All which we pine for now: and this report

	Hath so exasperate their king that he

	Prepares for some attempt of war.

	Lennox.

	Sent he to Macduff?

	Lord.

	He did; and with [4] an absolute “Sir, not I,”

	The cloudy messenger turns me his back,

	And hums, as who should say, “You’ll rue the time

	That clogs me with this answer.”

	[4. Receiving as answer.]

	Lennox.

	And that well might

	Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance

	His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel

	Fly to the court of England and unfold

	His message ere he come, that a swift blessing

	May soon return to this our suffering country

	Under a hand accurs’d!

	Lord.

	I’ll send my prayers with him.

	Exeunt.

	[…]
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	On Liberty, Mill

	“Democracy” has not always been the choice of oppressed people. The tyranny of the majority is a recognized evil as harmful as the misrule of a king. And rather than exchange a lesser evil for a greater, a rule by king has often been preferred to a republic.

	On Liberty

	James Stuart Mill

	Chapter I

	Introductory

	The subject of this Essay is not the so-called Liberty of the Will, so unfortunately opposed to the misnamed doctrine of Philosophical Necessity; but Civil, or Social Liberty: the nature and limits of the power which can be legitimately exercised by society over the individual. A question seldom stated, and hardly ever discussed, in general terms, but which profoundly influences the practical controversies of the age by its latent presence, and is likely soon to make itself recognized as the vital question of the future. It is so far from being new, that, in a certain sense, it has divided mankind, almost from the remotest ages, but in the stage of progress into which the more civilized portions of the species have now entered, it presents itself under new conditions, and requires a different and more fundamental treatment.

	The struggle between Liberty and Authority is the most conspicuous feature in the portions of history with which we are earliest familiar, particularly in that of Greece, Rome, and England. But in old times this contest was between subjects, or some classes of subjects, and the government. By liberty, was meant protection against the tyranny of the political rulers. The rulers were conceived (except in some of the popular governments of Greece) as in a necessarily antagonistic position to the people whom they ruled. They consisted of a governing One, or a governing tribe or caste, who derived their authority from inheritance or conquest; who, at all events, did not hold it at the pleasure of the governed, and whose supremacy men did not venture, perhaps did not desire to contest, whatever precautions might be taken against its oppressive exercise. Their power was regarded as necessary, but also as highly dangerous; as a weapon which they would attempt to use against their subjects, no less than against external enemies. To prevent the weaker members of the community from being preyed upon by innumerable vultures, it was needful that there should be an animal of prey stronger than the rest, commissioned to keep them down. But as the king of the vultures would be no less bent upon preying upon the flock than any of the minor harpies, it was indispensable to be in a perpetual attitude of defence against his beak and claws. The aim, therefore, of patriots, was to set limits to the power which the ruler should be suffered to exercise over the community; and this limitation was what they meant by liberty. It was attempted in two ways. First, by obtaining a recognition of certain immunities, called political liberties or rights, which it was to be regarded as a breach of duty in the ruler to infringe, and which, if he did infringe, specific resistance, or general rebellion, was held to be justifiable. A second, and generally a later expedient, was the establishment of constitutional checks; by which the consent of the community, or of a body of some sort supposed to represent its interests, was made a necessary condition to some of the more important acts of the governing power. To the first of these modes of limitation, the ruling power, in most European countries, was compelled, more or less, to submit. It was not so with the second; and to attain this, or when already in some degree possessed, to attain it more completely, became everywhere the principal object of the lovers of liberty. And so long as mankind were content to combat one enemy by another, and to be ruled by a master, on condition of being guaranteed more or less efficaciously against his tyranny, they did not carry their aspirations beyond this point.

	A time, however, came in the progress of human affairs, when men ceased to think it a necessity of nature that their governors should be an independent power, opposed in interest to themselves. It appeared to them much better that the various magistrates of the State should be their tenants or delegates, revocable at their pleasure. In that way alone, it seemed, could they have complete security that the powers of government would never be abused to their disadvantage. By degrees, this new demand for elective and temporary rulers became the prominent object of the exertions of the popular party, wherever any such party existed; and superseded, to a considerable extent, the previous efforts to limit the power of rulers. As the struggle proceeded for making the ruling power emanate from the periodical choice of the ruled, some persons began to think that too much importance had been attached to the limitation of the power itself. That (it might seem) was a resource against rulers whose interests were habitually opposed to those of the people. What was now wanted was, that the rulers should be identified with the people; that their interest and will should be the interest and will of the nation. The nation did not need to be protected against its own will. There was no fear of its tyrannizing over itself. Let the rulers be effectually responsible to it, promptly removable by it, and it could afford to trust them with power of which it could itself dictate the use to be made. Their power was but the nation’s own power, concentrated, and in a form convenient for exercise. This mode of thought, or rather perhaps of feeling, was common among the last generation of European liberalism, in the Continental section of which, it still apparently predominates. Those who admit any limit to what a government may do, except in the case of such governments as they think ought not to exist, stand out as brilliant exceptions among the political thinkers of the Continent. A similar tone of sentiment might by this time have been prevalent in our own country, if the circumstances which for a time encouraged it had continued unaltered.

	But, in political and philosophical theories, as well as in persons, success discloses faults and infirmities which failure might have concealed from observation. The notion, that the people have no need to limit their power over themselves, might seem axiomatic, when popular government was a thing only dreamed about, or read of as having existed at some distant period of the past. Neither was that notion necessarily disturbed by such temporary aberrations as those of the French Revolution, the worst of which were the work of an usurping few, and which, in any case, belonged, not to the permanent working of popular institutions, but to a sudden and convulsive outbreak against monarchical and aristocratic despotism. In time, however, a democratic republic came to occupy a large portion of the earth’s surface, and made itself felt as one of the most powerful members of the community of nations; and elective and responsible government became subject to the observations and criticisms which wait upon a great existing fact. It was now perceived that such phrases as “self-government,” and “the power of the people over themselves,” do not express the true state of the case. The “people” who exercise the power, are not always the same people with those over whom it is exercised, and the “self-government” spoken of, is not the government of each by himself, but of each by all the rest. The will of the people, moreover, practically means, the will of the most numerous or the most active part of the people; the majority, or those who succeed in making themselves accepted as the majority: the people, consequently, may desire to oppress a part of their number; and precautions are as much needed against this, as against any other abuse of power. The limitation, therefore, of the power of government over individuals, loses none of its importance when the holders of power are regularly accountable to the community, that is, to the strongest party therein. This view of things, recommending itself equally to the intelligence of thinkers and to the inclination of those important classes in European society to whose real or supposed interests democracy is adverse, has had no difficulty in establishing itself; and in political speculations “the tyranny of the majority” is now generally included among the evils against which society requires to be on its guard.

	Like other tyrannies, the tyranny of the majority was at first, and is still vulgarly, held in dread, chiefly as operating through the acts of the public authorities. But reflecting persons perceived that when society is itself the tyrant—society collectively, over the separate individuals who compose it—its means of tyrannizing are not restricted to the acts which it may do by the hands of its political functionaries. Society can and does execute its own mandates: and if it issues wrong mandates instead of right, or any mandates at all in things with which it ought not to meddle, it practises a social tyranny more formidable than many kinds of political oppression, since, though not usually upheld by such extreme penalties, it leaves fewer means of escape, penetrating much more deeply into the details of life, and enslaving the soul itself. Protection, therefore, against the tyranny of the magistrate is not enough; there needs protection also against the tyranny of the prevailing opinion and feeling; against the tendency of society to impose, by other means than civil penalties, its own ideas and practices as rules of conduct on those who dissent from them; to fetter the development, and, if possible, prevent the formation, of any individuality not in harmony with its ways, and compel all characters to fashion themselves upon the model of its own. There is a limit to the legitimate interference of collective opinion with individual independence; and to find that limit, and maintain it against encroachment, is as indispensable to a good condition of human affairs, as protection against political despotism.

	But though this proposition is not likely to be contested in general terms, the practical question, where to place the limit—how to make the fitting adjustment between individual independence and social control—is a subject on which nearly everything remains to be done. All that makes existence valuable to any one, depends on the enforcement of restraints upon the actions of other people. Some rules of conduct, therefore, must be imposed, by law in the first place, and by opinion on many things which are not fit subjects for the operation of law. What these rules should be, is the principal question in human affairs; but if we except a few of the most obvious cases, it is one of those which least progress has been made in resolving. No two ages, and scarcely any two countries, have decided it alike; and the decision of one age or country is a wonder to another. Yet the people of any given age and country no more suspect any difficulty in it, than if it were a subject on which mankind had always been agreed. The rules which obtain among themselves appear to them self-evident and self-justifying. This all but universal illusion is one of the examples of the magical influence of custom, which is not only, as the proverb says, a second nature, but is continually mistaken for the first. The effect of custom, in preventing any misgiving respecting the rules of conduct which mankind impose on one another, is all the more complete because the subject is one on which it is not generally considered necessary that reasons should be given, either by one person to others, or by each to himself. People are accustomed to believe and have been encouraged in the belief by some who aspire to the character of philosophers, that their feelings, on subjects of this nature, are better than reasons, and render reasons unnecessary. The practical principle which guides them to their opinions on the regulation of human conduct, is the feeling in each person’s mind that everybody should be required to act as he, and those with whom he sympathizes, would like them to act. No one, indeed, acknowledges to himself that his standard of judgment is his own liking; but an opinion on a point of conduct, not supported by reasons, can only count as one person’s preference; and if the reasons, when given, are a mere appeal to a similar preference felt by other people, it is still only many people’s liking instead of one. To an ordinary man, however, his own preference, thus supported, is not only a perfectly satisfactory reason, but the only one he generally has for any of his notions of morality, taste, or propriety, which are not expressly written in his religious creed; and his chief guide in the interpretation even of that. Men’s opinions, accordingly, on what is laudable or blamable, are affected by all the multifarious causes which influence their wishes in regard to the conduct of others, and which are as numerous as those which determine their wishes on any other subject. Sometimes their reason—at other times their prejudices or superstitions: often their social affections, not seldom their anti-social ones, their envy or jealousy, their arrogance or contemptuousness: but most commonly, their desires or fears for themselves—their legitimate or illegitimate self-interest. Wherever there is an ascendant class, a large portion of the morality of the country emanates from its class interests, and its feelings of class superiority. The morality between Spartans and Helots, between planters and negroes, between princes and subjects, between nobles and roturiers, between men and women, has been for the most part the creation of these class interests and feelings: and the sentiments thus generated, react in turn upon the moral feelings of the members of the ascendant class, in their relations among themselves. Where, on the other hand, a class, formerly ascendant, has lost its ascendency, or where its ascendency is unpopular, the prevailing moral sentiments frequently bear the impress of an impatient dislike of superiority. Another grand determining principle of the rules of conduct, both in act and forbearance which have been enforced by law or opinion, has been the servility of mankind towards the supposed preferences or aversions of their temporal masters, or of their gods. This servility though essentially selfish, is not hypocrisy; it gives rise to perfectly genuine sentiments of abhorrence; it made men burn magicians and heretics. Among so many baser influences, the general and obvious interests of society have of course had a share, and a large one, in the direction of the moral sentiments: less, however, as a matter of reason, and on their own account, than as a consequence of the sympathies and antipathies which grew out of them: and sympathies and antipathies which had little or nothing to do with the interests of society, have made themselves felt in the establishment of moralities with quite as great force.

	The likings and dislikings of society, or of some powerful portion of it, are thus the main thing which has practically determined the rules laid down for general observance, under the penalties of law or opinion. And in general, those who have been in advance of society in thought and feeling, have left this condition of things unassailed in principle, however they may have come into conflict with it in some of its details. They have occupied themselves rather in inquiring what things society ought to like or dislike, than in questioning whether its likings or dislikings should be a law to individuals. They preferred endeavouring to alter the feelings of mankind on the particular points on which they were themselves heretical, rather than make common cause in defence of freedom, with heretics generally. The only case in which the higher ground has been taken on principle and maintained with consistency, by any but an individual here and there, is that of religious belief: a case instructive in many ways, and not least so as forming a most striking instance of the fallibility of what is called the moral sense: for the odium theologicum, in a sincere bigot, is one of the most unequivocal cases of moral feeling. Those who first broke the yoke of what called itself the Universal Church, were in general as little willing to permit difference of religious opinion as that church itself. But when the heat of the conflict was over, without giving a complete victory to any party, and each church or sect was reduced to limit its hopes to retaining possession of the ground it already occupied; minorities, seeing that they had no chance of becoming majorities, were under the necessity of pleading to those whom they could not convert, for permission to differ. It is accordingly on this battle-field, almost solely, that the rights of the individual against society have been asserted on broad grounds of principle, and the claim of society to exercise authority over dissentients openly controverted. The great writers to whom the world owes what religious liberty it possesses, have mostly asserted freedom of conscience as an indefeasible right, and denied absolutely that a human being is accountable to others for his religious belief. Yet so natural to mankind is intolerance in whatever they really care about, that religious freedom has hardly anywhere been practically realized, except where religious indifference, which dislikes to have its peace disturbed by theological quarrels, has added its weight to the scale. In the minds of almost all religious persons, even in the most tolerant countries, the duty of toleration is admitted with tacit reserves. One person will bear with dissent in matters of church government, but not of dogma; another can tolerate everybody, short of a Papist or an Unitarian; another, every one who believes in revealed religion; a few extend their charity a little further, but stop at the belief in a God and in a future state. Wherever the sentiment of the majority is still genuine and intense, it is found to have abated little of its claim to be obeyed.

	In England, from the peculiar circumstances of our political history, though the yoke of opinion is perhaps heavier, that of law is lighter, than in most other countries of Europe; and there is considerable jealousy of direct interference, by the legislative or the executive power with private conduct; not so much from any just regard for the independence of the individual, as from the still subsisting habit of looking on the government as representing an opposite interest to the public. The majority have not yet learnt to feel the power of the government their power, or its opinions their opinions. When they do so, individual liberty will probably be as much exposed to invasion from the government, as it already is from public opinion. But, as yet, there is a considerable amount of feeling ready to be called forth against any attempt of the law to control individuals in things in which they have not hitherto been accustomed to be controlled by it; and this with very little discrimination as to whether the matter is, or is not, within the legitimate sphere of legal control; insomuch that the feeling, highly salutary on the whole, is perhaps quite as often misplaced as well grounded in the particular instances of its application.

	There is, in fact, no recognized principle by which the propriety or impropriety of government interference is customarily tested. People decide according to their personal preferences. Some, whenever they see any good to be done, or evil to be remedied, would willingly instigate the government to undertake the business; while others prefer to bear almost any amount of social evil, rather than add one to the departments of human interests amenable to governmental control. And men range themselves on one or the other side in any particular case, according to this general direction of their sentiments; or according to the degree of interest which they feel in the particular thing which it is proposed that the government should do; or according to the belief they entertain that the government would, or would not, do it in the manner they prefer; but very rarely on account of any opinion to which they consistently adhere, as to what things are fit to be done by a government. And it seems to me that, in consequence of this absence of rule or principle, one side is at present as often wrong as the other; the interference of government is, with about equal frequency, improperly invoked and improperly condemned.

	[…]

	
Notes

		[←1]
	 Old man.







	[←2]
	 Unsurpassed in height.







	[←3]
	 “Run softly, softly, horses of the night.”—Ovid’s Amores, i, 13.







	[←4]
	 Without ceasing.
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