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ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS

By Vanity Fair

THE city has been afflicted for a short time by a curious 
eruption, a breaking out of jewelry stores with “large 
placards in their windows, inscribed,” “Take your Choice 
for One Dollar.” 

It is all very well to tell a fellow to take his Choice, but 
there is, in these windows, nothing Choice to take. 

Why should we, or any man, be anxious to possess 
various small fragments of brass, stamped in fantastic 
forms, and “of no value except to the loser?” 

These storekeepers announce their wares at Rare bargains, 
but we believe—we know, in fact, that this sort of bargain 
is greatly Overdone.

SPUYTENTUYFEL, who is inclined to be metaphysical, 
says that the affair is based on a philosophical principle. 
Every man thinks that there are a few good articles and a 
great many bad ones in these One Dollar jewehly-mills: 
and Every man also thinks that he is shrewd enough to pick 
out the thing upon which the dealer makes no profit. Every 
man rushes in, then planks down his dollar, and carries off 
a-What-is-it?—a connecting link between brass and copper! 

It is suggested, however, that there is some gold in the 
rings, pins, brooches, lockets, pencil-cases, etc. etc., of the 
One Dollar shops. Oreide, the composition of which they 
are made, is said to give off, in vapor, when assayed, a 
faintly infinitesimal quantity of gold. That which remains, 
is infinitesimally less! 
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We know of a young lady, to whom some gentleman, 
more benevolent than judicious, presented a chain, bought 
as a “Rare Bargain” for one dollar. The maiden, having 
no rooted antipathy to ornaments of any kind, twined the 
chain about her neck. At night, when making her toilette de 
nuit, she observed a dark leadcolored ring about her snowy 
and swan-like throat, reminding her of ELSIE VENNER and 
some more of a young woman mentioned on page 55 of 
ALDRICH’s last volumes of poems, who had—“a dark blue 
scar on her throat.” 

The next day, this young lady of the chain told a friend 
that the gold had been polished with whiting or something, 
that blackened her neck. She was duly surprised to learn 
that it was only brass, and thundering poor brass at that. 

The One Dollar jewels are, in fact, much inferior to the 
average of decent bell-pulls. 

The result of this explosion of jewelry is painful. Of 
course, it plays the dickens with the legitimate business, 
and the consequence is, that all the respectable stores have 
to inaugurate a One Dollar department, in which they sell 
as bad jewelry as anybody. The metropolis is inundated 
with it. The East Side absolutely gleams, glitters, glows, 
glares, shines, shimmers and scintillates with it. Every 
bookbinderess and prentice boy possesses a mass of trinkets 
that, in size and number at least, rival the Crown Jewels of 
many a kingdom. 

And they tell us that the country-the far and pleasing 
agricultural districts—swarm with similar shops! Woe! woe 
to the Arcadian loiterer of the coming Summer! AMARYLLIS 
will shine in tawdry bracelets, and DAPHNIS will sport a 
hideous locket. A monstrous mosaic will rise and fall upon 
the bosom of PHILLIS, and the sheep will gaze in wonder 
upon the gorgeous guard-chain of their formosum pastor 
CORYDON! 
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But when the Summer has come and gone-when the 
moist air and earthy exhalations of the country shall have 
done their work, AMARYLLIS will look with disgust upon a 
pile of greenish and odorous things, stained and blackened 
by verdigris, and say, with a regretful voice: “These are my 
jewels!” 

ALL IS NOT GOLD THAT GLITTERS
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AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION:
“WHAT IS ENLIGHTENMENT?”

By Immanuel Kant

Enlightenment is man’s emergence from his self-incurred 
immaturity. Immaturity is the inability to use one’s own 
understanding without the guidance of another.

This immaturity is self-incurred if its cause is not lack 
of understanding, but lack of resolution and courage 
to use it without the guidance of another. The motto of 
enlightenment is therefore: Sapere aude! Have courage to 
use your own understanding!

Laziness and cowardice are the reasons why such a large 
proportion of men, even when nature has long emancipated 
them from alien guidance (naturaliter maiorennes), 
nevertheless gladly remain immature for life. For the same 
reasons, it is all too easy for others to set themselves up as 
their guardians.

It is so convenient to be immature! If I have a book to 
have understanding in place of me, a spiritual adviser to 
have a conscience for me, a doctor to judge my diet for 
me, and so on, I need not make any efforts at all. I need not 
think, so long as I can pay; others will soon enough take the 
tiresome job over for me.

The guardians who have kindly taken upon themselves 
the work of supervision will soon see to it that by far the 
largest part of mankind (including the entire fair sex) should 
consider the step forward to maturity not only as difficult 
but also as highly dangerous. Having first infatuated their 
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domesticated animals, and carefully prevented the docile 
creatures from daring to take a single step without the 
leading-strings to which they are tied, they next show them 
the danger which threatens them if they try to walk unaided. 
Now this danger is not in fact so very great, for they would 
certainly learn to walk eventually after a few falls. But an 
example of this kind is intimidating, and usually frightens 
them off from further attempts.

Thus it is difficult for each separate individual to work his 
way out of the immaturity which has become almost second 
nature to him. He has even grown fond of it and is really 
incapable for the time being of using his own understanding, 
because he was never allowed to make the attempt. Dogmas 
and formulas, those mechanical instruments for rational 
use (or rather misuse) of his natural endowments, are the 
ball and chain of his permanent immaturity. And if anyone 
did throw them off, he would still be uncertain about 
jumping over even the narrowest of trenches, for he would 
be unaccustomed to free movement of this kind. Thus only 
a few, by cultivating their own minds, have succeeded in 
freeing themselves from immaturity and in continuing 
boldly on their way.

There is more chance of an entire public enlightening 
itself. This is indeed almost inevitable, if only the public 
concerned is left in freedom. For there will always be a 
few who think for themselves, even among those appointed 
as guardians of the common mass. Such guardians, once 
they have themselves thrown off the yoke of immaturity, 
will disseminate the spirit of rational respect for personal 
value and for the duty of all men to think for themselves. 
The remarkable thing about this is that if the public, which 
was previously put under this yoke by the guardians, is 
suitably stirred up by some of the latter who are incapable 
of enlightenment, it may subsequently compel the guardians 

AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION:“WHAT IS ENLIGHTENMENT?”
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themselves to remain under the yoke. For it is very harmful 
to propagate prejudices, because they finally avenge 
themselves on the very people who first encouraged them 
(or whose predecessors did so). Thus a public can only 
achieve enlightenment slowly. A revolution may well put 
an end to autocratic despotism and to rapacious or power-
seeking oppression, but it will never produce a true reform 
in ways of thinking. Instead, new prejudices, like the ones 
they replaced, will serve as a leash to control the great 
unthinking mass.

For enlightenment of this kind, all that is needed is 
freedom. And the freedom in question is the most innocuous 
form of all—freedom to make public use of one’s reason in 
all matters. But I hear on all sides the cry: Don’t argue! The 
officer says: Don’t argue, get on parade! The tax-official: 
Don’t argue, pay!

The clergyman: Don’t argue, believe! (Only one ruler 
in the world says: Argue as much as you like and about 
whatever you like, but obey!). All this means restrictions 
on freedom everywhere. But which sort of restriction 
prevents enlightenment, and which, instead of hindering it, 
can actually promote it? I reply: The public use of man’s 
reason must always be free, and it alone can bring about 
enlightenment among men; the private use of reason may 
quite often be very narrowly restricted, however, without 
undue hindrance to the progress of enlightenment. But by 
the public use of one’s own reason I mean that use which 
anyone may make of it as a man of learning addressing the 
entire reading public.

What I term the private use of reason is that which a 
person may make of it in a particular civil post or office 
with which he is entrusted.

Now in some affairs which affect the interests of the 
commonwealth, we require a certain mechanism whereby 



007

some members of the commonwealth must behave purely 
passively, so that they may, by an artificial common 
agreement, be employed by the government for public 
ends (or at least deterred from vitiating them). It is, of 
course,impermissible to argue in such cases; obedience is 
imperative. But in so far as this or that individual who acts 
as part of the machine also considers himself as a member 
of a complete commonwealth or even of cosmopolitan 
society, and thence as a man of learning who may through 
his writings address a public in the truest sense of the word, 
he may indeed argue without harming the affairs in which 
he is employed for some of the time in a passive capacity. 
Thus it would be very harmful if an officer receiving an 
order from his superiors were to quibble openly, while on 
duty, about the appropriateness or usefulness of the order in 
question. He must simply obey. But he cannot reasonably 
be banned from making observations as a man of learning 
on the errors in the military service, and from submitting 
these to his public for judgement. The citizen cannot 
refuse to pay the taxes imposed upon him; presumptuous 
criticisms of such taxes, where someone is called upon 
to pay them, may be punished as an outrage which could 
lead to general insubordination. Nonetheless, the same 
citizen does not contravene his civil obligations if, as a 
learned individual, he publicly voices his thoughts on the 
impropriety or even injustice of such fiscal measures. In 
the same way, a clergyman is bound to instruct his pupils 
and his congregation in accordance with the doctrines of 
the church he serves, for he was employed by it on that 
condition. But as a scholar, he is completely free as well as 
obliged to impart to the public all his carefully considered, 
well-intentioned thoughts on the mistaken aspects of those 
doctrines, and to offer suggestions for a better arrangement 
of religious and ecclesiastical affairs. And there is nothing 

AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION:“WHAT IS ENLIGHTENMENT?”



008 CLASSIC ESSAYS

in this which need trouble the conscience. I; or what he 
teaches in pursuit of his duties as an active servant of the 
church is presented by him as something which he is not 
empowered to teach at his own discretion, but which he 
is employed to expound in a prescribed manner and in 
someone else’s name. He will say: Our church teaches this 
or that, and these are the arguments it uses. He then extracts 
as much practical value as possible for his congregation 
from precepts to which he would not himself subscribe with 
full conviction, but which he can nevertheless undertake 
to expound, since it is not in fact wholly impossible that 
they may contain truth. At all events, nothing opposed to 
the essence of religion is present in such doctrines. For if 
the clergyman thought he could find anything of this sort in 
them, he would not be able to carry out his official duties 
in good conscience, and would have to resign. Thus the use 
which someone employed as a teacher makes of his reason 
in the presence of his congregation is purely private, since a 
congregation, however large it is, is never any more than a 
domestic gathering. In view of this, he is not and cannot be 
free as a priest, since he is acting on a commission imposed 
from outside. Conversely, as a scholar addressing the real 
public (i.e. the world at large) through his writings, the 
clergyman making public use of his reason enjoys unlimited 
freedom to use his own reason and to speak in his own 
person. For to maintain that the guardians of the people 
in spiritual matters should themselves be immature, is an 
absurdity which amounts to making absurdities permanent.

But should not a society of clergymen, for example 
an ecclesiastical synod or a venerable presbytery (as the 
Dutch call it), be entitled to commit itself by oath to a 
certain unalterable set of doctrines, in order to secure for 
all time a constant guardianship over each of its members, 
and through them over the people? I reply that this is quite 
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impossible. A contract of this kind,concluded with a view to 
preventing all further enlightenment of mankind for ever, is 
absolutely null and void, even if it is ratified by the supreme 
power, by Imperial Diets and the most solemn peace 
treaties. One age cannot enter into an alliance on oath to put 
the next age in a position where it would be impossible for 
it to extend and correct its knowledge, particularly on such 
important matters, or to make any progress whatsoever 
in enlightenment. This would be a crime against human 
nature, whose original destiny lies precisely in such 
progress. Later generations are thus perfectly entitled to 
dismiss these agreements as unauthorised and criminal. 
To test whether any particular measure can be agreed 
upon as a law for a people, we need only ask whether a 
people could well impose such a law upon itself. This 
might well be possible for a specified short period as a 
means of introducing a certain order, pending, as it were, 
a better solution. This would also mean that each citizen, 
particularly the clergyman, would be given a free hand as 
a scholar to comment publicly, i.e. in his writings, on the 
inadequacies of current institutions. Meanwhile, the newly 
established order would continue to exist, until public 
insight into the nature of such matters had progressed and 
proved itself to the point where, by general consent (if not 
unanimously), a proposal could be submitted to the crown. 
This would seek to protect the congregations who had, for 
instance, agreed to alter their religious establishment in 
accordance with their own notions of what higher insight 
is, but it would not try to obstruct those who wanted to let 
things remain as before. But it is absolutely impermissible 
to agree, even for a single lifetime, to a permanent religious 
constitution which no-one might publicly question. For this 
would virtually nullify a phase in man’s upward progress, 
thus making it fruitless and even detrimental to subsequent 

AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION:“WHAT IS ENLIGHTENMENT?”
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generations. A man may for his own person, and even then 
only for a limited period, postpone enlightening himself in 
matters he ought to know about.

But to renounce such enlightenment completely, whether 
for his own person or even more so for later generations, 
means violating and trampling underfoot the sacred rights 
of mankind. But something which a people may not even 
impose upon itself can still less be imposed upon it by a 
monarch; for his legislative authority depends precisely 
upon his uniting the collective will of the people in his 
own. So long as he sees to it that all true or imagined 
improvements are compatible with the civil order, he 
can otherwise leave his subjects to do whatever they find 
necessary for their salvation, which is none of his business.

But it is his business to stop anyone forcibly hindering 
others from working as best they can to define and promote 
their salvation. It indeed detracts from his majesty if he 
interferes in these affairs by subjecting the writings in 
which his subjects attempt to clarify their religious ideas 
to governmental supervision. This applies if he does so 
acting upon his own exalted opinions—in which case he 
exposes himself to the reproach: Caesar non est supra 
Grammaticos—but much more so if he demeans his high 
authority so far as to support the spiritual despotism of a 
few tyrants within his state against the rest of his subjects.

If it is now asked whether we at present live in an 
enlightened age, the answer is: No, but we do live in an 
age of enlightenment. As things are at present, we still 
have a long way to go before men as a whole can be in 
a position (or can ever be put into a position) of using 
their own understanding confidently and well in religious 
matters, without outside guidance. But we do have distinct 
indications that the way is now being cleared for them 
to work freely in this direction, and that the obstacles to 



011

universal enlightenment, to man’s emergence from his self-
incurred immaturity, are gradually becoming fewer. In this 
respect our age is the age of enlightenment, the century of 
Frederick.

A prince who does not regard it as beneath him to say that 
he considers it his duty, in religious matters, not to prescribe 
anything to his people, but to allow them complete freedom, 
a prince who thus even declines to accept the presumptuous 
title of tolerant, is himself enlightened. He deserves to 
be praised by a grateful present and posterity as the man 
who first liberated mankind from immaturity (as far as 
government is concerned), and who left all men free to use 
their own reason in all matters of conscience. Under his 
rule, ecclesiastical dignitaries, notwithstanding their official 
duties, may in their capacity as scholars freely and publicly 
submit to the judgement of the world their verdicts and 
opinions, even if these deviate here Ind there from orthodox 
doctrine. This applies even more to all others who are not 
restricted by any official duties. This spirit of freedom is also 
spreading abroad, even where it has to struggle with outward 
obstacles imposed by governments which misunderstand 
their own function. For such governments an now witness 
a shining example of how freedom may exist without in 
the least jeopardising public concord and the unity of the 
commonwealth. Men will of their own accord gradually work 
their way out of barbarism so long as artificial measures are 
not deliberately adopted to keep them in it. 

I have portrayed matters of religion as the focal point 
of enlightenment, i.e. of man’s emergence from his self-
incurred immaturity. This is firstly because our rulers 
have no interest in assuming the role of guardians over 
their subjects so fir as the arts and sciences are concerned, 
and secondly, because religious immaturity is the most 
pernicious and dishonourable variety of all.

AN ANSWER TO THE QUESTION:“WHAT IS ENLIGHTENMENT?”
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But the attitude of mind of a head of state who favours 
freedom in the arts and sciences extends even further, for 
he realises that there is no danger even to his legislation 
if he allows his subjects to make public use of their own 
reason and to put before the public their thoughts on better 
ways of drawing up laws, even if this entails forthright 
criticism of the current legislation. We have before us a 
brilliant example of this kind, in which no monarch has yet 
surpassed the one to whom we now pay tribute.

But only a ruler who is himself enlightened and has 
no far of phantoms, yet who likewise has at hand a well-
disciplined and numerous army to guarantee public security, 
may say what no republic would dare to say: Argue as much 
as you like and about whatever you like, but obey! This 
reveals to us a strange and unexpected pattern in human 
affairs (such as we shall always find if we consider them in 
the widest sense, in which nearly everything is paradoxical). 
A high degree of civil freedom seems advantageous to a 
people’s intellectual freedom, yet it also sets up insuperable 
barriers to it. Conversely, a lesser degree of civil freedom 
gives intellectual freedom enough room to expand to its 
fullest extent. Thus once the germ on which nature has 
lavished most care—man’s inclination and vocation to think 
freely—has developed within this hard shell, it gradually 
reacts upon the mentality of the people, who thus gradually 
become increasingly able to act freely. Eventually, it even 
influences the principles of governments, which find that 
they can themselves profit by treating man, who is more 
than a machine, in a manner appropriate to his dignity.
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THE AWFUL GERMAN LANGUAGE

By Mark Twain

I went often to look at the collection of curiosities in 
Heidelberg Castle, and one day I surprised the keeper of it 
with my German. I spoke entirely in that language. He was 
greatly interested; and after I had talked a while he said my 
German was very rare, possibly a “unique”; and wanted to 
add it to his museum.

If he had known what it had cost me to acquire my art, he 
would also have known that it would break any collector to 
buy it. Harris and I had been hard at work on our German 
during several weeks at that time, and although we had 
made good progress, it had been accomplished under great 
difficulty and annoyance, for three of our teachers had died 
in the mean time. A person who has not studied German can 
form no idea of what a perplexing language it is.

Surely there is not another language that is so slipshod 
and systemless, and so slippery and elusive to the grasp. 
One is washed about in it, hither and thither, in the most 
helpless way; and when at last he thinks he has captured 
a rule which offers firm ground to take a rest on amid the 
general rage and turmoil of the ten parts of speech, he turns 
over the page and reads, “Let the pupil make careful note of 
the following exceptions.” He runs his eye down and finds 
that there are more exceptions to the rule than instances of 
it. So overboard he goes again, to hunt for another Ararat 
and find another quicksand. Such has been, and continues 
to be, my experience. Every time I think I have got one 
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of these four confusing “cases” where I am master of it, a 
seemingly insignificant preposition intrudes itself into my 
sentence, clothed with an awful and unsuspected power, 
and crumbles the ground from under me. For instance, 
my book inquires after a certain bird—(it is always 
inquiring after things which are of no sort of consequence 
to anybody): “Where is the bird?” Now the answer to this 
question—according to the book—is that the bird is waiting 
in the blacksmith shop on account of the rain. Of course 
no bird would do that, but then you must stick to the book. 
Very well, I begin to cipher out the German for that answer. 
I begin at the wrong end, necessarily, for that is the German 
idea. I say to myself, “Regen (rain) is masculine—or maybe 
it is feminine—or possibly neuter—it is too much trouble 
to look now. Therefore, it is either der (the) Regen, or die 
(the) Regen, or das (the) Regen, according to which gender 
it may turn out to be when I look. In the interest of science, 
I will cipher it out on the hypothesis that it is masculine. 
Very well—then the rain is der Regen, if it is simply in the 
quiescent state of being mentioned, without enlargement 
or discussion—Nominative case; but if this rain is lying 
around, in a kind of a general way on the ground, it is then 
definitely located, it is doing something—that is, resting 
(which is one of the German grammar’s ideas of doing 
something), and this throws the rain into the Dative case, 
and makes it dem Regen. However, this rain is not resting, 
but is doing something actively,—it is falling—to interfere 
with the bird, likely—and this indicates movement, which 
has the effect of sliding it into the Accusative case and 
changing dem Regen into den Regen.” Having completed 
the grammatical horoscope of this matter, I answer up 
confidently and state in German that the bird is staying in 
the blacksmith shop “wegen (on account of) den Regen.” 
Then the teacher lets me softly down with the remark 
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that whenever the word “wegen” drops into a sentence, it 
always throws that subject into the Genitive case, regardless 
of consequences—and that therefore this bird stayed in the 
blacksmith shop “wegen des Regens.” 

N. B.—I was informed, later, by a higher authority, that 
there was an “exception” which permits one to say “wegen 
den Regen” in certain peculiar and complex circumstances, 
but that this exception is not extended to anything but rain.

There are ten parts of speech, and they are all troublesome. 
An average sentence, in a German newspaper, is a sublime 
and impressive curiosity; it occupies a quarter of a column; 
it contains all the ten parts of speech—not in regular 
order, but mixed; it is built mainly of compound words 
constructed by the writer on the spot, and not to be found 
in any dictionary—six or seven words compacted into one, 
without joint or seam—that is, without hyphens; it treats 
of fourteen or fifteen different subjects, each inclosed in a 
parenthesis of its own, with here and there extra parentheses 
which reinclose three or four of the minor parentheses, 
making pens within pens: finally, all the parentheses and 
reparentheses are massed together between a couple of 
king-parentheses, one of which is placed in the first line 
of the majestic sentence and the other in the middle of the 
last line of it—after which comes the VERB, and you find 
out for the first time what the man has been talking about; 
and after the verb—merely by way of ornament, as far as I 
can make out—the writer shovels in “haben sind gewesen 
gehabt haben geworden sein,” or words to that effect, and 
the monument is finished. I suppose that this closing hurrah 
is in the nature of the flourish to a man’s signature—not 
necessary, but pretty. German books are easy enough to read 
when you hold them before the looking-glass or stand on 
your head—so as to reverse the construction—but I think 
that to learn to read and understand a German newspaper 

THE AWFUL GERMAN LANGUAGE
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is a thing which must always remain an impossibility to a 
foreigner.

Yet even the German books are not entirely free from 
attacks of the Parenthesis distemper—though they are 
usually so mild as to cover only a few lines, and therefore 
when you at last get down to the verb it carries some 
meaning to your mind because you are able to remember a 
good deal of what has gone before. Now here is a sentence 
from a popular and excellent German novel—which a 
slight parenthesis in it. I will make a perfectly literal 
translation, and throw in the parenthesis-marks and some 
hyphens for the assistance of the reader—though in the 
original there are no parenthesis-marks or hyphens, and the 
reader is left to flounder through to the remote verb the best 
way he can:

“But when he, upon the street, the (in-satin-and-silk-covered-
now-very-unconstrained-after-the-newest-fashioned-dressed) 
government counselor’s wife met,” etc., etc.①

That is from The Old Mamselle’s Secret, by Mrs. Marlitt. 
And that sentence is constructed upon the most approved 
German model. You observe how far that verb is from the 
reader’s base of operations; well, in a German newspaper 
they put their verb away over on the next page; and I have 
heard that sometimes after stringing along the exciting 
preliminaries and parentheses for a column or two, they 
get in a hurry and have to go to press without getting to 
the verb at all. Of course, then, the reader is left in a very 
exhausted and ignorant state.

We have the Parenthesis disease in our literature, too; and 
one may see cases of it every day in our books and newspapers: 
but with us it is the mark and sign of an unpracticed writer or 

① Wenn er aber auf der Strasse der in Sammt und Seide gehüllten jetzt sehr 
ungenirt nach der neusten Mode gekleideten Regierungsräthin begegnet.
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a cloudy intellect, whereas with the Germans it is doubtless 
the mark and sign of a practiced pen and of the presence 
of that sort of luminous intellectual fog which stands 
for clearness among these people. For surely it is not 
clearness—it necessarily can’t be clearness. Even a jury 
would have penetration enough to discover that. A writer’s 
ideas must be a good deal confused, a good deal out of line 
and sequence, when he starts out to say that a man met a 
counselor’s wife in the street, and then right in the midst of 
this so simple undertaking halts these approaching people 
and makes them stand still until he jots down an inventory 
of the woman’s dress. That is manifestly absurd. It reminds 
a person of those dentists who secure your instant and 
breathless interest in a tooth by taking a grip on it with the 
forceps, and then stand there and drawl through a tedious 
anecdote before they give the dreaded jerk. Parentheses in 
literature and dentistry are in bad taste.

The Germans have another kind of parenthesis, which 
they make by splitting a verb in two and putting half of it at 
the beginning of an exciting chapter and the other half at the 
end of it. Can any one conceive of anything more confusing 
than that? These things are called “separable verbs.” The 
German grammar is blistered all over with separable verbs; 
and the wider the two portions of one of them are spread 
apart, the better the author of the crime is pleased with his 
performance. A favorite one is reiste ab—which means 
departed. Here is an example which I culled from a novel 
and reduced to English:

“The trunks being now ready, he DE-after kissing his 
mother and sisters, and once more pressing to his bosom 
his adored Gretchen, who, dressed in simple white muslin, 
with a single tuberose in the ample folds of her rich brown 
hair, had tottered feebly down the stairs, still pale from the 
terror and excitement of the past evening, but longing to lay 
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her poor aching head yet once again upon the breast of him 
whom she loved more dearly than life itself, PARTED.” 

However, it is not well to dwell too much on the 
separable verbs. One is sure to lose his temper early; and 
if he sticks to the subject, and will not be warned, it will at 
last either soften his brain or petrify it. Personal pronouns 
and adjectives are a fruitful nuisance in this language, and 
should have been left out. For instance, the same sound, 
sie, means you, and it means she, and it means her, and it 
means it, and it means they, and it means them. Think of the 
ragged poverty of a language which has to make one word 
do the work of six—and a poor little weak thing of only 
three letters at that. But mainly, think of the exasperation 
of never knowing which of these meanings the speaker is 
trying to convey. This explains why, whenever a person 
says sie to me, I generally try to kill him, if a stranger.

Now observe the Adjective. Here was a case where 
simplicity would have been an advantage; therefore, for no 
other reason, the inventor of this language complicated it 
all he could. When we wish to speak of our “good friend 
or friends,” in our enlightened tongue, we stick to the one 
form and have no trouble or hard feeling about it; but with 
the German tongue it is different. When a German gets his 
hands on an adjective, he declines it, and keeps on declining 
it until the common sense is all declined out of it. It is as 
bad as Latin. He says, for instance:

 SINGULAR
   Nominative—Mein guter Freund, my good friend.
   Genitives—Meines guten Freundes, of my good friend.
   Dative—Meinem guten Freund, to my good friend.
   Accusative—Meinen guten Freund, my good friend.
 PLURAL

   N.—Meine guten Freunde, my good friends.
   G.—Meiner guten Freunde, of my good friends.
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   D.—Meinen guten Freunden, to my good friends.
   A.—Meine guten Freunde, my good friends.
Now let the candidate for the asylum try to memorize 

those variations, and see how soon he will be elected. One 
might better go without friends in Germany than take all 
this trouble about them. I have shown what a bother it is 
to decline a good (male) friend; well this is only a third of 
the work, for there is a variety of new distortions of the 
adjective to be learned when the object is feminine, and 
still another when the object is neuter. Now there are more 
adjectives in this language than there are black cats in 
Switzerland, and they must all be as elaborately declined as 
the examples above suggested. Difficult?—troublesome?—
these words cannot describe it. I heard a Californian student 
in Heidelberg say, in one of his calmest moods, that he 
would rather decline two drinks than one German adjective.

The inventor of the language seems to have taken 
pleasure in complicating it in every way he could think of. 
For instance, if one is casually referring to a house, Haus, 
or a horse, Pferd, or a dog, Hund, he spells these words 
as I have indicated; but if he is referring to them in the 
Dative case, he sticks on a foolish and unnecessary e and 
spells them Hause, Pferde, Hunde. So, as an added e often 
signifies the plural, as the s does with us, the new student 
is likely to go on for a month making twins out of a Dative 
dog before he discovers his mistake; and on the other hand, 
many a new student who could ill afford loss, has bought 
and paid for two dogs and only got one of them, because 
he ignorantly bought that dog in the Dative singular when 
he really supposed he was talking plural—which left the 
law on the seller’s side, of course, by the strict rules of 
grammar, and therefore a suit for recovery could not lie.

In German, all the Nouns begin with a capital letter. Now 
that is a good idea; and a good idea, in this language, is 
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necessarily conspicuous from its lonesomeness. I consider 
this capitalizing of nouns a good idea, because by reason of 
it you are almost always able to tell a noun the minute you 
see it. You fall into error occasionally, because you mistake 
the name of a person for the name of a thing, and waste a 
good deal of time trying to dig a meaning out of it. German 
names almost always do mean something, and this helps to 
deceive the student. I translated a passage one day, which 
said that “the infuriated tigress broke loose and utterly 
ate up the unfortunate fir forest” (Tannenwald). When I 
was girding up my loins to doubt this, I found out that 
Tannenwald in this instance was a man’s name.

Every noun has a gender, and there is no sense or system 
in the distribution; so the gender of each must be learned 
separately and by heart. There is no other way. To do this 
one has to have a memory like a memorandum-book. In 
German, a young lady has no sex, while a turnip has. Think 
what overwrought reverence that shows for the turnip, and 
what callous disrespect for the girl. See how it looks in 
print—I translate this from a conversation in one of the best 
of the German Sunday-school books:

“Gretchen.
Wilhelm, where is the turnip?
Wilhelm.
She has gone to the kitchen.
Gretchen.
Where is the accomplished and beautiful English maiden?
Wilhelm.
It has gone to the opera.”
To continue with the German genders: a tree is male, its 

buds are female, its leaves are neuter; horses are sexless, 
dogs are male, cats are female—tomcats included, of 
course; a person’s mouth, neck, bosom, elbows, fingers, 
nails, feet, and body are of the male sex, and his head is 
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male or neuter according to the word selected to signify it, 
and not according to the sex of the individual who wears 
it—for in Germany all the women either male heads or 
sexless ones; a person’s nose, lips, shoulders, breast, hands, 
and toes are of the female sex; and his hair, ears, eyes, chin, 
legs, knees, heart, and conscience haven’t any sex at all. 
The inventor of the language probably got what he knew 
about a conscience from hearsay.

Now, by the above dissection, the reader will see that in 
Germany a man may think he is a man, but when he comes 
to look into the matter closely, he is bound to have his 
doubts; he finds that in sober truth he is a most ridiculous 
mixture; and if he ends by trying to comfort himself with 
the thought that he can at least depend on a third of this 
mess as being manly and masculine, the humiliating second 
thought will quickly remind him that in this respect he is no 
better off than any woman or cow in the land.

In the German it is true that by some oversight of the 
inventor of the language, a Woman is a female; but a Wife 
(Weib) is not—which is unfortunate. A Wife, here, has no 
sex; she is neuter; so, according to the grammar, a fish is 
he, his scales are she, but a fishwife is neither. To describe 
a wife as sexless may be called under-description; that is 
bad enough, but over-description is surely worse. A German 
speaks of an Englishman as the Engländer; to change the 
sex, he adds inn , and that stands for Englishwoman—
Engländerinn. That seems descriptive enough, but still it 
is not exact enough for a German; so he precedes the word 
with that article which indicates that the creature to follow 
is feminine, and writes it down thus: “die Engländerinn,”—
which means “the she-Englishwoman.” I consider that that 
person is over-described.

Well, after the student has learned the sex of a great 
number of nouns, he is still in a difficulty, because he finds 
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it impossible to persuade his tongue to refer to things as 
“he” and “she ,” and “him” and “her ,” which it has been 
always accustomed to refer to it as “it .” When he even 
frames a German sentence in his mind, with the hims and 
hers in the right places, and then works up his courage to 
the utterance-point, it is no use—the moment he begins to 
speak his tongue flies the track and all those labored males 
and females come out as “its.” And even when he is reading 
German to himself, he always calls those things “it,” where 
as he ought to read in this way

TALE OF THE FISHWIFE AND ITS SAD FATE①

It is a bleak Day. Hear the Rain, how he pours, and the 
Hail, how he rattles; and see the Snow, how he drifts along, 
and of the Mud, how deep he is! Ah the poor Fishwife, it is 
stuck fast in the Mire; it has dropped its Basket of Fishes; 
and its Hands have been cut by the Scales as it seized some 
of the falling Creatures; and one Scale has even got into its 
Eye, and it cannot get her out. It opens its Mouth to cry for 
Help; but if any Sound comes out of him, alas he is drowned 
by the raging of the Storm. And now a Tomcat has got 
one of the Fishes and she will surely escape with him. No, 
she bites off a Fin, she holds her in her Mouth—will she 
swallow her? No, the Fishwife’s brave Mother-dog deserts 
his Puppies and rescues the Fin—which he eats, himself, 
as his Reward. O, horror, the Lightning has struck the Fish-
basket; he sets him on Fire; see the Flame, how she licks the 
doomed Utensil with her red and angry Tongue; now she 
attacks the helpless Fishwife’s Foot—she burns him up, all 
but the big Toe, and even she is partly consumed; and still 
she spreads, still she waves her fiery Tongues; she attacks 
the Fishwife’s Leg and destroys it; she attacks its Hand 
and destroys her also; she attacks the Fishwife’s Leg and 

① I capitalize the nouns, in the German (and ancient English) fashion.
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destroys her also; she attacks its Body and consumes him; 
she wreathes herself about its Heart and it  is consumed; 
next about its Breast, and in a Moment she is a Cinder; now 
she reaches its Neck—he goes; now its Chin—it goes; now 
its Nose—she goes. In another Moment, except Help come, 
the Fishwife will be no more. Time presses—is there none 
to succor and save? Yes! Joy, joy, with flying Feet the she-
Englishwoman comes! But alas, the generous she-Female 
is too late: where now is the fated Fishwife? It has ceased 
from its Sufferings, it has gone to a better Land; all that 
is left of it for its loved Ones to lament over, is this poor 
smoldering Ash-heap. Ah, woeful, woeful Ash-heap! Let 
us take him up tenderly, reverently, upon the lowly Shovel, 
and bear him to his long Rest, with the Prayer that when he 
rises again it will be a Realm where he will have one good 
square responsible Sex, and have it all to himself, instead of 
having a mangy lot of assorted Sexes scattered all over him 
in Spots.

There, now, the reader can see for himself that this pronoun 
business is a very awkward thing for the unaccustomed 
tongue. I suppose that in all languages the similarities of 
look and sound between words which have no similarity in 
meaning are a fruitful source of perplexity to the foreigner. 
It is so in our tongue, and it is notably the case in the 
German. Now there is that troublesome word vermählt: to 
me it has so close a resemblance—either real or fancied—to 
three or four other words, that I never know whether it 
means despised, painted, suspected, or married; until I 
look in the dictionary, and then I find it means the latter. 
There are lots of such words and they are a great torment. 
To increase the difficulty there are words which seem to 
resemble each other, and yet do not; but they make just 
as much trouble as if they did. For instance, there is the 
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word vermiethen (to let, to lease, to hire); and the word 
verheirathen (another way of saying to marry). I heard of 
an Englishman who knocked at a man’s door in Heidelberg 
and proposed, in the best German he could command, 
to “verheirathen” that house. Then there are some words 
which mean one thing when you emphasize the first 
syllable, but mean something very different if you throw the 
emphasis on the last syllable. For instance, there is a word 
which means a runaway, or the act of glancing through a 
book, according to the placing of the emphasis; and another 
word which signifies to associate with a man, or to avoid 
him, according to where you put the emphasis—and you 
can generally depend on putting it in the wrong place and 
getting into trouble.

There are some exceedingly useful words in this language. 
Schlag, for example; and Zug. There are three-quarters of 
a column of Schlags in the dictionary, and a column and a 
half of Zugs. The word Schlag means Blow, Stroke, Dash, 
Hit, Shock, Clap, Slap, Time, Bar, Coin, Stamp, Kind, Sort, 
Manner, Way, Apoplexy, Wood-cutting, Enclosure, Field, 
Forest-clearing. This is its simple and exact meaning—that 
is to say, its restricted, its fettered meaning; but there 
are ways by which you can set it free, so that it can soar 
away, as on the wings of the morning, and never be at rest. 
You can hang any word you please to its tail, and make it 
mean anything you want to. You can begin with Schlag-
ader, which means artery, and you can hang on the whole 
dictionary, word by word, clear through the alphabet to 
Schlag-wasser, which means bilge-water—and including 
Schlag-mutter, which means mother-in-law.

Just the same with Zug. Strictly speaking, Zug means 
Pull, Tug, Draught, Procession, March, Progress, Flight, 
Direction, Expedition, Train, Caravan, Passage, Stroke, 
Touch, Line, Flourish, Trait of Character, Feature, 
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Lineament, Chess-move, Organ-stop, Team, Whiff, Bias, 
Drawer, Propensity, Inhalation, Disposition: but that thing 
which it does not mean—when all its legitimate pennants 
have been hung on, has not been discovered yet.

One cannot overestimate the usefulness of Schlag and 
Zug. Armed just with these two, and the word also, what 
cannot the foreigner on German soil accomplish? The 
German word also is the equivalent of the English phrase 
“You know,” and does not mean anything at all—in talk, 
though it sometimes does in print. Every time a German 
opens his mouth an also falls out; and every time he shuts it 
he bites one in two that was trying to get out.

Now, the foreigner, equipped with these three noble 
words, is master of the situation. Let him talk right along, 
fearlessly; let him pour his indifferent German forth, and 
when he lacks for a word, let him heave a Schlag into 
the vacuum; all the chances are that it fits it like a plug, 
but if it doesn’t let him promptly heave a Zug after it; the 
two together can hardly fail to bung the hole; but if, by a 
miracle, they should fail, let him simply say also! and this 
will give him a moment’s chance to think of the needful 
word. In Germany, when you load your conversational gun 
it is always best to throw in a Schlag or two and a Zug or 
two, because it doesn’t make any difference how much 
the rest of the charge may scatter, you are bound to bag 
something with them. Then you blandly say also, and load 
up again. Nothing gives such an air of grace and elegance 
and unconstraint to a German or an English conversation as 
to scatter it full of “Also’s” or “You knows.”

In my note-book I find this entry:
July 1.—In the hospital yesterday, a word of thirteen 

syllables was successfully removed from a patient—a North 
German from near Hamburg; but as most unfortunately 
the surgeons had opened him in the wrong place, under the 
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impression that he contained a panorama, he died. The sad 
event has cast a gloom over the whole community.

That paragraph furnishes a text for a few remarks about one 
of the most curious and notable features of my subject—the 
length of German words. Some German words are so long 
that they have a perspective. Observe these examples:

 Freundschaftsbezeigungen.
 Dilettantenaufdringlichkeiten.
 Stadtverordnetenversammlungen.

These things are not words, they are alphabetical 
processions. And they are not rare; one can open a German 
newspaper at any time and see them marching majestically 
across the page—and if he has any imagination he can see 
the banners and hear the music, too. They impart a martial 
thrill to the meekest subject. I take a great interest in these 
curiosities. Whenever I come across a good one, I stuff it 
and put it in my museum. In this way I have made quite a 
valuable collection. When I get duplicates, I exchange with 
other collectors, and thus increase the variety of my stock. 
Here rare some specimens which I lately bought at an 
auction sale of the effects of a bankrupt bric-a-brac hunter:

 Generalstaatsverordnetenversammlungen.
 Alterthumswissenschaften.
 Kinderbewahrungsanstalten.
 Unabhängigkeitserklärungen.
 Wiedererstellungbestrebungen.
 Waffenstillstandsunterhandlungen.

Of course when one of these grand mountain ranges 
goes stretching across the printed page, it adorns and 
ennobles that literary landscape—but at the same time it 
is a great distress to the new student, for it blocks up his 
way; he cannot crawl under it, or climb over it, or tunnel 
through it. So he resorts to the dictionary for help, but 
there is no help there. The dictionary must draw the line 
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somewhere—so it leaves this sort of words out. And it is 
right, because these long things are hardly legitimate words, 
but are rather combinations of words, and the inventor 
of them ought to have been killed. They are compound 
words with the hyphens left out. The various words 
used in building them are in the dictionary, but in a very 
scattered condition; so you can hunt the materials out, one 
by one, and get at the meaning at last, but it is a tedious 
and harassing business. I have tried this process upon 
some of the above examples. “Freundschaftsbezeigungen” 
seems to be “Friendship demonstrations,” which is only 
a foolish and clumsy way of saying “demonstrations of 
friendship.” “Unabhängigkeitserklärungen” seems to be 
“Independence declarations,” which is no improvement 
upon “Declarations of Independence,” so far as I can see. 
“General staatsverordnetenversammlungen” seems to be 
“General-statesrepresentativesmeetings,” as nearly as I can 
get at it—a mere rhythmical, gushy euphuism for “meetings 
of the legislature,” I judge. We used to have a good deal of 
this sort of crime in our literature, but it has gone out now. 
We used to speak of a things as a “never-to-be-forgotten” 
circumstance, instead of cramping it into the simple and 
sufficient word “memorable” and then going calmly about 
our business as if nothing had happened. In those days we 
were not content to embalm the thing and bury it decently, 
we wanted to build a monument over it.

But in our newspapers the compounding-disease lingers 
a little to the present day, but with the hyphens left out, 
in the German fashion. This is the shape it takes: instead 
of saying “Mr. Simmons, clerk of the county and district 
courts, was in town yesterday,” the new form put it thus: 
“Clerk of the County and District Courts Simmons was in 
town yesterday.” This saves neither time nor ink, and has an 
awkward sound besides. One often sees a remark like this 
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in our papers: “Mrs . Assistant District Attorney Johnson 
returned to her city residence yesterday for the season.” 
That is a case of really unjustifiable compounding; because 
it not only saves no time or trouble, but confers a title on 
Mrs. Johnson which she has no right to. But these little 
instances are trifles indeed, contrasted with the ponderous 
and dismal German system of piling jumbled compounds 
together. I wish to submit the following local item, from a 
Mannheim journal, by way of illustration:

“In the day before yesterday shortly after eleven o’clock 
Night, the in this town standing tavern called ’The Wagoner’ 
was down burnt. When the fire to the on the down burning 
house resting Stork’s Nest reached, flew the parent Storks 
away. But when the by the raging, fire surrounded Nest 
itself caught Fire, straightway plunged the quick returning 
Mother-stork into the Flames and died, her Wings over her 
young ones outspread.”

Even the cumbersome German construction is not able 
to take the pathos out of that picture—indeed, it somehow 
seems to strengthen it. This item is dated away back yonder 
months ago. I could have used it sooner, but I was waiting 
to hear from the Father-stork. I am still waiting.

“Also!” If I had not shown that the German is a difficult 
language, I have at least intended to do so. I have heard of 
an American student who was asked how he was getting 
along with his German, and who answered promptly: “I am 
not getting along at all. I have worked at it hard for three 
level months, and all I have got to show for it is one solitary 
German phrase—‘Zwei Glas’” (two glasses of beer). He 
paused for a moment, reflectively; then added with feeling: 
“But I’ve got that solid!”

And if I have not also shown that German is a harassing 
and infuriating study, my execution has been at fault, and 
not my intent. I heard lately of a worn and sorely tried 
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American student who used to fly to a certain German word 
for relief when he could bear up under his aggravations 
no longer—the only word whose sound was sweet and 
precious to his ear and healing to his lacerated spirit. This 
was the word Damit. It was only the sound that helped him, 
not the meaning;  and so, at last, when he learned that the 
emphasis was not on the first syllable, his only stay and 
support was gone, and he faded away and died.

I think that a description of any loud, stirring, tumultuous 
episode must be tamer in German than in English. Our 
descriptive words of this character have such a deep, strong, 
resonant sound, while their German equivalents do seem 
so thin and mild and energyless. Boom, burst, crash, roar, 
storm, bellow, blow, thunder, explosion; howl, cry, shout, 
yell, groan; battle, hell. These are magnificent words; the 
have a force and magnitude of sound befitting the things 
which they describe. But their German equivalents would 
be ever so nice to sing the children to sleep with, or else 
my awe-inspiring ears were made for display and not for 
superior usefulness in analyzing sounds. Would any man 
want to die in a battle which was called by so tame a term 
as a Schlacht? Or would not a consumptive feel too much 
bundled up, who was about to go out, in a shirt-collar and 
a seal-ring, into a storm which the bird-song word Gewitter 
was employed to describe? And observe the strongest of the 
several German equivalents for explosion—Ausbruch. Our 
word Toothbrush is more powerful than that. It seems to me 
that the Germans could do worse than import it into their 
language to describe particularly tremendous explosions 
with. The German word for hell—Hölle—sounds more like 
helly than anything else; therefore, how necessary chipper, 
frivolous, and unimpressive it is. If a man were told in 
German to go there, could he really rise to thee dignity of 
feeling insulted?
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Having pointed out, in detail, the several vices of this 
language, I now come to the brief and pleasant task of 
pointing out its virtues. The capitalizing of the nouns I 
have already mentioned. But far before this virtue stands 
another—that of spelling a word according to the sound of 
it. After one short lesson in the alphabet, the student can 
tell how any German word is pronounced without having 
to ask; whereas in our language if a student should inquire 
of us, “What does B, O, W, spell?” we should be obliged 
to reply, “Nobody can tell what it spells when you set if off 
by itself; you can only tell by referring to the context and 
finding out what it signifies—whether it is a thing to shoot 
arrows with, or a nod of one’s head, or the forward end of a 
boat.”

There are some German words which are singularly and 
powerfully effective. For instance, those which describe 
lowly, peaceful, and affectionate home life; those which 
deal with love, in any and all forms, from mere kindly 
feeling and honest good will toward the passing stranger, 
clear up to courtship; those which deal with outdoor Nature, 
in its softest and loveliest aspects—with meadows and 
forests, and birds and flowers, the fragrance and sunshine 
of summer, and the moonlight of peaceful winter nights; 
in a word, those which deal with any and all forms of rest, 
repose, and peace; those also which deal with the creatures 
and marvels of fairyland; and lastly and chiefly, in those 
words which express pathos, is the language surpassingly 
rich and affective. There are German songs which can make 
a stranger to the language cry. That shows that the sound of 
the words is correct—it interprets the meanings with truth 
and with exactness; and so the ear is informed, and through 
the ear, the heart.

The Germans do not seem to be afraid to repeat a word 
when it is the right one. they repeat it several times, if they 
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choose. That is wise. But in English, when we have used 
a word a couple of times in a paragraph, we imagine we 
are growing tautological, and so we are weak enough to 
exchange it for some other word which only approximates 
exactness, to escape what we wrongly fancy is a greater 
blemish. Repetition may be bad, but surely inexactness is 
worse.

There are people in the world who will take a great deal 
of trouble to point out the faults in a religion or a language, 
and then go blandly about their business without suggesting 
any remedy. I am not that kind of person. I have shown 
that the German language needs reforming. Very well, I am 
ready to reform it. At least I am ready to make the proper 
suggestions. Such a course as this might be immodest in 
another; but I have devoted upward of nine full weeks, first 
and last, to a careful and critical study of this tongue, and 
thus have acquired a confidence in my ability to reform 
it which no mere superficial culture could have conferred 
upon me.

In the first place, I would leave out the Dative case. It 
confuses the plurals; and, besides, nobody ever knows when 
he is in the Dative case, except he discover it by accident—
and then he does not know when or where it was that he 
got into it, or how long he has been in it, or how he is going 
to get out of it again. The Dative case is but an ornamental 
folly—it is better to discard it.

In the next place, I would move the Verb further up to 
the front. You may load up with ever so good a Verb, but I 
notice that you never really bring down a subject with it at 
the present German range—you only cripple it. So I insist 
that this important part of speech should be brought forward 
to a position where it may be easily seen with the naked 
eye.

THE AWFUL GERMAN LANGUAGE
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Thirdly, I would import some strong words from 
the English tongue—to swear with, and also to use in 
describing all sorts of vigorous things in a vigorous ways.①

Fourthly, I would reorganizes the sexes, and distribute 
them accordingly to the will of the creator. This as a tribute 
of respect, if nothing else.

Fifthly, I would do away with those great long compounded 
words; or require the speaker to deliver them in sections, 
with intermissions for refreshments. To wholly do away 
with them would be best, for ideas are more easily received 
and digested when they come one at a time than when 
they come in bulk. Intellectual food is like any other; it is 
pleasanter and more beneficial to take it with a spoon than 
with a shovel.

Sixthly, I would require a speaker to stop when he is 
done, and not hang a string of those useless “haben sind 
gewesen gehabt haben geworden seins” to the end of his 
oration. This sort of gewgaws undignify a speech, instead of 
adding a grace. They are, therefore, an offense, and should 
be discarded.

Seventhly, I would discard the Parenthesis. Also the 
reparenthesis, the re-reparenthesis, and the re-re-re-re-re-
reparentheses, and likewise the final wide-reaching all-
inclosing king-parenthesis. I would require every individual, 
be he high or low, to unfold a plain straightforward tale, or 

① “Verdammt,” and its variations and enlargements, are words which have 
plenty of meaning, but the sounds are so mild and ineffectual that German 
ladies can use them without sin. German ladies who could not be induced to 
commit a sin by any persuasion or compulsion, promptly rip out one of these 
harmless little words when they tear their dresses or don’t like the soup. It 
sounds about as wicked as our “My gracious.” German ladies are constantly 
saying, “Ach! Gott!” “Mein Gott!” “Gott in Himmel!” “Herr Gott” “Der Herr 
Jesus!” etc. They think our ladies have the same custom, perhaps; for I once 
heard a gentle and lovely old German lady say to a sweet young American 
girl: “The two languages are so alike—how pleasant that is; we say ’Ach! 
Gott!’ you say ’Goddamn.’”
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else coil it and sit on it and hold his peace. Infractions of 
this law should be punishable with death.

And eighthly, and last, I would retain Zug and Schlag, 
with their pendants, and discard the rest of the vocabulary. 
This would simplify the language.

I have now named what I regard as the most necessary 
and important changes. These are perhaps all I could 
be expected to name for nothing; but there are other 
suggestions which I can and will make in case my proposed 
application shall result in my being formally employed by 
the government in the work of reforming the language.

My philological studies have satisfied me that a gifted 
person ought to learn English (barring spelling and 
pronouncing) in thirty hours, French in thirty days, and 
German in thirty years. It seems manifest, then, that the 
latter tongue ought to be trimmed down and repaired. If it 
is to remain as it is, it ought to be gently and reverently set 
aside among the dead languages, for only the dead have 
time to learn it.

A Fourth of July Oration in the German Tongue, 
Delivered at a Banquet of the Anglo-American Club of 
Students by the Author of This Book

Gentlemen: Since I arrived, a month ago, in this old 
wonderland, this vast garden of Germany, my English 
tongue has so often proved a useless piece of baggage 
to me, and so troublesome to carry around, in a country 
where they haven’t the checking system for luggage, that 
I finally set to work, and learned the German language. 
Also! Es freut mich dass dies so ist, denn es muss, in 
ein hauptsächlich degree, höflich sein, dass man auf ein 
occasion like this, sein Rede in die Sprache des Landes 
worin he boards, aussprechen soll. Dafür habe ich, aus 
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reinische Verlegenheit—no, Vergangenheit—no, I mean 
Höflichkeit—aus reinische Höflichkeit habe ich resolved 
to tackle this business in the German language, um Gottes 
willen! Also! Sie müssen so freundlich sein, und verzeih 
mich die interlarding von ein oder zwei Englischer Worte, 
hie und da, denn ich finde dass die deutsche is not a very 
copious language, and so when you’ve really got anything 
to say, you’ve got to draw on a language that can stand the 
strain.

Wenn aber man kann nicht meinem Rede Verstehen, 
so werde ich ihm später dasselbe übersetz, wenn er 
solche Dienst verlangen wollen haben werden sollen sein 
hätte. (I don’t know what “wollen haben werden sollen 
sein hätte” means, but I notice they always put it at the 
end of a German sentence—merely for general literary 
gorgeousness, I suppose.)

This is a great and justly honored day—a day which is 
worthy of the veneration in which it is held by the true 
patriots of all climes and nationalities—a day which offers 
a fruitful theme for thought and speech; und meinem 
Freunde—no, meinen Freunden—meines Freundes—well, 
take your choice, they’re all the same price; I don’t know 
which one is right—also! ich habe gehabt haben worden 
gewesen sein, as Goethe says in his Paradise Lost—ich—
ich—that is to say—ich—but let us change cars.

Also! Die Anblick so viele Grossbrittanischer und 
Amerikanischer hier zusammengetroffen in Bruderliche 
concord, ist zwar a welcome and inspiriting spectacle. And 
what has moved you to it? Can the terse German tongue 
rise to the expression of this impulse? Is it Freundschafts
bezeigungenstadtverordnetenversammlungenfamilieneig
enthümlichkeiten? Nein, o nein! This is a crisp and noble 
word, but it fails to pierce the marrow of the impulse 
which has gathered this friendly meeting and produced 



035

diese Anblick—eine Anblich welche ist gut zu sehen—gut 
für die Augen in a foreign land and a far country—eine 
Anblick solche als in die gewöhnliche Heidelberger 
phrase nennt man ein “schönes Aussicht!” Ja, freilich 
natürlich wahrscheinlich ebensowohl! Also! Die Aussicht 
auf dem Königsstuhl mehr grösser ist, aber geistlische 
sprechend nicht so schön, lob’ Gott! Because sie sind hier 
zusammengetroffen, in Bruderlichem concord, ein grossen 
Tag zu feirn, whose high benefits were not for one land 
and one locality, but have conferred a measure of good 
upon all lands that know liberty today, and love it. Hundert 
Jahre vorüber, waren die Engländer und die Amerikaner 
Feinde; aber heute sind sie herzlichen Freunde, Gott sei 
Dank! May this good-fellowship endure; may these banners 
here blended in amity so remain; may they never any 
more wave over opposing hosts, or be stained with blood 
which was kindred, is kindred, and always will be kindred, 
until a line drawn upon a map shall be able to say: “This 
bars the ancestral blood from flowing in the veins of the 
descendant!”
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BEFORE THE DIET OF WORMS

By Martin Luther

MOST SERENE EMPEROR, AND YOU ILLUSTRIOUS PRINCES 
AND GRACIOUS LORDS:—I this day appear before you in 
all humility, according to your command, and I implore 
your majesty and your august highnesses, by the mercies of 
God, to listen with favor to the defense of a cause which I 
am well assured is just and right. I ask pardon, if by reason 
of my ignorance, I am wanting in the manners that befit a 
court; for I have not been brought up in king’s palaces, but 
in the seclusion of a cloister.

Two questions were yesterday put to me by his imperial 
majesty; the first, whether I was the author of the books 
whose titles were read; the second, whether I wished to 
revoke or defend the doctrine I have taught. I answered the 
first, and I adhere to that answer.

As to the second, I have composed writings on very 
different subjects. In some I have discussed Faith and Good 
Works, in a spirit at once so pure, clear, and Christian, that 
even my adversaries themselves, far from finding anything 
to censure, confess that these writings are profitable, and 
deserve to be perused by devout persons. The pope’s bull, 
violent as it is, acknowledges this. What, then, should I be 
doing if I were now to retract these writings? Wretched 
man! I alone, of all men living, should be abandoning truths 
approved by the unanimous voice of friends and enemies, 
and opposing doctrines that the whole world glories in 
confessing!
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I have composed, secondly, certain works against popery, 
wherein I have attacked such as by false doctrines, irregular 
lives, and scandalous examples, afflict the Christian 
world, and ruin the bodies and souls of men. And is not 
this confirmed by the grief of all who fear God? Is it not 
manifest that the laws and human doctrines of the popes 
entangle, vex, and distress the consciences of the faithful, 
while the crying and endless extortions of Rome engulf the 
property and wealth of Christendom, and more particularly 
of this illustrious nation?

If I were to revoke what I have written on that subject, 
what should I do…. but strengthen this tyranny, and open 
a wider door to so many and flagrant impieties? Bearing 
down all resistance with fresh fury, we should behold 
these proud men swell, foam, and rage more than ever! 
And not merely would the yoke which now weighs down 
Christians be made more grinding by my retractation—it 
would thereby become, so to speak, lawful,—for, by my 
retractation, it would receive confirmation from your most 
serene majesty, and all the States of the Empire. Great God! 
I should thus be like to an infamous cloak, used to hid and 
cover over every kind of malice and tyranny.

In the third and last place, I have written some books 
against private individuals, who had undertaken to defend 
the tyranny of Rome by destroying the faith. I freely confess 
that I may have attacked such persons with more violence 
than was consistent with my profession as an ecclesiastic: 
I do not think of myself as a saint; but neither can I retract 
these books. because I should, by so doing, sanction the 
impieties of my opponents, and they would thence take 
occasion to crush God’s people with still more cruelty.

Yet, as I am a mere man, and not God, I will defend 
myself after the example of Jesus Christ, who said: “If I 
have spoken evil, bear witness against me” (John xviii:23). 
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How much more should I, who am but dust and ashes, and 
so prone to error, desire that every one should bring forward 
what he can against my doctrine.

Therefore, most serene emperor, and you illustrious 
princes, and all, whether high or low, who hear me, I 
implore you by the mercies of God to prove to me by the 
writings of the prophets and apostles that I am in error. As 
soon as I shall be convinced, I will instantly retract all my 
errors, and will myself be the first to seize my writings, and 
commit them to the flames.

What I have just said I think will clearly show that I have 
well considered and weighed the dangers to which I am 
exposing myself; but far from being dismayed by them, I 
rejoice exceedingly to see the Gospel this day, as of old, a 
cause of disturbance and disagreement. It is the character 
and destiny of God’s word. “I came not to send peace unto 
the earth, but a sword,” said Jesus Christ. God is wonderful 
and awful in His counsels. Let us have a care, lest in our 
endeavors to arrest discords, we be bound to fight against 
the holy word of God and bring down upon our heads a 
frightful deluge of inextricable dangers, present disaster, 
and everlasting desolations…. Let us have a care lest the 
reign of the young and noble prince, the Emperor Charles, 
on whom, next to God, we build so many hopes, should not 
only commence, but continue and terminate its course under 
the most fatal auspices. I might cite examples drawn from 
the oracles of God. I might speak of Pharaohs, of kings of 
Babylon, or of Israel, who were never more contributing 
to their own ruin than when, by measures in appearances 
most prudent, they thought to establish their authority! “God 
removeth the mountains and they know not” (Job ix:5).

In speaking thus, I do not suppose that such noble princes 
have need of my poor judgment; but I wish to acquit 
myself of a duty that Germany has a right to expect from 
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her children. And so commending myself to your august 
majesty, and your most serene highnesses, I beseech you in 
all humility, not to permit the hatred of my enemies to rain 
upon me an indignation I have not deserved. 

Since your most serene majesty and your high mightinesses 
require of me a simple, clear and direct answer, I will give 
one, and it is this: I can not submit my faith either to the 
pope or to the council, because it is as clear as noonday 
that they have fallen into error and even into glaring 
inconsistency with themselves. If, then, I am not convinced 
by proof from Holy Scripture, or by cogent reasons, if I 
am not satisfied by the very text I have cited, and if my 
judgment is not in this way brought into subjection to God’s 
word, I neither can nor will retract anything; for it can not 
be right for a Christian to speak against his country. I stand 
here and can say no more. God help me. Amen. 
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CATS

By Robert Lynd

The Champion Cat Show has been held at the Crystal 
Palace, but the champion cat was not there. One could not 
possibly allow him to appear in public. He is for show, but 
not in a cage. He does not compete, because he is above 
competition. You know this as well as I. Probably you 
possess him. I certainly do. That is the supreme test of 
a cat’s excellence—the test of possession. One does not 
say: “You should see Brailsford’s cat” or “You should see 
Adcock’s cat” or “You should see Sharp’s cat,” but “You 
should see our cat.” There is nothing we are more egoistic 
about—not even children—than about cats. I have heard 
a man, for lack of anything better to boast about, boasting 
that his cat eats cheese. In anyone else’s cat it would have 
seemed an inferior habit and only worth mentioning to the 
servant as a warning. But because the cat happens to be his 
cat, this man talks about its vice excitedly among women 
as though it were an accomplishment. It is seldom that we 
hear a cat publicly reproached with guilt by anyone above a 
cook. He is not permitted to steal from our own larder. But 
if he visits the next-door house by stealth and returns over 
the wall with a Dover sole in his jaws, we really cannot 
help laughing. We are a little nervous at first, and our mirth 
is tinged with pity at the thought of the probably elderly 
and dyspeptic gentleman who has had his luncheon filched 
away almost from under his nose. If we were quite sure that 
it was from No. 14, and not from No. 9 or No. 11, that the 
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fish had been stolen, we might—conceivably—call round 
and offer to pay for it. But with a cat one is never quite sure. 
And we cannot call round on all the neighbours and make a 
general announcement that our cat is a thief. In any case the 
next move lies with the wronged neighbour. As day follows 
day, and there is no sign of his irate and murder-bent figure 
advancing up the path, we recover our mental balance and 
begin to see the cat’s exploit in a new light. We do not yet 
extol it on moral grounds, but undoubtedly, the more we 
think of it, the deeper becomes our admiration. Of the two 
great heroes of the Greeks we admire one for his valour 
and one for his cunning. The epic of the cat is the epic of 
Odysseus. The old gentleman with the Dover sole gradually 
assumes the aspect of a Polyphemus outwitted—outwitted 
and humiliated to the point of not even being able to throw 
things after his tormentor. Clever cat! Nobody else’s cat 
could have done such a thing. We should like to celebrate 
the Rape of the Dover Sole in Latin verse.

As for the Achillean sort of prowess, we do not demand 
it of a cat, but we are proud of it when it exists. There is a 
pleasure in seeing strange cats fly at his approach, either in 
single file over the wall or in the scattered aimlessness of a 
bursting bomb. Theoretically, we hate him to fight, but, if 
he does fight and comes home with a torn ear, we have to 
summon up all the resources of our finer nature in order not 
to rejoice on noticing that the cat next door looks as though 
it had been through a railway accident. I am sorry for the 
cat next door. I hate him so, and it must be horrible to be 
hated. But he should not sit on my wall and look at me 
with yellow eyes. If his eyes were any other colour—even 
the blue that is now said to be the mark of the runaway 
husband—I feel certain I could just manage to endure him. 
But they are the sort of yellow eyes that you expect to see 
looking out at you from a hole in the panelling in a novel by 
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Mr Sax Rohmer. The only reason why I am not frightened 
of them is that the cat is so obviously frightened of me. I 
never did him any injury unless to hate is to injure. But he 
lowers his head when I appear as though he expected to 
be guillotined. He does not run away: he merely crouches 
like a guilty thing. Perhaps he remembers how often he has 
stepped delicately over my seed-beds, but not so delicately 
as to leave no mark of ruin among the infant lettuces and 
the less-than-infant autumn-sprouting broccoli. These things 
I could forgive him, but it is not easy to forgive him the 
look in his eyes when he watches a bird at its song. They 
are ablaze with evil. He becomes a sort of Jack the Ripper 
at the opera. People tell us that we should not blame cats for 
this sort of thing—that it is their nature and so forth. They 
even suggest that a cat is no more cruel in eating robin than 
we are cruel ourselves in eating chicken. This seems to 
me to be quibbling. In the first place, there is an immense 
difference between a robin and a chicken. In the second 
place, we are willing to share our chicken with the cat—at 
least, we are willing to share the skin and such of the bones 
as are not required for soup. Besides, a cat has not the 
same need of delicacies as a human being. It can eat, and 
even digest, anything. It can eat the black skin of filleted 
plaice. It can eat the bits of gristle that people leave on the 
side of their plates. It can eat boiled cod. It can eat New 
Zealand mutton. There is no reason why an animal with so 
undiscriminating a palate should demand song-birds for its 
food, when even human beings, who are fairly unscrupulous 
eaters, have agreed in some measure to abstain from them. 
On reflection, however, I doubt if it is his appetite for birds 
that makes the cat with the yellow eyes feel guilty. If you 
were able to talk to him in his own language, and formulate 
your accusations against him as a bird-eater, he would 
probably be merely puzzled and look on you as a crank. If 
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you pursued the argument and compelled him to moralise 
his position, he would, I fancy, explain that the birds were 
very wicked creatures and that their cruelties to the worms 
and the insects were more than flesh and blood could stand. 
He would work himself up into a generous idealisation of 
himself as the guardian of law and order amid the bloody 
strife of the cabbage-patch—the preserver of the balance 
of nature. If cats were as clever as we, they would compile 
an atrocities blue-book about worms. Alas, poor thrush, 
with how bedraggled a reputation you would come through 
such an exposure! With how Hunnish a tread you would 
be depicted treading the lawn, sparing neither age nor sex, 
seizing the infant worm as it puts out its head to take its first 
bewildered peep at the rolling sun! Cats could write sonnets 
on such a theme…. Then there is that other beautiful 
potential poem, The Cry of the Snail…. How tender-hearted 
cats are! Their sympathy seems to be all but universal, 
always on the look out for an object, ready to extend itself 
anywhere where it is needed, except, as is but human, to 
their victims. Yellow eyes or not, I begin to be persuaded 
that the cat next door is a noble fellow. It may well be that 
his look as I pass is a look not of fear but of repulsion. He 
has seen me going out among the worms with a sharp—no, 
not a very sharp—spade, and regards me as no better than 
an ogre. If I could only explain to him! But I shall never 
be able to do so. He could no more appreciate my point of 
view about worms than I can appreciate his about robins. 
Luckily, we both eat chicken. This may ultimately help us 
to understand one another.

On the other hand, part of the fascination of cats may 
be due to the fact that it is so difficult to come to an 
understanding with them. A man talks to a horse or a dog as 
to an equal. To a cat he has to be deferential as though it had 
some Sphinx-like quality that baffled him. He cannot order 
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a cat about with the certainty of being obeyed. He cannot 
be sure that, if he speaks to it, it will even raise its eyes. 
If it is perfectly comfortable, it will not. A cat is obedient 
only when it is hungry or when it takes the fancy. It may 
be a parasite, but it is never a servant. The dog does your 
bidding, but you do the cat’s. At the same time, the contrast 
between the cat and the dog has often been exaggerated by 
dog-lovers. They tell you stories of dogs that remained with 
their dead masters, as though there were no fidelity in cats. 
It was only the other day, however, that the newspapers 
gave an account of a cat that remained with the body of 
its murdered mistress in the most faithful tradition of the 
dogs. I know, again, of cats that will go out for a walk with 
a human fellow-creature, as dogs do. I have frequently 
seen a lady walking across Hampstead Heath with a cat 
in train. When you go for a walk with a dog, however, the 
dog protects you: when you go for a walk with a cat, you 
feel that you are protecting the cat. It is strange that the cat 
should have imposed the myth of its helplessness on us. 
It is an animal with an almost boundless capacity for self-
help. It can jump up walls. It can climb trees. It can run, 
as the proverb says, like “greased lightning.” It is armed 
like an African chief. Yet it has contrived to make itself 
a pampered pet, so that we are alarmed if it attempts to 
follow us out of the gate into a world of dogs, and only feel 
happy when it is purring—rolling on its back and purring as 
we rub its Adam’s apple—by the fireside. There is nothing 
that gives a greater sense of comfort than the purring of a 
cat. It is the most flattering music in nature. One feels, as 
one listens, like a humble lover in a bad novel, who says: 
“You do, then, like me—a little—after all?” The fact that a 
cat is not utterly miserable in our presence always comes 
with the freshness and delight of a surprise. The happiness 
of a crowing baby, newly introduced to us, may be still 
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more flattering, but a cat will get round people who cannot 
tolerate babies.

It is all the more to be wondered at that a cat, which is 
such a master of this conversational sort of music, should 
ever attempt any other. There never was an animal less 
fit to be a singer. Someone—was it Cowper?—has said 
that there are no really ugly voices in nature, and that he 
could imagine that there was something to be said even 
for the donkey’s bray. I should have thought that the 
beautiful voices in nature were few, and that most of them 
could be defended only on the ground of some pleasant 
association. Humanity, at least, has been unanimous in its 
condemnation of the cat as part of nature’s chorus. Poems 
have been written in praise of the corncrake as a singer, 
but never of the cat. All the associations we have with cats 
have not accustomed us to that discordant howl. It converts 
love itself into a torment such as can be found only in the 
pages of a twentieth-century novel. In it we hear the jungle 
decadent—the beast in dissolution, but not yet civilised. 
When it rises at night outside the window, we always 
explain to visitors: “No; that’s not Peter. That’s the cat next 
door with the yellow eyes.” The man who will not defend 
the honour of his cat cannot be trusted to defend anything.

CATS
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CHEESE

By G. K. Chesterton

My forthcoming work in five volumes, “The Neglect 
of Cheese in European Literature” is a work of such 
unprecedented and laborious detail that it is doubtful if 
I shall live to finish it. Some overflowings from such a 
fountain of information may therefore be permitted to 
springle these pages. I cannot yet wholly explain the neglect 
to which I refer. Poets have been mysteriously silent on the 
subject of cheese. Virgil, if I remember right, refers to it 
several times, but with too much Roman restraint. He does 
not let himself go on cheese. The only other poet I can think 
of just now who seems to have had some sensibility on the 
point was the nameless author of the nursery rhyme which 
says: “If all the trees were bread and cheese”—which is, 
indeed a rich and gigantic vision of the higher gluttony. 
If all the trees were bread and cheese there would be 
considerable deforestation in any part of England where I 
was living. Wild and wide woodlands would reel and fade 
before me as rapidly as they ran after Orpheus. Except 
Virgil and this anonymous rhymer, I can recall no verse 
about cheese. Yet it has every quality which we require 
in exalted poetry. It is a short, strong word; it rhymes to 
“breeze” and “seas” (an essential point); that it is emphatic 
in sound is admitted even by the civilization of the modern 
cities. For their citizens, with no apparent intention except 
emphasis, will often say, “Cheese it!” or even “Quite 
the cheese.” The substance itself is imaginative. It is 
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ancient—sometimes in the individual case, always in the 
type and custom. It is simple, being directly derived from 
milk, which is one of the ancestral drinks, not lightly to 
be corrupted with soda-water. You know, I hope (though I 
myself have only just thought of it), that the four rivers of 
Eden were milk, water, wine, and ale. Aerated waters only 
appeared after the Fall.

But cheese has another quality, which is also the very 
soul of song. Once in endeavouring to lecture in several 
places at once, I made an eccentric journey across England, 
a journey of so irregular and even illogical shape that it 
necessitated my having lunch on four successive days in 
four roadside inns in four different counties. In each inn 
they had nothing but bread and cheese; nor can I imagine 
why a man should want more than bread and cheese, if he 
can get enough of it. In each inn the cheese was good; and 
in each inn it was different. There was a noble Wensleydale 
cheese in Yorkshire, a Cheshire cheese in Cheshire, and so 
on. Now, it is just here that true poetic civilization differs 
from that paltry and mechanical civilization which holds 
us all in bondage. Bad customs are universal and rigid, 
like modern militarism. Good customs are universal and 
varied, like native chivalry and self-defence. Both the good 
and bad civilization cover us as with a canopy, and protect 
us from all that is outside. But a good civilization spreads 
over us freely like a tree, varying and yielding because it 
is alive. A bad civilization stands up and sticks out above 
us like an umbrella—artificial, mathematical in shape; not 
merely universal, but uniform. So it is with the contrast 
between the substances that vary and the substances that 
are the same wherever they penetrate. By a wise doom of 
heaven men were commanded to eat cheese, but not the 
same cheese. Being really universal it varies from valley 
to valley. But if, let us say, we compare cheese with soap 

CHEESE
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(that vastly inferior substance), we shall see that soap tends 
more and more to be merely Smith’s Soap or Brown’s Soap, 
sent automatically all over the world. If the Red Indians 
have soap it is Smith’s Soap. If the Grand Lama has soap 
it is Brown’s soap. There is nothing subtly and strangely 
Buddhist, nothing tenderly Tibetan, about his soap. I fancy 
the Grand Lama does not eat cheese (he is not worthy), 
but if he does it is probably a local cheese, having some 
real relation to his life and outlook. Safety matches, tinned 
foods, patent medicines are sent all over the world; but 
they are not produced all over the world. Therefore there is 
in them a mere dead identity, never that soft play of slight 
variation which exists in things produced everywhere out of 
the soil, in the milk of the kine, or the fruits of the orchard. 
You can get a whisky and soda at every outpost of the 
Empire: that is why so many Empire-builders go mad. But 
you are not tasting or touching any environment, as in the 
cider of Devonshire or the grapes of the Rhine. You are not 
approaching Nature in one of her myriad tints of mood, as 
in the holy act of eating cheese.

When I had done my pilgrimage in the four wayside 
public-houses I reached one of the great northern cities, 
and there I proceeded, with great rapidity and complete 
inconsistency, to a large and elaborate restaurant, where 
I knew I could get many other things besides bread and 
cheese. I could get that also, however; or at least I expected 
to get it; but I was sharply reminded that I had entered 
Babylon, and left England behind. The waiter brought me 
cheese, indeed, but cheese cut up into contemptibly small 
pieces; and it is the awful fact that, instead of Christian 
bread, he brought me biscuits. Biscuits—to one who had 
eaten the cheese of four great countrysides! Biscuits—to 
one who had proved anew for himself the sanctity of the 
ancient wedding between cheese and bread! I addressed 
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the waiter in warm and moving terms. I asked him who 
he was that he should put asunder those whom Humanity 
had joined. I asked him if he did not feel, as an artist, that 
a solid but yielding substance like cheese went naturally 
with a solid, yielding substance like bread; to eat it off 
biscuits is like eating it off slates. I asked him if, when he 
said his prayers, he was so supercilious as to pray for his 
daily biscuits. He gave me generally to understand that 
he was only obeying a custom of Modern Society. I have 
therefore resolved to raise my voice, not against the waiter, 
but against Modern Society, for this huge and unparalleled 
modern wrong.

CHEESE
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DARWIN’S VOYAGE OF THE BEAGLE

By Professor George Howard Parker

HAD Charles Darwin never published more than “The 
Voyage of the Beagle,” his reputation as a naturalist of 
the first rank would have been fully assured. Even before 
the close of that eventful circumnavigation of the globe, 
the English geologist Sedgwick, who had probably seen 
some of the letters sent by the young naturalist to friends in 
England, predicted to Dr. Darwin, Charles Darwin’s father, 
that his son would take a place among the leading scientific 
men of the day. As it afterward proved, the voyage of the 
Beagle was the foundation stone on which rested that 
monument of work and industry which, as a matter of fact, 
made Charles Darwin one of the distinguished scientists not 
only of his generation but of all time.

The conventional school and university training had very 
little attraction for Darwin. From boyhood his real interests 
were to be found in collecting natural objects; minerals, 
plants, insects, and birds were the materials that excited 
his mind to full activity. But it was not till his Cambridge 
days, when he was supposedly studying for the clergy, that 
the encouragement of Henslow changed this pastime into a 
serious occupation.

THE OCCASION OF THE VOYAGE
About 1831 the British Admiralty decided to fit out the 

Beagle, a ten-gun brig, to complete the survey of Patagonia 
and Tierra del Fuego begun some years before, to survey the 
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shores of Chili, Peru, and some of the islands of the Pacific, 
and to carry a chain of chronometrical measurements 
round the world. It seemed important to all concerned 
that a naturalist should accompany this expedition; and 
Captain Fitz-Roy, through the mediation of Professor 
Henslow, eventually induced Charles Darwin to become his 
cabin companion and naturalist for the voyage. Henslow 
recommended Darwin not as a finished naturalist but as 
one amply qualified for collecting, observing, and noting 
anything worthy to be noted in natural history.

The Beagle, after two unsuccessful attempts to get away, 
finally set sail from Devonport, England, December 27, 
1831; and, after a cruise of almost five years, she returned 
to Falmouth, England, October 2, 1836. Her course had lain 
across the Atlantic to the Brazilian coast, thence southward 
along the east coast of South America to Tierra del Fuego, 
whence she turned northward skirting the seaboard of Chili 
and Peru. Near the equator a westerly course was taken 
and she then crossed the Pacific to Australia whence she 
traversed the Indian Ocean, and, rounding the Cape of Good 
Hope, headed across the South Atlantic for Brazil. Here she 
completed the circumnavigation of the globe and, picking 
up her former course, she retraced her way to England.

When Darwin left England on the Beagle, he was twenty-
two years old. The five-year voyage, therefore, occupied 
in his life the period of maturing manhood. What it was to 
mean to him he only partly saw. Before leaving England he 
declared that the day of sailing would mark the beginning 
of his second life, a new birthday to him. All through his 
boyhood he had dreamed of seeing the tropics; and now 
his dream was to be realized. His letters and his account 
of the voyage are full of the exuberance of youth. To his 
friend Fox he wrote from Brazil: “My mind has been, 
since leaving England, in a perfect hurricane of delight 

DARWIN S VOYAGE OF THE BEAGLE
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and astonishment.” To Henslow he sent word from Rio as 
follows: “Here I first saw a tropical forest in all its sublime 
grandeur—nothing but the reality can give you any idea 
how wonderful, how magnificent the scene is.” And to 
another correspondent he wrote: “When I first entered 
on and beheld the luxuriant vegetation of Brazil, it was 
realizing the visions in the ‘Arabian Nights.’ The brilliancy 
of the scenery throws one into a delirium of delight, and 
a beetle hunter is not likely soon to awaken from it when, 
whichever way he turns, fresh treasures meet his eye.” Such 
expressions could spring only from the enthusiasm of the 
born naturalist.

THE TRAINING OF A NATURALIST
But the voyage of the Beagle meant more to Darwin 

than the mere opportunity to see the world; it trained him 
to be a naturalist. During his five years at sea he learned to 
work, and to work under conditions that were often almost 
intolerable. The Beagle was small and cramped, and the 
collections of a naturalist were not always easily cared for. 
The first lieutenant, who is described by Darwin in terms of 
the highest admiration, was responsible for the appearance 
of the ship, and strongly objected to having such a litter on 
deck as Darwin often made. To this man specimens were 
“d—d beastly devilment,” and he is said to have added, “If 
I were skipper, I would soon have you and all your d—d 
mess out of the place.” Darwin is quoted as saying that the 
absolute necessity of tidiness in the cramped space of the 
Beagle gave him his methodical habits of work. On the 
Beagle, too, he learned what he considered the golden rule 
for saving time, i. e., take care of the minutes, a rule that 
gives significance to an expression he has somewhere used, 
that all life is made of a succession of five-minute periods.

Darwin, however, not only learned on the Beagle how 
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to work against time and under conditions of material 
inconvenience, but he also acquired the habit of carrying 
on his occupations under considerable physical discomfort. 
Although he was probably not seriously ill after the first 
three weeks of the voyage, he was constantly uncomfortable 
when the vessel pitched at all heavily, and his sensitiveness 
to this trouble is well shown in a letter dated June 3, 1836, 
from the Cape of Good Hope, in which he said: “It is lucky 
for me that the voyage is drawing to a close, for I positively 
suffer more from seasickness now than three years ago.” 
Yet he always kept busily at work, and notwithstanding the 
more or less continuous nature of this discomfort, he was 
not inclined to attribute the digestive disturbances of his 
later life to these early experiences.

The return voyage found his spirits somewhat subdued. 
Writing to his sister from Bahia in Brazil where the 
Beagle crossed her outward course, he said: “It has been 
almost painful to find how much good enthusiasm has been 
evaporated in the last four years. I can now walk soberly 
through a Brazilian forest.” Yet years after in rehearsing 
the voyage in his autobiography he declared: “The glories 
of the vegetation of the Tropics rise before my mind at the 
present time more vividly than anything else.”

PRACTICAL RESULTS OF THE VOYAGE
Darwin’s opinion of the value of the voyage to him can 

scarcely be expressed better than in his own words. In his 
later years he wrote: “The voyage of the Beagle has been by 
far the most important event of my life,” and again: “I have 
always felt that I owe to the voyage the first real training 
or education of my mind; I was led to attend closely to 
several branches of natural history, and thus my powers of 
observation were improved, though they were always fairly 
developed.” And finally in a letter to Captain Fitz-Roy 
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he said: “However others may look back on the Beagle’s 
voyage, now that the small disagreeable parts are well nigh 
forgotten, I think it far the most fortunate circumstance in 
my life that the chance afforded by your offer of taking 
a naturalist fell on me. I often have the most vivid and 
delightful pictures of what I saw on board the Beagle pass 
before my eyes. These recollections, and what I learned on 
natural history, I would not exchange for twice ten thousand 
a year.”

But the voyage of the Beagle was not only training for 
Darwin, it was the means of gathering together a large 
and valuable collection of specimens that kept naturalists 
busy for some years to come, and added greatly to our 
knowledge of these distant lands and seas. In the work of 
arranging and describing these collections, Darwin was 
finally obliged to take an active part himself, for, to quote 
from his “Life and Letters,” it seemed “only gradually to 
have occurred to him that he would ever be more than a 
collector of specimens and facts, of which the great men 
were to make use. And even of the value of his collections 
he seems to have had much doubt, for he wrote to Henslow 
in 1834: ‘I really began to think that my collections were 
so poor that you were puzzled what to say; the case is now 
quite on the opposite tack, for you are guilty of exciting all 
my vain feelings to a most comfortable pitch; if hard work 
will atone for these thoughts I vow it shall not be spared.”’ 
Thus the collections made on theBeagle served to confirm 
Darwin in the occupation of a naturalist and brought him 
into contact with many of the working scientists of his day.

SPECULATIVE RESULTS OF THE VOYAGE
Darwin, however, not only brought back, as a result of 

his work on the Beagle, large collections of interesting 
specimens, but he came home with a mind richly stored 
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with new ideas, and one of these he put into shape so 
rapidly that it forms no small part of “The Voyage of the 
Beagle.” During much of the latter part of the journey he 
was occupied with a study of coral islands and his theory 
of the method of formation of these remarkable deposits 
was the first to gain general acceptance in the scientific 
world. In fact, his views gained so firm a foothold that they 
are to-day more generally accepted than those of any other 
naturalist. But coral islands were not the only objects of his 
speculations. Without doubt he spent much time reflecting 
on that problem of problems, the origin of species, for, 
though there is not much reference to this subject either in 
the “Voyage” itself or in his letters of that period, he states 
in his autobiography that in July, 1837, less than a year after 
his return, he opened his first notebook for facts in relation 
to the origin of species about which, as he remarks, he had 
long reflected. Thus the years spent on theBeagle were 
years rich in speculation as well as in observation and field 
work.

Doubtless the direct results of the voyage of the Beagle 
were acceptable to the British Admiralty and justified in 
their eyes the necessary expenditure of money and energy. 
But the great accomplishment of that voyage was not the 
charting of distant shore lines nor the carrying of a chain of 
chronometrical measurements round the world; it was the 
training and education of Charles Darwin as a naturalist, 
and no greater tribute can be paid to the voyage than 
what Darwin himself has said: “I feel sure that it was this 
training which has enabled me to do whatever I have done 
in science.”

DARWIN S VOYAGE OF THE BEAGLE
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THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE
OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA

By Thomas Jefferson

IN CONGRESS, July 4, 1776

The unanimous Declaration of the thirteen united States 
of America

When in the Course of human events, it becomes 
necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands 
which have connected them with another, and to assume, 
among the Powers of the earth, the separate and equal 
station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature’s God 
entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind 
requires that they should declare the causes which impel 
them to the separation.

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are 
created equal, that they are endowed by their Creator with 
certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, 
Liberty, and the pursuit of Happiness. That to secure these 
rights, Governments are instituted among Men, deriving 
their just powers from the consent of the governed, That 
whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive 
of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to 
abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its 
foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in 
such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect their 
Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that 
Governments long established should not be changed for 
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light and transient causes; and accordingly all experience 
hath shown, that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while 
evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing 
the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long 
train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the 
same Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute 
Despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off such 
Government, and to provide new Guards for their future 
security. —Such has been the patient sufferance of these 
Colonies; and such is now the necessity which constrains 
them to alter their former Systems of Government. The 
history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of 
repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object 
the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over these States. 
To prove this, let Facts be submitted to a candid world.

He has refused his Assent to Laws, the most wholesome 
and necessary for the public good.

He has forbidden his Governors to pass Laws of immediate 
and pressing importance, unless suspended in their operation 
till his Assent should be obtained; and when so suspended, 
he has utterly neglected to attend to them.

He has refused to pass other Laws for the accommodation 
of large districts of people, unless those people would 
relinquish the right of Representation in the Legislature, a 
right inestimable to them and formidable to tyrants only.

He has called together legislative bodies at places 
unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the depository of 
their Public Records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them 
into compliance with his measures.

He has dissolved Representative Houses repeatedly, for 
opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the rights of 
the people.

He has refused for a long time, after such dissolutions, to 
cause others to be elected; whereby the Legislative Powers, 

THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
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incapable of Annihilation, have returned to the People at 
large for their exercise; the State remaining in the mean 
time exposed to all the dangers of invasion from without, 
and convulsions within.

He has endeavoured to prevent the population of these 
States; for that purpose obstructing the Laws of Naturalization 
of Foreigners; refusing to pass others to encourage their 
migration hither, and raising the conditions of new 
Appropriations of Lands.

He has obstructed the Administration of Justice, by 
refusing his Assent to Laws for establishing Judiciary 
Powers.

He has made judges dependent on his Will alone, for the 
tenure of their offices, and the amount and payment of their 
salaries.

He has erected a multitude of New Offices, and sent 
hither swarms of Officers to harass our People, and eat out 
their substance.

He has kept among us, in times of peace, Standing Armies 
without the Consent of our legislatures.

He has affected to render the Military independent of and 
superior to the Civil Power.

He has combined with others to subject us to a jurisdiction 
foreign to our constitution, and unacknowledged by 
our laws; giving his Assent to their Acts of pretended 
legislation:

For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us:
For protecting them, by a mock Trial, from Punishment 

for any Murders which they should commit on the 
Inhabitants of these States:

For cutting off our Trade with all parts of the world:
For imposing taxes on us without our Consent:
For depriving us, in many cases, of the benefits of Trial by 

Jury:
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For transporting us beyond Seas to be tried for pretended 
offences:

For abolishing the free System of English Laws in a 
neighbouring Province, establishing therein an Arbitrary 
government, and enlarging its Boundaries so as to render 
it at once an example and fit instrument for introducing the 
same absolute rule into these Colonies:

For taking away our Charters, abolishing our most 
valuable Laws, and altering fundamentally the Forms of our 
Governments:

For suspending our own Legislatures, and declaring 
themselves invested with Power to legislate for us in all 
cases whatsoever.

He has abdicated Government here, by declaring us out 
of his Protection and waging War against us.

He has plundered our seas, ravaged our Coasts, burnt our 
towns, and destroyed the lives of our people.

He is at this time transporting large armies of foreign 
mercenaries to compleat the works of death, desolation and 
tyranny, already begun with circumstances of Cruelty & 
perfidy scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and 
totally unworthy of the Head of a civilized nation.

He has constrained our fellow Citizens taken Captive on 
the high Seas to bear Arms against their Country, to become 
the executioners of their friends and Brethren, or to fall 
themselves by their Hands.

He has excited domestic insurrections amongst us, and 
has endeavoured to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers, 
the merciless Indian Savages, whose known rule of warfare, 
is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes and 
conditions.

In every stage of these Oppressions We have Petitioned 
for Redress in the most humble terms: Our repeated 
Petitions have been answered only by repeated injury. A 
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Prince, whose character is thus marked by every act which 
may define a Tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a free People.

Nor have We been wanting in attention to our Brittish 
brethren. We have warned them from time to time of attempts 
by their legislature to extend an unwarrantable jurisdiction 
over us. We have reminded them of the circumstances of 
our emigration and settlement here. We have appealed to 
their native justice and magnanimity, and we have conjured 
them by the ties of our common kindred to disavow 
these usurpations, which would inevitably interrupt our 
connections and correspondence. They too have been deaf to 
the voice of justice and of consanguinity. We must, therefore, 
acquiesce in the necessity, which denounces our Separation, 
and hold them, as we hold the rest of mankind, Enemies in 
War, in Peace Friends.

We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States 
of America, in General Congress, Assembled, appealing 
to the Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our 
intentions, do, in the Name, and by the Authority of the good 
People of these Colonies, solemnly publish and declare, 
That these United Colonies are, and of Right ought to be 
Free and Independent States; that they are Absolved from 
all Allegiance to the British Crown, and that all political 
connection between them and the State of Great Britain, 
is and ought to be totally dissolved; and that as Free and 
Independent States, they have full Power to levy War, 
conclude Peace, contract Alliances, establish Commerce, 
and to do all other Acts and Things which Independent 
States may of right do. And for the support of this 
Declaration, with a firm reliance on the Protection of Divine 
Providence, we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, 
our Fortunes and our sacred Honor.
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THE DIFFERENT DEGREES OF
ENJOYMENT PRESENTED BY

THE CONTEMPLATION OF NATURE

By Alexander von Humboldt

In reflecting upon the different degrees of enjoyment 
presented to us in the contemplation of nature, we find 
that the first place must be assigned to a sensation, which 
is wholly independent of an intimate acquaintance with 
the physical phenomena presented to our view, or of the 
peculiar character of the region surrounding us. In the 
uniform plain bounded only by a distant horizon, where the 
lowly heather, the cistus, or waving grasses, deck the soil; 
on the ocean shore, where the waves, softly rippling over 
the beach, leave a track, green with the weeds of the sea; 
every where, the mind is penetrated by the same sense of 
the grandeur and vast expanse of nature, revealing to the 
soul, by a mysterious inspiration, the existence of laws that 
regulate the forces of the universe. Mere communion with 
nature, mere contact with the free air, exercise a soothing 
yet strengthening influence on the wearied spirit, calm 
the storm of passion, and soften the heart when shaken by 
sorrow to its inmost depths. Every where, in every region 
of the globe, in every stage of intellectual culture, the same 
sources of enjoyment are alike vouchsafed to man. The 
earnest and solemn thoughts awakened by a communion 
with nature intuitively arise from a presentiment of the 
order and harmony pervading the whole universe, and from 
the contrast we draw between the narrow limits of our own 
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existence and the image of infinity revealed on every side, 
whether we look upward to the starry vault of heaven, scan 
the far-stretching plain before us, or seek to trace the dim 
horizon across the vast expanse of ocean.

The contemplation of the individual characteristics of 
the landscape, and of the conformation of the land in any 
definite region of the earth, gives rise to a different source 
of enjoyment, awakening impressions that are more vivid, 
better defined, and more congenial to certain phases of 
the mind, than those of which we have already spoken. At 
one time the heart is stirred by a sense of the grandeur of 
the face of nature, by the strife of the elements, or, as in 
Northern Asia by the aspect of the dreary barrenness of the 
far-stretching steppes; at another time, softer emotions are 
excited by the contemplation of rich harvests wrested by the 
hand of man from the wild fertility of nature, or by the sight 
of human habitations raised beside some wild and foaming 
torrent. Here I regard less the degree of intensity than the 
difference existing in the various sensations that derive their 
charm and permanence from the peculiar character of the 
scene.

If I might be allowed to abandon myself to the recollections 
of my own distant travels, I would instance, among the most 
striking scenes of nature, the calm sublimity of a tropical 
night, when the stars, not sparkling, as in our northern skies, 
shed their soft and planetary light over the gently-heaving 
ocean; or I would recall the deep valleys of the Cordilleras, 
where the tall and slender palms pierce the leafy vail 
around them, and waving on high their feathery and arrow-
like branches for, as it were, “a forest above a forest;”① 
or I would describe the summit of the Peak of Teneriffe, 

① This expression is taken from a beautiful description of tropical forest 
scenery in ‘Paul and Virginia’, by Bernardia de Saint Pierre.
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when a horizontal layer of clouds, dazzling in whiteness, 
has separated the cone of cinders from the plain below, and 
suddenly the ascending current pierces the cloudy vail, so 
that the eye of the traveler may range from the brink of the 
crater, along the vine-clad slopes of Orotava, to the orange 
gardens and banana groves that skirt the shore. In scenes 
like these, it is not the peaceful charm uniformly spread 
over the face of nature that moves the heart, but rather 
the peculiar physiognomy and conformation of the land, 
the features of the landscape, the ever varying outline of 
the clouds, and their blending with the horizon of the sea, 
whether it lies spread before us like a smooth and shining 
mirror, or is dimly seen through the morning mist. All that 
the senses can but imperfectly comprehend, all that is most 
awful in such romantic scenes of nature, may become a 
source of enjoyment to man, by opening a wide field to the 
creative powers of his imagination. Impressions change 
with the varying movements of the mind, and we are led by 
a happy illusion to believe that we receive from the external 
world that with which we have ourselves invested it.

THE DIFFERENT DEGREES OF ENJOYMENT PRESENTED BY THE CONTEMPLATION OF NATURE
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DREAM-CHILDREN

A REVERIE

By Charles Lamb

Children love to listen to stories about their elders, when 
they were children; to stretch their imagination to the 
conception of a traditionary great-uncle, or grandame, 
whom they never saw. It was in this spirit that my little ones 
crept about me the other evening to hear about their great-
grandmother Field, who lived in a great house in Norfolk (a 
hundred times bigger than that in which they and papa 
lived) which had been the scene—so at least it was 
generally believed in that part of the country—of the tragic 
incidents which they had lately become familiar with from 
the ballad of the Children in the Wood. Certain it is that the 
whole story of the children and their cruel uncle was to be 
seen fairly carved out in wood upon the chimney-piece of 
the great hall, the whole story down to the Robin 
Redbreasts, till a foolish rich person pulled it down to set 
up a marble one of modern invention in its stead, with no 
story upon it. Here Alice put out one of her dear mother’s 
looks, too tender to be called upbraiding. Then I went on to 
say, how religious and how good their great-grandmother 
Field was, how beloved and respected by every body, 
though she was not indeed the mistress of this great house, 
but had only the charge of it (and yet in some respects she 
might be said to be the mistress of it too) committed to her 
by the owner, who preferred living in a newer and more 



065

fashionable mansion which he had purchased somewhere in 
the adjoining county; but still she lived in it in a manner as 
if it had been her own, and kept up the dignity of the great 
house in a sort while she lived, which afterwards came to 
decay, and was nearly pulled down, and all its old 
ornaments stripped and carried away to the owner’s other 
house, where they were set up, and looked as awkward as if 
some one were to carry away the old tombs they had seen 
lately at the Abbey, and stick them up in Lady C.’s tawdry 
gilt drawing-room. Here John smiled, as much as to say, 
“that would be foolish indeed.” And then I told how, when 
she came to die, her funeral was attended by a concourse of 
a l l  the  poor,  and some of  the gentry too,  of  the 
neighbourhood for many miles round, to show their respect 
for her memory, because she had been such a good and 
religious woman; so good indeed that she knew all the 
Psaltery by heart, ay, and a great part of the Testament 
besides. Here little Alice spread her hands. Then I told what 
a tall, upright, graceful person their great-grandmother Field 
once was; and how in her youth she was esteemed the best 
dancer—here Alice’s little right foot played an involuntary 
movement, till, upon my looking grave, it desisted—the 
best dancer, I was saying, in the county, till a cruel disease, 
called a cancer, came, and bowed her down with pain; but it 
could never bend her good spirits, or make them stoop, but 
they were still upright, because she was so good and 
religious. Then I told how she was used to sleep by herself 
in a lone chamber of the great lone house; and how she 
believed that an apparition of two infants was to be seen at 
midnight gliding up and down the great staircase near 
where she slept, but she said, “those innocents would do her 
no harm;” and how frightened I used to be, though in those 
days I had my maid to sleep with me, because I was never 
half so good or religious as she—and yet I never saw the 
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infants. Here John expanded all his eye-brows and tried to 
look courageous. Then I told how good she was to all her 
grand-children, having us to the great-house in the 
holydays, where I in particular used to spend many hours 
by myself, in gazing upon the old busts of the Twelve 
Cæsars, that had been Emperors of Rome, till the old 
marble heads would seem to live again, or I to be turned 
into marble with them; how I never could be tired with 
roaming about that huge mansion, with its vast empty 
rooms, with their worn-out hangings, fluttering tapestry, and 
carved oaken pannels, with the gilding almost rubbed out—
sometimes in the spacious old-fashioned gardens, which I 
had almost to myself, unless when now and then a solitary 
gardening man would cross me—and how the nectarines 
and peaches hung upon the walls, without my ever offering 
to pluck them, because they were forbidden fruit, unless 
now and then,—and because I had more pleasure in 
strolling about among the old melancholy-looking yew 
trees, or the firs, and picking up the red berries, and the fir 
apples, which were good for nothing but to look at—or in 
lying about upon the fresh grass, with all the fine garden 
smells around me—or basking in the orangery, till I could 
almost fancy myself ripening too along with the oranges 
and the limes in that grateful warmth—or in watching the 
dace that darted to and fro in the fish-pond, at the bottom of 
the garden, with here and there a great sulky pike hanging 
midway down the water in silent state, as if it mocked at 
their impertinent friskings, —I had more pleasure in these 
busy-idle diversions than in all the sweet flavours of 
peaches, nectarines, oranges, and such like common baits of 
children. Here John slyly deposited back upon the plate a 
bunch of grapes, which, not unobserved by Alice, he had 
meditated dividing with her, and both seemed willing to 
relinquish them for the present as irrelevant. Then in 
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somewhat a more heightened tone, I told how, though their 
great-grandmother Field loved all her grand-children, yet in 
an especial manner she might be said to love their uncle, 
John L—, because he was so handsome and spirited a 
youth, and a king to the rest of us; and, instead of moping 
about in solitary corners, like some of us, he would mount 
the most mettlesome horse he could get, when but an imp 
no bigger than themselves, and make it carry him half over 
the county in a morning, and join the hunters when there 
were any out—and yet he loved the old great house and 
gardens too, but had too much spirit to be always pent up 
within their boundaries—and how their uncle grew up to 
man’s estate as brave as he was handsome, to the admiration 
of every body, but of their great-grandmother Field most 
especially; and how he used to carry me upon his back 
when I was a lame-footed boy—for he was a good bit older 
than me—many a mile when I could not walk for pain;—
and how in after life he became lame-footed too, and I did 
not always (I fear) make allowances enough for him when 
he was impatient, and in pain, nor remember sufficiently 
how considerate he had been to me when I was lame-
footed; and how when he died, though he had not been dead 
an hour, it seemed as if he had died a great while ago, such 
a distance there is betwixt life and death; and how I bore his 
death as I thought pretty well at first, but afterwards it 
haunted and haunted me; and though I did not cry or take it 
to heart as some do, and as I think he would have done if I 
had died, yet I missed him all day long, and knew not till 
then how much I had loved him. I missed his kindness, and 
I missed his crossness, and wished him to be alive again, to 
be quarrelling with him (for we quarreled sometimes), 
rather than not have him again, and was as uneasy without 
him, as he their poor uncle must have been when the doctor 
took off his limb. Here the children fell a crying, and asked 

DREAM-CHILDREN



068 CLASSIC ESSAYS

if their little mourning which they had on was not for uncle 
John, and they looked up, and prayed me not to go on about 
their uncle, but to tell them some stories about their pretty 
dead mother. Then I told how for seven long years, in hope 
sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet persisting ever, I 
courted the fair Alice W—n; and, as much as children could 
understand, I explained to them what coyness, and 
difficulty, and denial meant in maidens—when suddenly, 
turning to Alice, the soul of the first Alice looked out at her 
eyes with such a reality of re-presentment, that I became in 
doubt which of them stood there before me, or whose that 
bright hair was; and while I stood gazing, both the children 
gradually grew fainter to my view, receding, and still 
receding till nothing at last but two mournful features were 
seen in the uttermost distance, which, without speech, 
strangely impressed upon me the effects of speech; “We are 
not of Alice, nor of thee, nor are we children at all. The 
children of Alice called Bartrum father. We are nothing; less 
than nothing, and dreams. We are only what might have 
been, and must wait upon the tedious shores of Lethe 
millions of ages before we have existence, and a name”—
and immediately awaking, I found myself quietly seated in 
my bachelor arm-chair, where I had fallen asleep, with the 
faithful Bridget unchanged by my side—but John L. (or 
James Elia) was gone for ever.
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THE EMANCIPATION PROCLAMATION

By Abraham Lincoln

A PROCLAMATION
Whereas on the 22nd day of September, A.D. 1862, a 

proclamation was issued by the President of the United 
States, containing, among other things, the following, to 
wit:

“That on the 1st day of January, A.D. 1863, all persons 
held as slaves within any State or designated part of a State 
the people whereof shall then be in rebellion against the 
United States shall be then, thenceforward, and forever 
free; and the executive government of the United States, 
including the military and naval authority thereof, will 
recognize and maintain the freedom of such persons and 
will do no act or acts to repress such persons, or any of 
them, in any efforts they may make for their actual freedom.

“That the executive will on the 1st day of January 
aforesaid, by proclamation, designate the States and parts 
of States, if any, in which the people thereof, respectively, 
shall then be in rebellion against the United States; and the 
fact that any State or the people thereof shall on that day 
be in good faith represented in the Congress of the United 
States by members chosen thereto at elections wherein a 
majority of the qualified voters of such States shall have 
participated shall, in the absence of strong countervailing 
testimony, be deemed conclusive evidence that such State 
and the people thereof are not then in rebellion against the 
United States.”
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Now, therefore, I, Abraham Lincoln, President of the 
United States, by virtue of the power in me vested as 
Commander-In-Chief of the Army and Navy of the United 
States in time of actual armed rebellion against the authority 
and government of the United States, and as a fit and 
necessary war measure for supressing said rebellion, do, on 
this 1st day of January, A.D. 1863, and in accordance with 
my purpose so to do, publicly proclaimed for the full period 
of one hundred days from the first day above mentioned, 
order and designate as the States and parts of States wherein 
the people thereof, respectively, are this day in rebellion 
against the United States the following, to wit:

Arkansas, Texas, Louisiana (except the parishes of St. 
Bernard, Palquemines, Jefferson, St. John, St. Charles, St. 
James, Ascension, Assumption, Terrebone, Lafourche, St. 
Mary, St. Martin, and Orleans, including the city of New 
Orleans), Mississippi, Alabama, Florida, Georgia, South 
Carolina, North Carolina, and Virginia (except the forty-eight 
counties designated as West Virginia, and also the counties 
of Berkeley, Accomac, Morthhampton, Elizabeth City, York, 
Princess Anne, and Norfolk, including the cities of Norfolk 
and Portsmouth), and which excepted parts are for the 
present left precisely as if this proclamation were not issued.

And by virtue of the power and for the purpose aforesaid, 
I do order and declare that all persons held as slaves 
within said designated States and parts of States are, 
and henceforward shall be, free; and that the Executive 
Government of the United States, including the military and 
naval authorities thereof, will recognize and maintain the 
freedom of said persons.

And I hereby enjoin upon the people so declared to be 
free to abstain from all violence, unless in necessary self-
defence; and I recommend to them that, in all case when 
allowed, they labor faithfully for reasonable wages.
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And I further declare and make known that such persons 
of suitable condition will be received into the armed service 
of the United States to garrison forts, positions, stations, 
and other places, and to man vessels of all sorts in said 
service.

And upon this act, sincerely believed to be an act of justice, 
warranted by the Constitution upon military necessity, 
I invoke the considerate judgment of mankind and the 
gracious favor of Almighty God.

THE EMANCIPATION PROCLAMATION
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A FREE MAN’S WORSHIP

By Bertrand Russell

TO Dr. Faustus in his study Mephistopheles told the 
history of the Creation, saying:

“The endless praises of the choirs of angels had begun 
to grow wearisome; for, after all, did he not deserve their 
praise? Had he not given them endless joy? Would it not be 
more amusing to obtain undeserved praise, to be worshiped 
by beings whom he tortured? He smiled inwardly, and 
resolved that the great drama should be performed.

“For countless ages the hot nebula whirled aimlessly 
through space. At length it began to take shape, the central 
mass threw off planets, the planets cooled, boiling seas and 
burning mountains heaved and tossed, from black masses of 
cloud hot sheets of rain deluged the barely solid crust. And 
now the first germ of life grew in the depths of the ocean, 
and developed rapidly in the fructifying warmth into vast 
forest trees, huge ferns springing from the damp mould, 
sea monsters breeding, fighting, devouring, and passing 
away. And from the monsters, as the play unfolded itself, 
Man was born, with the power of thought, the knowledge 
of good and evil, and the cruel thirst for worship. And Man 
saw that all is passing in this mad, monstrous world, that 
all is struggling to snatch, at any cost, a few brief moments 
of life before Death’s inexorable decree. And Man said: 
‘There is a hidden purpose, could we but fathom it, and the 
purpose is good; for we must reverence something, and in 
the visible world there is nothing worthy of reverence.’ And 



073

Man stood aside from the struggle, resolving that God intended 
harmony to come out of chaos by human efforts. And when 
he followed the instincts which God had transmitted to him 
from his ancestry of beasts of prey, he called it Sin, and asked 
God to forgive him. But he doubted whether he could be justly 
forgiven, until he invented a divine Plan by which God’s wrath 
was to have been appeased. And seeing the present was bad, he 
made it yet worse, that thereby the future might be better. And 
he gave God thanks for the strength that enabled him to forgo 
even the joys that were possible. And God smiled: and when 
he saw that Man had become perfect in renunciation and 
worship, he sent another sun through the sky, which crashed 
into Man’s sun; and all returned again to nebula.

“‘Yes,’ he murmured, ‘it was a good play; I will have it 
performed again.”’

Such, in outline, but even more purposeless, more void of 
meaning, is the world which Science presents for our belief. 
Amid such a world, if anywhere, our ideals henceforward 
must find a home. That Man is the product of causes which 
had no prevision of the end they were achieving; that his 
origin, his growth, his hopes and fears, his loves and his 
beliefs, are but the outcome of accidental collocations of 
atoms; that no fire, no heroism, no intensity of thought and 
feeling, can preserve an individual life beyond the grave; 
that all the labors of the ages, all the devotion, all the 
inspiration, all the noonday brightness of human genius, are 
destined to extinction in the vast death of the solar system, 
and that the whole temple of Man’s achievement must 
inevitably be buried beneath the debris of a universe in 
ruins—all these things, if not quite beyond dispute, are yet 
so nearly certain, that no philosophy which rejects them can 
hope to stand. Only within the scaffolding of these truths, 
only on the firm foundation of unyielding despair, can the 
soul’s habitation henceforth be safely built.

A FREE MAN S WORSHIP
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How, in such an alien and inhuman world, can so 
powerless a creature as Man preserve his aspirations 
untarnished? A strange mystery it is that Nature, omnipotent 
but blind, in the revolutions of her secular hurryings 
through the abysses of space, has brought forth at last a 
child, subject still to her power, but gifted with sight, with 
knowledge of good and evil, with the capacity of judging 
all the works of his unthinking Mother. In spite of Death, 
the mark and seal of the parental control, Man is yet free, 
during his brief years, to examine, to criticize, to know, and 
in imagination to create. To him alone, in the world with 
which he is acquainted, this freedom belongs; and in this 
lies his superiority to the resistless forces that control his 
outward life.

The savage, like ourselves, feels the oppression of his 
impotence before the powers of Nature; but having in 
himself nothing that he respects more than Power, he 
is willing to prostrate himself before his gods, without 
inquiring whether they are worthy of his worship. Pathetic 
and very terrible is the long history of cruelty and torture, 
of degradation and human sacrifice, endured in the hope of 
placating the jealous gods: surely, the trembling believer 
thinks, when what is most precious has been freely given, 
their lust for blood must be appeased, and more will not be 
required. The religion of Moloch—as such creeds may be 
generically called—is in essence the cringing submission 
of the slave, who dare not, even in his heart, allow the 
thought that his master deserves no adulation. Since the 
independence of ideals is not yet acknowledged, Power 
may be freely worshiped, and receive an unlimited respect, 
despite its wanton infliction of pain.

But gradually, as morality grows bolder, the claim of 
the ideal world begins to be felt; and worship, if it is not 
to cease, must be given to gods of another kind than those 
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created by the savage. Some, though they feel the demands 
of the ideal, will still consciously reject them, still urging 
that naked Power is worthy of worship. Such is the attitude 
inculcated in God’s answer to Job out of the whirlwind: the 
divine power and knowledge are paraded, but of the divine 
goodness there is no hint. Such also is the attitude of those 
who, in our own day, base their morality upon the struggle 
for survival, maintaining that the survivors are necessarily 
the fittest. But others, not content with an answer so 
repugnant to the moral sense, will adopt the position 
which we have become accustomed to regard as specially 
religious, maintaining that, in some hidden manner, the 
world of fact is really harmonious with the world of ideals. 
Thus Man creates God, all-powerful and all-good, the 
mystic unity of what is and what should be.

But the world of fact, after all, is not good; and, in 
submitting our judgment to it, there is an element of 
slavishness from which our thoughts must be purged. For 
in all things it is well to exalt the dignity of Man, by freeing 
him as far as possible from the tyranny of non-human 
Power. When we have realized that Power is largely bad, 
that man, with his knowledge of good and evil, is but a 
helpless atom in a world which has no such knowledge, the 
choice is again presented to us: Shall we worship Force, 
or shall we worship Goodness? Shall our God exist and be 
evil, or shall he be recognized as the creation of our own 
conscience?

The answer to this question is very momentous, and 
affects profoundly our whole morality. The worship of 
Force, to which Carlyle and Nietzsche and the creed of 
Militarism have accustomed us, is the result of failure to 
maintain our own ideals against a hostile universe: it is 
itself a prostrate submission to evil, a sacrifice of our best to 
Moloch. If strength indeed is to be respected, let us respect 
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rather the strength of those who refuse that false “recognition 
of facts” which fails to recognize that facts are often bad. 
Let us admit that, in the world we know there are many 
things that would be better otherwise, and that the ideals to 
which we do and must adhere are not realized in the realm 
of matter. Let us preserve our respect for truth, for beauty, 
for the ideal of perfection which life does not permit us to 
attain, though none of these things meet with the approval 
of the unconscious universe. If Power is bad, as it seems 
to be, let us reject it from our hearts. In this lies Man’s true 
freedom: in determination to worship only the God created 
by our own love of the good, to respect only the heaven 
which inspires the insight of our best moments. In action, in 
desire, we must submit perpetually to the tyranny of outside 
forces; but in thought, in aspiration, we are free, free from 
our fellowmen, free from the petty planet on which our 
bodies impotently crawl, free even, while we live, from 
the tyranny of death. Let us learn, then, that energy of faith 
which enables us to live constantly in the vision of the 
good; and let us descend, in action, into the world of fact, 
with that vision always before us.

When first the opposition of fact and ideal grows fully 
visible, a spirit of fiery revolt, of fierce hatred of the gods, 
seems necessary to the assertion of freedom. To defy with 
Promethean constancy a hostile universe, to keep its evil 
always in view, always actively hated, to refuse no pain that 
the malice of Power can invent, appears to be the duty of all 
who will not bow before the inevitable. But indignation is 
still a bondage, for it compels our thoughts to be occupied 
with an evil world; and in the fierceness of desire from 
which rebellion springs there is a kind of self-assertion 
which it is necessary for the wise to overcome. Indignation 
is a submission of our thoughts, but not of our desires; the 
Stoic freedom in which wisdom consists is found in the 
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submission of our desires, but not of our thoughts. From the 
submission of our desires springs the virtue of resignation; 
from the freedom of our thoughts springs the whole world 
of art and philosophy, and the vision of beauty by which, at 
last, we half reconquer the reluctant world. But the vision 
of beauty is possible only to unfettered contemplation, to 
thoughts not weighted by the load of eager wishes; and thus 
Freedom comes only to those who no longer ask of life 
that it shall yield them any of those personal goods that are 
subject to the mutations of Time.

Although the necessity of renunciation is evidence of 
the existence of evil, yet Christianity, in preaching it, 
has shown a wisdom exceeding that of the Promethean 
philosophy of rebellion. It must be admitted that, of the 
things we desire, some, though they prove impossible, are 
yet real goods; others, however, as ardently longed for, do 
not form part of a fully purified ideal. The belief that what 
must be renounced is bad, though sometimes false, is far 
less often false than untamed passion supposes; and the 
creed of religion, by providing a reason for proving that it 
is never false, has been the means of purifying our hopes by 
the discovery of many austere truths.

But there is in resignation a further good element: even 
real goods, when they are unattainable, ought not to be 
fretfully desired. To every man comes, sooner or later, 
the great renunciation. For the young, there is nothing 
unattainable; a good thing desired with the whole force of a 
passionate will, and yet impossible, is to them not credible. 
Yet, by death, by illness, by poverty, or by the voice of 
duty, we must learn, each one of us, that the world was not 
made for us, and that, however beautiful may be the things 
we crave for, Fate may nevertheless forbid them. It is the 
part of courage, when misfortune comes, to bear without 
repining the ruin of our hopes, to turn away our thoughts 
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from vain regrets. This degree of submission to Power is 
not only just and right: it is the very gate of wisdom.

But passive renunciation is not the whole wisdom; for not 
by renunciation alone can we build a temple for the worship 
of our own ideals. Haunting foreshadowings of the temple 
appear in the realm of imagination, in music, in architecture, 
in the untroubled kingdom reason, and in the golden sunset 
magic of lyrics, where beauty shines and glows, remote 
from the touch of sorrow, remote from the fear of change, 
remote from the failures and disenchantments of the world 
of fact. In the contemplation of these things the vision 
of heaven will shape itself in our hearts, giving at once a 
touchstone to judge the world about us, and an inspiration 
by which to fashion to our needs whatever is not incapable 
of serving as a stone in the sacred temple.

Except for those rare spirits that are born without sin, 
there is a cavern of darkness to be traversed before that 
temple can be entered. The gate of the cavern is despair, 
and its floor is paved with the gravestones of abandoned 
hopes. There Self must die; there the eagerness, the greed 
of untamed desire must be slain, for only so can the soul 
be freed from the empire of Fate. But out of the cavern 
the Gate of Renunciation leads again to the daylight of 
wisdom, by whose radiance a new insight, a new joy, a new 
tenderness, shine forth to gladden the pilgrim’s heart.

When, without the bitterness of impotent rebellion, we 
have learnt both to resign ourselves to the outward rule of 
Fate and to recognize that the non-human world is unworthy 
of our worship, it becomes possible at last so to transform 
and refashion the unconscious universe, so to transmute it 
in the crucible of imagination, that a new image of shining 
gold replaces the old idol of clay. In all the multiform facts 
of the world—in the visual shapes of trees and mountains 
and clouds, in the events of the life of man, even in the very 
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omnipotence of Death—the insight of creative idealism can 
find the reflection of a beauty which its own thoughts first 
made. In this way mind asserts its subtle mastery over the 
thoughtless forces of Nature. The more evil the material 
with which it deals, the more thwarting to untrained desire, 
the greater is its achievement in inducing the reluctant rock 
to yield up its hidden treasures, the prouder its victory in 
compelling the opposing forces to swell the pageant of its 
triumph. Of all the arts, Tragedy is the proudest, the most 
triumphant; for it builds its shining citadel in the very 
center of the enemy’s country, on the very summit of his 
highest mountain; from its impregnable watch-towers, his 
camps and arsenals, his columns and forts, are all revealed; 
within its walls the free life continues, while the legions of 
Death and Pain and Despair, and all the servile captains of 
tyrant Fate, afford the burghers of that dauntless city new 
spectacles of beauty. Happy those sacred ramparts, thrice 
happy the dwellers on that all-seeing eminence. Honor 
to those brave warriors who, through countless ages of 
warfare, have preserved for us the priceless heritage of 
liberty, and have kept undefiled by sacrilegious invaders the 
home of the unsubdued.

But the beauty of Tragedy does but make visible a quality 
which, in more or less obvious shapes, is present always 
and everywhere in life. In the spectacle of Death, in the 
endurance of intolerable pain, and in the irrevocableness 
of a vanished past, there is a sacredness, an overpowering 
awe, a feeling of the vastness, the depth, the inexhaustible 
mystery of existence, in which, as by some strange 
marriage of pain, the sufferer is bound to the world by 
bonds of sorrow. In these moments of insight, we lose all 
eagerness of temporary desire, all struggling and striving 
for petty ends, all care for the little trivial things that, to 
a superficial view, make up the common life of day by 
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day; we see, surrounding the narrow raft illumined by the 
flickering light of human comradeship, the dark ocean on 
whose rolling waves we toss for a brief hour; from the great 
night without, a chill blast breaks in upon our refuge; all the 
loneliness of humanity amid hostile forces is concentrated 
upon the individual soul, which must struggle alone, with 
what of courage it can command, against the whole weight 
of a universe that cares nothing for its hopes and fears. 
Victory, in this struggle with the powers of darkness, is the 
true baptism into the glorious company of heroes, the true 
initiation into the overmastering beauty of human existence. 
From that awful encounter of the soul with the outer world, 
renunciation, wisdom, and charity are born; and with their 
birth a new life begins. To take into the inmost shrine of the 
soul the irresistible forces whose puppets we seem to be—
Death and change, the irrevocableness of the past, and the 
powerlessness of man before the blind hurry of the universe 
from vanity to vanity—to feel these things and know them is 
to conquer them.

This is the reason why the Past has such magical power. 
The beauty of its motionless and silent pictures is like the 
enchanted purity of late autumn, when the leaves, though 
one breath would make them fall, still glow against the sky 
in golden glory. The Past does not change or strive; like 
Duncan, after life’s fitful fever it sleeps well; what was 
eager and grasping, what was petty and transitory, has faded 
away, the things that were beautiful and eternal shine out of 
it like stars in the night. Its beauty, to a soul not worthy of 
it, is unendurable; but to a soul which has conquered Fate it 
is the key of religion.

The life of Man, viewed outwardly, is but a small thing in 
comparison with the forces of Nature. The slave is doomed 
to worship Time and Fate and Death, because they are 
greater than anything he finds in himself, and because all 
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his thoughts are of things which they devour. But, great as 
they are, to think of them greatly, to feel their passionless 
splendor, is greater still. And such thought makes us free 
men; we no longer bow before the inevitable in Oriental 
subjection, but we absorb it, and make it a part of ourselves. 
To abandon the struggle for private happiness, to expel 
all eagerness of temporary desire, to burn with passion 
for eternal things—this is emancipation, and this is the 
free man’s worship. And this liberation is effected by a 
contemplation of Fate; for Fate itself is subdued by the 
mind which leaves nothing to be purged by the purifying 
fire of Time.

United with his fellow-men by the strongest of all ties, 
the tie of a common doom, the free man finds that a new 
vision is with him always, shedding over every daily task 
the light of love. The life of Man is a long march through the 
night, surrounded by invisible foes, tortured by weariness 
and pain, towards a goal that few can hope to reach, and 
where none may tarry long. One by one, as they march, 
our comrades vanish from our sight, seized by the silent 
orders of omnipotent Death. Very brief is the time in which 
we can help them, in which their happiness or misery is 
decided. Be it ours to shed sunshine on their path, to lighten 
their sorrows by the balm of sympathy, to give them the 
pure joy of a never-tiring affection, to strengthen failing 
courage, to instil faith in hours of despair. Let us not weigh 
in grudging scales their merits and demerits, but let us 
think only of their need—of the sorrows, the difficulties, 
perhaps the blindnesses, that make the misery of their lives; 
let us remember that they are fellow-sufferers in the same 
darkness, actors in the same tragedy with ourselves. And so, 
when their day is over, when their good and their evil have 
become eternal by the immortality of the past, be it ours to 
feel that, where they suffered, where they failed, no deed of 
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ours was the cause; but wherever a spark of the divine fire 
kindled in their hearts, we were ready with encouragement, 
with sympathy, with brave words in which high courage 
glowed.

Brief and powerless is Man’s life; on him and all his race 
the slow, sure doom falls pitiless and dark. Blind to good 
and evil, reckless of destruction, omnipotent matter rolls 
on its relentless way; for Man, condemned to-day to lose 
his dearest, to-morrow himself to pass through the gate of 
darkness, it remains only to cherish, ere yet the blow falls, 
the lofty thoughts that ennoble his little day; disdaining the 
coward terrors of the slave of Fate, to worship at the shrine 
that his own hands have built; undismayed by the empire 
of chance, to preserve a mind free from the wanton tyranny 
that rules his outward life; proudly defiant of the irresistible 
forces that tolerate, for a moment, his knowledge and his 
condemnation, to sustain alone, a weary but unyielding 
Atlas, the world that his own ideals have fashioned despite 
the trampling march of unconscious power.
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THE FUTURE OF ASTRONOMY

By Edward C. Pickering

It is claimed by astronomers that their science is not only 
the oldest, but that it is the most highly developed of the 
sciences. Indeed it should be so, since no other science 
has ever received such support from royalty, from the state 
and from the private individual. However this may be, 
there is no doubt that in recent years astronomers have had 
granted to them greater opportunities for carrying on large 
pieces of work than have been entrusted to men in any 
other department of pure science. One might expect that 
the practical results of a science like physics would appeal 
to the man who has made a vast fortune through some of 
its applications. The telephone, the electric transmission 
of power, wireless telegraphy and the submarine cable 
are instances of immense financial returns derived from 
the most abstruse principles of physics. Yet there are 
scarcely any physical laboratories devoted to research, or 
endowed with independent funds for this object, except 
those supported by the government. The endowment of 
astronomical observatories devoted to research, and not 
including that given for teaching, is estimated to amount 
to half a million dollars annually. Several of the larger 
observatories have an annual income of fifty thousand 
dollars.

I once asked the wisest man I know, what was the reason 
for this difference. He said that it was probably because 
astronomy appealed to the imagination. A practical man, 
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who has spent all his life in his counting room or mill, 
is sometimes deeply impressed with the vast distances 
and grandeur of the problems of astronomy, and the very 
remoteness and difficulty of studying the stars attract him.

My object in calling your attention to this matter is 
the hope that what I have to say of the organization of 
astronomy may prove of use to those interested in other 
branches of science, and that it may lead to placing them 
on the footing they should hold. My arguments apply with 
almost equal force to physics, to chemistry, and in fact to 
almost every branch of physical or natural science, in which 
knowledge may be advanced by observation or experiment.

The practical value of astronomy in the past is easily 
established. Without it, international commerce on a 
large scale would have been impossible. Without the aid 
of astronomy, accurate boundaries of large tracts of land 
could not have been defined and standard time would have 
been impossible. The work of the early astronomers was 
eminently practical, and appealed at once to every one. This 
work has now been finished. We can compute the positions 
of the stars for years, almost for centuries, with all the 
accuracy needed for navigation, for determining time or for 
approximate boundaries of countries. The investigations 
now in progress at the greatest observatories have little, if 
any, value in dollars and cents. They appeal, however, to the 
far higher sense, the desire of the intellectual human being 
to determine the laws of nature, the construction of the 
material universe, and the properties of the heavenly bodies 
of which those known to exist far outnumber those that can 
be seen.

Three great advances have been made in astronomy. First, 
the invention of the telescope, with which we commonly 
associate the name of Galileo, from the wonderful results 
he obtained with it. At that time there was practically no 
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science in America, and for more than two centuries we 
failed to add materially to this invention. Half a century ago 
the genius of the members of one family, Alvan Clark and 
his two sons, placed America in the front rank not only in 
the construction, but in the possession, of the largest and 
most perfect telescopes ever made. It is not easy to secure 
the world’s record in any subject. The Clarks constructed 
successively, the 18-inch lens for Chicago, the 26-inch for 
Washington, the 30-inch for Pulkowa, the 36-inch for Lick 
and the 40-inch for Yerkes. Each in turn was the largest yet 
made, and each time the Clarks were called upon to surpass 
the world’s record, which they themselves had already 
established. Have we at length reached the limit in size? 
If we include reflectors, no, since we have mirrors of 60 
inches aperture at Mt. Wilson and Cambridge, and a still 
larger one of 100 inches has been undertaken. It is more 
than doubtful, however, whether a further increase in size is 
a great advantage. Much more depends on other conditions, 
especially those of climate, the kind of work to be done 
and, more than all, the man behind the gun. The case is not 
unlike that of a battleship. Would a ship a thousand feet 
long always sink one of five hundred feet? It seems as if 
we had nearly reached the limit of size of telescopes, and 
as if we must hope for the next improvement in some other 
direction.

The second great advance in astronomy originated in 
America, and was in an entirely different direction, the 
application of photography to the study of the stars. The 
first photographic image of a star was obtained in 1850, by 
George P. Bond, with the assistance of Mr. J.A. Whipple, 
at the Harvard College Observatory. A daguerreotype plate 
was placed at the focus of the 15-inch equatorial, at that 
time one of the two largest refracting telescopes in the 
world. An image of α Lyræ was thus obtained, and for this 
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Mr. Bond received a gold medal at the first international 
exhibition, that at the Crystal Palace, in London, in 1851. 
In 1857, Mr. Bond, then Professor Bond, director of 
the Harvard Observatory, again took up the matter with 
collodion wet plates, and in three masterly papers showed 
the advantages of photography in many ways. The lack of 
sensitiveness of the wet plate was perhaps the only reason 
why its use progressed but slowly. Quarter of a century 
later, with the introduction of the dry plate and the gelatine 
film, a new start was made. These photographic plates 
were very sensitive, were easily handled, and indefinitely 
long exposures could be made with them. As a result, 
photography has superseded visual observations, in many 
departments of astronomy, and is now carrying them far 
beyond the limits that would have been deemed possible a 
few years ago.

The third great advance in astronomy is in photographing 
the spectra of the stars. The first photograph showing 
the lines in a stellar spectrum was obtained by Dr. Henry 
Draper, of New York, in 1872. Sir William Huggins in 
1863 had obtained an image of the spectrum of Sirius, on a 
photographic plate, but no lines were visible in it. In 1876 
he again took up the subject, and, by an early publication, 
preceded Dr. Draper. When we consider the attention the 
photography of stellar spectra is receiving at the present 
time, in nearly all the great observatories in the world, 
it may well be regarded as the third great advance in 
astronomy.

What will be the fourth advance, and how will it be 
brought about? To answer this question we must consider 
the various ways in which astronomy, and for that matter 
any other science, may be advanced.

First, by educating astronomers. There are many 
observatories where excellent instruction in astronomy is 
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given, either to the general student or to one who wishes 
to make it his profession. At almost any active observatory 
a student would be received as a volunteer assistant. 
Unfortunately, few young men can afford to accept an 
unpaid position, and the establishment of a number of 
fellowships each offering a small salary sufficient to support 
the student would enable him to acquire the necessary 
knowledge to fill a permanent position. The number of 
these scholarships should not be large, lest more students 
should undertake the work than would be required to fill the 
permanent paying positions in astronomy, as they become 
vacant.

In Europe, a favorite method of aiding science is to offer 
a prize for the best memoir on a specified subject. On 
theoretical grounds this is extremely objectionable. Since 
the papers presented are anonymous and confidential, no 
one but the judges know how great is the effort wasted in 
duplication. The larger the prize, the greater the injury to 
science, since the greater will be the energy diverted from 
untried fields. It would be much wiser to invite applications, 
select the man most likely to produce a useful memoir, and 
award the prize to him if he achieved success.

The award of a medal, if of great intrinsic value, would be 
an unwise expenditure. The Victoria Cross is an example of 
a successful foundation, highly prized, but of small intrinsic 
value. If made of gold, it would carry no greater honor, and 
would be more liable to be stolen, melted down or pawned.

Honorary membership in a famous society, or honorary 
degrees, have great value if wisely awarded. Both are highly 
prized, form an excellent stimulus to continued work, and 
as they are both priceless, and without price, they in no 
way diminish the capacity for work. I recently had occasion 
to compare the progress in various sciences of different 
countries, and found that the number of persons elected as 
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foreign associates of the seven great national societies of 
the world was an excellent test. Eighty-seven persons were 
members of two or more of these societies. Only six are 
residents of the United States, while an equal number come 
from Saxony, which has only a twentieth of the population. 
Of the six residents here, only three were born in the United 
States. Not a single mathematician, or doctor, from this 
country appears on the list. Only in astronomy are we well 
represented. Out of a total of ten astronomers, four come 
from England, and three from the United States. Comparing 
the results for the last one hundred and fifty years, we find 
an extraordinary growth for the German races, an equally 
surprising diminution for the French and other Latin races, 
while the proportion of Englishmen has remained unchanged.

A popular method of expending money, both by countries 
and by individuals, is in sending expeditions to observe 
solar eclipses. These appeal both to donors and recipients. 
The former believe that they are making a great contribution 
to science, while the latter enjoy a long voyage to a distant 
country, and in case of clouds they are not expected to make 
any scientific return. If the sky is clear at the time of the 
eclipse, the newspapers of the next day report that great 
results have been secured, and after that nothing further 
is ever heard. Exceptions should be made of the English 
Eclipse Committee and the Lick Observatory, which, by long 
continued study and observation, are gradually solving the 
difficult problems which can be reached in this way only.

The gift of a large telescope to a university is of very 
doubtful value, unless it is accompanied, first, by a sum 
much greater than its cost, necessary to keep it employed in 
useful work, and secondly, to require that it shall be erected, 
not on the university grounds, but in some region, probably 
mountainous or desert, where results of real value can be 
obtained.
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Having thus considered, among others, some of the ways 
in which astronomy is not likely to be much advanced, we 
proceed to those which will secure the greatest scientific 
return for the outlay. One of the best of these is to create 
a fund to be used in advancing research, subject only to 
the condition that results of the greatest possible value to 
science shall be secured. One advantage of this method is 
that excellent results may be obtained at once from a sum, 
either large or small. Whatever is at first given may later 
be increased indefinitely, if the results justify it. One of 
the wisest as well as the greatest of donors has said: “Find 
the particular man,” but unfortunately, this plan has been 
actually tried only with some of the smaller funds. Any one 
who will read the list of researches aided by the Rumford 
Fund, the Elizabeth Thompson Fund or the Bruce Fund 
of 1890 will see that the returns are out of all proportion 
to the money expended. The trustees of such a fund as is 
here proposed should not regard themselves as patrons 
conferring a favor on those to whom grants are made, but 
as men seeking for the means of securing large scientific 
returns for the money entrusted to them. An astronomer 
who would aid them in this work, by properly expending a 
grant, would confer rather than receive a favor. They should 
search for astronomical bargains, and should try to purchase 
results where the money could be expended to the best 
advantage. They should make it their business to learn of 
the work of every astronomer engaged in original research. 
A young man who presented a paper of unusual importance 
at a scientific meeting, or published it in an astronomical 
journal, would receive a letter inviting him to submit plans 
to the trustees, if he desired aid in extending his work. In 
many cases, it would be found that, after working for years 
under most unfavorable conditions, he had developed a 
method of great value and had applied it to a few stars, but 
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must now stop for want of means. A small appropriation 
would enable him to employ an assistant who, in a short 
time, could do equally good work. The application of this 
method to a hundred or a thousand stars would then be only 
a matter of time and money.

The American Astronomical Society met last August at a 
summer resort on Lake Erie. About thirty astronomers read 
papers, and in a large portion of the cases the appropriation 
of a few hundred dollars would have permitted a great 
extension in these researches. A sad case is that of a 
brilliant student who may graduate at a college, take a 
doctor’s degree in astronomy, and perhaps pass a year or 
two in study at a foreign observatory. He then returns to 
this country, enthusiastic and full of ideas, and considers 
himself fortunate in securing a position as astronomer in a 
little country college. He now finds himself overwhelmed 
with work as a teacher, without time or appliances for 
original work. What is worse, no one sympathizes with him 
in his aspirations, and after a few years he abandons hope 
and settles down to the dull routine of lectures, recitations 
and examinations. A little encouragement at the right 
time, aid by offering to pay for an assistant, for a suitable 
instrument, or for publishing results, and perhaps a word to 
the president of his college if the man showed real genius, 
might make a great astronomer, instead of a poor teacher. 
For several years, a small fund, yielding a few hundred 
dollars annually, has been disbursed at Harvard in this way, 
with very encouraging results.

A second method of aiding astronomy is through the large 
observatories. These institutions, if properly managed, have 
after years of careful study and trial developed elaborate 
systems of solving the great problems of the celestial 
universe. They are like great factories, which by taking 
elaborate precautions to save waste at every point, and by 
improving in every detail both processes and products, are 
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at length obtaining results on a large scale with a perfection 
and economy far greater than is possible by individuals, or 
smaller institutions. The expenses of such an observatory 
are very large, and it has no pecuniary return, since 
astronomical products are not salable. A great portion of the 
original endowment has been spent on the plant, expensive 
buildings and instruments. Current expenditures, like 
library expenses, heating, lighting, etc., are independent of 
the output. It is like a man swimming up stream. He may 
struggle desperately, and yet make no progress. Any gain 
in power effects a real advance. This is the condition of 
nearly all the larger observatories. Their income is mainly 
used for current expenses, which would be nearly the 
same whatever their output. A relatively small increase in 
income can thus be spent to great advantage. The principal 
instruments are rarely used to their full capacities, and the 
methods employed could be greatly extended without any 
addition to the executive or other similar expenses. A man 
superintending the work of several assistants can often have 
their number doubled, and his output increased in nearly 
the same proportion, with no additional expense except the 
moderate one of their salaries. A single observatory could 
thus easily do double the work that could be accomplished 
if its resources were divided between two of half the size.

A third, and perhaps the best, method of making a real 
advance in astronomy is by securing the united work of 
the leading astronomers of the world. The best example of 
this is the work undertaken in 1870 by the Astronomische 
Gesellschaft, the great astronomical society of the world. 
The sky was divided into zones, and astronomers were 
invited to measure the positions of all the stars in these 
zones. The observation of two of the northern and two 
of the southern zones were undertaken by American 
observatories. The zone from +1° to +5° was undertaken by 
the Chicago Observatory, but was abandoned owing to the 
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great fire of 1871, and the work was assumed and carried 
to completion by the Dudley Observatory at Albany. The 
zone from +50° to +55° was undertaken by Harvard. An 
observer and corps of assistants worked on this problem for 
a quarter of a century. The completed results now fill seven 
quarto volumes of our annals. Of the southern zones, that 
from -14° to -18° was undertaken by the Naval Observatory 
at Washington, and is now finished. The zone from -10° 
to -14° was undertaken at Harvard, and a second observer 
and corps of assistants have been working on it for twenty 
years. It is now nearly completed, and we hope to begin 
its publication this year. The other zones were taken by 
European astronomers. As a result of the whole, we have 
the precise positions of nearly a hundred and fifty thousand 
stars, which serve as a basis for the places of all the objects 
in the sky.

Another example of cooperative work is a plan proposed 
by the writer in 1906, at the celebration of the two-
hundredth anniversary of the birth of Franklin. It was 
proposed, first to find the best place in the world for an 
astronomical observatory, which would probably be in 
South Africa, to erect there a telescope of the largest 
size, a reflector of seven feet aperture. This instrument 
should be kept at work throughout every clear night, 
taking photographs according to a plan recommended by 
an international committee of astronomers. The resulting 
plates should not be regarded as belonging to a single 
institution, but should be at the service of whoever could 
make the best use of them. Copies of any, or all, would be 
furnished at cost to any one who wished for them. As an 
example of their use, suppose that an astronomer at a little 
German University should discover a law regulating the 
stars in clusters. Perhaps he has only a small telescope, 
near the smoke and haze of a large city, and has no means 
of securing the photographs he needs. He would apply to 
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the committee, and they would vote that ten photographs of 
twenty clusters, each with an exposure of an hour, should 
be taken with the large telescope. This would occupy 
about a tenth part of the time of the telescope for a year. 
After making copies, the photographs would be sent to the 
astronomer who would perhaps spend ten years in studying 
and measuring them. The committee would have funds at 
their disposal to furnish him, if necessary, with suitable 
measuring instruments, assistants for reducing the results, 
and means for publication. They would thus obtain the 
services of the most skilful living astronomers, each in 
his own special line of work, and the latter would obtain 
in their own homes material for study, the best that the 
world could supply. Undoubtedly, by such a combination 
if properly organized, results could be obtained far better 
than is now possible by the best individual work, and at a 
relatively small expense. Many years of preparation will 
evidently be needed to carry out such a plan, and to save 
time we have taken the first step and have sent a skilful and 
experienced observer to South Africa to study its climate 
and compare it with the experience he has gained during 
the last twenty years from a similar study of the climate of 
South America and the western portion of the United States.

The next question to be considered is in what direction 
we may expect the greatest advance in astronomy will be 
made. Fortunate indeed would be the astronomer who could 
answer this question correctly. When Ptolemy made the first 
catalogue of the stars, he little expected that his observations 
would have any value nearly two thousand years later. The 
alchemists had no reason to doubt that their results were as 
important as those of the chemists. The astrologers were 
respected as much as the astronomers. Although there is 
a certain amount of fashion in astronomy, yet perhaps the 
best test is the judgment of those who have devoted their 
lives to that science. Thirty years ago the field was narrow. 
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It was the era of big telescopes. Every astronomer wanted a 
larger telescope than his neighbors, with which to measure 
double stars. If he could not get such an instrument, 
he measured the positions of the stars with a transit 
circle. Then came astrophysics, including photography, 
spectroscopy and photometry. The study of the motion of 
the stars along the line of sight, by means of photographs 
of their spectra, is now the favorite investigation at nearly 
all the great observatories of the world. The study of the 
surfaces of the planets, while the favorite subject with the 
public, next to the destruction of the earth by a comet, does 
not seem to appeal to astronomers. Undoubtedly, the only 
way to advance our knowledge in this direction is by the 
most powerful instruments, mounted in the best possible 
locations. Great astronomers are very conservative, and any 
sensational story in the newspapers is likely to have but 
little support from them. Instead of aiding, it greatly injures 
real progress in science.

There is no doubt that, during the next half century, 
much time and energy will be devoted to the study of the 
fixed stars. The study of their motions as indicated by their 
change in position was pursued with great care by the older 
astronomers. The apparent motions were so small that a 
long series of years was required and, in general, for want 
of early observations of the precise positions of the faint 
stars, this work was confined mainly to the bright stars. 
Photography is yearly adding a vast amount of material 
available for this study, but the minuteness of the quantities 
to be measured renders an accurate determination of their 
laws very difficult. Moreover, we can thus only determine 
the motions at right angles to the line of sight, the motion 
towards us or from us being entirely insensible in this way. 
Then came the discovery of the change in the spectrum 
when a body was in motion, but still this change was so 
small that visual observations of it proved of but little 
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value. Attaching a carefully constructed spectroscope to 
one of the great telescopes of the world, photographing 
the spectrum of a star, and measuring it with the greatest 
care, provided a tool of wonderful efficiency. The motion, 
which sometimes amounts to several hundreds of miles 
a second could thus be measured to within a fraction of a 
mile. The discovery that the motion was variable, owing to 
the star’s revolving around a great dark planet sometimes 
larger than the star, added greatly not only to the interest of 
these researches, but also to the labor involved. Instead of 
a single measure for each star, in the case of the so-called 
spectroscopic binaries, we must make enough measures 
to determine the dimensions of the orbit, its form and the 
period of revolution.

What has been said of the motions of the stars applies 
also, in general, to the determination of their distances. A 
vast amount of labor has been expended on this problem. 
When at length the distance of a single star was finally 
determined, the quantity to be measured was so small 
as to be nearly concealed by the unavoidable errors of 
measurement. The parallax, or one half of the change in the 
apparent position of the stars as the earth moves around the 
sun, has its largest value for the nearest stars. No case has 
yet been found in which this quantity is as large as a foot 
rule seen at a distance of fifty miles, and for comparatively 
few stars is it certainly appreciable. An extraordinary 
degree of precision has been attained in recent measures 
of this quantity, but for a really satisfactory solution of this 
problem, we must probably devise some new method, like 
the use of the spectroscope for determining motions. Two 
or three illustrations of the kind of methods which might 
be used to solve this problem may be of interest. There are 
certain indications of the presence of a selective absorbing 
medium in space. That is, a medium like red glass, for 
instance, which would cut off the blue light more than the 
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red light. Such a medium would render the blue end of the 
spectrum of a distant star much fainter, as compared with 
the red end, than in the case of a near star. A measure of the 
relative intensity of the two rays would servo to measure 
the distance, or thickness of the absorbing medium. The 
effect would be the same for all stars of the same class of 
spectrum. It could be tested by the stars forming a cluster, 
like the Pleiades, which are doubtless all at nearly the 
same distance from us. The spectra of stars of the tenth 
magnitude, or fainter, can be photographed well enough to 
be measured in this way, so that the relative distances of 
nearly a million stars could be thus determined.

Another method which would have a more limited 
application, would depend on the velocity of light. It has 
been maintained that the velocity of light in space is not 
the same for different colors. Certain stars, called Algol 
stars, vary in light at regular intervals when partially 
eclipsed by the interposition of a large dark satellite. 
Recent observations of these eclipses, through glass of 
different colors, show variations in the time of obscuration. 
Apparently, some of the rays reach the earth sooner than 
others, although all leave the star at the same time. As the 
entire time may amount to several centuries, an excessively 
small difference in velocity would be recognizable. A more 
delicate test would be to measure the intensity of different 
portions of the spectrum at a time when the light is changing 
most rapidly. The effect should be opposite according as the 
light is increasing or diminishing. It should also show itself 
in the measures of all spectroscopic binaries.

A third method of great promise depends on a remarkable 
investigation carried on in the physical laboratory of 
the Case School of Applied Science. According to the 
undulatory theory of light, all space is filled with a 
medium called ether, like air, but as much more tenuous 
than air as air is more tenuous than the densest metals. As 
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the earth is moving through space at the rate of several 
miles a second, we should expect to feel a breeze as we 
rush through the ether, like that of the air when in an 
automobile we are moving with but one thousandth part of 
this velocity. The problem is one of the greatest delicacy, 
but a former officer of the Case School, one of the most 
eminent of living physicists, devised a method of solving 
it. The extraordinary result was reached that no breeze 
was perceptible. This result appeared to be so improbable 
that it has been tested again and again, but every time, the 
more delicate the instrument employed, the more certainly 
is the law established. If we could determine our motion 
with reference to the ether, we should have a fixed line of 
reference to which all other motions could be referred. This 
would give us a line of ever-increasing length from which 
to measure stellar distances.

Still another method depends on the motion of the sun 
in space. There is some evidence that this motion is not 
straight, but along a curved line. We see the stars, not as 
they are now, but as they were when the light left them. In 
the case of the distant stars this may have occurred centuries 
ago. Accordingly, if we measure the motion of the sun from 
them, and from near stars, a comparison with its actual 
motion will give us a clue to their distances. Unfortunately, 
all the stars appear to have large motions whose law we do 
not know, and therefore we have no definite starting point 
unless we can refer all to the ether which may be assumed 
to be at rest.

If the views expressed to you this morning are correct, 
we may expect that the future of astronomy will take 
the following form: There will be at least one very large 
observatory employing one or two hundred assistants, and 
maintaining three stations. Two of these will be observing 
stations, one in the western part of the United States, not 
far from latitude +30°, the other similarly situated in the 
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southern hemisphere, probably in South Africa, in latitude 
-30°. The locations will be selected wholly from their 
climatic conditions. They will be moderately high, from 
five to ten thousand feet, and in desert regions. The altitude 
will prevent extreme heat, and clouds or rain will be rare. 
The range of temperature and unsteadiness of the air will 
be diminished by placing them on hills a few hundred feet 
above the surrounding country. The equipment and work 
of the two stations will be substantially the same. Each will 
have telescopes and other instruments of the largest size, 
which will be kept at work throughout the whole of every 
clear night. The observers will do but little work in the 
daytime, except perhaps on the sun, and will not undertake 
much of the computation or reductions. This last work will 
be carried on at a third station, which will be near a large 
city where the cost of living and of intellectual labor is low. 
The photographs will be measured and stored at this station, 
and all the results will be prepared for publication, and 
printed there. The work of all three stations will be carefully 
organized so as to obtain the greatest result for a given 
expenditure. Every inducement will be offered to visiting 
astronomers who wish to do serious work at either of the 
stations and also to students who intend to make astronomy 
their profession. In the case of photographic investigations 
it will be best to send the photographs so that astronomers 
desiring them can work at home. The work of the young 
astronomers throughout the world will be watched carefully 
and large appropriations made to them if it appears that 
they can spend them to advantage. Similar aid will be 
rendered to astronomers engaged in teaching, and to any 
one, professional or amateur, capable of doing work of the 
highest grade. As a fundamental condition for success, no 
restrictions will be made that will interfere with the greatest 
scientific efficiency, and no personal or local prejudices that 
will restrict the work.
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These plans may seem to you visionary, and too Utopian 
for the twentieth century. But they may be nearer fulfilment 
than we anticipate. The true astronomer of to-day is 
eminently a practical man. He does not accept plans of 
a sensational character. The same qualities are needed in 
directing a great observatory successfully, as in managing 
a railroad, or factory. Any one can propose a gigantic 
expenditure, but to prove to a shrewd man of affairs that 
it is feasible and advisable is a very different matter. It 
is much more difficult to give away money wisely than 
to earn it. Many men have made great fortunes, but few 
have learned how to expend money wisely in advancing 
science, or to give it away judiciously. Many persons have 
given large sums to astronomy, and some day we shall 
find the man with broad views who will decide to have 
the advice and aid of the astronomers of the world, in his 
plans for promoting science, and who will thus expend 
his money, as he made it, taking the greatest care that not 
one dollar is wasted. Again, let us consider the next great 
advance, which perhaps will be a method of determining 
the distances of the stars. Many of us are working on this 
problem, the solution of which may come to some one 
any day. The present field is a wide one, the prospects are 
now very bright, and we may look forward to as great an 
advance in the twentieth century, as in the nineteenth. May 
a portion of this come to the Case School and, with your 
support, may its enviable record, in the past, be surpassed 
by its future achievements.
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A GENERAL VIEW OF THEOSOPHY

By A.C.W.

Now that the Theosophical movement is becoming more 
widely known, there seems to be danger lest misconception 
should arise concerning it. Many people talk vaguely of 
Theosophy, with only the faintest, most meagre idea of 
what Theosophy really is, of its motives and designs. 

It is a fact that cannot be disputed that, at the present 
time, there is a growing revolt against what has been well 
named “Churchianity.” The priests have lost their power, 
their words are but idly listened to, and are practically 
disregarded. Christianity is acknowledged to be beautiful in 
theory, but utterly impossible in practice. And yet humanity 
must have religion—that binding force cannot be dispensed 
with. 

If it be granted that the various forms of religion at 
present extant fail to satisfy this pressing need, the question 
that presents itself is, where shall we look for a substitute? 
Christianity, both Catholic and Anglican, has had its 
day. The dreary creed of the Positivists will never satisfy 
struggling humanity. Those among us whose path is strewn 
with roses, may be content to think that with death there 
comes annihilation, may feel no desire for justice and 
compensation hereafter; but the suffering, the sorrowful, 
cry out against the cruel hopelessness of such teachings. 

It is the part of religion to comfort and soothe, to elevate 
and ennoble, and when we are forced sadly to own that no 
extant form of religion is able to satisfy us, where shall we 
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look for help ? I reply, To Theosophy. And if asked why, I 
say, Because it is wide, deep, grand, and all-embracing; “it 
is not a religion but religion itself” —the soul and pith of all 
religions. 

There is in Theosophy no formalism, no narrowness, all 
its conceptions are wide and lofty, and, therefore, satisfying. 
Unlike Christianity it does not depend on written testimony; 
Theosophy is philosophical in its nature. And Theosophists 
believe and assert that “There is no religion higher than 
Truth”.

We do not say, with the Christians: “Believe as we do, or 
you will be damned”. We ask you to join us in the search for 
Truth, which is higher, far higher than empty faith. Faith is a 
word often on the lips of a Christian; but if we look into this 
so-called faith, what do we find? —in nine cases out of ten 
nothing but credulity. To the man of stagnant mind belief is 
easy. And to all  of us, of course, it is more comfortable to 
believe what we are told, than it is to search for what is true.

There is an Italian proverb which says: “We believe what 
we can, not what we will”. This is profoundly true; many of 
us would willingly believe, and honestly endeavour to do 
so; but doubts and misgivings crowd upon our minds, and 
we find ourselves submerged in Agnosticism against our 
will.

Theosophy steps forward and says: “Do not look outside 
for help, look into yourselves, cultivate your inner vision, 
increase your Intuition.” Some may ask: What is this 
Intuition? I should call it the voice of God speaking to, 
and encouraging the human entity. There is in each one of 
us a spark of the Divine, though in many of us, alas! it is 
obscured and clouded, existing only as a latent potentiality. 
Is it not a comforting and exalting thought—that each entity 
is spiritually a part of God, thrown off from the Infinite—
placed here for progress, to increase the spirituality by 

A GENERAL VIEW OF THEOSOPHY
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discipline, and, finally, after successive re-incarnations, to 
return to the Infinite whence it came. 

Let this divine spark, this hidden gem, shine about our path 
with a steady light, driving before it the phantoms of error, 
superstition, and bigotry. True knowledge can only be obtained 
through intuition, and those who earnestly cultivate this vision 
of the soul will find truth, and help, and guidance, in the battle 
of life. 

St. George Mivart says of intuitive perception: “The 
greatest certainty to which the human intellect can attain 
is the certainty of intuition—the certainty of things which 
require no proof, because they are self-evident. Such 
intuitional certainty is that of our existence and present 
feelings, thoughts and volitions; the certainty of things 
directly perceived by several of our senses at once, and, 
above all, the certainty of universal and necessary truths, 
such as that things which are equal to the same thing are 
equal to each other, and that nothing can simultaneously 
both be and not be.”

The whole scheme of Theosophy is, as I have said before, so 
large and grand, that those who go deeply into it, who really 
follow it, cannot but realize that their own individual troubles 
are small and insignificant. For example, if, when trouble 
encompasses me, I turn from my sorrow, and contemplate the 
far greater misery of many around me, and further than that, of 
numbers whom I know not of, how can I selfishly dwell and 
brood upon my trials. Rather should the knowledge that there 
are but a few infinitesimal drops in the great sea of human 
misery, make me resolve to endure bravely, and help others to 
endure.

The true Theosophist throws off sorrow, he refuses to 
dwell in an atmosphere of depression. He does not allow 
his mind to be engrossed by ephemeral cares. He has 
glorious hopes for the future of his race: how can he then 
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suffer himself to be cast down by petty personal cares in the 
present? 

Frequently has the thought occurred to me when unhappy: 
What does it signify if this little ego of mine suffers? many 
whom I know are happy; the happiness is not mine, it is true, 
but it is there, the happiness truly exists, though not for me. 
“Progress, not happiness, is the law of this world” —and 
Theosophy holds out a helping hand to all who wish for 
progress. Theosophy appeals to the dissatisfied, to those 
who feel that their religion, with its forms and ceremonies, 
is not enough; it appeals to the active-minded, to those 
who long for knowledge for its own sake; it appeals to the 
solitary, to these it offers a spiritual Brotherhood, whose 
members counsel, and advise, and support each other. The 
members of this fraternity are of all classes, all creeds, all 
nationalities: the bigoted and the exclusive find no other 
great religion. It proves the necessity of an absolute divine 
principle in nature. It denies Deity no more than it does the 
sun. Esoteric philosophy has never rejected God in Nature, 
nor Deity as the absolute and abstract eus. It only refuses 
to accept any of the gods of the so-called monotheistic 
religions—gods created by man in his own image and 
likeness.

A GENERAL VIEW OF THEOSOPHY
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GIFTS

By Ralph Waldo Emerson

“Gifts of one who loved me,—
’Twas high time they came;
When he ceased to love me,
Time they stopped for shame.”

IT is said that the world is in a state of bankruptcy, that 
the world owes the world more than the world can pay, 
and ought to go into chancery, and be sold. I do not think 
this general insolvency, which involves in some sort all the 
population, to be the reason of the difficulty experienced 
at Christman and New Year, and other times, in bestowing 
gifts; since it is always so pleasant to be generous, though 
very vexatious to pay debts. But the impediment lies in 
the choosing. If, at any time, it comes into my head that a 
present is due from me to somebody, I am puzzled what 
to give until the opportunity is gone. Flowers and fruits 
are always fit presents; flowers, because they are a proud 
assertion that a ray of beauty outvalues all the utilities of 
the world. These gay natures contrast with the somewhat 
stern countenance of ordinary nature; they are like music 
heard out of a workhouse. Nature does not cocker us: we 
are children, not pets: she is not fond: everything is dealt 
to us without fear or favor, after severe universal laws. Yet 
these delicate flowers look like the frolic and interference 
of love and beauty. Men used to tell us that we love flattery, 
even though we are not deceived by it, because it shows 
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that we are of importance enough to be courted. Something 
like that pleasure the flowers give us: what am I to whom 
these sweet hints are addressed? Fruits are acceptable gifts 
because they are the flower of commodities, and admit of 
fantastic values being attached to them. If a man should 
send to me to come a hundred miles to visit him, and 
should set before me a basket of fine summer fruit, I should 
think there was some proportion between the labor and the 
reward.

For common gifts, necessity makes pertinences and 
beauty every day, and one is glad when an imperative 
leaves him no option, since if the man at the door have 
no shoes, you have not to consider whether you could 
procure him a paint-box. And as it is always pleasing to 
see a man eat bread, or drink water, in the house or out 
of doors, so it is always a great satisfaction to supply 
these first wants. Necessity does everything well. In our 
condition of universal dependence, it seems heroic to let 
the petitioner be the judge of his necessity, and to give 
all that is asked, though at great inconvenience. If it be a 
fantastic desire, it is better to leave to others the office of 
punishing him. I can think of many parts I should prefer 
playing to that of the Furies. Next to things of necessity, 
the rule for a gift which one of my friends prescribed is, 
that we might convey to some person that which properly 
belonged to his character, and was easily associated with 
him in thought. But our tokens of compliment and love are 
for the most part barbarous. Rings and other jewels are not 
gifts, but apologies for gifts. The only gift is a portion of 
thyself. Thou must bleed for me. Therefore the poet brings 
his poem; the shepherd, his lamb; the farmer, corn; the 
miner, a gem; the sailor, coral and shells; the painter, his 
picture; the girl, a handkerchief of her own sewing. This 
is right and pleasing, for it restores society in so far to the 
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primary basis, when a man’s biography is conveyed in his 
gift, and every man’s wealth is an index of his merit. But 
it is a cold, lifeless business when you go to the shops to 
buy me something, which does not represent your life and 
talent, but a goldsmith’s. This is fit for kings, and rich men 
who represent kings, and a false state of property, to make 
presents of gold and silver stuffs, as a kind of symbolical 
sin-offering, or payment of blackmail.

The law of benefits is a difficult channel, which requires 
careful sailing, or rude boats. It is not the office of a man to 
receive gifts. How dare you give them? We wish to be self-
sustained. We do not quite forgive a giver. The hand that 
feeds us is in some danger of being bitten. We can receive 
anything from love, for that is a way of receiving it from 
ourselves; but not from anyone who assumes to bestow. We 
sometimes hate the meat which we eat, because there seems 
something of degrading dependence in living by it.

      “Brother, if Jove to thee a present make,
Take heed that from his hands thou nothing take.”

We ask the whole. Nothing less will content us. We 
arraign society if it do not give us besides earth, and fire, 
and water, opportunity, love, reverence, and objects of 
veneration.

He is a good man who can receive a gift well. We are either 
glad or sorry at a gift, and both emotions are unbecoming. 
Some violence, I think, is done, some degradation borne, 
when I rejoice or grieve at a gift. I am sorry when my 
independence is invaded, or when a gift comes from such as 
do not know my spirit, and so the act is not supported; and 
if the gift pleases me overmuch, then I should be ashamed 
that the donor should read my heart, and see that I love his 
commodity, and not him. The gift, to be true, must be the 
flowing of the giver unto me, correspondent to my flowing 
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unto him. When the waters are at level, then my goods pass 
to him, and his to me. All his are mine, all mine his. I say to 
him, How can you give me this pot of oil, or this flagon of 
wine, when all your oil and wine is mine, which belief of 
mine this gift seems to deny? Hence the fitness of beautiful, 
not useful things for gifts. This giving is flat usurpation, 
and therefore when the beneficiary is ungrateful, as all 
beneficiaries hate all Timons, not at all considering the 
value of the gift, but looking back to the greater store it was 
taken from, I rather sympathize with the beneficiary than 
with the anger of my lord Timon. For, the expectation of 
gratitude is mean, and is continually punished by the total 
insensibility of the obliged person. It is a great happiness 
to get off without injury and heart-burning, from one who 
has had the ill-luck to be served by you. It is a very onerous 
business, this of being served, and the debtor naturally 
wishes to give you a slap. A golden text for these gentlemen 
is that which I so admire in the Buddhist, who never thanks, 
and who says, “Do not flatter your benefactors.”

The reason for these discords I conceive to be that there 
is no commensurability between a man and any gift. You 
cannot give anything to a magnanimous person. After 
you have served him he at once puts you in debt by his 
magnanimity. The service a man renders his friend is trivial 
and selfish, compared with the service he knows his friend 
stood in readiness to yield him, alike before he had begun 
to serve his friend, and now also. Compared with that good-
will I bear my friend, the benefit it is in my power to render 
him seems small. Besides, our action on each other, good 
as well as evil, is so incidental and at random, that we can 
seldom hear the acknowledgments of any person who would 
thank us for a benefit, without some shame and humiliation. 
We can rarely strike a direct stroke, but must be content 
with an oblique one; we seldom have the satisfaction of 
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yielding a direct benefit, which is directly received. But 
rectitude scatters favors on every side without knowing it, 
and receives with wonder the thanks of all people.

I fear to breathe any treason against the majesty of love, 
which is the genius and god of gifts, and to whom we must 
not affect to prescribe. Let him give kingdoms or flower-
leaves indifferently. There are persons from whom we 
always expect fairy-tokens; let us not cease to expect them. 
This is prerogative, and not to be limited by our municipal 
rules. For the rest, I like to see that we cannot be bought and 
sold. The best of hospitality and of generosity is also not in 
the will, but in fate. I find that I am not much to you; you 
do not need me; you do not feel me; then am I thrust out of 
doors, though you proffer me house and lands. No services 
are of any value, but only likeness. When I have attempted 
to join myself to others by services, it proved an intellectual 
trick,—no more. They eat your service like apples, and 
leave you out. But love them, and they feel you, and delight 
in you all the time.
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HOW PAIN LEADS TO
KNOWLEDGE AND POWER

By James Allen

Suffering leads to perfection through successive stages of 
knowledge–not knowledge from books, but knowledge of 
life–and each step in knowledge means that some form of 
suffering has been transmuted and transcended. A particular 
kind of pain, experienced innumerable times, at last leads to 
knowledge of the cause of that pain, and when the cause is 
discovered, removed, and not again entertained, the pain is 
forever transcended.

This principle is applicable both to physical pain, which 
caused by disease, and to mental suffering caused by wrong 
thinking. When the cause of a disease is known, it can be 
avoided, and the disease and its pain can never attack us. The 
cause of certain forms of disease is known, and the prudent 
avoid the cause and so escape the disease. The causes of 
many bodily disorders, however, still await discovery, and 
until such discovery is effected, the disorders will continue.

In all forms of mental suffering, the cause can be more 
readily discovered, and when discovered, removed and 
avoided, because the mind comes more under our immediate 
control. We cannot eliminate the bodily sensation of pain. 
The pain caused by direct injury to the body is different 
from that caused by disease. Thus a perfect man–perfect 
both in mind and health–would feel pain from a cut or 
wound, just as a very imperfect man would; and it is 
necessary for the protection of his body that he should do 
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so, but his bodily pain would be modified by his attitude 
of mind towards it. It would not cause him any mental 
suffering and he would retain his happiness and peace 
of mind. The imperfect man would, however, become 
disturbed mentally–would be aroused to fear, or agitation, 
or anger–and so would add mental pain to physical, so that 
even the physical pain would appear greater.

Not one of the Great Teachers has taught men how to 
overcome bodily pain or annul the bodily sensation of pain. 
This is highly significant in view of the fact that certain 
schools of thought aim at this end. This studying and 
striving to render one’s body insensible to pain is no new 
thing. It was taught and practiced in the East thousands of 
years ago, and is known in India as Hatha Yoga, or physical 
Yoga. If accounts speak truly, there are still Yogis in India 
who can cut and wound their bodies, and not experience 
pain, and while this is an accomplishment of its kind, it is 
a bad one, and is no indication of spiritual advancement. 
Indeed this Hatha Yoga was condemned as Black Yoga, or 
False Yoga by the Great Teachers of India, who declared 
that it led to bodily disease and spiritual ignorance, and not 
to health and Truth. The practice taught by the spiritually 
enlightened was, and is, know as Raja Yoga, meaning 
kingly Yoga. This kingly or true Yoga consisted in purifying 
the heart, and gaining control of the mind, and the method 
is embodied in their precepts. The precepts of Jesus outline 
this practice with great clearness.

It is clear, then, that we should not strive to become 
insensible to physical pain, first because it is unnatural; 
and second, because we should thereby deprive ourselves 
of the warning and protection to our body which such pain 
affords; but we should Endeavour to heal the pain, when 
caused by injury; or find and remove the cause, when it is 
the result of disease.
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Nor should we try to render ourselves insensible to 
mental pain by any process of hardening. Unnatural as this 
is, it can be done successfully up to a certain, point, just 
as insensibility to physical pain can be accomplished in 
a degree, for as the latter ultimately leads to wreckage of 
the body, so the former leads to mental disaster, leads one 
further and further away from Truth, until at last he has to 
begin all over again.

Nevertheless mental pain can be transcended, yet not 
by hardening the heart, but by softening it, by practicing 
oneself in all thoughts and deeds that are good and kind and 
just, until at last the cause of the mind’s suffering is clearly 
seen and is removed and avoided.

Once the cause of any particular kind of mental pain is 
seen, its elimination from the mind becomes comparatively 
easy. The thought which originated the deed which 
produced the pain, is gradually reduced in strength, and in 
the frequency of its recurrence, until it at last disappears 
entirely from the mind and life. And with each mental pain 
thus transcended, there is a great advance in knowledge, 
and it is a divine knowledge which is accompanied with 
steadfastness, happiness, and power, lifting on able those 
fluctuations between happiness and misery in which the 
majority live.

Thus the wise man sees that everything is good, even 
the presence of pain, and he uses that pain to enable him 
to reach higher regions of knowledge. Regarding his pain 
as a sure indication that he has done wrong somewhere, he 
searches for his mistake, and, having found it, he ever after 
avoids it.

So in the crucible of pain is the dross of ignorance burnt 
away from us. Thus are we purified in the fire of knowledge.

HOW PAIN LEADS TO KNOWLEDGE AND POWER
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THE KNOWLEDGE OF SELF

By Al Ghazzali

KNOWLEDGE of self is the key to the knowledge of 
God, according to the saying: “He who knows himself 
knows God,” and, as it is Written in the Koran, “We will 
show them Our signs in the world and in themselves, that 
the truth may be manifest to them.” Now nothing is nearer 
to thee than thyself, and if thou knowest not thyself how 
canst thou know anything else? If thou sayest “I know 
myself,” meaning thy outward shape, body, face, limbs, 
and so forth, such knowledge can never be a key to the 
knowledge of God. Nor, if thy knowledge as to that which 
is within only extends so far, that when thou art hungry thou 
eatest, and when thou art angry thou attackest some one, 
wilt thou progress any further in this path, for the beasts 
are thy partners in this? But real self-knowledge consists in 
knowing the following things: What art thou in thyself, and 
from whence hast thou come? Whither art thou going, and 
for what purpose hast thou come to tarry here awhile, and in 
what does thy real happiness and misery consist? Some of 
thy attributes are those of animals, some of devils, and some 
of angels, and thou hast to find out which of these attributes 
are accidental and which essential. Till thou knowest this, 
thou canst not find out where thy real happiness lies. The 
occupation of animals is eating, sleeping, and fighting; 
therefore, if thou art an animal, busy thyself in these things. 
Devils are busy in stirring up mischief, and in guile and 
deceit; if thou belongest to them, do their work. Angels 
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contemplate the beauty of God, and are entirely free from 
animal qualities; if thou art of angelic nature, then strive 
towards thine origin, that thou mayest know and contemplate 
the Most High, and be delivered from the thraldom of lust 
and anger. Thou shouldest also discover why thou hast been 
created with these two animal instincts: whether that they 
should subdue and lead thee captive, or whether that thou 
shouldest subdue them, and, in thy upward progress, make of 
one thy steed and of the other thy weapon.

The first step to self-knowledge is to know that thou art 
composed of an outward shape, called the body, and an 
inward entity called the heart, or soul. By “heart” I do not 
mean the piece of flesh situated in the left of our bodies, but 
that which uses all the other faculties as its instruments and 
servants. In truth it does not belong to the visible world, but 
to the invisible, and has come into this world as a traveller 
visits a foreign country for the sake of merchandise, and 
will presently return to its native land. It is the knowledge 
of this entity and its attributes which is the key to the 
knowledge of God.

Some idea of the reality of the heart, or spirit, may be 
obtained by a man closing his eves and forgetting everything 
around except his individuality. He will thus also obtain a 
glimpse of the unending nature of that individuality. Too 
close inquiry, however, into the essence of spirit is forbidden 
by the Law. In the Koran it is written: “They will question 
thee concerning the spirit. Say: ‘The Spirit comes by the 
command of my Lord.’” Thus much is known of it that it 
is an indivisible essence belonging to the world of decrees, 
and that it is not from everlasting, but created. An exact 
philosophical knowledge of the spirit is not a necessary 
preliminary to walking in the path of religion, but comes 
rather as the result of self-discipline and perseverance in that 
path, as it is said in the Koran: “Those who strive in Our way, 
verily We will guide them to the right paths.”

THE KNOWLEDGE OF SELF
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For the carrying on of this spiritual warfare by which 
the knowledge of oneself and of God is to be obtained, the 
body may be figured as a kingdom, the soul as its king, and 
the different senses and faculties as constituting an army. 
Reason may be called the vizier, or prime minister, passion 
the revenue-collector, and anger the police-officer. Under 
the guise of collecting revenue, passion is continually 
prone to plunder on its own account, while resentment is 
always inclined to harshness and extreme severity. Both of 
these, the revenue-collector and the police-officer, have to 
be kept in due subordination to the king, but not killed or 
expelled, as they have their own proper functions to fulfil. 
But if passion and resentment master reason, the ruin of 
the soul infallibly ensues. A soul which allows its lower 
faculties to dominate the higher is as one who should hand 
over an angel to the power of a dog or a Mussalman to 
the tyranny of an unbeliever. The cultivation of demonic, 
animal, or angelic qualities results in the production of 
corresponding characters, which in the Day of Judgment 
will be manifested in visible shapes, the sensual appearing 
as swine, the ferocious as dogs and wolves, and the pure 
as angels. The aim of moral discipline is to purify the heart 
from the rust of passion and resentment, till, like a clear 
mirror, it reflects the light of God.

Some one may here object, “But if man has been created 
with animal and demonic qualities as well as angelic, how 
are we to know that the latter constitute his real essence, 
while the former are merely accidental and transitory?” 
To this I answer that the essence of each creature is to be 
sought in that which is highest in it and peculiar to it. Thus 
the horse and the ass are both burden-bearing animals, 
but the superiority of the horse to the ass consists in its 
being adapted for use in battle. If it fails in this, it becomes 
degraded to the rank of burden-bearing animals. Similarly 
with man: the highest faculty in him is reason, which fits 
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him for the contemplation of God. If this. predominates in 
him, when he dies, he leaves behind him all tendencies to 
passion and resentment, and becomes capable of association 
with angels. As regards his mere animal qualities, man is 
inferior to many animals, but reason makes him superior 
to them, as it is written in the Koran: “To man We have 
subjected all things in the earth.” But if his lower tendencies 
have triumphed, after death he will ever be looking towards 
the earth and longing for earthly delights.

Now the rational soul in man abounds in, marvels, both 
of knowledge and power. By means of it he masters arts 
and sciences, can pass in a flash from earth to heaven and 
back again, can map out the skies and measure the distances 
between the stars. By it also he can draw the fish from the 
sea and the birds from the air, and can subdue to his service 
animals, like the elephant, the camel, and the horse. His five 
senses are like five doors opening on the external world; 
but, more wonderful than this, his heart has a window which 
opens on the unseen world of spirits. In the state of sleep, 
when the avenues of the senses are closed, this window is 
opened and man receives impressions from the unseen world 
and sometimes foreshadowings of the future. His heart is then 
like a mirror which reflects what is pictured in the Tablet of 
Fate. But, even in sleep, thoughts of worldly things dull this 
mirror, so, that the impressions it receives are not clear. After 
death, however, such thoughts vanish and things are seen in 
their naked reality, and the saying in the Koran is fulfilled: 
“We have stripped the veil from off thee and thy sight today 
is keen.”

This opening of a window in the heart towards the 
unseen also takes place in conditions. approaching those of 
prophetic inspiration, when intuitions spring up in the mind 
unconveyed through any sense-channel. The more a man 
purifies himself from fleshly lusts and concentrates his mind 
on God, the more conscious will he be of such intuitions. 

THE KNOWLEDGE OF SELF
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Those who are not conscious of them have no right to deny 
their reality.

Nor are such intuitions confined only to those of prophetic 
rank. Just as iron, by sufficient polishing, can be made into 
a mirror, so any mind by due discipline can be rendered 
receptive of such impressions. It was at this truth the 
Prophet hinted when he said, “Every child is born with a 
predisposition towards Islam; then his parents make a Jew, 
or a, Christian, or a star-worshipper of him.” Every human 
being has in the depths of his consciousness heard the 
question “Am I not your Lord?” and answered “Yes” to it. 
But some hearts are like mirrors so befouled with rust and 
dirt that they give no clear reflections, while those of the 
prophets and saints, though they are men “of like passions 
with us,” are extremely sensitive to all divine impressions.

Nor is it only by reason of knowledge acquired and 
intuitive that the soul of man holds the first rank among 
created things, but also by reason of power. Just as angels 
preside over the elements, so does the soul rule the 
members of the body. Those souls which attain a special 
degree of power not only rule their own body but those of 
others also. If they wish a sick man to recover he recovers, 
or a person in health to fall ill he becomes ill, or if they 
will the presence of a person he comes to them. According 
as the effects produced by these powerful souls are good 
or bad they are termed miracles or sorceries. These souls 
differ from common folk in three ways: (1) what others 
only see in dreams they see in their waking moments. (2) 
While others’ wills only affect their own bodies, these, by 
will-power, can move bodies extraneous to themselves. (3) 
The knowledge which others acquire by laborious learning 
comes to them by intuition.

These three, of course, are not the only marks which 
differentiate them from common people, but the only ones 
that come within our cognisance. Just as no one knows 
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the real nature of God but God Himself, so no one knows 
the real nature of a prophet but a prophet. Nor is this to 
be wondered at, as in everyday matters we see that it is 
impossible to explain the charm of poetry to one whose ear 
is insusceptible of cadence and rhythm, or the glories of 
colour to one who is stone-blind. Besides mere incapacity, 
there are other hindrances to the attainment of spiritual 
truth. One of these is externally acquired knowledge. To 
use a figure, the heart may be represented as a well, and the 
five senses as five streams which are continually conveying 
water to it. In order to find out the real contents of the heart 
these streams must be stopped for a time, at any rate, and 
the refuse they have brought with them must be cleared 
out of the well. In other words, if we are to arrive at pure 
spiritual truth, we must put away, for the time, knowledge 
which has been acquired by, external processes and which 
too often hardens into dogmatic prejudice.

A mistake of an opposite kind is made by shallow people 
who, echoing some phrases which they have caught from 
Sufi teachers, go about decrying all knowledge. This is as if 
a person who was not an adept in alchemy were to go about 
saying, “Alchemy is better than in gold,” and were to refuse 
gold when it was offered to him. Alchemy is better than 
gold, but real alchemists are very rare, and so are real Sufis. 
He who has a mere smattering of Sufism is not superior 
to a learned main, any more than he who has tried a few 
experiments in alchemy has ground for despising a rich man.

Any one who will look into the matter will see that 
happiness is necessarily linked with the knowledge of 
God. Each faculty of ours delights in that for which it 
was created: lust delights in accomplishing desire, anger 
in taking vengeance, the eye in seeing beautiful objects, 
and the ear in hearing harmonious sounds. The highest 
function of the soul of man is the perception of truth; in 
this accordingly it finds its special delight. Even in trifling 
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matters, such, as learning chess, this holds good, and 
the higher the subject-matter of the knowledge obtained 
the greater the delight. A man would be pleased at being 
admitted into the confidence of a prime minister, but how 
much more if the king makes an intimate of him and 
discloses state secrets to him!

An astronomer who, by his knowledge, can map the stars 
and describe their courses, derives more pleasure from his 
knowledge than the chess-player from his. Seeing, then, that 
nothing is higher than God, how great must be the delight 
which springs from the true knowledge of Him!

A person in whom the desire for this knowledge has 
disappeared is like one who has lost his appetite for healthy 
food, or who prefers feeding on clay to eating bread. All 
bodily appetites perish at death with the organs they use, 
but the soul dies not, and retains whatever knowledge of 
God it possesses; nay, increases it.

An important part of our knowledge of God arises from 
the study and contemplation of our own bodies, which 
reveal to us the power, wisdom, and love of the Creator. 
His power, in that from a mere drop He has built up the 
wonderful frame of man; His wisdom is revealed in its 
intricacies and the mutual adaptability of its parts; and His 
love is shown by His not only supplying such organs as are 
absolutely necessary for existence, as the liver, the heart, 
and the brain, but those which are not absolutely necessary, 
as the hand, the foot, the tongue, and the eye. To these 
He has added, as ornaments, the blackness of the hair, the 
redness of lips, and the curve of the eyebrows.

Man has been truly termed a “microcosm,” or little world 
in himself, and the structure of his body should be studied not 
only by those who wish to become doctors, but by those who 
wish to attain to a more intimate knowledge of God, just as 
close study of the niceties and shades of language in a great 
poem reveals to us more and more of the genius of its author.
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But, when all is said, the knowledge of the soul plays a 
more important part in leading to the knowledge of God 
than the knowledge of our body and its functions. The body 
may be compared to a steed and the soul to its rider; the 
body was created for the soul, the soul for the body. If a 
man knows not his own soul, which is the nearest thing to 
him, what is the use of his claiming to know others? It is as 
if a beggar who has not the wherewithal for a meal should 
claim to be able to, feed a town.

In this chapter we have attempted, in some degree, to 
expound, the greatness of man’s soul. He who neglects it and 
suffers its capacities to rust or to degenerate must necessarily 
be the loser in this world and the next. The true greatness; of 
man lies in his capacity for eternal progress, otherwise in this 
temporal sphere he is the weakest of all things, being subject 
to hunger, thirst, heat, cold, and sorrow. Those things he 
takes most delight in are often the most injurious to him, and 
those things which benefit him are not to be obtained without 
toil and trouble. As to his intellect, a slight disarrangement 
of matter in his brain is sufficient to destroy or madden him; 
as to his power, the sting of a wasp is sufficient to rob him 
of ease and sleep; as to his temper, he is upset by the loss of 
a sixpence; as to his beauty, he is little more than nauseous 
matter covered with a fair skin. Without frequent washing he 
becomes utterly repulsive and disgraceful.

In truth, man in this world is extremely weak and 
contemptible; it is only in the next that he will be of value, 
if by means of the “alchemy of happiness” he rises from 
the rank of beasts to that of angels. Otherwise his condition 
will be worse than the brutes, which perish and turn to dust. 
It is necessary for him, at the same time that he is conscious 
of his superiority as the climax of created things, to learn to 
know also his helplessness, as that too is one of the keys to 
the knowledge of God.
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LINCOLN’S LAST HOURS

By Charles A. Leale, M. D.

Commander and Companions of the Military Order of the 
Loyal Legion of the United States:

At the historic pageant in Washington, when the remains 
of President Lincoln were being taken from the White 
House to the Capitol, a carriage immediately preceding the 
catafalque was assigned to me. Outside were the crowds, 
the martial music, but inside the carriage I was plunged in 
deep self-communion, until aroused by a gentle tap at the 
window of my carriage door. An officer of high rank put his 
head inside and exclaimed: “Dr. Leale, I would rather have 
done what you did to prolong the life of the President than 
to have accomplished my duties during the entire war.” I 
shrank back at what he said, and for the first time realized 
the importance of it all. As soon as I returned to my private 
office in the hospital, I drew down the window-shade, 
locked the door, threw myself prostrate on the bare wood 
floor and asked for advice. The answer came as distinctly 
as if spoken by a human being present: “Forget it all.” I 
visited our Surgeon General, Joseph K. Barnes, and asked 
his advice; he also said: “Cast it from your memory.”

On April 17, 1865, a New York newspaper reporter called 
at my army tent. I invited him in, and expressed my desire 
to forget all the recent sad events, and to occupy my mind 
with the exacting present and plans for the future.

Recently, several of our Companions expressed the 
conviction, that history now demands, and that it is my 
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duty to give the detailed facts of President Lincoln’s death 
as I know them, and in compliance with their request, 
I this evening for the first time will read a paper on the 
subject.

Lincoln’s Last Hours
One of the most cruel wars in the history of the world had 

nearly closed.
The people of the United States were rejoicing at the 

prospect of peace and returning happiness. President 
Lincoln, after the surrender of General Robert E. Lee, visited 
Richmond, Virginia, exposing himself to great danger, and 
on his return delivered an address from the balcony of the 
White House.

I was then a Commissioned Officer in the Medical 
Department of the United States Army, having been 
appointed from my native State, New York, and was on 
duty as Surgeon in charge of the Wounded Commissioned 
Officers’ Ward at the United States Army General Hospital, 
Armory Square, Washington, District of Columbia, where 
my professional duties were of the greatest importance and 
required constant and arduous attention. For a brief relief 
and a few moments in the fresh air I started one evening 
for a short walk on Pennsylvania Avenue. There were 
crowds walking toward the President’s residence. These I 
followed and arrived just at the commencement of President 
Lincoln’s last public address to his people. From where I 
stood I could distinctly hear every word he uttered and I 
was profoundly impressed with his divine appearance as he 
stood in the rays of light, which penetrated the windows of 
the White House.

The influence thus produced gave me an intense desire 
again to behold his face and study the characteristics of the 
“Savior of his Country.” Therefore on the evening of April 
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14, 1865, after the completion of my daily hospital duties, 
I told my Ward Master that I would be absent for a short 
time. As a very large number from the Army stationed near 
Washington frequently visited the city, a general order was 
in force that none should be there without a special pass 
and all wearing uniform and out at night were subject to 
frequent challenge. To avoid this inconvenience officers 
stationed in Washington generally removed all signs of 
their calling when off duty. I changed to civilian’s dress and 
hurried to Ford’s Theatre, where I had been told President 
Lincoln, General Grant, and Members of the Cabinet were 
to be present to see the play, “Our American Cousin.” I 
arrived late at the theatre, 8.15 p. m., and requested a seat 
in the orchestra, whence I could view the occupants of the 
President’s box, which on looking into the theatre, I saw 
had been beautifully decorated with American flags in honor 
of the occasion. As the building was crowded the last place 
vacant was in the dress circle. I was greatly disappointed, 
but accepted this seat, which was near the front on the same 
side and about 40 feet from the President’s box, and soon 
became interested in the pleasing play.

Suddenly there was a cheering welcome, the acting ceased 
temporarily out of respect to the entering Presidential party. 
Many in the audience rose to their feet in enthusiasm and 
vociferously cheered, while looking around. Turning, I saw 
in the aisle a few feet behind me, President Lincoln, Mrs. 
Lincoln, Major Rathbone and Miss Harris. Mrs. Lincoln 
smiled very happily in acknowledgment of the loyal 
greeting, gracefully curtsied several times and seemed to 
be overflowing with good cheer and thankfulness. I had 
the best opportunity to distinctly see the full face of the 
President, as the light shone directly upon him. After he had 
walked a few feet he stopped for a moment, looked upon 
the people he loved and acknowledged their salutations 
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with a solemn bow. His face was perfectly stoical, his 
deep set eyes gave him a pathetically sad appearance. The 
audience seemed to be enthusiastically cheerful, but he 
alone looked peculiarly sorrowful, as he slowly walked with 
bowed head and drooping shoulders toward the box. I was 
looking at him as he took his last walk. The memory of that 
scene has never been effaced. The party was preceded by a 
special usher, who opened the door of the box, stood to one 
side, and after all had entered closed the door and took a 
seat outside, where he could guard the entrance to the box. 
The play was resumed and my attention was concentrated 
on the stage until I heard a disturbance at the door of the 
President’s box. With many others I looked in that direction, 
and saw a man endeavoring to persuade the reluctant usher 
to admit him. At last he succeeded in gaining an entrance, 
after which the door was closed and the usher resumed his 
place.

For a few moments all was quiet, and the play again 
held my attention until, suddenly, the report of a pistol was 
heard, and a short time after I saw a man in mid-air leaping 
from the President’s box to the stage, brandishing in his 
hand a drawn dagger. His spur caught in the American flag 
festooned in front of the box, causing him to stumble when 
he struck the stage, and he fell on his hands and knees. He 
quickly regained the erect posture and hopped across the 
stage, flourishing his dagger, clearing the stage before him 
and dragging the foot of the leg, which was subsequently 
found to be broken, he disappeared [Pg 4]behind the scene 
on the opposite side of the stage. Then followed cries that 
the President had been murdered, interspersed with cries of 
“Kill the murderer!” “Shoot him!” etc., from different parts 
of the building. The lights had been turned down, a general 
gloom was over all, and the panic-stricken audience were 
rushing toward the doors for exit and safety.
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I instantly arose and in response to cries for help and for 
a surgeon, I crossed the aisle and vaulted over the seats 
in a direct line to the President’s box, forcing my way 
through the excited crowd. The door of the box had been 
securely fastened on the inside to prevent anyone following 
the assassin before he had accomplished his cruel object 
and made his escape. The obstruction was with difficulty 
removed and I was the first to be admitted to the box.

The usher having been told that I was an army surgeon, 
had lifted up his arm and had permitted me alone to enter.

I passed in, not in the slightest degree knowing what I had 
to encounter. At this moment, while in self-communion, the 
military command: “Halt!” came to me, and in obedience 
to it I stood still in the box, having a full view of the four 
other occupants. Then came the advice: “Be calm!” and 
with the calmest deliberation and force of will I brought all 
my senses to their greatest activity and walked forward to 
my duty.

Major Rathbone had bravely fought the assassin; his 
arm had been severely wounded and was bleeding. He 
came to me holding his wounded arm in the hand of the 
other, beseeching me to attend to his wound. I placed 
my hand under his chin, looking into his eyes an almost 
instantaneous glance revealed the fact that he was in no 
immediate danger, and in response to appeals from Mrs. 
Lincoln and Miss Harris, who were standing by the high-
backed armchair in which President Lincoln sat, I went 
immediately to their assistance, saying I was a United 
States army surgeon. I grasped Mrs. Lincoln’s outstretched 
hand in mine, while she cried piteously to me, “Oh, Doctor! 
Is he dead? Can he recover? Will you take charge of him? 
Do what you can for him. Oh, my dear husband!” etc., etc. 
I soothingly answered that we would do all that possibly 
could be done. While approaching the President, I asked a 
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gentleman, who was at the door of the box, to procure some 
brandy and another to get some water.

As I looked at the President, he appeared to be dead. His 
eyes were closed and his head had fallen forward. He was 
being held upright in his chair by Mrs. Lincoln, who was 
weeping bitterly. From his crouched down sitting posture 
it was evident that Mrs. Lincoln had instantly sprung to 
his aid after he had been wounded and had kept him from 
tumbling to the floor. By Mrs. Lincoln’s courage, strength 
and energy the President was maintained in this upright 
position during all the time that elapsed while Major 
Rathbone had bravely fought the assassin and removed the 
obstruction from the door of the box.

I placed my finger on the President’s right radial pulse 
but could perceive no movement of the artery. For the 
purpose of reviving him, if possible, we removed him 
from his chair to a recumbent position on the floor of the 
box, and as I held his head and shoulders while doing 
this, my hand came in contact with a clot of blood near 
his left shoulder. Remembering the flashing dagger in the 
hand of the assassin, and the severely bleeding wound 
of Major Rathbone, I supposed the President had been 
stabbed, and while kneeling on the floor over his head, 
with my eyes continuously watching the President’s face, 
I asked a gentleman to cut the coat and shirt open from 
the neck to the elbow to enable me, if possible, to check 
the hemorrhage that I thought might take place from the 
subclavian artery or some other blood vessel. This was done 
with a dirk knife, but no wound was found there. I lifted his 
eyelids and saw evidence of a brain injury. I quickly passed 
the separated fingers of both hands through his blood 
matted hair to examine his head, and I discovered his mortal 
wound. The President had been shot in the back part of the 
head, behind the left ear. I easily removed the obstructing 
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clot of blood from the wound, and this relieved the pressure 
on the brain.

The assassin of President Lincoln had evidently carefully 
planned to shoot to produce instant death, as the wound he 
made was situated within two inches of the physiological 
point of selection, when instant death is desired. A 
Derringer pistol had been used, which had sent a large 
round ball on its awful mission through one of the thickest, 
hardest parts of the skull and into the brain. The history of 
surgery fails to record a recovery from such a fearful wound 
and I have never seen or heard of any other person with such 
a wound, and injury to the sinus of the brain and to the brain 
itself, who lived even for an hour.

As the President did not then revive, I thought of the 
other mode of death, apnoea, and assumed my preferred 
position to revive by artificial respiration. I knelt on the 
floor over the President, with a knee on each side of his 
pelvis and facing him. I leaned forward, opened his mouth 
and introduced two extended fingers of my right hand as far 
back as possible, and by pressing the base of his paralyzed 
tongue downward and outward, opened his larynx and 
made a free passage for air to enter the lungs. I placed an 
assistant at each of his arms to manipulate them in order to 
expand his thorax, then slowly to press the arms down by 
the side of the body, while I pressed the diaphragm upward: 
methods which caused air to be drawn in and forced out of 
his lungs.

During the intermissions I also with the strong thumb and 
fingers of my right hand by intermittent sliding pressure 
under and beneath the ribs, stimulated the apex of the heart, 
and resorted to several other physiological methods. We 
repeated these motions a number of times before signs of 
recovery from the profound shock were attained; then a 
feeble action of the heart and irregular breathing followed.
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The effects of the shock were still manifest by such great 
prostration, that I was fearful of any extra agitation of the 
President’s body, and became convinced that something 
more must be done to retain life. I leaned forcibly forward 
directly over his body, thorax to thorax, face to face, and 
several times drew in a long breath, then forcibly breathed 
directly into his mouth and nostrils, which expanded 
his lungs and improved his respirations. After waiting a 
moment I placed my ear over his thorax and found the 
action of the heart improving. I arose to the erect kneeling 
posture, then watched for a short time, and saw that the 
President could continue independent breathing and that 
instant death would not occur.

I then pronounced my diagnosis and prognosis: “His 
wound is mortal; it is impossible for him to recover.” This 
message was telegraphed all over the country.

When the brandy and water arrived, I very slowly poured 
a small quantity into the President’s mouth, this was 
swallowed and retained.

Many looked on during these earnest efforts to revive the 
President, but not once did any one suggest a word or in any 
way interfere with my actions. Mrs. Lincoln had thrown the 
burden on me and sat nearby looking on.

In the dimly lighted box of the theatre, so beautifully 
decorated with American flags, a scene of historic 
importance was being enacted. On the carpeted floor lay 
prostrate the President of the United States. His long, 
outstretched, athletic body of six feet four inches appeared 
unusually heroic. His bleeding head rested on my white 
linen handkerchief. His clothing was arranged as nicely 
as possible. He was irregularly breathing, his heart was 
feebly beating, his face was pale and in solemn repose, 
his eyelids were closed, his countenance made him appear 
to be in prayerful communion with the Universal God he 
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always loved. I looked down upon him and waited for the 
next inspiration, which soon came: “Remove to safety.” 
From the time Mrs. Lincoln had placed the President in 
my charge, I had not permitted my attention to be diverted. 
Again I was asked the nature of his wound and replied in 
these exact words: “His wound is mortal; it is impossible 
for him to recover.”

While I was kneeling over the President on the floor Dr. 
Charles S. Taft and Dr. Albert F. A. King had come and 
offered to render any assistance. I expressed the desire to 
have the President taken, as soon as he had gained sufficient 
strength, to the nearest house on the opposite side of the 
street. I was asked by several if he could not be taken to the 
White House, but I responded that if that were attempted the 
President would die long before we reached there. While 
we were waiting for Mr. Lincoln to gain strength Laura 
Keene, who had been taking part in the play, appealed to 
me to allow her to hold the President’s head. I granted this 
request and she sat on the floor of the box and held his head 
on her lap.

We decided that the President could now be moved from 
the possibility of danger in the theatre to a house where we 
might place him on a bed in safety. To assist in this duty 
I assigned Dr. Taft to carry his right shoulder, Dr. King 
to carry his left shoulder and detailed a sufficient number 
of others, whose names I have never discovered, to assist 
in carrying the body, while I carried his head, going first. 
We reached the door of the box and saw the long passage 
leading to the exit crowded with people. I called out twice: 
“Guards, clear the passage! Guards, clear the passage!” A 
free space was quickly cleared by an officer and protected 
by a line of soldiers in the position of present arms with 
swords, pistols and bayonets. When we reached the stairs, 
I turned so that those holding the President’s feet would 



129

descend first. At the door of the theatre, I was again asked 
if the President could be taken to the White House. I 
answered: “No, the President would die on the way.”

The crowd in the street completely obstructed the 
doorway and a captain, whose services proved invaluable 
all through the night, came to me, saying: “Surgeon, give 
me your commands and I will see that they are obeyed.” I 
asked him to clear a passage to the nearest house opposite. 
He had on side arms and drew his sword. With the sword 
and word of command he cleared the way. We slowly 
crossed the street. It was necessary to stop several times 
to give me the opportunity to remove the clot of blood 
from the opening to the wound. A barrier of men had 
been formed to keep back the crowds on each side of an 
open space leading to the house. Those who went ahead 
reported that the house directly opposite the theatre was 
closed. I saw a man standing at the door of Mr. Petersen’s 
house, diagonally opposite, holding a lighted candle in his 
hand and beckoning us to enter. This we did, not having 
been interrupted in the slightest by the throngs in the 
street, but a number of the excited populace followed us 
into the house.

The great difficulty of retaining life during this brief time 
occupied in moving the President from the theatre to Mr. 
Petersen’s house, conclusively proved that the President 
would have died in the street if I had granted the request 
to take him such a long distance as to the White House. 
I asked for the best room and we soon had the President 
placed in bed. He was lifted to the longitudinal center of the 
bed and placed on his back. While holding his face upward 
and keeping his head from rolling to either side, I looked 
at his elevated knees caused by his great height. This 
uncomfortable position grieved me and I ordered the foot 
of the bed to be removed. Dr. Taft and Dr. King reported 
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that it was a fixture. Then I requested that it be broken off; 
as I found this could not satisfactorily be done, I had the 
President placed diagonally on the bed and called for extra 
pillows, and with them formed a gentle inclined plane on 
which to rest his head and shoulders. His position was then 
one of repose.

The room soon filled with anxious people. I called the 
officer and asked him to open a window and order all 
except the medical gentlemen and friends to leave the room. 
After we had given the President a short rest I decided to 
make a thorough physical examination, as I wished to see 
if he had been wounded in any other part of the body. I 
requested all except the surgeons to leave the room. The 
Captain reported that my order had been carried out with 
the exception of Mrs. Lincoln, to whom he said he did not 
like to speak. I addressed Mrs. Lincoln, explaining my 
desire, and she immediately left the room. I examined the 
President’s entire body from his head to his feet and found 
no other injury. His lower extremities were very cold and I 
sent the Hospital Steward, who had been of great assistance 
to us in removing the President from the theatre, to procure 
bottles of hot water and hot blankets, which were applied. 
I also sent for a large sinapism and in a short time one very 
nicely made was brought. This I applied over the solar-
plexus and to the anterior surface of his body. We arranged 
the bed clothes nicely and I assigned Dr. Taft and Dr. King 
to keep his head upon the pillows in the most comfortable 
position, relieving each other in this duty, after which I sent 
an officer to notify Mrs. Lincoln that she might return to her 
husband; she came in and sat on a chair placed for her at the 
head of the bed.

As the symptoms indicated renewed brain compression, 
I again cleared the opening of clotted blood and pushed 
forward the button of bone, which acted as a valve, permitted 
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an oozing of blood and relieved pressure on the brain. I 
again saw good results from this action.

After doing all that was professionally necessary, I stood 
aside for a general view and to think what to do next. While 
thus watching several army officers anxiously asked if 
they could in any way assist. I told them my greatest desire 
then was to send messengers to the White House for the 
President’s son, Captain Robert T. Lincoln, also for the 
Surgeon General, Joseph K. Barnes, Surgeon D. Willard 
Bliss, in charge of Armory Square General Hospital, the 
President’s family physician, Dr. Robert K. Stone, and to 
each member of the President’s Cabinet. All these desires of 
mine were fulfilled.

Having been taught in early youth to pay great respect 
to all religious denominations in regard to their rules 
concerning the sick or dying, it became my duty as surgeon 
in charge of the dying President to summon a clergyman to 
his bedside. Therefore after inquiring and being informed 
that the Rev. Dr. Gurley was Mrs. Lincoln’s pastor, I 
immediately sent for him.

Then I sent the Hospital Steward for a Nelaton probe. 
No drug or medicine in any form was administered to the 
President, but the artificial heat and mustard plaster that 
I had applied warmed his cold body and stimulated his 
nerves. Only a few were at any time admitted to the room 
by the officer, whom I had stationed at the door, and at all 
times I had maintained perfect discipline and order.

While we were watching and letting Nature do her part, 
Dr. Taft came to me with brandy and water and asked 
permission to give some to the President. I objected, stating 
as my reason that it would produce strangulation. Dr. Taft 
left the room, and again came to me stating that it was 
the opinion of others also that it might do good. I replied: 
“I will grant the request, if you will please at first try by 
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pouring only a very small quantity into the President’s 
mouth.” This Dr. Taft very carefully did, the liquid ran into 
the President’s larynx producing laryngeal obstruction and 
unpleasant symptoms, which took me about half a minute to 
overcome, but no lasting harm was done. My physiological 
and practical experiences had led to correct conclusions.

On the arrival of Dr. Robert K. Stone, who had been 
the President’s family physician during his residence in 
Washington, I was presented to him as the one who had 
been in charge since the President was shot. I described 
the wound and told him all that had been done. He said he 
approved of my treatment.

Surgeon General Joseph K. Barnes’ long delay in arriving 
was due to his going first to the White House, where he 
expected to find the assassinated President, then to the 
residence of Secretary Seward and his son, both of whom he 
found requiring immediate attention, as they had been severely 
wounded by the attempts of another assassin to kill them.

On the arrival of the Surgeon General and Assistant 
Surgeon General, Charles H. Crane, I reported what we 
had done and officially detailed to the Surgeon General 
my diagnosis, stating that whenever the clot was allowed 
to form over the opening to the wound the President’s 
breathing became greatly embarrassed. The Surgeon 
General approved the treatment and my original plan 
of treatment was continued in every respect until the 
President’s death.

The Hospital Steward arrived with the Nelaton probe 
and an examination was made by the Surgeon General and 
myself, who introduced the probe to a distance of about two 
and a half inches, where it came in contact with a foreign 
substance, which lay across the track of the ball; this was 
easily passed and the probe was introduced several inches 
further where it again touched a hard substance at first 
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supposed to be the ball, but as the white porcelain bulb of 
the probe on its withdrawal did not indicate the mark of 
lead it was generally thought to be another piece of loose 
bone. The probe was introduced the second time and the 
ball was supposed to be distinctly felt. After this second 
exploration nothing further was done with the wound 
except to keep the opening free from coagula, which, if 
allowed to form and remain for a short time, produced 
signs of increased compression, the breathing becoming 
profoundly stertorous and intermittent, the pulse more 
feeble and irregular. After I had resigned my charge all that 
was professionally done for the President was to repeat 
occasionally my original expedient of relieving the brain 
pressure by freeing the opening to the wound and to count 
the pulse and respirations. The President’s position on the 
bed remained exactly as I had first placed him with the 
assistance of Dr. Taft and Dr. King.

Captain Robert T. Lincoln came and remained with his 
father and mother, bravely sustaining himself during the 
course of the night.

On that awful memorable night the great War Secretary, 
the Honorable Edwin M. Stanton, one of the most imposing 
figures of the nineteenth century, promptly arrived and 
recognized at that critical period of our country’s history 
the necessity of a head to our Government and as the 
President was passing away established a branch of his War 
Department in an adjoining room. There he sat, surrounded 
by his counsellors and messengers, pen in hand, writing to 
General Dix and others. He was soon in communication 
with many in authority and with the Government and 
army officials. By Secretary Stanton’s wonderful ability 
and power in action, he undoubtedly controlled millions 
of excited people. He was then the Master, and in reality 
Acting President of the United States.
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During the night Mrs. Lincoln came frequently from the 
adjoining room accompanied by a lady friend. At one time 
Mrs. Lincoln exclaimed, sobbing bitterly: “Oh! that my 
little Taddy might see his father before he died!” This was 
decided not advisable. As Mrs. Lincoln sat on a chair by the 
side of the bed with her face to her husband’s his breathing 
became very stertorous and the loud, unnatural noise 
frightened her in her exhausted, agonized condition. She 
sprang up suddenly with a piercing cry and fell fainting to 
the floor. Secretary Stanton hearing her cry came in from the 
adjoining room and with raised arms called out loudly: “Take 
that woman out and do not let her in again.” Mrs. Lincoln 
was helped up kindly and assisted in a fainting condition 
from the room. Secretary Stanton’s order was obeyed and 
Mrs. Lincoln did not see her husband again before he died.

As Captain Lincoln was consoling his mother in 
another room, and as I had promised Mrs. Lincoln to do 
all I possibly could for her husband, I took the place of 
kindred and continuously held the President’s right hand 
firmly, with one exception of less than a minute, when my 
sympathies compelled me to seek the disconsolate wife. I 
found her reclining in a nearby room, being comforted by her 
son. Without stopping in my walk, I passed the room where 
Secretary Stanton sat at his official table and returning took the 
hand of the dying President in mine. The hand that had signed 
the Emancipation Proclamation liberating 4,000,000 slaves.

As morning dawned it became quite evident that the 
President was sinking, and at several times his pulse could 
not be counted. Two or three feeble pulsations being 
noticed, followed by an intermission when not the slightest 
movements of the artery could be felt. The inspirations 
became very prolonged and labored, accompanied by a 
guttural sound. The respirations ceased for some time and 
several anxiously looked at their watches until the profound 
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silence was disturbed by a prolonged inspiration, which was 
followed by a sonorous expiration.

During these moments the Surgeon General occupied a 
chair by the head of the President’s bed and occasionally 
held his finger over the carotid artery to note its pulsations. 
Dr. Stone sat on the edge of the foot of the bed, and I 
stood holding the President’s right hand with my extended 
forefinger on his pulse, being the only one between the bed 
and the wall, the bed having been drawn out diagonally 
for that purpose. While we were anxiously watching in 
profound solemn silence, the Rev. Dr. Gurley said: “Let us 
pray,” and offered a most impressive prayer. After which 
we witnessed the last struggle between life and death.

At this time my knowledge of physiology, pathology and 
psychology told me that the President was totally blind as 
a result of blood pressure on the brain, as indicated by the 
paralysis, dilated pupils, protruding and bloodshot eyes, but 
all the time I acted on the belief that if his sense of hearing 
or feeling remained, he could possibly hear me when I sent 
for his son, the voice of his wife when she spoke to him 
and that the last sound he heard, may have been his pastor’s 
prayer, as he finally committed his soul to God.

Knowledge that frequently just before departure recognition 
and reason return to those who have been unconscious caused 
me for several hours to hold his right hand firmly within my 
grasp to let him in his blindness know, if possible, that he was 
in touch with humanity and had a friend.

The protracted struggle ceased at twenty minutes past 
seven o’clock on the morning of April 15, 1865, and I 
announced that the President was dead.

Immediately after death the few remaining in the room 
knelt around the bed while the Rev. Dr. Gurley delivered 
one of the most impressive prayers ever uttered, that our 
Heavenly Father look down in pity upon the bereaved 
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family and preserve our afflicted and sorrow-stricken 
country.

Then I gently smoothed the President’s contracted facial 
muscles, took two coins from my pocket, placed them over 
his eyelids and drew a white sheet over the martyr’s face. I 
had been the means, in God’s hand, of prolonging the life 
of President Abraham Lincoln for nine hours.

Every necessary act of love, devotion, skill and loyalty had 
been rendered during his helpless hours to the President of the 
United States, the Commander-in-Chief of the Army and Navy, 
to the beloved of millions of people throughout the world.

Many reported, anxious in any way to be of service. I 
accepted their offers to the extent of abundantly filling 
every want. Of all the people I have met in different parts 
of the world, I have found that as a class, good Americans 
are not to be excelled when occasions demand, in strength, 
endurance, calmness, good judgment, ardent loyal devotion 
and self-sacrificing love.

By prolonging the life of President Lincoln, his son 
Robert, whom I sent for, was enabled to see his father alive. 
Physicians and surgeons, lawyer and clergyman, whom I sent 
for, visited the President and were given time to deliberate. 
Members of the Cabinet, whom I sent for with soldiers and 
sailors and friends, had the opportunity to surround him. 
Millions of dangerous, excited and disappointed people were 
morally dissuaded from acts of discord. The nation was held 
in suppressed, sympathetic suspense and control, when the 
people heard that the President was living, though severely 
wounded and dying.

Before the people had time to realize the situation there 
was another President of the United States and the grandeur 
of the continuity of the Republic was confirmed.

After all was over, and as I stood by the side of the 
covered mortal remains I thought: “You have fulfilled your 
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promise to the wife, your duty now is to the many living, 
suffering, wounded officers committed to your care in your 
ward at Armory Square General Hospital,” and I left the 
house in deep meditation. In my lonely walk I was aroused 
from my reveries by the cold drizzling rain dropping on my 
bare head, my hat I had left in my seat at the theatre. My 
clothing was stained with blood, I had not once been seated 
since I first sprang to the President’s aid; I was cold, weary 
and sad. The dawn of peace was again clouded, the most 
cruel war in history had not completely ended. Our long 
sorrowing country vividly came before me as I thought 
how essential it was to have an organization composed 
of returning soldiers to guard and protect the officers of 
state and uphold the Constitution. This great need was 
simultaneously recognized by others, for on that day, April 
15, 1865, there assembled at Philadelphia a few army 
officers for that purpose and originated the Military Order 
of the Loyal Legion of the United States.

Among the archives of our organization, the Military 
Order of the Loyal Legion of the United States, we have 
recorded:—

ABRAHAM LINCOLN.
President of the United States, March 4, 1861, to April 15, 

1865.
Born February 12, 1809, Hardin (La Rue County), Kentucky.
Assassinated April 14, 1865; died April 15, 1865, at 

Washington, D. C.

Enrolled by Special Resolution, to date from April 15, 
1865.

I herewith give in the order in which they arrived, the 
names of the physicians and surgeons, and the clergyman 
whom I recognized as taking a professional part in the 
physical, mental or spiritual welfare of the President from 
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the time he was shot until his death. The first person to enter 
the box after the President was shot, and who took charge 
of him at the request of Mrs. Lincoln, was myself, Charles A. 
Leale, M. D., Assistant Surgeon, United States Volunteers 
and the surgeon in charge of the ward containing the 
wounded commissioned officers at the United States Army 
General Hospital, Armory Square, Washington, D. C. The 
next who reported and simultaneously offered their services 
to me, which were accepted, were Charles S. Taft, M. D., 
Acting Assistant Surgeon, United States Army, and Albert 
F. A. King, M. D., Acting Assistant Surgeon, United States 
Army. Then apparently a very long time after we had cared 
for the President in Mr. Petersen’s house, and in response 
to the numerous messengers whom I had sent, there arrived 
Robert K. Stone, M. D., Mrs. Lincoln’s family physician; 
Joseph K. Barnes, M. D., Surgeon General, United States 
Army; Charles H. Crane, M. D., Assistant Surgeon General, 
United States Army, and the Rev. Dr. Gurley, Mrs. Lincoln’s 
pastor. During the night several other physicians unknown 
to me called, and through courtesy I permitted some of 
them to feel the President’s pulse, but none of them touched 
the wound.

Later in the forenoon as I was in the midst of important 
surgical duties at our hospital, I was notified by my lady 
nurse that a messenger had called inviting me to be present 
at the necropsy. Later a doctor called for the same purpose. 
I respectfully asked to be excused, as I did not dare to leave 
the large number of severely wounded expecting my usual 
personal care. I was fearful that the shock of hearing of the 
sudden death of the President might cause trouble in their 
depressed painful conditions.

One of my patients was profoundly depressed. He said to 
me: “Doctor, all we have fought for is gone. Our country is 
destroyed, and I want to die.” This officer the day before was 
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safely recovering from an amputation. I called my lady nurse, 
“Please closely watch Lieutenant—cheer him as much as 
possible, and give him two ounces of wine every two hours,” 
etc., etc. This brave soldier received the greatest kindness and 
skillful care, but he would not rally from the shock and died in 
a short time.

Among my relics I have a photograph taken a few days 
later in full staff uniform as I appeared at the obsequies. 
The crape has never been removed from my sword. I have 
my cuffs stained with the martyr’s blood, also my card 
of invitation to the funeral services, held on Wednesday, 
April 19, which I attended, having been assigned a place 
at the head of the coffin at the White House, and a carriage 
immediately preceding the catafalque in the grand funeral 
procession from the White House to the Capitol; where 
during the public ceremonies I was assigned to a place at 
the head of the casket as it rested beneath the rotunda.

One of the most devoted of those who remained in the 
room with the dying President was Senator Charles Sumner, 
of Massachusetts. He visited me subsequently and said: “Dr. 
Leale, do you remember that I remained all the time until 
President Lincoln died?” Senator Sumner was profoundly 
affected by this great calamity to both North and South.

On my visit to Secretary Seward some time after the 
President’s death, he was still suffering from his fracture 
and from the brutal attacks of the assassin, who made such 
a desperate attempt to kill him on that fatal night.

When I again met Secretary Stanton we sat alone in his 
private office. He was doing his utmost to continue what he 
deemed best for our country. The long continued strain and 
great burden had left their deep impress upon him. At the 
close of my call we shook hands fraternally.

After the war had closed Governor Fenton, of New York 
State, one of the “War Governors,” came to me and said: 
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“Dr. Leale, I will give you anything possible within my 
power.” I responded: “I sincerely thank you, Governor; but 
I desire nothing, as I wish to follow my mission in life.”

The city of Washington was wrapped in a mantle of 
gloom. The President had known his people and had a 
heart full of love for his soldiers and sailors. With “malice 
toward none” he alone seemed to have the power to restore 
fraternal love. He alone appeared able to quickly heal his 
country’s wound.

In May there occurred in Washington one of the most 
pathetic and historic events, the return of the Northern 
Army for the final review of more than 70,000 veterans. A 
grandstand had been erected in front of the White House for 
the new President, his Cabinet, Officers of State, Foreign 
Ministers and others. I had a seat on this grandstand, from 
which on May 24th we watched one of the most imposing 
parades recorded in history. Among the many heroes, I 
recall the passing of stately General William Tecumseh 
Sherman on his majestic horse, which had been garlanded 
with roses. After we had been sitting there for several 
hours a foreign official tapped me on the shoulder and said: 
“What will become of these thousands of soldiers after their 
discharge?” I answered: “They will return to their homes 
all over the country and soon be at work doing their utmost 
to pay off the national debt.” He replied: “Is it possible! No 
other country could expect such a result.”

All had lost comrades, many were to return to desolate 
and broken homes. Amidst all the grandeur of victory there 
was profound sorrow. Among the thousands of passing 
veterans, there were many who looked for their former 
Commander-in-Chief, but their “Father Abraham” had 
answered to his last bugle call and with more than 300,000 
comrades had been mustered out.
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THE MAN WHO THINKS BACKWARDS

By G. K. Chesterton

The man who thinks backwards is a very powerful 
person to-day: indeed, if he is not omnipotent, he is at 
least omnipresent. It is he who writes nearly all the learned 
books and articles, especially of the scientific or skeptical 
sort; all the articles on Eugenics and Social Evolution and 
Prison Reform and the Higher Criticism and all the rest of 
it. But especially it is this strange and tortuous being who 
does most of the writing about female emancipation and 
the reconsidering of marriage. For the man who thinks 
backwards is very frequently a woman.

Thinking backwards is not quite easy to define 
abstractedly; and, perhaps, the simplest method is to take 
some object, as plain as possible, and from it illustrate 
the two modes of thought: the right mode in which all 
real results have been rooted; the wrong mode, which 
is confusing all our current discussions, especially our 
discussions about the relations of the sexes. Casting my eye 
round the room, I notice an object which is often mentioned 
in the higher and subtler of these debates about the sexes: 
I mean a poker. I will take a poker and think about it; first 
forwards and then backwards; and so, perhaps, show what I 
mean.

The sage desiring to think well and wisely about a poker 
will begin somewhat as follows: Among the live creatures 
that crawl about this star the queerest is the thing called 
Man. This plucked and plumeless bird, comic and forlorn, 



142 CLASSIC ESSAYS

is the butt of all the philosophies. He is the only naked 
animal; and this quality, once, it is said, his glory, is now 
his shame. He has to go outside himself for everything that 
he wants. He might almost be considered as an absent-
minded person who had gone bathing and left his clothes 
everywhere, so that he has hung his hat upon the beaver 
and his coat upon the sheep. The rabbit has white warmth 
for a waistcoat, and the glow-worm has a lantern for a 
head. But man has no heat in his hide, and the light in his 
body is darkness; and he must look for light and warmth in 
the wild, cold universe in which he is cast. This is equally 
true of his soul and of his body; he is the one creature 
that has lost his heart as much as he has lost his hide. In a 
spiritual sense he has taken leave of his senses; and even in 
a literal sense he has been unable to keep his hair on. And 
just as this external need of his has lit in his dark brain the 
dreadful star called religion, so it has lit in his hand the only 
adequate symbol of it: I mean the red flower called Fire. 
Fire, the most magic and startling of all material things, is a 
thing known only to man and the expression of his sublime 
externalism. It embodies all that is human in his hearths and 
all that is divine on his altars. It is the most human thing in 
the world; seen across wastes of marsh or medleys of forest, 
it is veritably the purple and golden flag of the sons of Eve. 
But there is about this generous and rejoicing thing an alien 
and awful quality: the quality of torture. Its presence is life; 
its touch is death. Therefore, it is always necessary to have 
an intermediary between ourselves and this dreadful deity; 
to have a priest to intercede for us with the god of life and 
death; to send an ambassador to the fire. That priest is the 
poker. Made of a material more merciless and warlike than 
the other instruments of domesticity, hammered on the anvil 
and born itself in the flame, the poker is strong enough to 
enter the burning fiery furnace, and, like the holy children, 
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not be consumed. In this heroic service it is often battered 
and twisted, but is the more honourable for it, like any other 
soldier who has been under fire.

Now all this may sound very fanciful and mystical, but 
it is the right view of pokers, and no one who takes it will 
ever go in for any wrong view of pokers, such as using 
them to beat one’s wife or torture one’s children, or even 
(though that is more excusable) to make a policeman 
jump, as the clown does in the pantomime. He who has 
thus gone back to the beginning, and seen everything as 
quaint and new, will always see things in their right order, 
the one depending on the other in degree of purpose and 
importance: the poker for the fire and the fire for the man 
and the man for the glory of God.

This is thinking forwards. Now our modern discussions 
about everything, Imperialism, Socialism, or Votes for 
Women, are all entangled in an opposite train of thought, 
which runs as follows:—A modern intellectual comes in 
and sees a poker. He is a positivist; he will not begin with 
any dogmas about the nature of man, or any day-dreams 
about the mystery of fire. He will begin with what he can 
see, the poker; and the first thing he sees about the poker is 
that it is crooked. He says, “Poor poker; it’s crooked.” Then 
he asks how it came to be crooked; and is told that there is a 
thing in the world (with which his temperament has hitherto 
left him unacquainted)—a thing called fire. He points out, 
very kindly and clearly, how silly it is of people, if they 
want a straight poker, to put it into a chemical combustion 
which will very probably heat and warp it. “Let us abolish 
fire,” he says, “and then we shall have perfectly straight 
pokers. Why should you want a fire at all?” They explain 
to him that a creature called Man wants a fire, because he 
has no fur or feathers. He gazes dreamily at the embers for 
a few seconds, and then shakes his head. “I doubt if such an 
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animal is worth preserving,” he says. “He must eventually 
go under in the cosmic struggle when pitted against well-
armoured and warmly protected species, who have wings 
and trunks and spires and scales and horns and shaggy 
hair. If Man cannot live without these luxuries, you had 
better abolish Man.” At this point, as a rule, the crowd is 
convinced; it heaves up all its clubs and axes, and abolishes 
him. At least, one of him.

Before we begin discussing our various new plans for 
the people’s welfare, let us make a kind of agreement that 
we will argue in a straightforward way, and not in a tail-
foremost way. The typical modern movements may be 
right; but let them be defended because they are right, not 
because they are typical modern movements. Let us begin 
with the actual woman or man in the street, who is cold; 
like mankind before the finding of fire. Do not let us begin 
with the end of the last red-hot discussion—like the end of 
a red hot poker. Imperialism may be right. But if it is right, 
it is right because England has some divine authority like 
Israel, or some human authority like Rome; not because we 
have saddled ourselves with South Africa, and don’t know 
how to get rid of it. Socialism may be true. But if it is true, 
it is true because the tribe or the city can really declare all 
land to be common land, not because Harrod’s Stores exist 
and the commonwealth must copy them. Female suffrage 
may be just. But if it is just, it is just because women are 
women, not because women are sweated workers and white 
slaves and all sorts of things that they ought never to have 
been. Let not the Imperialist accept a colony because it 
is there, nor the Suffragist seize a vote because it is lying 
about, nor the Socialist buy up an industry merely because 
it is for sale.

Let us ask ourselves first what we really do want, not 
what recent legal decisions have told us to want, or recent 
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logical philosophies proved that we must want, or recent 
social prophecies predicted that we shall some day want. 
If there must be a British Empire, let it be British, and not, 
in mere panic, American or Prussian. If there ought to be 
female suffrage, let it be female, and not a mere imitation as 
coarse as the male blackguard or as dull as the male clerk. If 
there is to be Socialism, let it be social; that is, as different 
as possible from all the big commercial departments of to-
day. The really good journeyman tailor does not cut his 
coat according to his cloth; he asks for more cloth. The 
really practical statesman does not fit himself to existing 
conditions, he denounces the conditions as unfit. History 
is like some deeply planted tree which, though gigantic in 
girth, tapers away at last into tiny twigs; and we are in the 
topmost branches. Each of us is trying to bend the tree by a 
twig: to alter England through a distant colony, or to capture 
the State through a small State department, or to destroy all 
voting through a vote. In all such bewilderment he is wise 
who resists this temptation of trivial triumph or surrender, 
and happy (in an echo of the Roman poet) who remembers 
the roots of things.
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20

THE MEANING AND METHOD
OF SPIRITUAL LIFE

By Annie Besant

IN considering the meaning and the method of the 
spiritual life, it is well to begin by defining the meaning 
of the term spiritual, for on that there exists a good deal of 
uncertainty among religious people. We constantly hear 
people speaking of spirit and soul as though they were 
interchangeable terms. Man has a body and soul, or a body 
and spirit they say, as though the two words spirit and soul 
had no definite and distinct meaning; and naturally if the 
words spirit and soul are not clearly understood, the term 
spiritual life must necessarily remain confused. But the 
Theosophist, in dealing with man, divides him in a definite 
and scientific way both as regards his consciousness and 
as regards the vehicles through which that consciousness 
manifests, and he restricts the use of the word spirit to that 
Divine in man that manifests on the highest planes of the 
universe, and that is distinguished by its consciousness of 
unity. Unity is the key-note of spirit, for below the spiritual 
realm all is division. When we pass from the spiritual into 
the intellectual we at once find ourselves in the midst of 
separation.

Dealing with our own intellectual nature, to which the 
word soul ought to be restricted, we at once notice that it 
is, as is often said, the very principle of separateness. In 
the growth of our intellectual nature we become more and 
more conscious of the separateness of the “I”. It is this 
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which is sometimes called the I-ness in man. It is this which 
gives rise to all our ideas as to separate existence, separate 
property, separate gains and losses; it is just as much a part 
of the man as spirit, only a different part, and it is the very 
antithesis of the spiritual nature. For where the intellect 
sees “I” and mine the spirit sees unity, non-separateness; 
where the intellect strives to develop itself and assert itself 
as separate, the spirit sees itself in all things and regards all 
forms as equally its own.

It is on the spiritual nature that turn all the great mysteries 
of the religions of the world, for it is a mystery to the 
ordinary man, this depth of unity in the very center of his 
being, which regards all around it as part of itself, and 
thinks of nothing as separately its own. That which is called 
in the Christian religion the Atonement belongs entirely 
to the spiritual nature, and can never be intelligible so 
long as the man thinks of himself as a separate intellect, 
an intelligence apart from others. For the very essence 
of the Atonement lies in the fact that the spiritual nature, 
being everywhere one, can pour itself out into one form 
or another; it is because this fact of the spiritual nature 
has not been understood, and only the separation of the 
intellect has been seen, that men, in dealing with that great 
spiritual doctrine, changed it into a legal substitution of one 
individual for other individuals, instead of recognizing that 
the Atonement is wrought by the all-pervading spirit, which, 
by identity of nature, can pour itself into any form at will.

Hence we are to think of the spirit as that part of man’s 
nature in which the sense of unity resides, the part in 
which primarily he is one with God, and secondarily one 
with all that lives throughout the universe. A very old 
Upanishat begins with the statement that all this world is 
God-inveiled, and going on then to speak of the man who 
knows that vast, pervading, all-embracing unity, it bursts 
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into a cry of exultation: “What then becomes of sorrow, 
what then becomes of delusion, for him who has known the 
unity?” That sense of a oneness at the heart of things is the 
testimony of the spiritual consciousness, and only as that is 
realized is it possible that the spiritual life shall manifest. 
The technical names—by which we, as Theosophists, 
mark out the spirit—matter not at all. They are drawn from 
the Samskrt, which for millennia has been in the habit of 
having definite names for every stage of human and other 
consciousness; but this one mark of unity is the one on 
which we may rest as the sign of the spiritual nature. And 
so again it is written in an old Eastern book, that “the man 
who sees the One Self in everything, and all things in the 
Self, he seeth, verily, he seeth”. And all else is blindness. 
The sense of separation, while necessary for evolution, is 
fundamentally a mistake. The separateness is only like the 
branch that grows out of a trunk, and the unity of the life of 
the tree passes into every branch and makes them all a one-
ness; and it is the consciousness of that one-ness which is 
the consciousness of the spirit.

Now in Christendom the sense of one-ness has been 
personified in the Christ, the first stage—where there is still 
the Christ and the Father—is where the wills are blended, 
“not my will but thine be done”; the second stage is where 
the sense of unity is felt: “I and my Father are one”. In that 
manifestation of the spiritual life we have the ideal which 
underlies the deepest inspiration of the Christian sacred 
writings, and it is only as “the Christ is born in man”, to use 
the Christian symbol, that the truly spiritual life begins. This 
is very strongly pointed out in some of the Epistles. St. Paul, 
writing to Christians and not to the profane or heathen—
to those who have been baptized, who are recognized 
members of the Church, in a day when membership was 
more difficult to gain than it is in these later times—says to 
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them: “Ye are not spiritual: ye are carnal”. And the reason 
he gives for regarding them as carnal and not spiritual is: 
“I hear that there be divisions among you”; for where the 
spiritual life is dominant, harmony, and not division, is to 
be found. And the second great stage of the spiritual life 
is also marked out in the Christian scriptures, as in all the 
other great world-scriptures, when it is said that, when the 
end cometh, all that has been gathered up in the Christ, 
the Son, is gathered up yet further into the Father, and 
“God shall be all in all”. Even that partial separation of 
Son and Father vanishes, and the unity is supreme. So that 
whether we read the Upanishats, the Bhagavad-Gîtã, or the 
Christian New Testament, we find ourselves in exactly the 
same atmosphere as regards the meaning, the nature of the 
spiritual life: it is that which knows the one-ness, that in 
which unity is complete.

Now this is possible for men, despite all the separation of 
the intellect and of the various bodies which bar us out the 
one from the other, because in the heart of our nature we 
are Divine. That is the great reality on which all the beauty 
and power of human life depend. And it is no small thing 
whether, in the ordinary thought of a people, they rest upon 
the idea that they are divine, or have been deluded into the 
idea that they are by nature sinful, miserable and degraded. 
Nothing is so fatal to progress, nothing so discouraging to 
the growth of the inner nature, as the continual repetition 
of that which is not true: that man fundamentally and 
essentially is wicked, instead of being Divine. It is a poison 
at the very heart of his life; it stamps him with a brand 
which it is hard indeed for him to throw off; and if we 
want to win even the lowest and most degraded to a sense 
of inner dignity, which will enable them to climb out of 
the mud in which they are plunged, up to the dignity of a 
Divine human nature, we must never hesitate to preach to 
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them their essential Divinity, and that in the heart of them 
they are righteous and not foul. For it is just in proportion as 
we do that, that there will be within them the faint stirrings 
of the spirit, so overlaid that they are not conscious of it in 
their ordinary life; and if there is one duty of the preacher of 
religion more vital than another, it is that all who hear him 
shall feel within themselves the stirring of the Divine.

Looking thus at every man as Divine at heart, we begin to 
ask: If that be the meaning of spirit and spiritual life, what 
is the method for its unfolding? The first step is that which 
has just been mentioned, to get people to believe in it, to 
throw aside all that has been said about the heart of man 
being desperately wicked; to throw aside all that is said 
about original sin. There is no original sin save ignorance 
and into that we are all born, and we have slowly to grow 
out of it by experience, which gives us wisdom. That is the 
starting point, as the conscious sense of unity is the Crown. 
And the method of the spiritual life is that which enables the 
life to show itself forth in reality as it ever is in essence. The 
inner Divinity of man, that is the inspiring thought which we 
want to spread through all the Churches of the West, which 
too long have been clouded by a doctrine exactly the reverse. 
When man once believes himself Divine, he will seek to 
justify his inner nature.

Now the method of the spiritual life in the fullest sense 
cannot, I frankly admit, be applied to the least developed 
amongst us; for them the very first lesson is that ancient 
lesson: “Cease to do evil”. In one of my favourite 
Upanishats, when it speaks of the steps whereby a man may 
search after and find the Self, the God within him, the first 
step, it is said, is to “cease to do evil”. That is the first step 
towards the spiritual life, the foundation which a man must 
lay. The second step is active: to do the right. These are two 
commonplaces which we hear on every side, but they are 
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no less true because commonplace, and they are necessary 
everywhere and must be repeated until the evil is forsaken 
and the good embraced. Without the accomplishment of 
these, the spiritual life cannot be begun. And then, as to the 
later steps, it is written that no man who is slothful, no man 
who is unintelligent, no man who is lacking in devotion, 
can find the Self. And again it is said that: “The Self is not 
found by knowledge nor by devotion, but by knowledge 
wedded to devotion”. These are the two wings that lift the 
man up into the spiritual world.

To fill up these broad outlines which are set to guide us 
to the narrow ancient Path, we may find a mass of details 
in the various scriptures of the world, but what is specially 
needed just now, is the way in which people living in the 
world, bound by domestic ties, and ties of occupation of 
every sort, how these people may have a method by which 
the spiritual life may be gained, by which progress in real 
spirituality may be secured. It is true that in all the different 
religions of the world there has been a certain inclination 
to draw a line of division between the life of the world and  
the life of the spirit; that line of division, which is real, is, 
however, very often misunderstood and misrepresented, and 
is thought to consist in circumstance, whereas it consists in 
attitude—a profound difference, and one of the most vital 
import to us. Owing to the mistake that it is a difference 
of circumstances which makes the life of the world and 
the life of the spirit, men and women in all ages have left 
the world in order to find the Divine. They have gone out 
into desert and jungle and cave, into mountain and solitary 
plain, imagining that by giving up what they called the world 
the life of the spirit might be secured. And yet if God be all-
pervading and everywhere, He must be in the market-place 
as much as in the desert, in the house of commerce as much 
as in the jungle, in the law-court as much as in the solitary 
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mountain, in the haunts of men as well as in the lonely 
places. And although it be true that the weaker souls can 
more easily sense the all-pervading life where the jangle of 
humanity is not around them, that is a sign of weakness and 
not a sign of spirituality. It is not the strong, the heroic, the 
warrior, who asks for solitude in his seeking for the spiritual 
life.

Yet in the many lives that men lead in their slow climbing 
to perfection, the life of the solitary has its place, and often 
a man or woman for a life will go aside into some lonely 
place and dwell there solitary. But that is never the last and 
crowning life, it is never the life in which the Christ walks 
the earth. Such a life is sometimes led for preparation, for 
the breaking off of ties which the man is not strong enough 
otherwise to break. He runs away because he cannot battle, 
he evades because he cannot face. And in the days of the 
weakness of the man, of his childhood, that is often a wise 
policy; and for any one over whom temptations have still 
strong power it is good advice to avoid them. But the true 
hero of the spiritual life avoids no place and shuns no 
person; he is not afraid of polluting his garments, for he 
has woven them of stuff that cannot be soiled. In the earlier 
days sometimes flight is wise, but it should be recognized 
as what it is—weakness, and not strength. And those who 
live the solitary life are men who will return again to lead 
the life of the world, and having learned detachment in 
the solitary places will keep that power of detachment 
when they return to the ordinary life of men. Liberation, 
the freeing of the spirit, that conscious life of union with 
God which is the mark of the man become Divine, that last 
conquest is won in the world, it is not won in the jungle and 
the desert.

In this world the spiritual life is gradually to be won, and 
by means of this world the lessons of the spirit are to be 
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learned—but on one condition. This condition embraces 
two stages: first, the man does all that ought to be done 
because it is duty. He recognizes, as the spiritual life is 
dawning in him, that all his actions are to be performed, not 
because he wants them to bring him some particular result, 
but because it is his duty to perform them—easily said, but 
how hard to accomplish! The man need change nothing in 
his life to become a spiritual man, but he must change his 
attitude to life; he must cease to ask anything from it; he 
must give to it everything he does, because it is his duty. 
Now that conception of life is the first great step towards 
the recognition of the unity. If there be only one great life, 
if each of us is only an expression of that life, then all our 
activity is simply the working of that Life within us, and 
the results of that working are reaped by the common Life 
and not by the separated self. This is what is meant by the 
ancient phrase: “give up working for fruit”—the fruit is the 
ordinary result of action.

This advice is only for those who will to lead the spiritual 
life, for it is not well for people to give up working for the 
fruit of action until the more potent motive has arisen within 
them, that spurs them into activity without the prize coming 
to the personal self. Activity we must have at all hazards; it 
is the way of evolution. Without activity the man does not 
evolve without effort and struggle he floats in one of the 
backwaters of life, and makes no progress along the river. 
Activity is the law of progress; as a man exercises himself, 
new life flows into him, and for that reason it is written 
that the slothful man may never find the Self. The slothful, 
the inactive man has not even begun to turn his face to the 
spiritual life. The motive for action for the ordinary man is 
quite properly the enjoyment of the fruit. This is God’s way 
of leading the world along the path of evolution. He puts 
prizes before men. They strive after the prizes, and as they 
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strive they develop their powers. And when they seize the 
prize, it crumbles to pieces in their hands—always. If we 
look at human life, we see how continually this is repeated. 
A man desires money; he gains it, millions are his; and in 
the midst of his millions a deadly discontent invades him, 
and a weariness of the wealth that he is not able to use. A 
man strives for fame and wins it; and then he calls it: “A 
voice going by, to be lost on an endless sea”. He strives for 
power, and when he has striven for it all his life and holds 
it, power palls upon him, and the wearied statesman throws 
down office, weary and disappointed. The same sequence 
is ever repeated. These are the toys by holding out which 
the Father of all induces His children to exert themselves, 
and He Himself hides within the toy in order to win them; 
for there is no beauty and no attraction anywhere save the 
life of God. But when the toy is grasped the life leaves 
it, and it crumbles to pieces in the hand, and the man is 
disappointed. For the value lay in the struggle, and not in 
the possession, in the putting forth of powers to obtain, 
and not in the idleness that waits on victory. And so man 
evolves, and until these delights have lost their power to 
attract, it is well that they shall continue to nerve men to 
effort and struggle. But when the spirit begins to stir and 
to seek its own manifestation, then the prizes lose their 
attractive power, and the man sees duty as motive instead 
of fruit. And then he works for duty’s sake, as part of the 
One Great Life, and he works with all the energy of the 
man who works for fruit, perhaps even with more. The man 
who can work unwearying at some great scheme for human 
good and then, after years of labour, see the whole of it 
crumbling to pieces before him, and remain content, that 
man has gone far along the road of the spiritual life. Does 
it seem impossible? No. Not when we understand the Life, 
and have felt the Unity; for in that consciousness no effort 
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for human good is wasted, no work for human good fails of 
its perfect end. The form matters nothing; a form in which 
the work is embodied may crumble, but the life remains.

And in order to make it very clear that such a motive 
may animate men even outside the spiritual life, we may 
consider how sometimes in some great campaign of battle 
it is realized that success and failure are words that change 
their meaning, when a vast host struggles for a single end. 
Sometimes a small band of soldiers will be sent to achieve a 
hopeless, an impossible task. Sometimes to a commanding 
officer may come an order which he knows it impossible to 
obey: “Carry such-and-such a place”—perhaps a hill-side, 
bristling with cannon, and he knows that before he can gain 
the top of that hill his regiment will be decimated, and, if he 
presses on, annihilated. Does it make any difference to the 
loyal soldier who trusts his general and leads his men? No. 
The man does not hesitate when the impossible task is put 
before him; he regards it only as a proof of the confidence 
of his commander, that he knows him strong enough to fight 
and inevitably fail. And after the last man dies, and only the 
corpses remain, have they failed? It looks so to those who 
have only seen that little part of the struggle; but while they 
held the attention of the enemy, other movements had been 
made unnoticed which rendered victory secure, and when 
a grateful nation raises the monument of thanks to those 
who have conquered, the names of those who have failed 
in order to make the victory of their comrades possible 
will hold a place of honour in the roll of glory, and of the 
nation’s gratitude. And so with the spiritual man. He knows 
the plan cannot fail. He knows that the combat must in the 
end be crowned with victory, and what matters it to him, 
who has known the One-ness, that his little part is stamped 
by the world as failure, when it has made possible the 
victory of the great plan for human redemption, which is 
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the real end for which he worked? He was not working to 
make success here, to found some great institution there, he 
was working for the redemption of humanity. And his part 
of the work may have its form shattered; it matters not, the 
life advances and succeeds.

That is what is meant by working for duty. It makes all 
life comparatively easy. It makes it calm, strong, impartial, 
and undaunted; for the man does not cling to anything he 
does. When he has done it, he has no more concern with 
it. Let it go for success or failure as the world counts them, 
for he knows the Life within is ever going onwards to its 
goal. And it is the secret of peace in work, because those 
who work for success are always troubled, always anxious, 
always counting their forces, reckoning their chances and 
possibilities; but the man who cares nothing for success but 
only for duty, he works with the strength of divinity, and his 
aim is always sure.

That is the first great step, and in order to be able to take 
it there is one secret that we must remember: we must do 
everything as though the Great Power were doing it through 
us. That is the secret of what is called “inaction in the 
midst of action". If a man of the world would become truly 
spiritual, that is the thought that he must put behind all his 
work. The counsel, the judge, the solicitor, what must be 
the motive in each man’s heart if in these ordinary affairs of 
life he would learn the secret of the spirit ? He must regard 
himself simply as an incarnation of Divine Justice. “What”, 
a man says, “in the midst of law as we know it?” Yes, even 
there, imperfect as it is, full of wrongs as it may be, it is the 
Justice of God striving to make itself supreme on earth; and 
the man who would be a spiritual man in the profession of 
the law must think of himself as an incarnation of the Divine 
Justice, and always have at the heart of his thought: “I am 
the Divine hand of Justice in the world and as that I follow 
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law.” And so in all else. Take Commerce. Commerce is one 
of the ways by which the world lives—a part of the Divine 
activity. The man in Commerce must think of himself as 
part of that circulating stream of life by which nations are 
drawn together. He is the Divine Merchant in the world, 
and in him Divine activity must find hands and feet. And all 
who take part in the ruling and guidance of the nations, they 
also are representatives of the Divine Lawgiver, and only 
do their work aright as they realize that they incarnate His 
life in that aspect towards His world. I know how strange 
this sounds when we think of the strife of parties, and of the 
pettinesses of politicians; but the degradation of man does 
not touch the reality of the Divine Presence, and in every 
ruler, or fragment of a ruler, the Divine Lawgiver is seeking 
to incarnate Himself in order that the nation may have a 
national life, noble, happy and pure. And if only a few men 
in every walk of life strove thus to lead the spiritual life; if, 
casting aside all fruits of individual action, they thought of 
themselves as only incarnations of the many aspects of the 
Divine activity in the world, how then would the life of the 
world be made beautiful and sublime!

And so in the life of the home. The head of the household, 
the husband, incarnates God in His relation of supporter 
and helper of the life of His universe. So much has this 
been seen in older days that the Logos of the universe, God 
manifest, is said in one old Hindû book to be the Great 
Householder. And so should every husband think of himself 
as incarnating the Divine Householder, whose wife and 
children exist not for his comfort or delight, but in order 
that he may show out the Divine as perfect man, as husband 
and father. And so also the wife and mother should think 
of herself as the incarnation of the other side of Nature, the 
side of matter, the nourisher, and show out the ceaseless 
providing of Nature for all her children’s needs. As the 
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great Father and Mother of all protect and nourish their 
world, so are the parents to the children in the home where 
the spiritual life is beginning to grow. Thus might all life be 
made fair; and every man and woman who begins to show 
the spiritual life becomes a benediction in the home and in 
the world.

The second great step that men may take, when duty is 
done for duty’s sake, is that which adds joy to duty—the 
fulfilment of the Law of Sacrifice; that noblest, highest, 
view of life, which sees one’s self not as the Divine Life 
merely in activity in the world, but as the Divine Life 
that sacrifices Itself that all may live. For it is written that 
the dawn of the universe is an act of sacrifice, and the 
support of the universe is the continual sacrifice of the all-
pervading Spirit that animates the whole. And when that 
mighty sacrifice is realized as the life of the universe, what 
joy more full and passionate than to throw oneself into the 
sacrifice and have a share in it, however small, to be part of 
the sacrificial life by which the worlds evolve. Well might 
it be said by those who see life, and realize what it means: 
“Where, then, is sorrow, where then delusion, when once 
the one-ness has been seen?” That is the secret of the joy 
of the spiritual man. Losing everything outside, he wins 
everything within.

I have often said, and it remains true ever, that while 
the life of the form consists in taking, the life of the spirit 
consists in giving, and it is that which made the Christ, as 
the type of the Spiritual Giver, declare: “It is more blessed 
to give than to receive.” For truly, those who know the joy 
of giving have no hankerings after the joy of receiving; 
they know the upwelling spring of joy unfailing that arises 
within the heart as the Life pours out. For if the Divine Life 
could flow into us and we keep it within ourselves, it would 
become even as the mountain-stream becomes if it be 
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caught in some place whence it may not issue, and gradually 
grows stagnant, sluggish, dead; but the life through which 
the Divine Life pours unceasing, knows no stagnation and 
no weariness, and the more it outpours the more it receives. 
Let us not, then, be afraid to give. The more we give the 
fuller shall be our life. Let us not be deluded by the world 
of separateness, where everything grows less as we give it. 
If I had gold, my store would lessen with every coin that 
I give away; but that is not so with things of the spirit; the 
more we give, the more we have; each act of gift makes us 
a larger reservoir. Thus we need have no fear of becoming 
empty, dry, exhausted; for all life is behind us, and its 
springs are one with us; once we know the life is not ours, 
once we realize that we are part of a mighty unity, then 
comes the real joy of living, then the true blessedness of 
the life that knows its own eternity. All the small pleasures 
of the world which once were so attractive fade away in 
the glory of the true living, and we know that those great 
words are true: “He who loseth his life shall find it unto life 
eternal”.
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MEDITATION 17

By John Donne

Nunc Lento Sonitu Dicunt, Morieris (Now this bell, 
tolling softly for another, says to me, Thou must die.)

Perchance, he for whom this bell tolls may be so ill, as 
that he knows not it tolls for him; and perchance I may think 
myself so much better than I am, as that they who are about 
me, and see my state, may have caused it to toll for me, and I 
know not that. The church is catholic, universal, so are all her 
actions; all that she does belongs to all. When she baptizes 
a child, that action concerns me; for that child is thereby 
connected to that body which is my head too, and ingrafted 
into that body whereof I am a member. And when she buries 
a man, that action concerns me: all mankind is of one author, 
and is one volume; when one man dies, one chapter is not 
torn out of the book, but translated into a better language; and 
every chapter must be so translated; God employs several 
translators; some pieces are translated by age, some by 
sickness, some by war, some by justice; but God’s hand is in 
every translation, and his hand shall bind up all our scattered 
leaves again for that library where every book shall lie open 
to one another. As therefore the bell that rings to a sermon 
calls not upon the preacher only, but upon the congregation 
to come, so this bell calls us all; but how much more me, 
who am brought so near the door by this sickness.

There was a contention as far as a suit (in which both 
piety and dignity, religion and estimation, were mingled), 
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which of the religious orders should ring to prayers first in 
the morning; and it was determined, that they should ring 
first that rose earliest. If we understand aright the dignity of 
this bell that tolls for our evening prayer, we would be glad 
to make it ours by rising early, in that application, that it 
might be ours as well as his, whose indeed it is.

The bell doth toll for him that thinks it doth; and though 
it intermit again, yet from that minute that this occasion 
wrought upon him, he is united to God. Who casts not up 
his eye to the sun when it rises? but who takes off his eye 
from a comet when that breaks out? Who bends not his ear 
to any bell which upon any occasion rings? but who can 
remove it from that bell which is passing a piece of himself 
out of this world?

No man is an island, entire of itself; every man is a piece of 
the continent, a part of the main. If a clod be washed away by 
the sea, Europe is the less, as well as if a promontory were, 
as well as if a manor of thy friend’s or of thine own were: 
any man’s death diminishes me, because I am involved in 
mankind, and therefore never send to know for whom the 
bell tolls; it tolls for thee.

Neither can we call this a begging of misery, or a 
borrowing of misery, as though we were not miserable 
enough of ourselves, but must fetch in more from the next 
house, in taking upon us the misery of our neighbours. 
Truly it were an excusable covetousness if we did, for 
affliction is a treasure, and scarce any man hath enough of 
it. No man hath affliction enough that is not matured and 
ripened by it, and made fit for God by that affliction. If a 
man carry treasure in bullion, or in a wedge of gold, and 
have none coined into current money, his treasure will not 
defray him as he travels. Tribulation is treasure in the nature 
of it, but it is not current money in the use of it, except we 
get nearer and nearer our home, heaven, by it. Another man 
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may be sick too, and sick to death, and this affliction may 
lie in his bowels, as gold in a mine, and be of no use to 
him; but this bell, that tells me of his affliction, digs out and 
applies that gold to me: if by this consideration of another’s 
danger I take mine own into contemplation, and so secure 
myself, by making my recourse to my God, who is our only 
security.
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A MESSAGE TO GARCIA

By Elbert Hubbard

In this Cuban business there is one man stands out on the 
horizon of my memory like Mars at perihelion. When war 
broke out between Spain & the United States, it was very 
necessary to communicate quickly with the leader of the 
Insurgents. Garcia was somewhere in the mountain vastness 
of Cuba- no one knew where. No mail nor telegraph 
message could reach him. The President must secure his 
cooperation, and quickly.

What to do!
Some one said to the President, “There’s a fellow by the 

name of Rowan will find Garcia for you, if anybody can.”
Rowan was sent for and given a letter to be delivered to 

Garcia. How “the fellow by the name of Rowan” took the 
letter, sealed it up in an oil-skin pouch, strapped it over his 
heart, in four days landed by night off the coast of Cuba 
from an open boat, disappeared into the jungle, & in three 
weeks came out on the other side of the Island, having 
traversed a hostile country on foot, and delivered his letter 
to Garcia, are things I have no special desire now to tell in 
detail.

The point I wish to make is this: McKinley gave Rowan 
a letter to be delivered to Garcia; Rowan took the letter 
and did not ask, “Where is he at?” By the Eternal! there 
is a man whose form should be cast in deathless bronze 
and the statue placed in every college of the land. It is not 
book-learning young men need, nor instruction about this 
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and that, but a stiffening of the vertebrae which will cause 
them to be loyal to a trust, to act promptly, concentrate their 
energies: do the thing—“Carry a message to Garcia!”

General Garcia is dead now, but there are other Garcias.
No man, who has endeavored to carry out an enterprise 

where many hands were needed, but has been well nigh 
appalled at times by the imbecility of the average man- 
the inability or unwillingness to concentrate on a thing 
and do it. Slip-shod assistance, foolish inattention, dowdy 
indifference, & half-hearted work seem the rule; and no 
man succeeds, unless by hook or crook, or threat, he forces 
or bribes other men to assist him; or mayhap, God in His 
goodness performs a miracle, & sends him an Angel of 
Light for an assistant. You, reader, put this matter to a test: 
You are sitting now in your office- six clerks are within call.

Summon any one and make this request: “Please look in 
the encyclopedia and make a brief memorandum for me 
concerning the life of Correggio”.

Will the clerk quietly say, “Yes, sir,” and go do the task?
On your life, he will not. He will look at you out of a 

fishy eye and ask one or more of the following questions:
Who was he?
Which encyclopedia?
Where is the encyclopedia?
Was I hired for that?
Don’t you mean Bismarck?
What’s the matter with Charlie doing it?
Is he dead?
Is there any hurry?
Shan’t I bring you the book and let you look it up 

yourself?
What do you want to know for?
And I will lay you ten to one that after you have answered 

the questions, and explained how to find the information, 
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and why you want it, the clerk will go off and get one of the 
other clerks to help him try to find Garcia—and then come 
back and tell you there is no such man. Of course I may 
lose my bet, but according to the Law of Average, I will 
not.

Now if you are wise you will not bother to explain to your 
“assistant” that Correggio is indexed under the C’s, not in 
the K’s, but you will smile sweetly and say, “Never mind,” 
and go look it up yourself.

And this incapacity for independent action, this moral 
stupidity, this infirmity of the will, this unwillingness to 
cheerfully catch hold and lift, are the things that put pure 
Socialism so far into the future. If men will not act for 
themselves, what will they do when the benefit of their 
effort is for all? A first-mate with knotted club seems 
necessary; and the dread of getting “the bounce” Saturday 
night, holds many a worker to his place.

Advertise for a stenographer, and nine out of ten who 
apply, can neither spell nor punctuate-and do not think it 
necessary to.

Can such a one write a letter to Garcia?
“You see that bookkeeper,” said the foreman to me in a 

large factory.
“Yes, what about him?”
“Well he’s a fine accountant, but if I’d send him up town 

on an errand, he might accomplish the errand all right, and 
on the other hand, might stop at four saloons on the way, 
and when he got to Main Street, would forget what he had 
been sent for.”

Can such a man be entrusted to carry a message to 
Garcia?

We have recently been hearing much maudlin sympathy 
expressed for the “downtrodden denizen of the sweat-
shop” and the “homeless wanderer searching for honest 

A MESSAGE TO GARCIA



166 CLASSIC ESSAYS

employment,” & with it all often go many hard words for 
the men in power.

Nothing is said about the employer who grows old before 
his time in a vain attempt to get frowsy ne’er-do-wells to do 
intelligent work; and his long patient striving with “help” 
that does nothing but loaf when his back is turned. In every 
store and factory there is a constant weeding-out process 
going on. The employer is constantly sending away “help” 
that have shown their incapacity to further the interests of 
the business, and others are being taken on. No matter how 
good times are, this sorting continues, only if times are hard 
and work is scarce, the sorting is done finer—but out and 
forever out, the incompetent and unworthy go.

It is the survival of the fittest. Self-interest prompts every 
employer to keep the best- those who can carry a message 
to Garcia.

I know one man of really brilliant parts who has not the 
ability to manage a business of his own, and yet who is 
absolutely worthless to any one else, because he carries 
with him constantly the insane suspicion that his employer 
is oppressing, or intending to oppress him. He cannot give 
orders; and he will not receive them. Should a message be 
given him to take to Garcia, his answer would probably be, 
“Take it yourself.”

Tonight this man walks the streets looking for work, the 
wind whistling through his threadbare coat. No one who 
knows him dare employ him, for he is a regular fire-brand 
of discontent. He is impervious to reason, and the only 
thing that can impress him is the toe of a thick-soled No. 9 
boot.

Of course I know that one so morally deformed is no less 
to be pitied than a physical cripple; but in our pitying, let 
us drop a tear, too, for the men who are striving to carry on 
a great enterprise, whose working hours are not limited by 
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the whistle, and whose hair is fast turning white through 
the struggle to hold in line dowdy indifference, slip-shod 
imbecility, and the heartless ingratitude, which, but for their 
enterprise, would be both hungry & homeless.

Have I put the matter too strongly? Possibly I have; but 
when all the world has gone a-slumming I wish to speak 
a word of sympathy for the man who succeeds—the man 
who, against great odds has directed the efforts of others, 
and having succeeded, finds there’s nothing in it: nothing 
but bare board and clothes.

I have carried a dinner pail & worked for day’s wages, 
and I have also been an employer of labor, and I know 
there is something to be said on both sides. There is no 
excellence, per se, in poverty; rags are no recommendation; 
& all employers are not rapacious and high-handed, any 
more than all poor men are virtuous.

My heart goes out to the man who does his work when 
the “boss” is away, as well as when he is at home. And the 
man who, when given a letter for Garcia, quietly take the 
missive, without asking any idiotic questions, and with no 
lurking intention of chucking it into the nearest sewer, or 
of doing aught else but deliver it, never gets “laid off,” nor 
has to go on a strike for higher wages. Civilization is one 
long anxious search for just such individuals. Anything 
such a man asks shall be granted; his kind is so rare that 
no employer can afford to let him go. He is wanted in 
every city, town and village- in every office, shop, store 
and factory. The world cries out for such: he is needed, & 
needed badly—the man who can carry a message to Garcia.

A MESSAGE TO GARCIA
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A MODEST PROPOSAL

By Dr. Jonathan Swift

For preventing the children of poor people in Ireland, 
from being a burden on their parents or country, and for 
making them beneficial to the publick.

It is a melancholy object to those, who walk through 
this great town, or travel in the country, when they see the 
streets, the roads and cabbin-doors crowded with beggars 
of the female sex, followed by three, four, or six children, 
all in rags, and importuning every passenger for an alms. 
These mothers instead of being able to work for their honest 
livelihood, are forced to employ all their time in stroling to 
beg sustenance for their helpless infants who, as they grow 
up, either turn thieves for want of work, or leave their dear 
native country, to fight for the Pretender in Spain, or sell 
themselves to the Barbadoes.

I think it is agreed by all parties, that this prodigious 
number of children in the arms, or on the backs, or at the 
heels of their mothers, and frequently of their fathers, is in 
the present deplorable state of the kingdom, a very great 
additional grievance; and therefore whoever could find out a 
fair, cheap and easy method of making these children sound 
and useful members of the common-wealth, would deserve 
so well of the publick, as to have his statue set up for a 
preserver of the nation.

But my intention is very far from being confined to 
provide only for the children of professed beggars: it is of a 
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much greater extent, and shall take in the whole number of 
infants at a certain age, who are born of parents in effect as 
little able to support them, as those who demand our charity 
in the streets.

As to my own part, having turned my thoughts for many 
years, upon this important subject, and maturely weighed 
the several schemes of our projectors, I have always found 
them grossly mistaken in their computation. It is true, a 
child just dropt from its dam, may be supported by her 
milk, for a solar year, with little other nourishment: at most 
not above the value of two shillings, which the mother 
may certainly get, or the value in scraps, by her lawful 
occupation of begging; and it is exactly at one year old 
that I propose to provide for them in such a manner, as, 
instead of being a charge upon their parents, or the parish, 
or wanting food and raiment for the rest of their lives, they 
shall, on the contrary, contribute to the feeding, and partly 
to the cloathing of many thousands.

There is likewise another great advantage in my scheme, 
that it will prevent those voluntary abortions, and that horrid 
practice of women murdering their bastard children, alas! 
too frequent among us, sacrificing the poor innocent babes, 
I doubt, more to avoid the expence than the shame, which 
would move tears and pity in the most savage and inhuman 
breast.

The number of souls in this kingdom being usually 
reckoned one million and a half, of these I calculate 
there may be about two hundred thousand couple whose 
wives are breeders; from which number I subtract thirty 
thousand couple, who are able to maintain their own 
children, (although I apprehend there cannot be so many, 
under the present distresses of the kingdom) but this being 
granted, there will remain an hundred and seventy thousand 
breeders. I again subtract fifty thousand, for those women 
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who miscarry, or whose children die by accident or disease 
within the year. There only remain an hundred and twenty 
thousand children of poor parents annually born. The 
question therefore is, How this number shall be reared, 
and provided for? which, as I have already said, under the 
present situation of affairs, is utterly impossible by all the 
methods hitherto proposed. For we can neither employ 
them in handicraft or agriculture; we neither build houses, 
(I mean in the country) nor cultivate land: they can very 
seldom pick up a livelihood by stealing till they arrive at six 
years old; except where they are of towardly parts, although 
I confess they learn the rudiments much earlier; during 
which time they can however be properly looked upon only 
as probationers: As I have been informed by a principal 
gentleman in the county of Cavan, who protested to me, 
that he never knew above one or two instances under the 
age of six, even in a part of the kingdom so renowned for 
the quickest proficiency in that art.

I am assured by our merchants, that a boy or a girl before 
twelve years old, is no saleable commodity, and even 
when they come to this age, they will not yield above three 
pounds, or three pounds and half a crown at most, on the 
exchange; which cannot turn to account either to the parents 
or kingdom, the charge of nutriments and rags having been 
at least four times that value.

I shall now therefore humbly propose my own thoughts, 
which I hope will not be liable to the least objection.

I have been assured by a very knowing American of my 
acquaintance in London, that a young healthy child well 
nursed, is, at a year old, a most delicious nourishing and 
wholesome food, whether stewed, roasted, baked, or boiled; 
and I make no doubt that it will equally serve in a fricasie, 
or a ragoust.

I do therefore humbly offer it to publick consideration, 
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that of the hundred and twenty thousand children, already 
computed, twenty thousand may be reserved for breed, 
whereof only one fourth part to be males; which is more 
than we allow to sheep, black cattle, or swine, and my 
reason is, that these children are seldom the fruits of 
marriage, a circumstance not much regarded by our 
savages, therefore, one male will be sufficient to serve four 
females. That the remaining hundred thousand may, at a 
year old, be offered in sale to the persons of quality and 
fortune, through the kingdom, always advising the mother 
to let them suck plentifully in the last month, so as to render 
them plump, and fat for a good table. A child will make two 
dishes at an entertainment for friends, and when the family 
dines alone, the fore or hind quarter will make a reasonable 
dish, and seasoned with a little pepper or salt, will be very 
good boiled on the fourth day, especially in winter.

I have reckoned upon a medium, that a child just born 
will weigh 12 pounds, and in a solar year, if tolerably 
nursed, encreaseth to 28 pounds.

I grant this food will be somewhat dear, and therefore 
very proper for landlords, who, as they have already 
devoured most of the parents, seem to have the best title to 
the children.

Infant’s flesh will be in season throughout the year, but 
more plentiful in March, and a little before and after; for 
we are told by a grave author, an eminent French physician, 
that fish being a prolifick dyet, there are more children 
born in Roman Catholick countries about nine months after 
Lent, the markets will be more glutted than usual, because 
the number of Popish infants, is at least three to one in this 
kingdom, and therefore it will have one other collateral 
advantage, by lessening the number of Papists among us.

I have already computed the charge of nursing a beggar’s 
child (in which list I reckon all cottagers, labourers, and 
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four-fifths of the farmers) to be about two shillings per 
annum, rags included; and I believe no gentleman would 
repine to give ten shillings for the carcass of a good fat 
child, which, as I have said, will make four dishes of 
excellent nutritive meat, when he hath only some particular 
friend, or his own family to dine with him. Thus the squire 
will learn to be a good landlord, and grow popular among 
his tenants, the mother will have eight shillings neat profit, 
and be fit for work till she produces another child.

Those who are more thrifty (as I must confess the times 
require) may flea the carcass; the skin of which, artificially 
dressed, will make admirable gloves for ladies, and summer 
boots for fine gentlemen.

As to our City of Dublin, shambles may be appointed for 
this purpose, in the most convenient parts of it, and butchers 
we may be assured will not be wanting; although I rather 
recommend buying the children alive, and dressing them 
hot from the knife, as we do roasting pigs.

A very worthy person, a true lover of his country, and 
whose virtues I highly esteem, was lately pleased, in 
discoursing on this matter, to offer a refinement upon my 
scheme. He said, that many gentlemen of this kingdom, 
having of late destroyed their deer, he conceived that the 
want of venison might be well supply’d by the bodies of 
young lads and maidens, not exceeding fourteen years of 
age, nor under twelve; so great a number of both sexes in 
every country being now ready to starve for want of work 
and service: And these to be disposed of by their parents 
if alive, or otherwise by their nearest relations. But with 
due deference to so excellent a friend, and so deserving a 
patriot, I cannot be altogether in his sentiments; for as to 
the males, my American acquaintance assured me from 
frequent experience, that their flesh was generally tough 
and lean, like that of our school-boys, by continual exercise, 
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and their taste disagreeable, and to fatten them would not 
answer the charge. Then as to the females, it would, I think, 
with humble submission, be a loss to the publick, because 
they soon would become breeders themselves: And besides, 
it is not improbable that some scrupulous people might 
be apt to censure such a practice, (although indeed very 
unjustly) as a little bordering upon cruelty, which, I confess, 
hath always been with me the strongest objection against 
any project, how well soever intended.

But in order to justify my friend, he confessed, that this 
expedient was put into his head by the famous Salmanaazor, 
a native of the island Formosa, who came from thence to 
London, above twenty years ago, and in conversation told 
my friend, that in his country, when any young person 
happened to be put to death, the executioner sold the 
carcass to persons of quality, as a prime dainty; and that, 
in his time, the body of a plump girl of fifteen, who was 
crucified for an attempt to poison the Emperor, was sold 
to his imperial majesty’s prime minister of state, and other 
great mandarins of the court in joints from the gibbet, at 
four hundred crowns. Neither indeed can I deny, that if the 
same use were made of several plump young girls in this 
town, who without one single groat to their fortunes, cannot 
stir abroad without a chair, and appear at a play-house and 
assemblies in foreign fineries which they never will pay for; 
the kingdom would not be the worse.

Some persons of a desponding spirit are in great concern 
about that vast number of poor people, who are aged, 
diseased, or maimed; and I have been desired to employ my 
thoughts what course may be taken, to ease the nation of 
so grievous an incumbrance. But I am not in the least pain 
upon that matter, because it is very well known, that they 
are every day dying, and rotting, by cold and famine, and 
filth, and vermin, as fast as can be reasonably expected. And 
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as to the young labourers, they are now in almost as hopeful 
a condition. They cannot get work, and consequently pine 
away from want of nourishment, to a degree, that if at any 
time they are accidentally hired to common labour, they 
have not strength to perform it, and thus the country and 
themselves are happily delivered from the evils to come.

I have too long digressed, and therefore shall return to 
my subject. I think the advantages by the proposal which I 
have made are obvious and many, as well as of the highest 
importance.

For first, as I have already observed, it would greatly 
lessen the number of Papists, with whom we are yearly 
over-run, being the principal breeders of the nation, as well 
as our most dangerous enemies, and who stay at home 
on purpose with a design to deliver the kingdom to the 
Pretender, hoping to take their advantage by the absence of 
so many good Protestants, who have chosen rather to leave 
their country, than stay at home and pay tithes against their 
conscience to an episcopal curate.

Secondly, The poorer tenants will have something 
valuable of their own, which by law may be made liable 
to a distress, and help to pay their landlord’s rent, their 
corn and cattle being already seized, and money a thing 
unknown.

Thirdly, Whereas the maintainance of an hundred thousand 
children, from two years old, and upwards, cannot be 
computed at less than ten shillings a piece per annum, the 
nation’s stock will be thereby encreased fifty thousand 
pounds per annum, besides the profit of a new dish, 
introduced to the tables of all gentlemen of fortune in the 
kingdom, who have any refinement in taste. And the money 
will circulate among our selves, the goods being entirely of 
our own growth and manufacture.

Fourthly, The constant breeders, besides the gain of eight 
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shillings sterling per annum by the sale of their children, 
will be rid of the charge of maintaining them after the first 
year.

Fifthly, This food would likewise bring great custom to 
taverns, where the vintners will certainly be so prudent as 
to procure the best receipts for dressing it to perfection; 
and consequently have their houses frequented by all 
the fine gentlemen, who justly value themselves upon 
their knowledge in good eating; and a skilful cook, who 
understands how to oblige his guests, will contrive to make 
it as expensive as they please.

Sixthly, This would be a great inducement to marriage, 
which all wise nations have either encouraged by rewards, 
or enforced by laws and penalties. It would encrease the 
care and tenderness of mothers towards their children, when 
they were sure of a settlement for life to the poor babes, 
provided in some sort by the publick, to their annual profit 
instead of expence. We should soon see an honest emulation 
among the married women, which of them could bring the 
fattest child to the market. Men would become as fond of 
their wives, during the time of their pregnancy, as they are 
now of their mares in foal, their cows in calf, or sow when 
they are ready to farrow; nor offer to beat or kick them (as 
is too frequent a practice) for fear of a miscarriage.

Many other advantages might be enumerated. For 
instance, the addition of some thousand carcasses in our 
exportation of barrel’d beef: the propagation of swine’s 
flesh, and improvement in the art of making good bacon, 
so much wanted among us by the great destruction of pigs, 
too frequent at our tables; which are no way comparable 
in taste or magnificence to a well grown, fat yearly child, 
which roasted whole will make a considerable figure at a 
Lord Mayor’s feast, or any other publick entertainment. But 
this, and many others, I omit, being studious of brevity.
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Supposing that one thousand families in this city, would 
be constant customers for infants flesh, besides others who 
might have it at merry meetings, particularly at weddings 
and christenings, I compute that Dublin would take off 
annually about twenty thousand carcasses; and the rest of 
the kingdom (where probably they will be sold somewhat 
cheaper) the remaining eighty thousand.

I can think of no one objection, that will possibly be 
raised against this proposal, unless it should be urged, 
that the number of people will be thereby much lessened 
in the kingdom. This I freely own, and ’twas indeed one 
principal design in offering it to the world. I desire the 
reader will observe, that I calculate my remedy for this 
one individual Kingdom of Ireland, and for no other that 
ever was, is, or, I think, ever can be upon Earth. Therefore 
let no man talk to me of other expedients: Of taxing our 
absentees at five shillings a pound: Of using neither cloaths, 
nor houshold furniture, except what is of our own growth 
and manufacture: Of utterly rejecting the materials and 
instruments that promote foreign luxury: Of curing the 
expensiveness of pride, vanity, idleness, and gaming in 
our women: Of introducing a vein of parsimony, prudence 
and temperance: Of learning to love our country, wherein 
we differ even from Laplanders, and the inhabitants of 
Topinamboo: Of quitting our animosities and factions, nor 
acting any longer like the Jews, who were murdering one 
another at the very moment their city was taken: Of being 
a little cautious not to sell our country and consciences for 
nothing: Of teaching landlords to have at least one degree 
of mercy towards their tenants. Lastly, of putting a spirit of 
honesty, industry, and skill into our shop-keepers, who, if a 
resolution could now be taken to buy only our native goods, 
would immediately unite to cheat and exact upon us in the 
price, the measure, and the goodness, nor could ever yet be 
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brought to make one fair proposal of just dealing, though 
often and earnestly invited to it.

Therefore I repeat, let no man talk to me of these and the 
like expedients, ’till he hath at least some glympse of hope, 
that there will ever be some hearty and sincere attempt to 
put them into practice.

But, as to my self, having been wearied out for many 
years with offering vain, idle, visionary thoughts, and 
at length utterly despairing of success, I fortunately fell 
upon this proposal, which, as it is wholly new, so it hath 
something solid and real, of no expence and little trouble, 
full in our own power, and whereby we can incur no 
danger in disobliging England. For this kind of commodity 
will not bear exportation, and flesh being of too tender a 
consistence, to admit a long continuance in salt, although 
perhaps I could name a country, which would be glad to eat 
up our whole nation without it.

After all, I am not so violently bent upon my own 
opinion, as to reject any offer, proposed by wise men, which 
shall be found equally innocent, cheap, easy, and effectual. 
But before something of that kind shall be advanced in 
contradiction to my scheme, and offering a better, I desire 
the author or authors will be pleased maturely to consider 
two points. First, As things now stand, how they will 
be able to find food and raiment for a hundred thousand 
useless mouths and backs. And secondly, There being a 
round million of creatures in humane figure throughout 
this kingdom, whose whole subsistence put into a common 
stock, would leave them in debt two million of pounds 
sterling, adding those who are beggars by profession, to 
the bulk of farmers, cottagers and labourers, with their 
wives and children, who are beggars in effect; I desire those 
politicians who dislike my overture, and may perhaps be so 
bold to attempt an answer, that they will first ask the parents 
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of these mortals, whether they would not at this day think 
it a great happiness to have been sold for food at a year old, 
in the manner I prescribe, and thereby have avoided such 
a perpetual scene of misfortunes, as they have since gone 
through, by the oppression of landlords, the impossibility 
of paying rent without money or trade, the want of common 
sustenance, with neither house nor cloaths to cover them 
from the inclemencies of the weather, and the most 
inevitable prospect of intailing the like, or greater miseries, 
upon their breed for ever.

I profess, in the sincerity of my heart, that I have not 
the least personal interest in endeavouring to promote this 
necessary work, having no other motive than the publick 
good of my country, by advancing our trade, providing for 
infants, relieving the poor, and giving some pleasure to the 
rich. I have no children, by which I can propose to get a 
single penny; the youngest being nine years old, and my 
wife past child-bearing.
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NEVER AGAIN!

By Edward Carpenter

(A protest and a warning addressed to the peoples of 
Europe.)

Never again must this Thing happen. The time has come—
if the human race does not wish to destroy itself in its own 
madness—for men to make up their minds as to what they 
will do in the future; for now indeed is it true that we are 
come to the cross-roads, we stand at the Parting of the Ways.

The rapid and enormous growth of scientific invention 
makes it obvious that Violence ten times more potent and 
sinister than that which we are witnessing to-day may 
very shortly be available for our use—or abuse—in War. 
On the other hand who can doubt that the rapid growth of 
interchange and understanding among the peoples of the 
world is daily making Warfare itself, and the barbarities 
inevitably connected with it, more abhorrent to our common 
humanity?

Which of these lines are we to follow? Along which path 
are we to go? This is a question which the mass—peoples of 
Europe in the future—and not merely the Governments— 
will have seriously to ponder and decide.

That bodies of men—as has happened a hundred times 
in the trenches in Northern France and even on the Eastern 
Front—should exchange morning salutations and songs in 
humorous amity, and then at a word of command should 
fall to shooting each other;



180 CLASSIC ESSAYS

That peasants and artisans, and shopkeepers and students 
and schoolmasters, who have no quarrel whatever, who 
on the whole rather respect and honour each other, should 
with explosive bombs deliberately blow one another to bits 
so that even their own mothers could not recognize them; 
That human beings should use every devilish invention 
of science with the one purpose of maiming, blinding, 
destroying those against whom they have no personal 
grudge or grievance; All this is sheer madness.

Only a short time ago a private soldier said to me: “Yes, 
we had got to be such friends with those Bavarians in the 
trenches over against us that if we had returned there again 
I believe nothing could have made us fight with each other; 
but of course that point was perceived and we were moved 
to another part of the Line.” What a criticism in a few 
words on the whole War! A hundred times this or something 
similar has happened, and a hundred and a thousand times 
these ‘enemies’ who have madly mutilated each other 
have—a few minutes later—been only too glad to dress 
each other’s wounds and share the last contents of their 
water-bottles.

By all the heart-rending experiences which have now 
become so common and familiar to us;

By the fact that to-day there is hardly a family over the 
greater part of Europe that is not grieving bitterly over the 
loss of some dearest member of its circle;

By the white faces of the women clad in black, whom one 
sees everywhere in the streets of Berlin and Brussels and 
Paris and Vienna, of London and Milan and Belgrade and 
Petrograd;

By the sufferings of famine-stricken Poland, ravaged 
already three or four times in the last two years by opposing 
and alternate armies;
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By the awful sufferings of the six or seven million Jews 
of the Russian Pale, hounded homeless in winter to and, fro 
over the frozen earth the old men and women and children 
perishing of exposure, fatigue, and starvation;

By the agony of Serbia, and the despair of Belgium;
This must not be again!
By the five or six million actual combatants already slain; 

and, the strange spectacle of millions of Women (over half 
a million in Britain, more in France, multitudes in Germany 
and America) manufacturing man-destroying explosive 
shells in ceaseless stream by day and night; (And it is 
estimated that on the average some fifty shells are expended 
for every one man slain) By the terrified faces—as of 
drowning men—of those suffering in countless hospitals 
from shell-shock; by their trembling hands and, limbs and 
horrible dreams at night—pursued by an ever-living horror;

By the curses of the tender-hearted friend who collects in 
No-man’s-land between the lines the scattered fragments of 
his comrade’s body—the dabs of flesh, the hand, the head 
he knows so well, a boot with a foot still in it—and puts 
them all together in a sack for burial;

By the silent stupefaction of wives and mothers trying 
vainly to picture to themselves a death which cannot be 
pictured; by the insane laughter of those who having 
witnessed these things can no longer weep;

This must not be again!
By the beach at Gallipoli covered with the prostrate 

and writhing forms of men exhausted and emaciated with 
dysentery, who have crawled down from the hills only to lie 
out there in the terrible sun tormented with flies and thirst, or 
to shiver through the frosty night, waiting for the tardy arrival 
of the Hospital Ship;

By the hundreds of bodies thrown at the last into the sea 
at sunrise, for their unceremonious end;

NEVER AGAIN!
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And each poor body for all its loathsome state so loved, 
so loved by some one far away;

By the dear Lord who in the beautiful legend descended 
for three days into Hell that he might redeem mankind; but 
these have lived in an actual Hell for weeks and months 
together—

This must not be again!
By the growth and expansion of Science (God forgive the 

word!) which will inevitably make each future war more 
devilish and inhuman than the last;

By the cry of the black and coloured peoples of the Earth 
who have for long enough already said how hard and cruel 
the faces of the white men seemed to them, and who now 
think how black their souls are;

By the hardness of heart, the insensitiveness of a certain 
kind, which during a century or more now has been bred by 
the institutions of Commercialism;

By the habitual betrayal, through long periods of ‘prosperity’ 
and ‘peace,’ of men by their fellows—of the weak by the 
powerful, of the generous by the mean, of the simple and 
thoughtless by the crafty and selfish;

By the huge dividends declared by Armament Firms; 
by the international agreements of these firms with one 
another, even to cozen their own respective Governments;

By the hundreds and hundreds of thousands of innocent 
folk trampled underfoot in the ditch of competition, the 
mad, race in which the devil takes the hindmost;

By the treacherous internal warfare of the ordinary 
industrial life of every country, the secret betrayal and murder 
of bodies and souls for profit—at last written out in letters of 
blood and fire across the continents, for all to behold—

This must not be again !
Let the Allies by all means accuse Germany of world-

ambition and world-plunder, and let the German people 
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accuse their Prussian lords but let every nation also search 
its own heart and accuse itself.

For have not the lords of every nation set before 
themselves the same goal, the goal of world-ambition and 
glory and ‘empire’ and plunder? And have not the mass-
peoples of every nation stood meanly by and acclaimed 
the fraud, nor spoken out against it, silently consenting 
to these things in the prospect of some advantage also to 
themselves?

Have not all the nations without exception acted meanly 
and dastardly towards the out lying black races, and even 
towards those more civilized peoples whom they thought 
weaker than themselves—and now in the stress of war are 
they not finding that their own rights and liberties are being 
slowly filched from them?

Yes, that is, the end of Glory and of Greed.
But the day of glory is departed. The newspapers, it 

is true, still keep up the phrase. They talk of a battalion 
“covering itself with glory.” But the men themselves do 
not talk so. They know too well what it all means. They 
see no glory in covering themselves with the blood of 
their brothers of the opposing trenches; with whom a few 
moments before they were joining in songs and jokes.

They only say: Now that we have begun, we will see it 
through—but it must not be Again.

Never I think in all the history of the world has there 
been a thing so great in its way as the present British Army 
and Navy. This enormous force, raised—except for a small 
remnant—by Voluntary enlistment from all classes of the 
nation, and inspired more by a general and protective sense 
towards the Motherland than by anything else, has fulfilled 
what it considered to be its duty and its honour with a 
devotion and a heroism unsurpassed. It were impossible to 
stay and recount its many wonderful deeds.

NEVER AGAIN!
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A young officer said to me one day—“Horrible as the 
whole thing is, yet it almost seems worth while, when you 
think of the splendid things done—and done too in such a 
simple matter-of-fact way: when you think of all the love 
and devotion poured out, and the lives our men have given 
one for the sake of another.”

Great indeed is the spirit of such an army, great its 
magnanimity, its simplicity of mind, its unself-consciousness, 
its single concentration on its purpose.

Yet perhaps the most surprising thing about our men is 
that they have done all this with so little hatred in their 
hearts for the enemy.

Whatever the Germans may have felt, and whatever the 
French, the Britishers have just done their fighting in their 
own nonchalant way “because they had to”—with scarcely 
a shadow of malice or revenge—rather with that respect 
for a doughty opponent which always distinguishes the true 
fighter.

Think of that quaint story (Between The Lines, by Boyd 
Cable, pp 188 ff) of the German Burschen in their trenches, 
singing with pious enthusiasm the Song of Hate (probably 
commanded and compelled, poor devils, to sing it) and 
our men for days secretly listening, learning the words, 
practicing the tune on their muffled, mouth-organs; till 
having got it all complete they one morning, burst it forth in 
full chorus on the astonished Teutons, nor failed at the end 
to blaze out “Gott strafe England” at the top of, their voices 
as if they really meant it—and then subsided into a roar of 
laughter. They simply would not take the German “Hate” 
seriously.

Well, what can an enemy do with such an army? It would 
seem indeed to be invincible.

The other surprising thing about this Army is (but it is also 
in part true of the Russians and others) that the members of it 
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not only bear so little malice in their heart of hearts against 
the enemy, but that all the time they (or nine-tenths of them) 
are giving their life-blood, for a Country which in hardly 
any available or adequate sense can really be said to belong 
to them.

Not one man of ours in ten, probably not one in a hundred, 
has any direct rights or interest in his native soil; and the 
Motherland has too often (at any rate in the past) turned out 
a stepmother who disowned him later when crippled in her 
service.

He is told that he is fighting for his country, but he finds 
that his real privilege is to die at the foot of a Trespass-
board on some rich man’s estate, singing bravely to the last 
that “Britons never, never shall be slaves!” He is told that 
he is defending his hearth and his home, and to prove that 
that is so, he is sent out on a far campaign to further some 
dubious scheme—in Mesopotamia! I think we cannot refuse 
to say that the good temper and they single-heartedness and 
the single mindedness of the British soldier are beyond all 
praise.

But, in another way, how admirable and how great has the 
French soldier proved himself to be!

The passion of Patriotism, the sheer love of their own 
country (in the case of the French, more truly “their own” 
than in the case of the British) has swept through France 
in a wave of devotion which consumed in its flame, one 
may almost say, the energies and the treasures of every 
household. To protect their beautiful land, their divine 
mistress, from violation by the German hordes was a thing 
for which all men—artists, literary men and all—were glad 
to die.

When at Meaux the French army (reorganized and 
reinforced) broke through the German centre and fell upon 
Von Kluck’s left flank (his right being already threatened 
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by the French Sixth Army), they were surely not men who 
fought, but spirits rather—many of them almost ghosts, 
white with the fatigues and privations of a long retreat; but 
to save their beloved Paris they faced the enemy with a fury 
that nothing could resist.

A miracle was wrought (talk of Angels at Mons, it was 
Devils at Meaux), and Germany in that moment was 
defeated—even though it took two years more to make her 
acknowledge her defeat.

Think of Lieutenant Pericard who in a trench full of 
corpses at Bois-brule cried, suddenly entranced, in a loud 
voice, “Debout les morts!” and in a moment, as it were, the 
souls of their dead comrades were around his men, inspiring 
them to victory.

When again at Verdun week after week and month after 
month the French army endured tine almost hourly mass-
attacks of the enemy battalions and the deluge of their 
shells (eight million shells, it is estimated the Germans 
threw in ten weeks), it still, though heavily punished, stood 
solid, and the whole of France stood solid behind it. France 
never doubted the conclusion; and the conclusion was never 
doubtful.

We have spoken of ‘glory,’ but the day of ‘la gloire’ has 
departed. France herself has ceased to speak of it—and 
there can be no better proof than that, of the change that has 
come over the minds of men .

France has emerged from the War a changed nation. The 
people who in 1870 made ribald verses and sang cynical 
songs over the plight of their country are now no more, and 
France emerges serious, resolute, to the great work which 
she has before her—of building the great first Democratic 
State of Europe and becoming the corner-stone of the future 
European Confederation.
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And what shall we say of the German army? (In the moment 
and merely for the sake of brevity I leave the Belgians, 
Russians, Italians and Serbians aside.)

When I think of the great German army now scattered 
over Europe, fighting along that immense line (including 
the Austrian portion) of some 1,400 miles in extent; when 
I think of this on the whole so wonderfully goodhearted, 
genial, sociable people, these regiments of Westphalians, 
Wurtemburgers, Saxons, Bavarians, Hungarians, these men 
and boys from the fields and farms of Posen and Pomerania, 
the forests of Thuringia, the vineyards of the Rhine or the 
vegetable gardens of the Palatinate, these students from 
the Universities and scholars from the Technical Schools; 
plunged in this insane War, fighting in very truth for they 
know not what, and pouring out their life-blood, like water 
in obedience to the long-prepared schemes of their rulers—I 
am seized with an immense pity.

They have been told they are fighting to save their 
Fatherland. And as far as our argument is concerned it does 
not matter how falsely they have been instructed or what 
grain of actual truth there may be in the contention.

The point is that the vast majority of them believe this to 
be true; and they too, dear children, are giving their lives for 
their hearths and homes—they too are leading this hateful 
existence in trenches and mines, called to it by what seems 
to them a good conscience, and carried onward (in company 
with those they have left at home) in the mad millrace of 
public opinion.

However we may, blame the German High Command—
and certainly we must blame those in power, who over such 
a long period deliberately prepared this war, and at the last 
so suddenly launched it upon Europe.

However we may blame the German High Command, we 
cannot refuse to acknowledge the really great qualities of 
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their general Army: its extraordinary courage and devotion, 
its versatility and resource.

As to its goodheartedness, that is proved by the endless 
stories of spontaneous friendliness shown by the German 
troops even to their enemies, the individual rapprochements 
on occasions, the succour to the wounded, the Christmas 
songs and celebrations, and by the fact of advances of this 
kind so often coming first from the German side.

As to its good sense, that element certainly has not been 
wanting. Among the stories’ above-mentioned as coming 
from the Front is one which I have every reason to believe 
is true. The Saxons one day, in their trenches thirty or forty 
yards away, put up a blackboard on which was written: “The 
English are fools!” The board was of course peppered with 
bullets, and went drown. Presently it reappeared with “The 
French are fools!” written on it. Being duly peppered again 
it went down, and came up with “The Russians are fools!” 
Same treatment. But when it, or a similar board, appeared 
for the fourth time, lo! the inscription was “The Austrians 
are fools!”; and when it appeared for the fifth time, “The 
Germans are fools!”; and the sixth time, “We are all fools!”

I don’t think there could be much better sense than that.
And to think that the insane policy of a Government or 

Governments should bring about the wholesale slaughter of 
such mien as all these that I have described.

To think that the longer such a war goes on, the less heroic 
and generous it becomes, and the more dominated by hatred 
and revenge—by the wish to score a military victory or the 
desire to secure mere political and commercial advantages.

To think that nations who consider themselves civilized 
should be thus acting: so contrary to the natural laws and 
instincts of humanity that often in order for a bayonet 
charge men must be primed with liquor to the verge of 
intoxication .
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We need not go further.
Of the three great nations primarily involved those indeed 

of which we can speak most confidently, knowing them 
best—it is intolerable to think they should thus mutilate and 
destroy each other.

All we can say is: Never again must this thing happen!
When one th inks  of  the  whole  dread Coi l  and 

Entanglement, and, what it is for, the mind reels in despair.
When one thinks of the marvellous scientific ingenuity 

and skill, directed in a kind of diabolic concentration on the 
one purpose of slaughter.

Of the huge guns, the 12.5’s, weighing 40 tons apiece, 
and boxed and rifled to the nicety of the thousandth part of 
an inch (I have watched them being made at Sheffield).

Of the larger 15 in. guns, with range of 13 or 14 miles, so 
accurate that the shells thrown at that distance will deviate 
hardly a couple of yards to the right hand or the left of their 
line of fire (and in the Jutland battle the firing opened at 
nearly 11 miles).

Of the still larger guns even now being constructed.
Of the shells themselves varying from a few pounds to 

nearly, a ton in weight, and so delicately fashioned that the 
moment of their explosion can be positively timed to the 
tenth part of a second:

When one thinks of the ingenuity put into aeroplanes and 
airships, and almost entirely with a view to the destruction 
of life;

Of the automatic steering of submarine torpedoes by 
means of gyroscopes, so that when deviated by any obstacle 
or accident from their set course they will actually return of 
themselves to that course again;

Of the everlasting duel going on in any one country 
between armour plates and projectiles but of course always 
between the armour plates of one firm and the projectiles of 
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another (since obviously for any one firm to prove its own 
inferiority in either line would be bad business)!

Of the competition even now in progress between the 
Russian universities for the invention of a new explosive or 
a new gas more devastating than any hitherto produced;

Of the weighty Advisory Committee of scientific Experts 
sitting permanently in Britain for the discussion and 
handling of the technical problems of the War;

When one thinks of what a Paradise all this ingenuity, all 
this expenditure of labour and treasure, might make of our 
mortal Earth—if it were only decently employed;

That Great Britain alone has already spent on the War 
enough to provide every family in the whole kingdom with 
a comfortable cottage and an acre of land;

When further one thinks of all the mass of human 
material there is, such as we have already described—of the 
very finest quality, and fit to build the most splendid races 
and cities “the sun ever shone upon”—and then that it is 
being used for these utterly senseless purposes;

How heart-rending the waste and the folly! How 
disgusting the sin of those who are responsible!

But to-day surely the armies themselves of these three 
countries are beginning to see through the illusions which 
have been dangled before then so long by those in power—
the “My-country—right-or-wrong” kind of Patriotism which 
has so often been evoked only in order to serve the plots of 
private schemers;

They are surely beginning to see that the directing of 
State-policy and foreign relations must no longer be left in 
the hands of a few highborn diplomats (mostly ignorant of 
the actual modern world amid which they live), but must 
be subject to the severest scrutiny and surveillance by the 
people at large and their representatives;

They are beginning to see that if courage, devotion to 
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an Idea, love of the Father- or Mother-land, Fidelity of 
comrade to comrade, Efficiency, daring in Adventure, 
exactness in Organization, and so forth, are the qualities 
which in the past have made the profession of arms great 
and glorious, it is these very qualities which will be 
demanded and evoked for all future time in the great free 
armies of Industry.

For with the cessation of Militarism as the leading 
principle of national life must inevitably come the liberation 
of Industry—else the last state of our societies will indeed 
be worse than the first.

Truly there is nothing very exhilarating about Industry 
as it has in modern times been conceived, and one does 
not altogether wonder that all down the centuries the man 
with the sword has despised the man with the hoe, since the 
latter has generally been little better than a slave.

But when once Labour is freed—or rather when once it 
frees itself—from the thraldom, of the old Feudal system, 
and finally from the fearful burden of modern Capitalism—
when once it can lift its head and see the great constructive 
vision of the new society which awaits it—then surely it 
will perceive that all the great qualities we have named as 
exhibited in the past in the old destructive Warfare, and 
now become the splendid heritage of the peoples of Europe, 
will be necessary and will have a field for their exercise 
in the beneficent constructive conquests of Nature and the 
building up on Earth of that great City of the Sun which for 
so many ages has been the dream and inspiration of Man.

And of the old mad Warfare it will then say This odious 
and inhuman

Thing must never be again!
In conclusion, and to look to the future:
I think we may see that the new conception of life will 

only come through the peeling off in the various nations 
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of the old husks of the diplomatic, military, legal, and 
commercial classes, with their antiquated, narrow-minded 
and profoundly. irreligious and inhuman standards—those 
husks which have so long restricted and strangulated the 
growing life within.

It will only come with the determination of the workers 
(that is, of everybody) to produce things useful, profitable, 
and beautiful, in free and rational co-operation—things 
useful because deliberately made for use, things profitable 
for all because not made for the gain of the few, and things 
beautiful because of the joy and gladness wrought into their 
very production.

Simultaneously with this peeling off, of the Old, and 
disclosure of the New, will of necessity appear—indeed it is 
taking shape already the blossom of international solidarity 
and federation—the common cause of Humanity and of 
Labour liberated over the world.

Naturally such process will not mature all at once. It may, 
bit that the four Western nations, England, France, Italy and 
Belgium, combining with some of the neutral States, will 
constitute the first European Federationor at any rate the 
nucleus of a Federation destined, as it expands to absorb 
within its borders Germany herself (of course when she 
shall have taken on her true republican form) and the other 
States in due succession.

Such Federation when firmly consolidated might, it is not 
unlikely, still retain for a long period a military system, of 
some kind, if only for its own protection against outlying 
and non European dangers; but that military system would 
be small and secondary. It right reasonably be no more 
dominant or meddlesome than the military system of China 
has been during the last thousand years in comparison with 
the massive imperturbability of the great Chinese Empire 
itself.
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Meanwhile let us remember how important it is for the 
future of the world that each nation and people should be 
free to contribute its special quality and character to the 
whole; nor be ridden-over roughshod by the others;

That each should contribute, in Trade or otherwise, its 
special gifts or facilities; and that the Internationalism 
which already rules in labour affairs and in Commerce and 
Science and Fashion and Finance and Philanthropy and 
Literature and Art and Music, should at last be recognized 
in Politics.

Let us further remember how important it is that every 
man and woman should insist on the rights of Personality 
to preserve sacred his or her most intimate sense of selfness 
and duty the very, essence of Freedom.

Though I do not, for instance, think that a refusal to 
fight under any condition or circumstance can reasonably 
be maintained to its logical conclusion, and though I 
certainly would not engage myself to refuse to fight in any 
and every case. Still, I do honour and respect the genuine 
conscientious objectors (of whom there are great numbers) 
very sincerely.

Some of them may, be narrow-minded and faddist (as 
conscience often is), but let us remember that the great 
things of History have been initiated by such folk.

It was they who barred and broke the gladiatorial games 
at Rome; it was they, who, steered the “Mayflower” across 
the Atlantic, and started the great Republic of the United 
States;

And it is they, who are possibly sowing the seed a 
great Movement which will spread all over Europe, and 
ultimately by opposing compulsory military service 
inaugurate a world-era of Peace. (For certainly, without 
Conscription the Continental Powers would never have 
become involved in the present war)
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Let us recognize the right and the duty of each man to 
ponder these world-problems for himself: to play his part 
and to make his own voice heard in the solution of them.

Let us recognize the falsity of Science divorced from the 
Heart, and begin to-day to create a political, an economic, 
and a material world which shall be the true and satisfying 
expression of the real human soul;

Let us acknowledge even at the last that the War may 
have been a, necessary evil to show us by contrast the way, 
of deliverance;

Let us render, homage to those who have given their lives 
in it; let us vow that their great sacrifice shall not be in vain, 
but shall consecrate for us a new purpose and a new ideal;

Let us believe that Love, not Hatred, is the power by 
which in the end the World will be saved;

And let us pray that a Heroism equal to that, shown to-
day in the cause of Destruction may urge us in the future 
towards a great and glorious Constructive era in social 
life—and inspire us with a new hope:

Out of purgatory to build a paradise, in which the 
ugliness, vulgarity, sordidness and cruelty of the present 
scheme of things will be repeated.

August, 1916
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NIGHT AND MOONLIGHT

By Henry David Thoreau

Chancing to take a memorable walk by moonlight some 
years ago, I resolved to take more such walks, and make 
acquaintance with another side of nature: I have done so.

According to Pliny, there is a stone in Arabia called 
Selenites, “wherein is a white, which increases and decreases 
with the moon.” My journal for the last year or two has been 
selenitic in this sense.

Is not the midnight like Central Africa to most of us? 
Are we not tempted to explore it,—to penetrate to the 
shores of its lake Tchad, and discover the source of its 
Nile, perchance the Mountains of the Moon? Who knows 
what fertility and beauty, moral and natural, are there to be 
found? In the Mountains of the Moon, in the Central Africa 
of the night, there is where all Niles have their hidden 
heads. The expeditions up the Nile as yet extend but to the 
Cataracts, or perchance to the mouth of the White Nile; but 
it is the Black Nile that concerns us.

I shall be a benefactor if I conquer some realms from 
the night, if I report to the gazettes anything transpiring 
about us at that season worthy of their attention,—if I can 
show men that there is some beauty awake while they are 
asleep,—if I add to the domains of poetry.

Night is certainly more novel and less profane than 
day. I soon discovered that I was acquainted only with its 
complexion, and as for the moon, I had seen her only as it 
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were through a crevice in a shutter, occasionally. Why not 
walk a little way in her light?

Suppose you attend to the suggestions which the moon 
makes for one month, commonly in vain, will it not be very 
different from anything in literature or religion? But why not 
study this Sanskrit? What if one moon has come and gone 
with its world of poetry, its weird teachings, its oracular 
suggestions,—so divine a creature freighted with hints for 
me, and I have not used her? One moon gone by unnoticed?

I think it was Dr. Chalmers who said, criticising Coleridge, 
that for his part he wanted ideas which he could see all round, 
and not such as he must look at away up in the heavens. 
Such a man, one would say, would never look at the moon, 
because she never turns her other side to us. The light which 
comes from ideas which have their orbit as distant from 
the earth, and which is no less cheering and enlightening 
to the benighted traveler than that of the moon and stars, is 
naturally reproached or nicknamed as moonshine by such. 
They are moonshine, are they? Well, then do your night-
traveling when there is no moon to light you; but I will be 
thankful for the light that reaches me from the star of least 
magnitude. Stars are lesser or greater only as they appear to 
us so. I will be thankful that I see so much as one side of a 
celestial idea,—one side of the rainbow,—and the sunset sky.

Men talk glibly enough about moonshine, as if they knew 
its qualities very well, and despised them; as owls might 
talk of sunshine,—None of your sunshine!—but this word 
commonly means merely something which they do not 
understand,— which they are abed and asleep to, however 
much it may be worth their while to be up and awake to it.

It must be allowed that the light of the moon, sufficient 
though it is for the pensive walker, and not disproportionate 
to the inner light we have, is very inferior in quality and 
intensity to that of the sun. But the moon is not to be judged 
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alone by the quantity of light she sends to us, but also by 
her influence on the earth and its inhabitants. “The moon 
gravitates toward the earth, and the earth reciprocally 
toward the moon.” The poet who walks by moonlight is 
conscious of a tide in his thought which is to be referred to 
lunar influence. I will endeavor to separate the tide in my 
thoughts from the current distractions of the day. I would 
warn my hearers that they must not try my thoughts by a 
daylight standard, but endeavor to realize that I speak out 
of the night. All depends on your point of view. In Drake’s 
“Collection of Voyages,” Wafer says of some Albinoes 
among the Indians of Darien, “They are quite white, but 
their whiteness is like that of a horse, quite different from 
the fair or pale European, as they have not the least tincture 
of a blush or sanguine complexion... Their eyebrows are 
milk-white, as is likewise the hair of their heads, which 
is very fine... They seldom go abroad in the daytime, the 
sun being disagreeable to them, and causing their eyes, 
which are weak and poring, to water, especially if it shines 
towards them, yet they see very well by moonlight, from 
which we call them moon-eyed.”

Neither in our thoughts in these moonlight walks, methinks, 
is there “the least tincture of a blush or sanguine complexion,” 
but we are intellectually and morally Albinoes,—children of 
Endymion,—such is the effect of conversing much with the 
moon.

I complain of Arctic voyagers that they do not enough 
remind us of the constant peculiar dreariness of the scenery, 
and the perpetual twilight of the Arctic night. So he whose 
theme is moonlight, though he may find it difficult, must, as 
it were, illustrate it with the light of the moon alone.

Many men walk by day; few walk by night. It is a very 
different season. Take a July night, for instance. About ten 
o’clock,—when man is asleep, and day fairly forgotten,—

NIGHT AND MOONLIGHT
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the beauty of moonlight is seen over lonely pastures where 
cattle are silently feeding. On all sides novelties present 
themselves. Instead of the sun there are the moon and stars, 
instead of the wood-thrush there is the whip-poor-will,—
instead of butterflies in the meadows, fireflies, winged 
sparks of fire! who would have believed it? What kind of 
cool deliberate life dwells in those dewy abodes associated 
with a spark of fire? So man has fire in his eyes, or blood, 
or brain. Instead of singing birds, the half-throttled note 
of a cuckoo flying over, the croaking of frogs, and the 
intenser dream of crickets. But above all, the wonderful 
trump of tlje bullfrog, ringing from Maine to Georgia. 
The potato-vines stand upright, the corn grows apace, the 
bushes loom, the grain-fields are boundless. On our open 
river terraces once cultivated by the Indian, they appear 
to occupy the ground like an army,—their heads nodding 
in the breeze. Small trees and shrubs are seen in the midst 
overwhelmed as by an inundation. The shadows of rocks 
and trees, and shrubs and hills, are more conspicuous than 
the objects themselves. The slightest irregularities in the 
ground are revealed by the shadows, and what the feet find 
comparatively smooth appears rough and diversified in 
consequence. For the same reason the whole landscape is 
more variegated and picturesque than by day. The smallest 
recesses in the rocks are dim and cavernous; the ferns in the 
wood appear of tropical size. The sweet fern and indigo in 
overgrown woodpaths wet you with dew up to your middle. 
The leaves of the shrub-oak are shining as if a liquid were 
flowing over them. The pools seen through the trees are as 
full of light as the sky. “The light of the day takes refuge in 
their bosoms,” as the Purana says of the ocean. All white 
objects are more remarkable than by day. A distant cliff 
looks like a phosphorescent space on a hillside. The woods 
are heavy and dark. Nature slumbers. You see the moonlight 
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reflected from particular stumps in the recesses of the forest, 
as if she selected what to shine on. These small fractions of 
her light remind one of the plant called moon-seed,—as if the 
moon were sowing it in such places.

In the night the eyes are partly closed or retire into the 
head. Other senses take the lead. The walker is guided as 
well by the sense of smell. Every plant and field and forest 
emits its odor now, swamp-pink in the meadow and tansy in 
the road; and there is the peculiar dry scent of corn which 
has begun to show its tassels. The senses both of hearing 
and smelling are more alert. We hear the tinkling of rills 
which we never detected before. From time to time, high up 
on the sides of hills, you pass through a stratum of warm air. 
A blast which has come up from the sultry plains of noon. 
It tells of the day, of sunny noon-tide hours and banks, of 
the laborer wiping his brow and the bee humming amid 
flowers. It is an air in which work has been done,—which 
men have breathed. It circulates about from woodside to 
hillside like a dog that has lost its master, now that the sun 
is gone. The rocks retain all night the warmth of the sun 
which they have absorbed. And so does the sand. If you dig 
a few inches into it you find a warm bed. You lie on your 
back on a rock in a pasture on the top of some bare hill at 
midnight, and speculate on the height of the starry canopy. 
The stars are the jewels of the night, and perchance surpass 
anything which day has to show. A companion with whom 
I was sailing one very windy but bright moonlight night, 
when the stars were few and faint, thought that a man could 
get along with them,—though he was considerably reduced 
in his circumstances,—that they were a kind of bread and 
cheese that never failed.

No wonder that there have been astrologers, that some 
have conceived that they were personally related to particular 
stars. Dubartas, as translated by Sylvester, says he ’ll

NIGHT AND MOONLIGHT
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“not believe that the great architect 
With all these fires the heavenly arches decked 
Only for show, and with these glistering shields, 
T’ awake poor shepherds, watching in the fields.” 
He’ll “not believe that the least flower which pranks 
Our garden borders, or our common banks, 
And the least stone, that in her warming lap 
Our mother earth doth covetously wrap, 
Hath some peculiar virtue of its own, 
And that the glorious stars of heav’n have none.” 
And Sir Walter Raleigh well says, “The stars are 

instruments of far greater use than to give an obscure light, 
and for men to gaze on after sunset;” and he quotes Plotinus 
as affirming that they “are significant, but not efficient; ” 
and also Augustine as saying, “Deus regit inferior a corpora 
per superior a :” God rules the bodies below by those above. 
But best of all is this which another writer has expressed: 
“Sapiens adjuvabit opusastrorum quemadmodum agricola 
terrae naturam:” a wise man assisteth the work of the stars 
as the husbandman helpeth the nature of the soil.

It does not concern men who are asleep in their beds, 
but it is very important to the traveler, whether the moon 
shines brightly or is obscured. It is not easy to realize the 
serene joy of all the earth, when she commences to shine 
unobstructedly, unless you have often been abroad alone in 
moonlight nights. She seems to be waging continual war 
with the clouds in your behalf. Yet we fancy the clouds to 
be her foes also. She comes on magnifying her dangers by 
her light, revealing, displaying them in all their hugeness 
and blackness, then suddenly casts them behind into the 
light concealed, and goes her way triumphant through a 
small space of clear sky.

In short, the moon traversing, or appearing to traverse, 
the small clouds which lie in her way, now obscured by 
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them, now easily dissipating and shining through them, 
makes the drama of the moonlight night to all watchers and 
night-travelers. Sailors speak of it as the moon eating up the 
clouds. The traveler all alone, the moon all alone, except 
for his sympathy, overcoming with incessant victory whole 
squadrons of clouds above the forests and lakes and hills. 
When she is obscured he so sympathizes with her that he 
could whip a dog for her relief, as Indians do. When she 
enters on a clear field of great extent in the heavens, and 
shines unobstructedly, he is glad. And when she has fought 
her way through all the squadron of her foes, and rides 
majestic in a clear sky unscathed, and there are no more 
any obstructions in her path, he cheerfully and confidently 
pursues his way, and rejoices in his heart, and the cricket 
also seems to express joy in its song.

How insupportable would be the days, if the night with 
its dews and darkness did not come to restore the drooping 
world. As the shades begin to gather around us, our 
primeval instincts are aroused, and we steal forth from our 
lairs, like the inhabitants of the jungle, in search of those 
silent and brooding thoughts which are the natural prey of 
the intellect.

Richter says that “the earth is every day overspread with 
the veil of night for the same reason as the cages of birds 
are darkened, viz.: that we may the more readily apprehend 
the higher harmonies of thought in the hush and quiet of 
darkness. Thoughts which day turns into smoke and mist 
stand about us in the night as light and flames; even as the 
column which fluctuates above the crater of Vesuvius, in 
the daytime appears a pillar of cloud, but by night a pillar of 
fire.”

There are nights in this climate of such serene and 
majestic beauty, so medicinal and fertilizing to the spirit, 
that methinks a sensitive nature would not devote them to 

NIGHT AND MOONLIGHT
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oblivion, and perhaps there is no man but would be better 
and wiser for spending them out-of-doors, though he should 
sleep all the next day to pay for it; should sleep an Endymion 
sleep, as the ancients expressed it,—nights which warrant the 
Grecian epithet ambrosial, when, as in the land of Beulah, 
the atmosphere is charged with dewy fragrance, and 
with music, and we take our repose and have our dreams 
awake,—when the moon, not secondary to the sun,—

“gives us his blaze again, 
Void of its flame, and sheds a softer day. 
Now through the passing cloud she seems to stoop, 
Now up the pure cerulean rides sublime.” 
Diana still hunts in the New England sky.
“In Heaven queen she is among the spheres.
She, mistress-like, makes all things to be pure. 
Eternity in her oft change she bears; 
She Beauty is; by her the fair endure. 
“Time wears her not; she doth his chariot guide; 
Mortality below her orb is placed; 
By her the virtues of the stars down slide; 
By her is Virtue’s perfect image cast.” 
The Hindoos compare the moon to a saintly being who 

has reached the last stage of bodily existence.
Great restorer of antiquity, great enchanter. In a mild night 

when the harvest or hunter’s moon shines unobstructedly, 
the houses in our village, whatever architect they may 
have had by day, acknowledge only a master. The village 
street is then as wild as the forest. New and old things are 
confounded. I know not whether I am sitting on the ruins of 
a wall, or on the material which is to compose a new one. 
Nature is an instructed and impartial teacher, spreading 
no crude opinions, and flattering none; she will be neither 
radical nor conservative. Consider the moonlight, so civil, 
yet so savage!
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The light is more proportionate to our knowledge than 
that of day. It is no more dusky in ordinary nights than our 
mind’s habitual atmosphere, and the moonlight is as bright 
as our most illuminated moments are.

“In such a night let me abroad remain 
Till morning breaks, and all’s confused again.” 
Of what significance the light of day, if it is not the 

reflection of an inward dawn?—to what purpose is the veil 
of night withdrawn, if the morning reveals nothing to the 
soul? It is merely garish and glaring.

When Ossian in his address to the sun exclaims, —
“Where has darkness its dwelling? 
Where is the cavernous home of the stars, 
When thou quickly followest their steps, 
Pursuing them like a hunter in the sky,—
Thou climbing the lofty hills, 
They descending on barren mountains?” 
who does not in his thought accompany the stars to their 

“cavernous home,” “descending” with them “on barren 
mountains”?

Nevertheless, even by night the sky is blue and not black, 
for we see through the shadow of the earth into the distant 
atmosphere of day, where the sunbeams are reveling.

NIGHT AND MOONLIGHT
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OF TRUTH

By Francis Bacon

What is truth? said jesting Pilate, and would not stay for 
an answer. Certainly there be, that delight in giddiness, 
and count it a bondage to fix a belief; affecting free-will 
in thinking, as well as in acting. And though the sects of 
philosophers of that kind be gone, yet there remain certain 
discoursing wits, which are of the same veins, though 
there be not so much blood in them, as was in those of the 
ancients. But it is not only the difficulty and labor, which 
men take in finding out of truth, nor again, that when it is 
found, it imposeth upon men’s thoughts, that doth bring 
lies in favor; but a natural though corrupt love, of the lie 
itself. One of the later school of the Grecians, examineth 
the matter, and is at a stand, to think what should be in it, 
that men should love lies; where neither they make for 
pleasure, as with poets, nor for advantage, as with the 
merchant; but for the lie’s sake. But I cannot tell; this same 
truth, is a naked, and open day-light, that doth not show the 
masks, and mummeries, and triumphs, of the world, half 
so stately and daintily as candle-lights. Truth may perhaps 
come to the price of a pearl, that showeth best by day; but 
it will not rise to the price of a diamond, or carbuncle, that 
showeth best in varied lights. A mixture of a lie doth ever 
add pleasure. Doth any man doubt, that if there were taken 
out of men’s minds, vain opinions, flattering hopes, false 
valuations, imaginations as one would, and the like, but it 
would leave the minds, of a number of men, poor shrunken 
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things, full of melancholy and indisposition, and unpleasing 
to themselves?

One of the fathers, in great severity, called poesy 
vinum doemonum, [the devils wine] because it filleth the 
imagination; and yet, it is but with the shadow of a lie. But 
it is not the lie that passeth through the mind, but the lie 
that sinketh in, and settleth in it, that doth the hurt; such as 
we spake of before. But, howsoever these things are thus in 
men’s depraved judgments, and affections, yet truth, which 
only doth judge itself, teacheth that the inquiry of truth, 
which is the love-making, or wooing of it, the knowledge 
of truth, which is the presence of it, and the belief of truth, 
which is the enjoying of it, is the sovereign good of human 
nature. The first creature of God, in the works of the days, 
was the light of the sense; the last, was the light of reason; 
and his sabbath work ever since, is the illumination of his 
Spirit. First he breathed light, upon the face of the matter 
or chaos; then he breathed light, into the face of man; 
and still he breatheth and inspireth light, into the face of 
his chosen. The poet, that beautified the sect, that was 
otherwise inferior to the rest, saith yet excellently well: 
It is a pleasure, to stand upon the shore, and to see ships 
tossed upon the sea; a pleasure, to stand in the window 
of a castle, and to see a battle, and the adventures thereof 
below: but no pleasure is comparable to the standing upon 
the vantage ground of truth (a hill not to be commanded, 
and where the air is always clear and serene), and to see the 
errors, and wanderings, and mists, and tempests, in the vale 
below; so always that this prospect be with pity, and not 
with swelling, or pride. Certainly, it is heaven upon earth, to 
have a man’s mind move in charity, rest in providence, and 
turn upon the poles of truth.

To pass from theological, and philosophical truth, to the 
truth of civil business; it will be acknowledged, even by 

OF TRUTH
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those that practise it not, that clear, and round dealing, is 
the honor of man’s nature; and that mixture of falsehoods, 
is like alloy in coin of gold and silver, which may make the 
metal work the better, but it embaseth it. For these winding, 
and crooked courses, are the goings of the serpent; which 
goeth basely upon the belly, and not upon the feet. There is 
no vice, that doth so cover a man with shame, as to be found 
false and perfidious. And therefore Montaigne saith prettily, 
when he inquired the reason, why the word of the lie should 
be such a disgrace, and such an odious charge? Saith he, 
If it be well weighed, to say that a man lieth, is as much to 
say, as that he is brave towards God, and a coward towards 
men. For a lie faces God, and shrinks from man. Surely 
the wickedness of falsehood, and breach of faith, cannot 
possibly be so highly expressed, as in that it shall be the last 
peal, to call the judgments of God upon the generations of 
men; it being foretold, that when Christ cometh, he shall 
not find faith upon the earth.
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ON ENGLISH COMPOSITION
AND OTHER MATTERS

By Samuel Butler

I sit down scarcely knowing how to grasp my own 
meaning, and give it a tangible shape in words; and yet it 
is concerning this very expression of our thoughts in words 
that I wish to speak. As I muse things fall more into their 
proper places, and, little fit for the task as my confession 
pronounces me to be, I will try to make clear that which is 
in my mind.

I think, then, that the style of our authors of a couple of 
hundred years ago was more terse and masculine than that 
of those of the present day, possessing both more of the 
graphic element, and more vigour, straightforwardness, 
and conciseness. Most readers will have anticipated me in 
admitting that a man should be clear of his meaning before 
he endeavours to give to it any kind of utterance, and that 
having made up his mind what to say, the less thought he 
takes how to say it, more than briefly, pointedly, and plainly, 
the better; for instance, Bacon tells us, “Men fear death 
as children fear to go in the dark”; he does not say, what I 
can imagine a last century writer to have said, “A feeling 
somewhat analogous to the dread with which children are 
affected upon entering a dark room, is that which most men 
entertain at the contemplation of death.” Jeremy Taylor 
says, “Tell them it is as much intemperance to weep too 
much as to laugh too much"; he does not say, “All men will 
acknowledge that laughing admits of intemperance, but 
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some men may at first sight hesitate to allow that a similar 
imputation may be at times attached to weeping.”

I incline to believe that as irons support the rickety child, 
whilst they impede the healthy one, so rules, for the most 
part, are but useful to the weaker among us. Our greatest 
masters in language, whether prose or verse, in painting, 
music, architecture, or the like, have been those who 
preceded the rule and whose excellence gave rise thereto; 
men who preceded, I should rather say, not the rule, but the 
discovery of the rule, men whose intuitive perception led 
them to the right practice. We cannot imagine Homer to 
have studied rules, and the infant genius of those giants of 
their art, Handel, Mozart, and Beethoven, who composed 
at the ages of seven, five, and ten, must certainly have 
been unfettered by them: to the less brilliantly endowed, 
however, they have a use as being compendious safeguards 
against error. Let me then lay down as the best of all rules 
for writing, “forgetfulness of self, and carefulness of the 
matter in hand.” No simile is out of place that illustrates 
the subject; in fact a simile as showing the symmetry 
of this world’s arrangement, is always, if a fair one, 
interesting; every simile is amiss that leads the mind from 
the contemplation of its object to the contemplation of 
its author. This will apply equally to the heaping up of 
unnecessary illustrations: it is as great a fault to supply the 
reader with too many as with too few; having given him at 
most two, it is better to let him read slowly and think out 
the rest for himself than to surfeit him with an abundance of 
explanation. Hood says well,

And thus upon the public mind intrude it;
As if I thought, like Otaheitan cooks,
No food was fit to eat till I had chewed it.
A book that is worth reading will be worth reading 

thoughtfully, and there are but few good books, save certain 
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novels, that it is well to read in an arm-chair. Most will 
bear standing to. At the present time we seem to lack the 
impassiveness and impartiality which was so marked 
among the writings of our forefathers, we are seldom 
content with the simple narration of fact, but must rush 
off into an almost declamatory description of them; my 
meaning will be plain to all who have studied Thucydides. 
The dignity of his simplicity is, I think, marred by those 
who put in the accessories which seem thought necessary 
in all present histories. How few writers of the present 
day would not, instead of [Greek text which cannot be 
reproduced] rather write, “Night fell upon this horrid scene 
of bloodshed.” This is somewhat a matter of taste, but I 
think I shall find some to agree with me in preferring for 
plain narration (of course I exclude oratory) the unadorned 
gravity of Thucydides. There are, indeed, some writers of 
the present day who seem returning to the statement of 
facts rather than their adornment, but these are not the most 
generally admired. This simplicity, however, to be truly 
effective must be unstudied; it will not do to write with 
affected terseness, a charge which, I think, may be fairly 
preferred against Tacitus; such a style if ever effective must 
be so from excess of artifice and not from that artlessness of 
simplicity which I should wish to see prevalent among us.

Neither again is it well to write and go over the ground 
again with the pruning knife, though this fault is better than 
the other; to take care of the matter, and let the words take 
care of themselves, is the best safeguard.

To this I shall be answered, “Yes, but is not a diamond cut 
and polished a more beautiful object than when rough?” I 
grant it, and more valuable, inasmuch as it has run chance 
of spoliation in the cutting, but I maintain that the thinking 
man, the man whose thoughts are great and worth the 
consideration of others, will “deal in proprieties,” and will 

ON ENGLISH COMPOSITION AND OTHER MATTERS
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from the mine of his thoughts produce ready-cut diamonds, 
or rather will cut them there spontaneously, ere ever they 
see the light of day.

There are a few points still which it were well we should 
consider. We are all too apt when we sit down to study a 
subject to have already formed our opinion, and to weave 
all matter to the warp of our preconceived judgment, to 
fall in with the received idea, and, with biassed minds, 
unconsciously to follow in the wake of public opinion, 
while professing to lead it. To the best of my belief half the 
dogmatism of those we daily meet is in consequence of the 
unwitting practices of this self-deception. Simply let us not 
talk about what we do not understand, save as learners, and 
we shall not by writing mislead others.

There is no shame in being obliged to others for opinions, 
the shame is not being honest enough to acknowledge it: 
I would have no one omit to put down a useful thought 
because it was not his own, provided it tended to the better 
expression of his matter, and he did not conceal its source; 
let him, however, set out the borrowed capital to interest. 
One word more and I have done. With regard to our subject, 
the best rule is not to write concerning that about which we 
cannot at our present age know anything save by a process 
which is commonly called cram: on all such matters there 
are abler writers than ourselves; the men, in fact, from 
whom we cram. Never let us hunt after a subject, unless we 
have something which we feel urged on to say, it is better 
to say nothing; who are so ridiculous as those who talk for 
the sake of talking, save only those who write for the sake 
of writing? But there are subjects which all young men 
think about. Who can take a walk in our streets and not 
think? The most trivial incident has ramifications, to whose 
guidance if we surrender our thoughts, we are oft-times led 
upon a gold mine unawares, and no man whether old or 
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young is worse for reading the ingenuous and unaffected 
statement of a young man’s thoughts. There are some things 
in which experience blunts the mental vision, as well as 
others in which it sharpens it. The former are best described 
by younger men, our province is not to lead public opinion, 
is not in fact to ape our seniors, and transport ourselves 
from our proper sphere, it is rather to show ourselves as we 
are, to throw our thoughts before the public as they rise, 
without requiring it to imagine that we are right and others 
wrong, but hoping for the forbearance which I must beg the 
reader to concede to myself, and trusting to the genuineness 
and vigour of our design to attract it may be more than a 
passing attention.

I am aware that I have digressed from the original 
purpose of my essay, but I hope for pardon, if, believing the 
digression to be of more value than the original matter, I 
have not checked my pen, but let it run on even as my heart 
directed it.

ON ENGLISH COMPOSITION AND OTHER MATTERS
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ON THE ART OF FICTION

By Willa Sibert Cather

One is sometimes asked about the “obstacles” that 
confront young writers who are trying to do good work. I 
should say the greatest obstacles that writers today have to 
get over, are the dazzling journalistic successes of twenty 
years ago, stories that surprised and delighted by their sharp 
photographic detail and that were really nothing more than 
lively pieces of reporting. The whole aim of that school 
of writing was novelty—never a very important thing in 
art. They gave us, altogether, poor standards—taught us to 
multiply our ideas instead of to condense them. They tried 
to make a story out of every theme that occurred to them 
and to get returns on every situation that suggested itself. 
They got returns, of a kind. But their work, when one looks 
back on it, now that the novelty upon which they counted 
so much is gone, is journalistic and thin. The especial 
merit of a good reportorial story is that it shall be intensely 
interesting and pertinent today and shall have lost its point 
by tomorrow.

Art, it seems to me, should simplify. That, indeed, is very 
nearly the whole of the higher artistic process; finding what 
conventions of form and what detail one can do without 
and yet preserve the spirit of the whole—so that all that 
one has suppressed and cut away is there to the reader’s 
consciousness as much as if it were in type on the page. 
Millet had done hundreds of sketches of peasants sowing 
grain, some of them very complicated and interesting, but 
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when he came to paint the spirit of them all into one picture, 
“The Sower,” the composition is so simple that it seems 
inevitable. All the discarded sketches that went before 
made the picture what it finally became, and the process 
was all the time one of simplifying, of sacrificing many 
conceptions good in themselves for one that was better and 
more universal.

Any first rate novel or story must have in it the strength 
of a dozen fairly good stories that have been sacrificed to 
it. A good workman can’t be a cheap workman; he can’t be 
stingy about wasting material, and he cannot compromise. 
Writing ought either to be the manufacture of stories for 
which there  is a market demand—a business as safe and 
commendable as making soap or breakfast foods—or it 
should be an art, which is always a search for something 
for which there is no market demand, something new and 
untried, where the values are intrinsic and have nothing to 
do with standardized values. The courage to go on without 
compromise does not come to a writer all at once—nor, 
for that matter, does the ability. Both are phases of natural 
development. In the beginning the artist, like his public, is 
wedded to old forms, old ideals, and his vision is blurred by 
the memory of old delights he would like to recapture.

ON THE ART OF FICTION
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ON THE FEAR OF DEATH

By William Hazlitt

And our little life is rounded with a sleep.
Perhaps the best cure for the fear of death is to reflect that 

life has a beginning as well as an end. There was a time 
when we were not: this gives us no concern—why, then, 
should it trouble us that a time will come when we shall 
cease to be? I have no wish to have been alive a hundred 
years ago, or in the reign of Queen Anne: why should I 
regret and lay it so much to heart that I shall not be alive a 
hundred years hence, in the reign of I cannot tell whom?

When Bickerstaff wrote his Essays I knew nothing of the 
subjects of them; nay, much later, and but the other day, as 
it were, in the beginning of the reign of George III., when 
Goldsmith, Johnson, Burke, used to meet at the Globe, 
when Garrick was in his glory, and Reynolds was over 
head and ears with his portraits, and Sterne brought out the 
volumes of Tristram Shandy year by year, it was without 
consulting me: I had not the slightest intimation of what 
was going on: the debates in the House of Commons on 
the American War, or the firing at Bunker’s Hill, disturbed 
not me: yet I thought this no evil—I neither ate, drank, nor 
was merry, yet I did not complain: I had not then looked 
out into this breathing world, yet I was well; and the world 
did quite as well without me as I did without it! Why, then, 
should I make all this outcry about parting with it, and 
being no worse off than I was before? There is nothing in 
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the recollection that at a certain time we were not come into 
the world that ‘the gorge rises at’—why should we revolt 
at the idea that we must one day go out of it? To die is only 
to be as we were before we were born; yet no one feels any 
remorse, or regret, or repugnance, in contemplating this 
last idea. It is rather a relief and disburthening of the mind: 
it seems to have been holiday-time with us then: we were 
not called to appear upon the stage of life, to wear robes or 
tatters, to laugh or cry, be hooted or applauded; we had lain 
perdus all this while, snug, out of harm’s way; and had slept 
out our thousands of centuries without wanting to be waked 
up; at peace and free from care, in a long nonage, in a sleep 
deeper and calmer than that of infancy, wrapped in the 
softest and finest dust. And the worst that we dread is, after 
a short, fretful, feverish being, after vain hopes and idle 
fears, to sink to final repose again, and forget the troubled 
dream of life!... Ye armed men, knights templars, that sleep 
in the stone aisles of that old Temple church, where all is 
silent above, and where a deeper silence reigns below (not 
broken by the pealing organ), are ye not contented where 
ye lie? Or would you come out of your long homes to go to 
the Holy War? Or do ye complain that pain no longer visits 
you, that sickness has done its worst, that you have paid the 
last debt to nature, that you hear no more of the thickening 
phalanx of the foe, or your lady’s waning love; and that 
while this ball of earth rolls its eternal round, no sound shall 
ever pierce through to disturb your lasting repose, fixed as 
the marble over your tombs, breathless as the grave that 
holds you! And thou, oh! thou, to whom my heart turns, and 
will turn while it has feeling left, who didst love in vain, 
and whose first was thy last sigh, wilt not thou too rest in 
peace (or wilt thou cry to me complaining from thy clay-
cold bed) when that sad heart is no longer sad, and that 

ON THE FEAR OF DEATH
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sorrow is dead which thou wert only called into the world 
to feel!

It is certain that there is nothing in the idea of a pre-
existent state that excites our longing like the prospect of a 
posthumous existence. We are satisfied to have begun life 
when we did; we have no ambition to have set out on our 
journey sooner; and feel that we have had quite enough to 
do to battle our way through since. We cannot say,

The wars we well remember of King Nine,
Of old Assaracus and Inachus divine.
Neither have we any wish: we are contented to read 

of them in story, and to stand and gaze at the vast sea of 
time that separates us from them. It was early days then: 
the world was not well-aired enough for us: we have no 
inclination to have been up and stirring. We do not consider 
the six thousand years of the world before we were born as 
so much time lost to us: we are perfectly indifferent about 
the matter. We do not grieve and lament that we did not 
happen to be in time to see the grand mask and pageant 
of human life going on in all that period; though we are 
mortified at being obliged to quit our stand before the rest 
of the procession passes.

It may be suggested in explanation of this difference, 
that we know from various records and traditions what 
happened in the time of Queen Anne, or even in the reigns 
of the Assyrian monarchs, but that we have no means of 
ascertaining what is to happen hereafter but by awaiting the 
event, and that our eagerness and curiosity are sharpened in 
proportion as we are in the dark about it. This is not at all 
the case; for at that rate we should be constantly wishing to 
make a voyage of discovery to Greenland or to the Moon, 
neither of which we have, in general, the least desire to do. 
Neither, in truth, have we any particular solicitude to pry 
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into the secrets of futurity, but as a pretext for prolonging 
our own existence. It is not so much that we care to be alive 
a hundred or a thousand years hence, any more than to have 
been alive a hundred or a thousand years ago: but the thing 
lies here, that we would all of us wish the present moment 
to last for ever. We would be as we are, and would have the 
world remain just as it is, to please us.

The present eye catches the present object—to have and 
to hold while it may; and abhors, on any terms, to have it 
torn from us, and nothing left in its room. It is the pang of 
parting, the unloosing our grasp, the breaking asunder some 
strong tie, the leaving some cherished purpose unfulfilled, 
that creates the repugnance to go, and “makes calamity of 
so long life,” as it often is.

O! thou strong heart!
There’s such a covenant ’twixt the world and thee
They’re loth to break!
The love of life, then, is an habitual attachment, not an 

abstract principle. Simply to be does not “content man’s 
natural desire”: we long to be in a certain time, place, and 
circumstance. We would much rather be now, “on this 
bank and shoal of time,” than have our choice of any future 
period, than take a slice of fifty or sixty years out of the 
Millennium, for instance. This shows that our attachment 
is not confined either to being or to well-being; but that we 
have an inveterate prejudice in favour of our immediate 
existence, such as it is. The mountaineer will not leave his 
rock, nor the savage his hut; neither are we willing to give 
up our present mode of life, with all its advantages and 
disadvantages, for any other that could be substituted for 
it. No man would, I think, exchange his existence with any 
other man, however fortunate. We had as lief not be, as not 
be ourselves. There are some persons of that reach of soul 
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that they would like to live two hundred and fifty years 
hence, to see to what height of empire America will have 
grown up in that period, or whether the English constitution 
will last so long. These are points beyond me. But I confess 
I should like to live to see the downfall of the Bourbons. 
That is a vital question with me; and I shall like it the better, 
the sooner it happens!

No young man ever thinks he shall die. He may believe 
that others will, or assent to the doctrine that “all men are 
mortal” as an abstract proposition, but he is far enough from 
bringing it home to himself individually.① Youth, buoyant 
activity, and animal spirits, hold absolute antipathy with old 
age as well as with death; nor have we, in the hey-day of 
life, any more than in the thoughtlessness of childhood, the 
remotest conception how

This sensible warm motion can become
A kneaded clod—
nor how sanguine, florid health and vigour, shall “turn 

to withered, weak, and grey.” Or if in a moment of idle 
speculation we indulge in this notion of the close of life as a 
theory, it is amazing at what a distance it seems; what a long, 
leisurely interval there is between; what a contrast its slow 
and solemn approach affords to our present gay dreams of 
existence! We eye the farthest verge of the horizon, and think 
what a way we shall have to look back upon, ere we arrive at 
our journey’s end; and without our in the least suspecting it, 
the mists are at our feet, and the shadows of age encompass 
us. The two divisions of our lives have melted into each 
other: the extreme points close and meet with none of that 
romantic interval stretching out between them that we 
had reckoned upon; and for the rich, melancholy, solemn 

① All men think all men mortal but themselves. —YOUNG.
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hues of age, “the sear, the yellow leaf,” the deepening 
shadows of an autumnal evening, we only feel a dank, 
cold mist, encircling all objects, after the spirit of youth is 
fled. There is no inducement to look forward; and what is 
worse, little interest in looking back to what has become 
so trite and common. The pleasures of our existence have 
worn themselves out, are “gone into the wastes of time,” or 
have turned their indifferent side to us: the pains by their 
repeated blows have worn us out, and have left us neither 
spirit nor inclination to encounter them again in retrospect. 
We do not want to rip up old grievances, nor to renew our 
youth like the phoenix, nor to live our lives twice over. 
Once is enough. As the tree falls, so let it lie. Shut up the 
book and close the account once for all!

It has been thought by some that life is like the exploring 
of a passage that grows narrower and darker the farther we 
advance, without a possibility of ever turning back, and 
where we are stifled for want of breath at last. For myself, I 
do not complain of the greater thickness of the atmosphere 
as I approach the narrow house. I felt it more formerly,① 
when the idea alone seemed to suppress a thousand rising 
hopes, and weighed upon the pulses of the blood. At present 
I rather feel a thinness and want of support, I stretch out 
my hand to some object and find none, I am too much in 
a world of abstraction; the naked map of life is spread out 
before me, and in the emptiness and desolation I see Death 
coming to meet me. In my youth I could not behold him for 
the crowd of objects and feelings, and Hope stood always 
between us, saying, “Never mind that old fellow!” If I had 
lived indeed, I should not care to die. But I do not like a 

① I remember once, In particular, having this feeling in reading Schiller’s Don 
Carlos, where there is a description of death, in a degree that almost stifled me.
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contract of pleasure broken off unfulfilled, a marriage with 
joy unconsummated, a promise of happiness rescinded. My 
public and private hopes have been left a ruin, or remain 
only to mock me. I would wish them to be re-edified. I 
should like to see some prospect of good to mankind, such 
as my life began with. I should like to leave some sterling 
work behind me. I should like to have some friendly hand 
to consign me to the grave. On these conditions I am 
ready, if not willing, to depart. I shall then write on my 
tomb—GRATEFUL AND CONTENTED! But I have thought 
and suffered too much to be willing to have thought and 
suffered in vain.—In looking back, it sometimes appears to 
me as if I had in a manner slept out my life in a dream or 
shadow on the side of the hill of knowledge, where I have 
fed on books, on thoughts, on pictures, and only heard in 
half-murmurs the trampling of busy feet, or the noises of 
the throng below. Waked out of this dim, twilight existence, 
and startled with the passing scene, I have felt a wish to 
descend to the world of realities, and join in the chase. But 
I fear too late, and that I had better return to my bookish 
chimeras and indolence once more! Zanetto, lascia le 
donne, et studia la matematica. I will think of it.

It is not wonderful that the contemplation and fear of 
death become more familiar to us as we approach nearer 
to it: that life seems to ebb with the decay of blood and 
youthful spirits; and that as we find everything about 
us subject to chance and change, as our strength and 
beauty die, as our hopes and passions, our friends and our 
affections leave us, we begin by degrees to feel ourselves 
mortal!

I have never seen death but once, and that was in an infant. 
It is years ago. The look was calm and placid, and the face 
was fair and firm. It was as if a waxen image had been laid 
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out in the coffin, and strewed with innocent flowers. It was 
not like death, but more like an image of life! No breath 
moved the lips, no pulse stirred, no sight or sound would 
enter those eyes or ears more. While I looked at it, I saw 
no pain was there; it seemed to smile at the short pang of 
life which was over: but I could not bear the coffin-lid to 
be closed—it seemed to stifle me; and still as the nettles 
wave in a corner of the churchyard over his little grave, the 
welcome breeze helps to refresh me, and ease the tightness 
at my breast!

An ivory or marble image, like Chantry’s monument of 
the two children, is contemplated with pure delight. Why do 
we not grieve and fret that the marble is not alive, or fancy 
that it has a shortness of breath? It never was alive; and it is 
the difficulty of making the transition from life to death, the 
struggle between the two in our imagination, that confounds 
their properties painfully together, and makes us conceive 
that the infant that is but just dead, still wants to breathe, to 
enjoy, and look about it, and is prevented by the icy hand 
of death, locking up its faculties and benumbing its senses; 
so that, if it could, it would complain of its own hard state. 
Perhaps religious considerations reconcile the mind to this 
change sooner than any others, by representing the spirit as 
fled to another sphere, and leaving the body behind it. So 
in reflecting on death generally, we mix up the idea of life 
with it, and thus make it the ghastly monster it is. We think, 
how we should feel, not how the dead feel.

Still from the tomb the voice of nature cries;
Even in our ashes live their wonted fires!
There is an admirable passage on this subject in Tucker’s 

Light of Nature Pursued, which I shall transcribe, as by 
much the best illustration I can offer of it.

“The melancholy appearance of a lifeless body, the 
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mansion provided for it to inhabit, dark, cold, close and 
solitary, are shocking to the imagination; but it is to the 
imagination only, not the understanding; for whoever 
consults this faculty will see at first glance, that there is 
nothing dismal in all these circumstances: if the corpse were 
kept wrapped up in a warm bed, with a roasting fire in the 
chamber, it would feel no comfortable warmth therefrom; 
were store of tapers lighted up as soon as day shuts in, 
it would see no objects to divert it; were it left at large it 
would have no liberty, nor if surrounded with company 
would be cheered thereby; neither are the distorted features 
expressions of pain, uneasiness, or distress. This every 
one knows, and will readily allow upon being suggested, 
yet still cannot behold, nor even cast a thought upon those 
objects without shuddering; for knowing that a living 
person must suffer grievously under such appearances, they 
become habitually formidable to the mind, and strike a 
mechanical horror, which is increased by the customs of the 
world around us.”

There is usually one pang added voluntarily and unnecessarily 
to the fear of death, by our affecting to compassionate the 
loss which others will have in us. If that were all, we might 
reasonably set our minds at rest. The pathetic exhortation 
on country tombstones, “Grieve not for me, my wife and 
children dear,” etc., is for the most part speedily followed 
to the letter. We do not leave so great a void in society 
as we are inclined to imagine, partly to magnify our own 
importance, and partly to console ourselves by sympathy. 
Even in the same family the gap is not so great; the wound 
closes up sooner than we should expect. Nay, our room is 
not unfrequently thought better than our company. People 
walk along the streets the day after our deaths just as they 
did before, and the crowd is not diminished. While we were 
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living, the world seemed in a manner to exist only for us, 
for our delight and amusement, because it contributed to 
them. But our hearts cease to beat, and it goes on as usual, 
and thinks no more about us than it did in our lifetime. The 
million are devoid of sentiment, and care as little for you 
or me as if we belonged to the moon. We live the week 
over in the Sunday’s paper, or are decently interred in 
some obituary at the month’s end! It is not surprising that 
we are forgotten so soon after we quit this mortal stage; 
we are scarcely noticed while we are on it. It is not merely 
that our names are not known in China—they have hardly 
been heard of in the next street. We are hand and glove 
with the universe, and think the obligation is mutual. This 
is an evident fallacy. If this, however, does not trouble us 
now, it will not hereafter. A handful of dust can have no 
quarrel to pick with its neighbours, or complaint to make 
against Providence, and might well exclaim, if it had but 
an understanding and a tongue, “Go thy ways, old world, 
swing round in blue ether, voluble to every age, you and I 
shall no more jostle!”

It is amazing how soon the rich and titled, and even 
some of those who have wielded great political power, are 
forgotten.

A little rule, a little sway,
Is all the great and mighty have
Betwixt the cradle and the grave—
and, after its short date, they hardly leave a name behind 

them. “A great man’s memory may, at the common rate, 
survive him half a year.” His heirs and successors take 
his titles, his power, and his wealth—all that made him 
considerable or courted by others; and he has left nothing 
else behind him either to delight or benefit the world. 
Posterity are not by any means so disinterested as they are 
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supposed to be. They give their gratitude and admiration 
only in return for benefits conferred. They cherish the 
memory of those to whom they are indebted for instruction 
and delight; and they cherish it just in proportion to the 
instruction and delight they are conscious they receive. 
The sentiment of admiration springs immediately from this 
ground, and cannot be otherwise than well founded.①

The effeminate clinging to life as such, as a general or 
abstract idea, is the effect of a highly civilised and artificial 
state of society. Men formerly plunged into all the vicissitudes 
and dangers of war, or staked their all upon a single die, or 
some one passion, which if they could not have gratified, 
life became a burden to them—now our strongest passion 
is to think, our chief amusement is to read new plays, new 
poems, new novels, and this we may do at our leisure, 
in perfect security, ad infinitum. If we look into the old 
histories and romances, before the belles-lettres neutralised 
human affairs and reduced passion to a state of mental 
equivocation, we find the heroes and heroines not setting 
their lives “at a pin’s fee,” but rather courting opportunities 
of throwing them away in very wantonness of spirit. They 
raise their fondness for some favourite pursuit to its height, 
to a pitch of madness, and think no price too dear to pay 
for its full gratification. Everything else is dross. They 
go to death as to a bridal bed, and sacrifice themselves or 
others without remorse at the shrine of love, of honour, of 

① It has been usual to raise a very unjust clamour against the enormous 
salaries of public singers, actors, and so on. This matter seems reducible to a 
moral equation. They are paid out of money raised by voluntary contributions 
in the strictest sense; and if they did not bring certain sums into the treasury, 
the managers would not engage them. These sums are exactly in proportion to 
the number of Individuals to whom their performance gives an extraordinary 
degree of pleasure. The talents of a singer, actor, etc., are therefore worth just 
as much as they will fetch.
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religion, or any other prevailing feeling. Romeo runs his 
“sea-sick, weary bark upon the rocks” of death the instant 
he finds himself deprived of his Juliet; and she clasps his 
neck in their last agonies, and follows him to the same fatal 
shore. One strong idea takes possession of the mind and 
overrules every other; and even life itself, joyless without 
that, becomes an object of indifference or loathing. There 
is at least more of imagination in such a state of things, 
more vigour of feeling and promptitude to act, than in 
our lingering, languid, protracted attachment to life for its 
own poor sake. It is, perhaps, also better, as well as more 
heroical, to strike at some daring or darling object, and if 
we fail in that, to take the consequences manfully, than to 
renew the lease of a tedious, spiritless, charmless existence, 
merely (as Pierre says) “to lose it afterwards in some vile 
brawl” for some worthless object. Was there not a spirit 
of martyrdom as well as a spice of the reckless energy of 
barbarism in this bold defiance of death? Had not religion 
something to do with it: the implicit belief in a future life, 
which rendered this of less value, and embodied something 
beyond it to the imagination; so that the rough soldier, the 
infatuated lover, the valorous knight, etc., could afford to 
throw away the present venture, and take a leap into the 
arms of futurity, which the modern sceptic shrinks back 
from, with all his boasted reason and vain philosophy, 
weaker than a woman! I cannot help thinking so myself; but 
I have endeavoured to explain this point before, and will 
not enlarge farther on it here.

A life of action and danger moderates the dread of death. 
It not only gives us fortitude to bear pain, but teaches us 
at every step the precarious tenure on which we hold our 
present being. Sedentary and studious men are the most 
apprehensive on this score. Dr. Johnson was an instance 
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in point. A few years seemed to him soon over, compared 
with those sweeping contemplations on time and infinity 
with which he had been used to pose himself. In the still-
life of a man of letters there was no obvious reason for a 
change. He might sit in an arm-chair and pour out cups of 
tea to all eternity. Would it had been possible for him to do 
so! The most rational cure after all for the inordinate fear 
of death is to set a just value on life. If we merely wish to 
continue on the scene to indulge our headstrong humours 
and tormenting passions, we had better begone at once; and 
if we only cherish a fondness for existence according to the 
good we derive from it, the pang we feel at parting with it 
will not be very severe!
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ON THE METHOD OF GRACE

By George Whitefield

AS God can send a nation or people no greater blessing 
than to give them faithful, sincere, and upright ministers, so 
the greatest curse that God can possibly send upon a people 
in this world is to give them over to blind, unregenerate, 
carnal, lukewarm, and unskilful guides. And yet, in all 
ages, we find that there have been many wolves in sheep’s 
clothing, many that daubed with untempered mortar, that 
prophesied smoother things than God did allow. As it was 
formerly, so it is now; there are many that corrupt the Word 
of God and deal deceitfully with it. It was so in a special 
manner in the prophet Jeremiah’s time; and he, faithful 
to his Lord, faithful to that God who employed him, did 
not fail from time to time to open his mouth against them, 
and to bear a noble testimony to the honor of that God in 
whose name he from time to time spake. If you will read 
his prophecy, you will find that none spake more against 
such ministers than Jeremiah. In the words of the text, in 
a more special manner, he exemplifies how they had dealt 
falsely, how they had behaved treacherously to poor souls: 
says he, “They have healed also the hurt of the daughter 
of my people slightly, saying, Peace, peace, when there 
is no peace.” The prophet, in the name of God, had been 
denouncing war against the people; he had been telling 
them that their house should be left desolate, and that the 
Lord would certainly visit the land with war. “Therefore,” 
says he, in the eleventh verse, “I am full of the fury of the 
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Lord; I am weary with holding in; I will pour it out upon 
the children abroad, and upon the assembly of young men 
together; for even the husband with the wife shall be taken, 
the aged with him that is full of days. And their houses shall 
be turned unto others, with their fields and wives together; 
for I will stretch out My hand upon the inhabitants of the 
land, saith the Lord.”

The prophet gives a thundering message, that they might 
be terrified and have some convictions and inclinations to 
repent; but it seems that the false prophets, that the false 
priests, went about stifling people’s convictions, and when 
they were hurt or a little terrified, they were for daubing 
over the wound, telling them that Jeremiah was but an 
enthusiastic preacher, that there could be no such thing as 
war among them, and saying to people, Peace, peace, be 
still, when the prophet told them there was no peace.

How many of us cry, Peace, peace, to our souls, when there 
is no peace! How many are there who are now settled upon 
their lees, that now think they are Christians, that now flatter 
themselves that they have an interest in Jesus Christ; whereas 
if we come to examine their experiences we shall find that 
their peace is but a peace of the devil’s making—it is not a 
peace of God’s giving—it is not a peace that passeth human 
understanding.

It is a matter, therefore, of great importance, my dear 
hearers, to know whether we may speak peace to our hearts. 
We are all desirous of peace; peace is an unspeakable 
blessing; how can we live without peace? And, therefore, 
people from time to time must be taught how far they must 
go and what must be wrought in them before they can speak 
peace to their hearts. This is what I design at present, that I 
may deliver my soul, that I may be free from the blood of 
all those to whom I preach—that I may not fail to declare 
the whole counsel of God. I shall, from the words of the 
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text, endeavor to show you what you must undergo and 
what must be wrought in you before you can speak peace to 
your hearts.

But before I come directly to this give me leave to 
premise a caution or two. And the first is, that I take it for 
granted you believe religion to be an inward thing; you 
believe it to be a work in the heart, a work wrought in 
the soul by the power of the Spirit of God. If you do not 
believe this, you do not believe your Bibles. If you do not 
believe this, tho you have got your Bibles in your hand, 
you hate the Lord Jesus Christ in your heart; for religion 
is everywhere represented in Scripture as the work of God 
in the heart. “The kingdom of God is within us,” says our 
Lord! and, “he is not a Christian who is one outwardly; but 
he is a Christian who is one inwardly.” If any of you place 
religion in outward things, I shall not perhaps please you 
this morning; you will understand me no more when I speak 
of the work of God upon a poor sinner’s heart than if I were 
talking in an unknown tongue.

First, then, before you can speak peace to your hearts, 
you must be made to see, made to feel, made to weep over, 
made to bewail, your actual transgressions against the law 
of God. According to the covenant of works, “the soul that 
sinneth it shall die”; cursed is that man, be he what he may, 
be he who he may, that continueth not in all things that are 
written in the book of the law to do them.

We are not only to do some things, but we are to do all 
things, and we are to continue so to do, so that the least 
deviation from the moral law, according to the covenant of 
works, whether in thought, word, or deed, deserves eternal 
death at the hand of God. And if one evil thought, if one 
evil word, if one evil action deserves eternal damnation, 
how many hells, my friends, do every one of us deserve 
whose whole lives have been one continued rebellion 
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against God! Before ever, therefore, you can speak peace to 
your hearts, you must be brought to see, brought to believe, 
what a dreadful thing it is to depart from the living God.

And now, my dear friends, examine your hearts, for I 
hope you came hither with a design to have your souls 
made better. Give me leave to ask you, in the presence of 
God, whether you know the time, and if you do not know 
exactly the time, do you know there was a time when God 
wrote bitter things against you, when the arrows of the 
Almighty were within you? Was ever the remembrance 
of your sins grievous to you? Was the burden of your sins 
intolerable to your thoughts? Did you ever see that God’s 
wrath might justly fall upon you, on account of your actual 
transgressions against God? Were you ever in all your life 
sorry for your sins? Could you ever say, My sins are gone 
over my head as a burden too heavy for me to bear? Did 
you ever experience any such thing as this? Did ever any 
such thing as this pass between God and your soul? If not, 
for Jesus Christ’s sake, do not call yourselves Christians; you 
may speak peace to your hearts, but there is no peace. May 
the Lord awaken you, may the Lord convert you, may the 
Lord give you peace, if it be His will, before you go home!

Did you ever feel and experience this, any of you—to 
justify God in your damnation—to own that you are by 
nature children of wrath, and that God may justly cut you 
off, tho you never actually had offended Him in all your 
life? If you were ever truly convicted, if your hearts were 
ever truly cut, if self were truly taken out of you, you would 
be made to see and feel this. And if you have never felt the 
weight of original sin, do not call yourselves Christians. I 
am verily persuaded original sin is the greatest burden of 
a true convert; this ever grieves the regenerate soul, the 
sanctified soul. The indwelling of sin in the heart is the 
burden of a converted person; it is the burden of a true 
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Christian. He continually cries out: “Oh! who will deliver 
me from this body of death, this indwelling corruption in 
my heart?” This is that which disturbs a poor soul most. 
And, therefore, if you never felt this inward corruption, 
if you never saw that God might justly curse you for it, 
indeed, my dear friends, you may speak peace to your 
hearts, but I fear, nay, I know, there is no true peace.

After we are renewed, yet we are renewed but in part, 
indwelling sin continues in us, there is a mixture of corruption 
in every one of our duties; so that after we are converted, 
were Jesus Christ only to accept us according to our works, 
our works would damn us, for we can not put up a prayer but 
it is far from that perfection which the moral law requireth. I 
do not know what you may think, but I can say that I can not 
pray but I sin—I can not preach to you or to any others but 
I sin—I can do nothing without sin; as one expresseth it, 
my repentance wants to be repented of, and my tears to be 
washed in the precious blood of my dear Redeemer.

Our best duties are as so many splendid sins. Before you 
can speak peace to your heart you must not only be sick of 
your original and actual sin, but you must be made sick of 
your righteousness, of all your duties and performances. 
There must be a deep conviction before you can be brought 
out of your self-righteousness; it is the last idol taken out 
of our heart. The pride of our heart will not let us submit to 
the righteousness of Jesus Christ. But if you never felt that 
you had no righteousness of your own, if you never felt the 
deficiency of your own righteousness, you can not come to 
Jesus Christ.

But then, before you can speak peace to your souls, there 
is one particular sin you must be greatly troubled for, and 
yet I fear there are few of you think what it is; it is the 
reigning, the damning sin of the Christian world, and yet 
the Christian world seldom or never think of it.

ON THE METHOD OF GRACE
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And pray what is that? It is what most of you think you 
are not guilty of—and that is, the sin of unbelief. Before 
you can speak peace to your heart, you must be troubled 
for the unbelief of your heart. But can it be supposed that 
any of you are unbelievers here in this churchyard, that are 
born in Scotland, in a reformed country, that go to church 
every Sabbath? Can any of you that receive the sacrament 
once a year—oh, that it were administered oftener!—can 
it be supposed that you who had tokens for the sacrament, 
that you who keep up family prayer, that any of you do not 
believe in the Lord Jesus Christ?

My friends, we mistake a historical faith for a true faith, 
wrought in the heart by the Spirit of God. You fancy you 
believe because you believe there is such a book as we call 
the Bible, because you go to church—all this you may do 
and have no true faith in Christ; merely to believe there was 
such a person as Christ, merely to believe there is a book 
called the Bible, will do you no good, more than to believe 
there was such a man as Cæsar or Alexander the Great. The 
Bible is a sacred depository. What thanks have we to give 
to God for these lively oracles! But yet we may have these 
and not believe in the Lord Jesus Christ.

My dear friends, there must be a principle wrought in 
the heart by the Spirit of the living God. Did I ask you how 
long it is since you believed in Jesus Christ, I suppose most 
of you would tell me you believed in Jesus Christ as long as 
ever you remember—you never did misbelieve. Then, you 
could not give me a better proof that you never yet believed 
in Jesus Christ, unless you were sanctified early, as from the 
womb; for they that otherwise believe in Christ know there 
was a time when they did not believe in Jesus Christ.

You say you love God with all your heart, soul, and 
strength. If I were to ask you how long it is since you loved 
God, you would say, As long as you can remember; you 
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never hated God, you know no time when there was enmity 
in your heart against God. Then, unless you were sanctified 
very early, you never loved God in your life.

My dear friends, I am more particular in this, because 
it is a most deceitful delusion, whereby so many people 
are carried away, that they believe already. Therefore it is 
remarked of Mr. Marshall, giving account of his experiences, 
that he had been working for life, and he had ranged all his 
sins under the ten commandments, and then, coming to a 
minister, asked him the reason why he could not get peace. 
The minister looked to his catalog. Away, says he, I do not 
find one word of the sin of unbelief in all your catalog. It 
is the peculiar work of the Spirit of God to convince us of 
our unbelief—that we have got no faith. Says Jesus Christ, 
“I will send the Comforter; and when He is come, He will 
reprove the world” of the sin of unbelief; “of sin,” says 
Christ, “because they believe not on Me.”

I am now talking of the invisible realities of another 
world, of inward religion, of the work of God upon a 
poor sinner’s heart. I am now talking of a matter of great 
importance, my dear hearers; you are all concerned in 
it, your souls are concerned in it, your eternal salvation 
is concerned in it. You may be all at peace, but perhaps 
the devil has lulled you asleep into a carnal lethargy and 
security, and will endeavor to keep you there till he get 
you to hell, and there you will be awakened; but it will be 
dreadful to be awakened and find yourselves so fearfully 
mistaken, when the great gulf is fixed, when you will be 
calling to all eternity for a drop of water to cool your tongue 
and shall not obtain it.

ON THE METHOD OF GRACE
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ON THE PLEASURE
OF TAKING UP ONE’S PEN

By Hilaire Belloc

Among the sadder and smaller pleasures of this world I 
count this pleasure: the pleasure of taking up one’s pen.

It has been said by very many people that there is a 
tangible pleasure in the mere act of writing: in choosing and 
arranging words. It has been denied by many. It is affirmed 
and denied in the life of Doctor Johnson, and for my part 
I would say that it is very true in some rare moods and 
wholly false in most others. However, of writing and the 
pleasure in it I am not writing here (with pleasure), but of 
the pleasure of taking up one’s pen, which is quite another 
matter.

Note what the action means. You are alone. Even if the 
room is crowded (as was the smoking-room in the G.W.R. 
Hotel, at Paddington, only the other day, when I wrote my 
“Statistical Abstract of Christendom”), even if the room 
is crowded, you must have made yourself alone to be able 
to write at all. You must have built up some kind of wall 
and isolated your mind. You are alone, then; and that is the 
beginning.

If you consider at what pains men are to be alone: how 
they climb mountains, enter prisons, profess monastic 
vows, put on eccentric daily habits, and seclude themselves 
in the garrets of a great town, you will see that this moment 
of taking up the pen is not least happy in the fact that then, 
by a mere association of ideas, the writer is alone.
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So much for that. Now not only are you alone, but you 
are going to “create”.

When people say “create” they flatter themselves. No 
man can create anything. I knew a man once who drew a 
horse on a bit of paper to amuse the company and covered 
it all over with many parallel streaks as he drew. When he 
had done this, an aged priest (present upon that occasion) 
said, “You are pleased to draw a zebra.” When the priest 
said this the man began to curse and to swear, and to protest 
that he had never seen or heard of a zebra. He said it was all 
done out of his own head, and he called heaven to witness, 
and his patron saint (for he was of the Old English Territorial 
Catholic Families—his patron saint was Aethelstan), and 
the salvation of his immortal soul he also staked, that he 
was as innocent of zebras as the babe unborn. But there! He 
persuaded no one, and the priest scored. It was most evident 
that the Territorial was crammed full of zebraical knowledge.

All this, then, is a digression, and it must be admitted 
that there is no such thing as a man’s “creating”. But 
anyhow, when you take up your pen you do something 
devilish pleasing: there is a prospect before you. You are 
going to develop a germ: I don’t know what it is, and I 
promise you I won’t call it creation—but possibly a god is 
creating through you, and at least you are making believe 
at creation. Anyhow, it is a sense of mastery and of origin, 
and you know that when you have done, something will 
be added to the world, and little destroyed. For what will 
you have destroyed or wasted? A certain amount of white 
paper at a farthing a square yard (and I am not certain it 
is not pleasanter all diversified and variegated with black 
wriggles)—a certain amount of ink meant to be spread and 
dried: made for no other purpose. A certain infinitesimal 
amount of quill—torn from the silly goose for no purpose 
whatsoever but to minister to the high needs of Man.

ON THE PLEASURE OF TAKING UP ONE S PEN
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Here you cry “Affectation! Affectation! How do I know 
that the fellow writes with a quill? A most unlikely habit!” 
To that I answer you are right. Less assertion, please, 
and more humility. I will tell you frankly with what I am 
writing. I am writing with a Waterman’s Ideal Fountain Pen. 
The nib is of pure gold, as was the throne of Charlemagne, 
in the “Song of Roland.” That throne (I need hardly tell 
you) was borne into Spain across the cold and awful passes 
of the Pyrenees by no less than a hundred and twenty 
mules, and all the Western world adored it, and trembled 
before it when it was set up at every halt under pine trees, 
on the upland grasses. For he sat upon it, dreadful and 
commanding: there weighed upon him two centuries of age; 
his brows were level with justice and experience, and his 
beard was so tangled and full, that he was called “bramble-
bearded Charlemagne.” You have read how, when he 
stretched out his hand at evening, the sun stood still till he 
had found the body of Roland? No? You must read about 
these things.

Well then, the pen is of pure gold, a pen that runs straight 
away like a willing horse, or a jolly little ship; indeed, it 
is a pen so excellent that it reminds me of my subject: the 
pleasure of taking up one’s pen.

God bless you, pen! When I was a boy, and they told me 
work was honourable, useful, cleanly, sanitary, wholesome, 
and necessary to the mind of man, I paid no more attention 
to them than if they had told me that public men were 
usually honest, or that pigs could fly. It seemed to me that 
they were merely saying silly things they had been told to 
say. Nor do I doubt to this day that those who told me these 
things at school were but preaching a dull and careless 
round. But now I know that the things they told me were 
true. God bless you, pen of work, pen of drudgery, pen 
of letters, pen of posings, pen rabid, pen ridiculous, pen 
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glorified. Pray, little pen, be worthy of the love I bear you, 
and consider how noble I shall make you some day, when 
you shall live in a glass case with a crowd of tourists round 
you every day from 10 to 4; pen of justice, pen of the—
saeva indignatio—, pen of majesty and of light. I will write 
with you some day a considerable poem; it is a compact 
between you and me. If I cannot make one of my own, then 
I will write out some other man’s; but you, pen, come what 
may, shall write out a good poem before you die, if it is 
only the—Allegro—.

*      *      *      *      *
The pleasure of taking up one’s pen has also this, peculiar 

among all pleasures, that you have the freedom to lay it 
down when you will. Not so with love. Not so with victory. 
Not so with glory.

Had I begun the other way round, I would have called 
this Work, “The Pleasure of laying down one’s Pen.” But I 
began it where I began it, and I am going on to end it just 
where it is going to end.

What other occupation, avocation, dissertation, or 
intellectual recreation can you cease at will? Not bridge—you 
go on playing to win. Not public speaking—they ring a bell. 
Not mere converse—you have to answer everything the other 
insufficient person says. Not life, for it is wrong to kill one’s 
self; and as for the natural end of living, that does not come 
by one’s choice; on the contrary, it is the most capricious of 
all accidents.

But the pen you lay down when you will. At any moment: 
without remorse, without anxiety, without dishonour, you 
are free to do this dignified and final thing (I am just going 
to do it).... You lay it down.

ON THE PLEASURE OF TAKING UP ONE S PEN
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ON THE TRAGEDIES OF SHAKESPEARE

By Charles Lamb

Taking a turn the other day in the Abbey, I was struck with 
the affected attitude of a figure, which I do not remember 
to have seen before, and which upon examination proved to 
be a whole-length of the celebrated Mr. Garrick. Though I 
would not go so far with some good Catholics abroad as to 
shut players altogether out of consecrated ground, yet I own 
I was not a little scandalized at the introduction of theatrical 
airs and gestures into a place set apart to remind us of the 
saddest realities. Going nearer, I found inscribed under this 
harlequin figure the following lines: 

To paint fair Nature, by divine command, 
Her magic pencil in his glowing hand, 
A Shakespeare rose: then, to expand his fame 
Wide o’er this breathing world, a Garrick came. 
Though sunk in death the forms the Poet drew 
The Actor’s genius made them breathe anew; 
Though, like the bard himself, in night they lay, 
Immortal Garrick call’d them back to day: 
And till Eternity with power sublime 
Shall mark the mortal hour of hoary Time, 
Shakespeare and Garrick like twin-stars shall shine, 
And earth irradiate with a beam divine. 

It would be an insult to my readers’ understandings to 
attempt anything like a criticism on this farrago of false 
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thoughts and nonsense. But the reflection it led me into 
was a kind of wonder, how, from the days of the actor here 
celebrated to our own, it should have been the fashion to 
compliment every performer in his turn, that has had the 
luck to please the town in any of the great characters of 
Shakespeare, with a notion of possessing a mind congenia 
to the poet’s; how people should come thus unaccountably 
to confound the power of originating poetical images and 
conceptions with the faculty of being able to read or recite 
the same when put into words;① or what connection that 
absolute mastery over the heart and soul of man, which a 
great dramatic poet possesses, has with those low tricks 
upon the eye and ear, which a player by observing a few 
general effects, which some common passion, as grief, 
anger, etc., usually has upon the gestures and exterior, 
can easily compass. To know the internal workings and 
movements of a great mind, of an Othello or a Hamlet, 
for instance, the when and the why and the how far they 
should be moved; to what pitch a passion is becoming; to 
give the reins and to pull in the curb exactly at the moment 
when the drawing in or the slacking is most graceful; seems 
to demand a reach of intellect of a vastly different extent 
from that which is employed upon the bare imitation of 
the signs of these passions in the countenance or gesture, 
which signs are usually observed to be most lively and 
emphatic in the weaker sort of minds, and which signs can 
after all but indicate some passion, as I said before, anger, 
or grief, generally; but of the motives and grounds of the 

① It is observable that we fall into this confusion only in dramatic recitations. 
We never dream that the gentleman who reads Lucretius in public with great 
applause, is therefore a great poet and philosopher; nor do we find that Tom 
Davies, the bookseller, who is recorded to have recited the “Paradise Lost” 
better than any man in England in his day (though I cannot help thinking there 
must be some mistake in this tradition) was therefore, by his intimate friends, 
set upon a level with Milton.
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passion, wherein it differs from the same passion in low and 
vulgar natures, of these the actor can give no more idea by 
his face or gesture than the eye (without a metaphor) can 
speak, or the muscles utter intelligible sounds. But such 
is the instantaneous nature of the impressions which we 
take in at the eye and ear at a playhouse, compared with 
the slow apprehension oftentimes of the understanding in 
reading, that we are apt not only to sink the play-writer 
in the consideration which we pay to the actor, but even 
to identify in our minds in a perverse manner, the actor 
with the character which he represents. It is difficult for 
a frequent play-goer to disembarrass the idea of Hamlet 
from the person and voice of Mr. K. We speak of Lady 
Macbeth, while we are in reality thinking of Mrs. S. Nor is 
this confusion incidental alone to unlettered persons, who, 
not possessing the advantage of reading, are necessarily 
dependent upon the stage-player for all the pleasure which 
they can receive from the drama, and to whom the very 
idea of what an author is cannot be made comprehensible 
without some pain and perplexity of mind: the error is one 
from which persons otherwise not meanly lettered find it 
almost impossible to extricate themselves. 

Never let me be so ungrateful as to forget the very high 
degree of satisfaction which I received some years back 
from seeing for the first time a tragedy of Shakespeare 
performed, in which these two great performers sustained 
the principal parts. It seemed to embody and realize 
conceptions which had hitherto assumed no distinct shape. 
But dearly do we pay all our life afterwards for this juvenile 
pleasure, this sense of distinctness. When the novelty is 
past, we find to our cost that, instead of realising an idea, 
we have only materialised and brought down a fine vision 
to the standard of flesh and blood. We have let go a dream, 
in quest of an unattainable substance. 
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How cruelly this operates upon the mind, to have its 
free conceptions thus cramped and pressed down to the 
measure of a straitlacing actuality, may be judged from 
that delightful sensation of freshness, with which we turn 
to those plays of Shakespeare which have escaped being 
performed, and to those passages in the acting plays of 
the same writer which have happily been left out of the 
performance. How far the very custom of hearing anything 
spouted, withers and blows upon a fine passage, may be 
seen in those speeches from Henry the Fifth, etc., which are 
current in the mouths of school-boys from their being to be 
found in Enfield Speakers, and such kind of books. I confess 
myself utterly unable to appreciate that celebrated soliloquy 
in Hamlet, beginning “To be, or not to be,” or to tell whether 
it be good, bad, or indifferent, it has been so handled and 
pawed about by declamatory boys and men, and torn so 
inhumanly from its living place and principle of continuity in 
the play, till it is become to me a perfect dead member. 

It may seem a paradox, but I cannot help being of 
opinion that the plays of Shakespeare are less calculated 
for performance on a stage than those of almost any other 
dramatist whatever. Their distinguished excellence is a 
reason that they should be so. There is so much in them, 
which comes not under the province of acting, with which 
eye, and tone, and gesture, have nothing to do. 

The glory of the scenic art is to personate passion, and 
the turns of passion; and the more coarse and palpable 
the passion is, the more hold upon the eyes and ears of 
the spectators the performer obviously possesses. For this 
reason, scolding scenes, scenes where two persons talk 
themselves into a fit of fury, and then in a surprising manner 
talk themselves out of it again, have always been the most 
popular upon our stage. And the reason is plain, because the 
spectators are here most palpably appealed to, they are the 
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proper judges in this war of words, they are the legitimate 
ring that should be formed round such “intellectual prize-
fighters.” Talking is the direct object of the imitation here. 
But in the best dramas, and in Shakespeare above all, 
how obvious it is, that the form of speaking, whether it 
be in soliloquy or dialogue, is only a medium, and often a 
highly artificial one, for putting the reader or spectator into 
possession of that knowledge of the inner structure and 
workings of mind in a character, which he could otherwise 
never have arrived at in that form of composition by any 
gift short of intuition. We do here as we do with novels 
written in the epistolary form. How many improprieties, 
perfect solecisms in letter-writing, do we put up with in 
“Clarissa” and other books, for the sake of the delight 
which that form upon the whole gives us. 

But the practice of stage representation reduces everything 
to a controversy of elocution. Every character, from the 
boisterous blasphemings of Bajazet to the shrinking timidity 
of womanhood, must play the orator. The love-dialogues 
of Romeo and Juliet, those silver-sweet sounds of lovers’ 
tongues by night; the more intimate and sacred sweetness 
of nuptial colloquy between an Othello or a Posthumus 
with their married wives, all those delicacies which are so 
delightful in the reading, as when we read of those youthful 
dalliances in Paradise—

As beseem’d 
Fair couple link’d in happy nuptial league, 
Alone: 
by the inherent fault of stage representation, how are 

these things sullied and turned from their very nature by 
being exposed to a large assembly; when such speeches 
as Imogen addresses to her lord, come drawling out of the 
mouth of a hired actress, whose courtship, though nominally 
addressed to the personated Posthumus, is manifestly aimed 
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at the spectators, who are to judge of her endearments and 
her returns of love. 

The character of Hamlet is perhaps that by which, since 
the days of Betterton, a succession of popular performers 
have had the greatest ambition to distinguish themselves. 
The length of the part may be one of their reasons. But 
for the character itself, we find it in a play, and therefore 
we judge it a fit subject of dramatic representation. The 
play itself abounds in maxims and reflections beyond any 
other, and therefore we consider it as a proper vehicle or 
conveying moral instruction. But Hamlet himself—what 
does he suffer meanwhile by being dragged forth as a public 
schoolmaster, to give lectures to the crowd! Why, nine 
parts in ten of what Hamlet does, are transactions between 
himself and his moral sense, they are the effusions of his 
solitary musings, which he retires to holes and corners and 
the most sequestered parts of the palace to pour forth; or 
rather, they are the silent meditations with which his bosom 
is bursting, reduced to words for the sake of the reader, 
who must else remain ignorant of what is passing there. 
These profound sorrows, these light-and-noise-abhorring 
ruminations, which the tongue scare dares utter to deaf walls 
and chambers, how can they be represented by a gesticulating 
actor, who comes and mouths them out before an audience, 
making four hundred people his confidants at once? I say not 
that it is the fault of the actor so to do; he must pronounce 
them ore rotundo, he must accompany them with his eye, he 
must insinuate them into his auditory by some trick of eye, 
tone, or gesture, or he fails. He must be thinking all the while 
of his appearance, because he knows that all the while the 
spectators are judging of it. And this is the way to represent 
the shy, negligent, retiring Hamlet. 

It is true that there is no other mode of conveying a 
vast quantity of thought and feeling to a great portion of 
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the audience, who otherwise would never learn it for 
themselves by reading, and the intellectual acquisition 
gained this way may, for aught I know, be inestimable; 
but I am not arguing that Hamlet should not be acted, but 
how much Hamlet is made another thing by being acted. I 
have heard much of the wonders which Garrick performed 
in this part; but as I never saw him, I must have leave 
to doubt whether the representation of such a character 
came within the province of his art. Those who tell me of 
him, speak of his eye, of the magic of his eye, and of his 
commanding voice: physical properties, vastly desirable 
in an actor, and without which he can never insinuate 
meaning into an auditory,—but what have they to do with 
Hamlet? what have they to do with intellect? In fact, the 
things aimed at in theatrical representation, are to arrest the 
spectator’s eye upon the form and the gesture, and so to 
gain a more favourable hearing to what is spoken: it is not 
what the character is, but how he looks; not what he says, 
but how he speaks it. I see no reason to think that if the play 
of Hamlet were written over again by some such writer 
as Banks or Lillo, retaining the process of the story, but 
totally omitting all the poetry of it, all the divine features 
of Shakespeare, his stupendous intellect; and only taking 
care to give us enough of passionate dialogue, which Banks 
or Lillo were never at a loss to furnish; I see not how the 
effect could be much different upon an audience, nor how 
the actor has it in his power to represent Shakespeare to 
us differently from his representation of Banks or Lillo. 
Hamlet would still be a youthful accomplished prince, and 
must be gracefully personated; he might be puzzled in his 
mind, wavering in his conduct, seemingly cruel to Ophelia, 
he might see a ghost, and start at it, and address it kindly 
when he found it to be his father; all this in the poorest and 
most homely language of the servilest creeper after nature 



245

that ever consulted the palate of an audience; without 
troubling Shakespeare for the matter; and I see not but 
there would be room for all the power which an actor has, 
to display itself. All the passions and changes of passion 
might remain; for those are much less difficult to write or 
act than is thought; it is a trick easy to be attained, it is but 
rising or falling a note or two in the voice, a whisper with 
a significant foreboding look to announce its approach, and 
so contagious the counterfeit appearance of any emotion is, 
that let the words be what they will, the look and tone shall 
carry it off and make it pass for deep skill in the passions. 

It is common for people to talk of Shakespeare’s plays 
being so natural, that everybody can understand him. They 
are natural indeed, they are grounded deep in nature, so 
deep that the depth of them lies out of the reach of most 
of us. You shall hear the same persons say that George 
Barnwell is very natural, and Othello is very natural, that 
they are both very deep; and to them they are the same kind 
of thing. At the one they sit and shed tears, because a good 
sort of young man is tempted by a naughty woman to commit 
a trifling peccadillo, the murder of an uncle or so,① that is 
all, and so comes to an untimely end, which is so moving; 
and at the other, because a blackamoor in a fit of jealousy 
kills his innocent white wife: and the odds are that ninety-

① If this note could hope to meet the eye of any of the Managers, I would 
entreat and beg of them, in the name of both the galleries, that this insult upon 
the morality of the common people of London should cease to be eternally 
repeated in the holiday weeks. Why are the ’Prentices of this famous and well-
governed city, instead of an amusement, to be treated over and over again 
with a nauseous sermon of George Barnwell? Why at the end of their vistas 
are we to place the gallows? Were I an uncle, I should not much like a nephew 
of mine to have such an example placed before his eyes. It is really making 
uncle-murder too trivial to exhibit it as done upon such slight motives; - it 
is attributing too much to such characters as Millwood; it is putting things 
into the heads of good young men, which they would never otherwise have 
dreamed of. Uncles that think anything of their lives, should fairly petition the 
Chamberlain against it.
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nine out of a hundred would willingly behold the same 
catastrophe happen to both the heroes, and have thought the 
rope more due to Othello than to Barnwell. For of the texture 
of Othello’s mind, the inward construction marvelously 
laid open with all its strengths and weaknesses, its heroic 
confidences and its human misgivings, its agonies of hate 
springing from the depths of love, they see no more than the 
spectators at a cheaper rate, who pay their pennies apiece to 
look through the man’s telescope in Leicester Fields, see into 
the inward plot and topography of the moon. Some dim thing 
or other they see, they see an actor personating a passion, of 
grief, or anger, for instance, and they recognize it as a copy 
of the usual external effects of such passions; or at least as 
being true to that symbol of the emotion which passes current 
at the theatre for it, for it is often no more than that: but of 
the grounds of the passion, its correspondence to a great or 
heroic nature, which is the only worthy object of tragedy,—
that common auditors know anything of this, or can have 
any such notions dinned into them by the mere strength of 
an actor’s lungs,—that apprehensions foreign to them should 
be thus infused into them by storm, I can neither believe, nor 
understand how it can be possible. 

We talk of Shakespeare’s admirable observation of life, 
when we should feel that not from a petty inquisition into 
those cheap and every-day characters which surrounded 
him, as they surround us, but from his own mind, which 
was, to borrow a phrase of Ben Jonson’s, the very “sphere 
of humanity,” he fetched those images of virtue and 
of knowledge, of which every one of us recognizing a 
part, think we comprehend in our natures the whole; and 
oftentimes mistake the powers which he positively creates 
in us for nothing more than indigenous faculties of our own 
minds, which only waited the application of corresponding 
virtues in him to return a full and clear echo of the same. 
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To return to Hamlet.—Among the distinguishing features 
of that wonderful character, one of the most interesting 
(yet painful) is that soreness of mind which makes him 
treat the intrusions of Polonius with harshness, and that 
asperity which he puts on in his interviews with Ophelia. 
These tokens of an unhinged mind (if they be not mixed in 
the latter case with a profound artifice of love, to alienate 
Ophelia by affected discourtesies, so to prepare her mind 
for the breaking off of that loving intercourse, which can 
no longer find a place amidst business so serious as that 
which he has to do) are parts of his character, which to 
reconcile with our admiration of Hamlet, the most patient 
consideration of his situation is no more than necessary; 
they are what we forgive afterwards, and explain by the 
whole of his character, but at the time they are harsh and 
unpleasant. Yet such is the actor’s necessity of giving strong 
blows to the audience, that I have never seen a player in this 
character, who did not exaggerate and strain to the utmost 
these ambiguous features,—these temporary deformities 
in the character. They make him express a vulgar scorn at 
Polonius which utterly degrades his gentility, and which 
no explanation can render palatable; they make him show 
contempt, and curl up the nose at Ophelia’s father,—
contempt in its very grossest and most hateful form; but 
they get applause by it: it is natural, people say; that is, the 
words are scornful, and the actor expresses scorn, and that 
they can judge of: but why so much scorn, and of that sort, 
they never think of asking. 

So to Ophelia.—All the Hamlets that I have ever seen, 
rant and rave at her as if she had committed some great 
crime, and the audience are highly pleased, because the 
words of the part are satirical, and they are enforced by 
the strongest expression of satirical indignation of which 
the face and voice are capable. But then, whether Hamlet 
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is likely to have put on such brutal appearances to a lady 
whom he loved so dearly, is never thought on. The truth is, 
that in all such deep affections as had subsisted between 
Hamlet and Ophelia, there is a stock of supererogatory 
love (if I may venture to use the expression), which in 
any great grief of heart, especially where that which preys 
upon the mind cannot be communicated, confers a kind of 
indulgence upon the grieved party to express itself, even 
to its heart’s dearest object, in the language of a temporary 
alienation; but it is not alienation, it is a distraction purely, 
and so it always makes itself to be felt by that object: it is 
not anger, but grief assuming the appearance of anger,—love 
awkwardly counterfeiting hate, as sweet countenances when 
they try to frown: but such sternness and fierce disgust as 
Hamlet is made to show, is no counterfeit, but the real face 
of absolute aversion,—of irreconcilable alienation. It may be 
said he puts on the madman; but then he should only so far 
put on this counterfeit lunacy as his own real distraction will 
give him leave; that is, incompletely, imperfectly; not in that 
confirmed, practised way, like a master of his art, or a Dame 
Quickly would say, “like one of those harlotry players.” 

I mean no disrespect to any actor, but the sort of pleasure 
which Shakespeare’s plays give in the acting seems to me 
not at all to differ from that which the audience receive 
from those of other writers; and, they being in themselves 
essentially so different from all others, I must conclude that 
there is something in the nature of acting which levels all 
distinctions. And in fact, who does not speak indifferently 
of the Gamester and of Macbeth as fine stage performances, 
and praise the Mrs. Beverley in the same way as the Lady 
Macbeth of Mrs. S.? Belvidera, and Calista, and Isabella, and 
Euphrasia, are they less liked than Imogen, or than Juliet, or 
than Desdemona? Are they not spoken of and remembered 
in the same way? Is not the female performer as great (as 
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they call it) in one as in the other? Did not Garrick shine, and 
was he not ambitious of shining in every drawling tragedy 
that his wretched day produced,—the productions of the 
Hills and the Murphys and the Browns,—and shall he have 
that honour to dwell in our minds for ever as an inseparable 
concomitant with Shakespeare? A kindred mind! O who can 
read that affecting sonnet of Shakespeare which alludes to his 
profession as a player:—

Oh for my sake do you with Fortune chide, 
The guilty goddess of my harmful deeds, 
That did not better for my life provide 
Than public means which public manners breeds—
Thence comes it that my name receives a brand; 
And almost thence my nature is subdued 
To what it works in, like the dyer’s hand—
Or that other confession;—
Alas! ’tis true, I have gone here and there, 
And made myself a motley to the view, 
Gored mine own thoughts, sold cheap what is most dear—
Who can read these instances of jealous self-watchfulness 

in our sweet Shakespeare, and dream of any congeniality 
between him and one that, by every tradition of him, 
appears to have been as mere a player as ever existed; to 
have had his mind tainted with the lowest player’s vices,—
envy and jealousy, and miserable cravings after applause; 
one who in the exercise of his profession was jealous even 
of the women-performers that stood in his way; a manager 
full of managerial tricks and stratagems and finesse: that 
any resemblance should be dreamed of between him and 
Shakespeare,—Shakespeare who, in the plenitude and 
consciousness of his own powers, could with that noble 
modesty, which we can neither imitate nor appreciate, 
express himself thus of his own sense of his own defects:—

Wishing me like to one more rich in hope, 
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Featured like him, like him with friends possess’d: 
Desiring this man’s art, and that man’s scope. 
I am almost disposed to deny to Garrick the merits 

of being an admirer of Shakespeare. A true lover of his 
excellences he certainly was not; for would any true lover 
of them have admitted into his matchless scenes such ribald 
trash as Tate and Cibber, and the rest of them, that 

With their darkness durst affront his light, have foisted 
into the acting plays of Shakespeare? I believe it impossible 
that he could have had a proper reverence for Shakespeare, 
and have condescended to go through that interpolated 
scene in Richard the Third, in which Richard tries to break 
his wife’s heart by telling her he loves another woman, 
and says, “if she survives this she is immortal.” Yet I doubt 
not he delivered this vulgar stuff with as much anxiety of 
emphasis as any of the genuine parts: and for acting, it 
is as well calculated as any. But we have seen the part of 
Richard lately produce great fame to an actor by his manner 
of playing it, and it lets us into the secret of acting, and of 
popular judgments of Shakespeare derived from acting. Not 
one of the spectators who have witnessed Mr. C.’s exertions 
in that part, but has come away with a proper conviction 
that Richard is a very wicked man, and kills little children 
in their beds, with something like the pleasure which the 
giants and ogres in children’s books are represented to have 
taken in that practice; moreover, that he is very close and 
shrewd, and devilish cunning, for you could see that by his 
eye. 

But is in fact this the impression we have in reading the 
Richard of Shakespeare? Do we feel anything like disgust, as 
we do at that butcher-like representation of him that passes 
for him on the stage? A horror at his crimes blends with the 
effect which we feel, but how is it qualified, how is it carried 
off, by the rich intellect which he displays, his resources, his 
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wit, his buoyant spirits, his vast knowledge and insight into 
characters, the poetry of his part—not an atom of all which is 
made perceivable in Mr. C.’s way of acting it. Nothing but his 
crimes, his actions, is visible; they are prominent and staring; 
the murderer stands out, but where is the lofty genius, the 
man of vast capacity,—the profound, the witty, accomplished 
Richard? 

The truth is, the characters of Shakespeare are so much 
the objects of meditation rather than of interest of curiosity 
as to their actions, that while we are reading any of his great 
criminal characters,—Macbeth, Richard, even Iago,—we 
think not so much of the crimes which they commit, as of 
the ambition, the aspiring spirit, the intellectual activity 
which prompts them to overleap those moral fences. 
Barnwell is a wretched murderer; there is a certain fitness 
between his neck and the rope; he is the legitimate heir 
to the gallows; nobody who thinks at all can think of any 
alleviating circumstances in his case to make him a fit 
object of mercy. Or to take an instance from the higher 
tragedy, what else but a mere assassin in Glenalvon! Do 
we think of anything but of the crime which he commits, 
and the rack which he deserves? That is all which we really 
think about him. Whereas in corresponding characters 
in Shakespeare so little do the actions comparatively 
affect us, that while the impulses, the inner mind in all its 
perverted greatness, solely seems real and is exclusively 
attended to, the crime is comparatively nothing. But when 
we see these things represented, the acts which they do 
are comparatively everything, their impulses nothing. The 
state of sublime emotion into which we are elevated by 
those images of night and horror which Macbeth is made 
to utter, that solemn prelude with which he entertains the 
time till the bell shall strike which is to call him to murder 
Duncan,— when we no longer read it in a book, when we 
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have given up that vantage-ground of abstraction which 
reading possesses over seeing, and come to see a man 
in his bodily shape before our eyes actually preparing to 
commit a murder, if the acting be true and impressive, as I 
have witnessed it in Mr. K.’s performance of that part, the 
painful anxiety about the act, the natural longing to prevent 
it while it yet seems unperpetrated, the too close pressing 
semblance of reality, give a pain and an uneasiness which 
totally destroy all the delight which the words in the book 
convey, where the deed doing never presses upon us with 
the painful sense of presence: it rather seems to belong to 
history,—to something past and inevitable, if it has anything 
to do with time at all. The sublime images, the poetry alone, 
is that which is present to our minds in the reading. 

So to see Lear acted,—to see an old man tottering about 
the stage with a walking-stick, turned out of doors by his 
daughters in a rainy night, has nothing in it but what is 
painful and disgusting. We want to take him into shelter and 
relieve him. That is all the feeling which the acting of Lear 
ever produced in me. But the Lear of Shakespeare cannot 
be acted. The contemptible machinery by which they mimic 
the storm which he goes out in, is not more inadequate to 
represent the horrors of the real elements, than any actor 
can be to represent Lear: they might more easily propose 
to personate the Satan of Milton upon a stage, or one of 
Michael Angelo’s terrible figures. The greatness of Lear is 
not in corporal dimension, but in intellectual: the explosions 
of his passion are terrible as a volcano: they are storms 
turning up and disclosing to the bottom that sea his mind, 
with all its vast riches. It is his mind which is laid bare. 
This case of flesh and blood seems too insignificant to be 
thought on; even as he himself neglects it. On the stage 
we see nothing but corporal infirmities and weakness, 
the impotence of rage; while we read it, we see not Lear, 
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but we are Lear,—we are in his mind, we are sustained 
by a grandeur which baffles the malice of daughters and 
storms; in the aberrations of his reason, we discover a 
mighty irregular power of reasoning, immethodised from 
the ordinary purposes of life, but exerting its powers, as the 
wind blows where it listeth, at will upon the corruptions 
and abuses of mankind. What have looks, or tones, to do 
with that sublime identification of his age with that of 
the heavens themselves, when in his reproaches to them 
for conniving at the injustice of his children, he reminds 
them that “they themselves are old?” What gestures shall 
we appropriate to this? What has the voice or the eye to 
do with such things? But the play is beyond all art, as the 
tamperings with it show: it is too hard and stony; it must 
have love-scenes, and a happy ending. It is not enough that 
Cordelia is a daughter, she must shine as a lover too. Tate 
has put his hook in the nostrils of this Leviathan, for Garrick 
and his followers, the showmen of scene, to draw the mighty 
beast about more easily. A happy ending!—as if the living 
martyrdom that Lear had gone through,—the flaying of his 
feelings alive, did not make a fair dismissal from the stage 
of life the only decorous thing for him. If he is to live and be 
happy after, if he could sustain this world’s burden after, why 
all this pudder and preparation,—why torment us with all this 
unnecessary sympathy? As if the childish pleasure of getting 
his gilt-robes and sceptre again could tempt him to act over 
again his misused station,—as if at his years, and with his 
experience, anything was left but to die. 

Lear is essentially impossible to be represented on a 
stage. But how many dramatic personages are there in 
Shakespeare, which though more tractable and feasible (if 
I may so speak) than Lear, yet from some circumstance, 
some adjunct to their character, are improper to be shown to 
our bodily eye. Othello, for instance. Nothing can be more 
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soothing, more flattering to the nobler parts of our natures, 
than to read of a young Venetian lady of highest extraction, 
through the force of love and from a sense of merit in 
him whom she loved, laying aside every consideration of 
kindred, and country, and colour, and wedding with a coal-
black Moor—(for such he is represented, in the imperfect 
state of knowledge respecting foreign countries in those 
days, compared with our own, or in compliance with 
popular notions, though the Moors are now well enough 
known to be by many shades less unworthy of white 
woman’s fancy)—it is the perfect triumph of virtue over 
accidents, of the imagination over the senses. She sees 
Othello’s colour in his mind. But upon the stage, when 
the imagination is no longer the ruling faculty, but we are 
left to our poor unassisted senses, I appeal to every one 
that has seen Othello played, whether he did not, on the 
contrary, sink Othello’s mind in his colour; whether he did 
not find something extremely revolting in the courtship and 
wedded caresses of Othello and Desdemona; and whether 
the actual sight of the thing did not overweigh all that 
beautiful compromise which we make in reading;—and 
the reason it should do so is obvious, because there is 
just so much reality presented to our senses as to give a 
perception of disagreement, with not enough of belief in the 
internal motives,—all that which is unseen,—to overpower 
and reconcile the first and obvious prejudices.① What we 

① The error of supposing that because Othello’s colour does not offend us in 
the reading, it should also not offend us in the seeing, is just such a fallacy as 
supposing that an Adam and Eve in a picture shall affect us just as they do in 
the poem. But in the poem we for a while have Paradisaical senses given us, 
which vanish when we see a man and his wife without clothes in the picture. 
The painters themselves feel this, as is apparent by the awkward shifts they 
have recourse to, to make them look not quite naked; by a sort of prophetic 
anachronism antedating the invention of figleaves. So in the reading of the 
play, we see with Desdemona’s eyes; in the seeing of it, we are forced to look 
with our own.
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see upon a stage is body and bodily action; what we are 
conscious of in reading is almost exclusively the mind, and 
its movements: and this, I think, may sufficiently account 
for the very different sort of delight with which the same 
play so often affects us in the reading and the seeing. 

It requires little reflection to perceive, that if those 
characters in Shakespeare which are within the precincts 
of nature, have yet something in them which appeals too 
exclusively to the imagination, to admit of their being 
made objects to the senses without suffering a change 
and a diminution,—that still stronger the objection must 
lie against representing another line of characters, which 
Shakespeare has introduced to give a wildness and a 
supernatural elevation to his scenes, as if to remove them 
still further from that assimilation to common life in which 
their excellence is vulgarly supposed to consist. When we 
read the incantations of those terrible beings the Witches 
in Macbeth, though some of the ingredients of their hellish 
composition savour of the grotesque, yet is the effect upon 
us other than the most serious and appalling that can be 
imagined? Do we not feel spell-bound as Macbeth was? 
Can any mirth accompany a sense of their presence? We 
might as well laugh under a consciousness of the principle 
of Evil himself being truly and really present with us. But 
attempt to bring these beings on to a stage, and you turn 
them instantly into so many old women, that men and 
children are to laugh at. Contrary to the old saying, that 
“seeing is believing,” the sight actually destroys the faith: 
and the mirth in which we indulge at their expense, when 
we see these creatures upon a stage, seems to be a sort of 
indemnification which we make to ourselves for the terror 
which they put us in when reading made them an object of 
belief,—when we surrendered up our reason to the poet, 
as children to their nurses and their elders; and we laugh 
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at our fears, as children who thought they saw something 
in the dark, triumph when the bringing in of the candle 
discovers the vanity of their fears. For this exposure of 
supernatural agents upon a stage is truly bringing in a 
candle to expose their own delusiveness. It is the solitary 
taper and the book that generates a faith in these terrors: a 
ghost by chandelier light, and in good company, deceives 
no spectators,—a ghost that can be measured by the eye, 
and his human dimensions made out at leisure. The sight 
of a well-lighted house and a well-dressed audience, shall 
arm the most nervous child against any apprehensions: as 
Tom Brown says of the impenetrable skin of Achilles with 
his impenetrable armour over it, “Bully Dawson would 
have fought the devil with such advantages.” 

Much has been said, and deservedly, in reprobation of the 
vile mixture which Dryden has thrown into the Tempest: 
doubtless without some such vicious alloy, the impure 
ears of that age would never have sate out to hear so much 
innocence of love as is contained in the sweet courtship of 
Ferdinand and Miranda. But is the Tempest of Shakespeare 
at all a subject for stage representation? It is one thing to 
read of an enchanter, and to believe the wondrous tale while 
we are reading it; but to have a conjuror brought before us 
in his conjuring-gown, with his spirits about him, which 
none but himself and some hundred of favoured spectators 
before the curtain are supposed to see, involves such a 
quantity of the hateful incredible, that all our reverence 
for the author cannot hinder us from perceiving such gross 
attempts upon the senses to be in the highest degree childish 
and inefficient. Spirits and fairies cannot be represented, 
they cannot even be painted,—they can only be believed. 
But the elaborate and anxious provision of scenery, which 
the luxury of the age demands, in these cases works a quite 
contrary effect to what is intended. That which in comedy, 
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or plays of familiar life, adds so much to the life of the 
imitation, in plays which appeal to the higher faculties, 
positively destroys the illusion which it is introduced to 
aid. A parlour or a drawing-room,—a library opening into 
a garden,—a garden with an alcove in it,—a street, or the 
piazza of Covent Garden does well enough in a scene; 
we are content to give as much credit to it as it demands; 
or rather, we think little about it,—it is little more than 
reading at the top of a page, “Scene, a Garden;” we do not 
imagine ourselves there, but we readily admit the imitation 
of familiar objects. But to think by the help of painted trees 
and caverns, which we know to be painted, to transport our 
minds to Prospero, and his island and his lonely cell;① or by 
the aid of a fiddle dexterously thrown in, in an interval of 
speaking, to make us believe that we hear those supernatural 
noises of which the isle was full:—the Orrery Lecturer at 
the Haymarket might as well hope, by his musical glasses 
cleverly stationed out of sight behind his apparatus, to make 
us believe that we do indeed hear the crystal spheres ring 
out that chime, which if it were to inwrap our fancy long, 
Milton thinks, 

Time would run back and fetch the age of gold, 
And speckled vanity 
Would sicken soon and die, 
And leprous Sin would melt from earthly mould; 
Yea Hell itself would pass away, 
And leave its dolorous mansions to the peering day. 
The Garden of Eden, with our first parents in it, is not 

more impossible to be shown on a stage than the Enchanted 
Isle, with its no less interesting and innocent first settlers. 

① It will be said these things are done in pictures. But pictures and scenes are 
very different things. Painting is a word of itself, but in scene-painting there 
is the attempt to deceive; and there is the discordancy, never to be got over, 
between painted scenes and real people.
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The subject of Scenery is closely connected with that 
of the Dresses, which are so anxiously attended to on our 
stage. I remember the last time I saw Macbeth played, 
the discrepancy I felt at the changes of garment which 
he varied,—the shiftings and re-shiftings, like a Romish 
priest at mass. The luxury of stage improvements, and the 
importunity of the public eye, require this. The coronation 
robe of the Scottish monarch was fairly a counterpart to 
that which our King wears when he goes to the Parliament-
house,—just so full and cumbersome, and set out with 
ermine and pearls. And if things must be represented, I 
see not what to find fault with in this. But in reading, what 
robe are we conscious of? Some dim images of royalty—a 
crown and sceptre—may float before our eyes, but who 
shall describe the fashion of it? Do we see in our mind’s 
eye what Webb or any other robe-maker could pattern? This 
is the inevitable consequence of imitating everything, to 
make all things natural. Whereas the reading of a tragedy 
is a fine abstraction. It presents to the fancy just so much of 
external appearances as to make us feel that we are among 
flesh and blood, while by far the greater and better part of 
our imagination is employed upon the thoughts and internal 
machinery of the character. But in acting, scenery, dress, 
the most contemptible things, call upon us to judge of their 
naturalness. 

Perhaps it would be no bad similitude, to liken the 
pleasure which we take in seeing one of these fine plays 
acted, compared with that quiet delight which we find 
in the reading of it, to the different feelings with which 
a reviewer, and a man that is not a reviewer, reads a fine 
poem. The accursed critical habits,—the being called upon 
to judge and pronounce, must make it quite a different 
thing to the former. In seeing these plays acted, we are 
affected just as judges. When Hamlet compares the two 
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pictures of Gertrude’s first and second husband, who 
wants to see the pictures? But in the acting, a miniature 
must be lugged out; which we know not to be the picture, 
but only to show finely a miniature may be represented. 
This shewing of everything, levels all things: it makes 
tricks, bows, and curtseys, of importance. Mrs. S. never 
got more fame by anything than by the manner in which 
she dismisses the guests in the banquet-scene in Macbeth: 
it is as much remembered as any of her thrilling tones or 
impressive looks. But does such a trifle as this enter into 
the imaginations of the reader of that wild and wonderful 
scene? Does not the mind dismiss the feasters as rapidly as 
it can? Does it care about the gracefulness of the doing it? 
But by acting, and judging of acting, all these non-essentials 
are raised into an importance, injurious to the main interest 
of the play. 

I have confined my observations to the tragic parts of 
Shakespeare. It would be no very difficult task to extend the 
inquiry to his comedies; and to show why Falstaff, Shallow, 
Sir Hugh Evans, and the rest are equally incompatible with 
stage representation. The length to which this Essay has 
run, will make it, I am afraid, sufficiently distasteful to the 
Amateurs of the Theatre, without going any deeper into the 
subject at present.
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ON THE UNJUST CAUSES OF WAR

By Hugo Grotius

1. In a former part of this work, where the justice of 
war was discussed, it was observed that some wars were 
founded upon real motives and others only upon colourable 
pretexts. This distinction was first noticed by Polybius, who 
calls the pretexts, προφασεις, and the real causes, ἀιτιας. 
Thus Alexander made war upon Darius, under the pretence 
of avenging the former wrongs done by the Persians to the 
Greeks. But the real motive of that bold and enterprising 
hero, was the easy acquisition of wealth and dominion, 
which the expeditions of Xenophon and Agesilaus had 
opened to his view.

In the same manner, a dispute about Saguntum furnished 
the Carthaginians with colourable motives for the second 
Punic war, but, in reality, they could not brook the indignity 
of having consented to a treaty, which the Romans had 
extorted from them at an unfavourable moment; and more 
especially as their spirits were revived by their recent 
successes in Spain. The real causes assigned by Thucydides 
for the Peloponnesian war, were the jealousies entertained 
by the Lacedaemonians of the then growing power of the 
Athenians, though the quarrels of the Corcyreans, Potidaens, 
and other secondary states were made the ostensible reasons.

2. There are some who have neither ostensible reasons, 
nor just causes to plead for their hostilities, in which, as 
Tacitus says, they engage from the pure love of enterprise 
and danger. A disposition to which Aristotle gives the name 
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of ferocity. And in the last book of his Nicomachian Ethics, 
he calls it a bloody cruelty to convert friends into enemies, 
whom you may slaughter.

3. Though most powers, when engaging in war, are 
desirous to colour over their real motives with justifiable 
pretexts, yet some, totally disregarding such methods of 
vindication, seem able to give no better reason for their 
conduct, than what is told by the Roman Lawyers of a 
robber, who being asked, what right he had to a thing, 
which he had seized, replied, it was his own, because he 
had taken it into his possession? Aristotle in the third book 
of his Rhetoric, speaking of the promoters of war, asks, if 
it is not unjust for a neighbouring people to be enslaved, 
and if those promoters have no regard to the rights of 
unoffending nations? Cicero, in the first book of his Offices, 
speaks in the same strain, and calls “the courage, which is 
conspicuous in danger and enterprise, if devoid of justice, 
absolutely undeserving of the name of valour. It should 
rather be considered as a brutal fierceness outraging every 
principle of humanity.”

4. Others make use of pretexts, which though plausible at 
first sight, will not bear the examination and test of moral 
rectitude, and, when stripped of their disguise, such pretexts 
will be found fraught with injustice. In such hostilities, 
says Livy it is not a trial of right, but some object of secret 
and unruly ambition, which acts as the chief spring. Most 
powers, it is said by Plutarch, employ the relative situations 
of peace and war, as a current specie, for the purchase of 
whatever they deem expedient.

By having before examined and established the principles 
of just and necessary war, we may form a better idea of 
what goes to constitute the injustice of the same. As the 
nature of things is best seen by contrast, and we judge of 
what is crooked by comparing it with what is straight. But 
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for the sake of perspicuity, it will be necessary to treat upon 
the leading points.

It was shewn above that apprehensions from a neighbouring 
power are not a sufficient ground for war. For to authorize 
hostilities as a defensive measure, they must arise from the 
necessity, which just apprehensions create; apprehensions 
not only of the power, but of the intentions of a formidable 
state, and such apprehensions as amount to a moral 
certainty. For which reason the opinion of those is by no 
means to be approved of, who lay down as a just ground 
of war, the construction of fortifications in a neighbouring 
country, with whom there is no existing treaty to prohibit 
such constructions, or the securing of a strong hold, which 
may at some future period prove a means of annoyance. 
For as a guard against such apprehensions, every power 
may construct, in its own territory, strong works, and 
other military securities of the same kind, without having 
recourse to actual war. One cannot but admire the character, 
which Tacitus has drawn of the Chauci, a noble and high-
spirited people of Germany, “Who, he says, were desirous 
of maintaining their greatness by justice, rather than by acts 
of ungovernable rapacity and ambition—provoking no wars, 
invading no countries, spoiling no neighbours to aggrandize 
themselves,—yet, when necessity prompted, able to raise 
men with arms in their hands at a moment’s warning—a great 
population with a numerous breed of horses to form a well 
mounted cavalry—and, with all these advantages, upholding 
their reputation in the midst of peace.”

5.① Nor can the advantage to be gained by a war be ever 
pleaded as a motive of equal weight and justice with necessity.

6. and 7. Neither can the desire of emigrating to a more 
favourable soil and climate justify an attack upon a 

① Section b of the original is omitted in the translation.—translator.
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neighbouring power. This, as we are informed by Tacitus, 
was a frequent cause of war among the ancient Germans.

8. There is no less injustice in setting up claims, under 
the pretence of newly discovered titles, to what belongs to 
another.

Neither can the wickedness, and impiety, nor any other 
incapacity of the original owner justify such a claim. For 
the title and right by discovery can apply only to countries 
and places, that have no owner.

9. Neither moral nor religious virtue, nor any intellectual 
excellence is requisite to form a good title to property. 
Only where a race of men is so destitute of reason as to be 
incapable of exercising any act of ownership, they can hold 
no property, nor will the law of charity require that they 
should have more than the necessaries of life. For the rules 
of the law of nations can only be applied to those, who are 
capable of political or commercial intercourse: but not to a 
people entirely destitute of reason, though it is a matter of 
just doubt, whether any such is to be found.

It was an absurdity therefore in the Greeks to suppose, that 
difference of manners, or inferiority of intellect made those, 
whom they were pleased to call barbarians, their natural 
enemies. But as to atrocious crimes striking at the very root 
and existence of society, the forfeiture of property ensuing 
from thence is a question of a different nature, belonging to 
punishments, under the head of which it was discussed.

10. But neither the independence of individuals, nor that 
of states, is a motive that can at all times justify recourse 
to arms, as if all persons indiscriminately had a natural 
right to do so. For where liberty is said to be a natural 
right belonging to all men and states, by that expression is 
understood a right of nature, antecedent to every human 
obligation or contract. But in that case, liberty is spoken 
of in a negative sense, and not by way of contrast to 
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independence, the meaning of which is, that no one is by 
the law of nature doomed to servitude, though he is not 
forbidden by that law to enter into such a condition. For 
in this sense no one can be called free, if nature leaves 
him not the privilege of chusing his own condition: as 
Albutius pertinently remarks, “the terms, freedom and 
servitude are not founded in the principles of nature, but 
are names subsequently applied to men according to the 
dispositions of fortune.” And Aristotle defines the relations 
of master and servant to be the result of political and not of 
natural appointment. Whenever therefore the condition of 
servitude, either personal or political, subsists, from lawful 
causes, men should be contented with that state, according 
to the injunction of the Apostle, “Art thou called being a 
servant, let not that be an anxious concern?”

11. And there is equal injustice in the desire of reducing, 
by force of arms, any people to a state of servitude, under 
the pretext of its being the condition for which they are best 
qualified by nature. It does not follow that, because any one is 
fitted for a particular condition, another has a right to impose it 
upon him. For every reasonable creature ought to be left free in 
the choice of what may be deemed useful or prejudicial to him, 
provided another has no just right to a controul over him.

The case of children has no connection with the question, 
as they are necessarily under the discipline of others.

12. It would scarce have been necessary to refute the 
foolish opinion of some, who have ascribed to the Roman 
Emperors dominion over the most remote and unknown 
nations, if Bartolus, deemed a lawyer of the first eminence, 
had not pronounced it heresy to deny those pretensions. 
This opinion has been built upon the Roman Emperor’s 
some times having styled himself Sovereign of the whole 
world; a term which it was not unusual for many people to 
apply to their own country. Thus in the scriptures we find 
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Judea frequently called the whole inhabited earth; therefore 
when the Jews, in their proverbial expression, called 
Jerusalem the centre of the world, nothing more is to be 
implied than that it was situated in the middle of Judea.

As to the argument in favor of universal dominion from 
its being so beneficial to mankind, it may be observed 
that all its advantages are counterbalanced by still greater 
disadvantages. For as a ship may be built too large to be 
conveniently managed, so an empire may be too extensive 
in population and territory to be directed and governed 
by one head. But granting the expediency of universal 
empire, that expediency can not give such a right, as can 
be acquired only by treaty or conquest. There were many 
places formerly belonging to the Roman Empire, over which 
the Emperor has at present no controul. For war, treaty, or 
cession have made many changes, by which the rights of 
territory have passed to other states or sovereign princes, and 
the standards of different communities, whether kingdoms 
or commonwealths, now wave in places, which the Roman 
Eagle once overshadowed with his wings. These are losses 
and changes, that have been experienced by other powers no 
less than that, which was once mistress of the world.

13. But there have been some, who have asserted the 
rights of the church over unknown parts of the world, 
though the Apostle Paul himself has expressly said that 
Christians were not to judge those who were without 
the pale of their own community. And though the right 
of judging, which belonged to the Apostles, might in 
some cases apply to worldly concerns, yet in its general 
nature it was of a celestial rather than an earthly kind—a 
judgment not exercised by fire and sword, but by the word 
of God, proposed to all men and adapted to their peculiar 
circumstances—a judgment exercised by displaying 
or withholding the seals of divine grace, as it might be 
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most expedient—lastly, it was a judgment exercised in 
supernatural punishments; in punishments proceeding from 
God, like the punishments of Ananias, Elymas, Hymenaeus, 
and others.

Christ himself, the spring, from whence all the power 
of the church was derived, and whose life is the model 
for the church to follow, said, his kingdom was not of 
this world, that is, was not of the same nature, with other 
kingdoms, otherwise, like the rest of sovereigns, he would 
have maintained his authority by the power of the sword. 
For if he had pleased to call up the aid of Legions; he 
would have called up hosts of Angels and not of men. And 
every exercise of his right was performed by the influence 
of divine, and not of human power; even when he drove 
the sellers out of the temple. For the rod was the emblem 
and not the instrument of divine wrath, as unction was 
once a sign of healing, and not the healing power itself. 
St. Augustin on the xviii Chapter of St. John, and 36 ver. 
invites Sovereign Princes into this kingdom, in these terms, 
“Hear, O Jews, and Gentiles, hear, O earthly Sovereigns, I 
will not obstruct your authority, for my kingdom is not of 
this world. Be not alarmed, like Herod, who trembled, when 
he heard that Christ was born, and slew so many innocent 
children, hoping to include the Saviour in that calamity. His 
fear shewed itself in cruel wrath. But my kingdom, says 
Christ, is not of this world. Therefore enter this kingdom 
without fear. Come with faith, and provoke not the king to 
anger by your delay.”

14. There is a caution too necessary to be given, against 
drawing too close a parallel between ancient and modern 
times. For it is but seldom that any one can adduce a case 
exactly conformable to his own circumstances. To draw such 
pretexts from the interpretation of prophecy is the highest 
presumption. For no prophecy that is yet to be fulfilled can 
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be unfolded without the aid of a prophetic spirit. The times 
even of events, that are certain, may escape our notice. Nor is 
it every prediction, unless it be accompanied with an express 
command from God, that can justify recourse to arms: 
sometimes indeed God brings his predicted designs to their 
issue by the means of wicked instruments.

15. As the imperfect obligations of charity, and other 
virtues of the same kind are not cognizable in a court 
of justice, so neither can the performance of them be 
compelled by force of arms. For it is not the moral nature 
of a duty that can enforce its fulfillment, but there must be 
some legal right in one of the parties to exact the obligation. 
For the moral obligation receives an additional weight 
from such a right. This obligation therefore must be united 
to the former to give a war the character of a just war. 
Thus a person who has conferred a favour, has not, strictly 
speaking, a right to demand a return, for that would be 
converting an act of kindness into a contract.

16. It is necessary to observe that a war may be just in 
its origin, and yet the intentions of its authors may become 
unjust in the course of its prosecution. For some other 
motive, not unlawful in itself, may actuate them more 
powerfully than the original right, for the attainment of 
which the war was begun. It is laudable, for instance, to 
maintain national honour; it is laudable to pursue a public 
or a private interest, and yet those objects may not form the 
justifiable grounds of the war in question.

A war may gradually change its nature and its object 
from the prosecution of a right to the desire of seconding or 
supporting the aggrandizement of some other power. But 
such motives, though blamable, when even connected with 
a just war, do not render the war itself unjust, nor invalidate 
its conquests.

ON THE UNJUST CAUSES OF WAR
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OUR CHILDREN
AND GREAT DISCOVERIES

By Mark Twain

DELIVERED AT THE AUTHORS’ CLUB, NEW YORK

Our children—yours—and—mine. They seem like little 
things to talk about—our children, but little things often 
make up the sum of human life—that’s a good sentence. 
I repeat it, little things often produce great things. Now, 
to illustrate, take Sir Isaac Newton—I presume some 
of you have heard of Mr. Newton. Well, once when Sir 
Isaac Newton—a mere lad—got over into the man’s apple 
orchard—I don’t know what he was doing there—I didn’t 
come all the way from Hartford to q-u-e-s-t-i-o-n Mr. 
Newton’s honesty—but when he was there—in the main 
orchard—he saw an apple fall and he was a-t-t-racted 
toward it, and that led to the discovery—not of Mr. Newton 
but of the great law of attraction and gravitation.

And there was once another great discoverer—I’ve 
forgotten his name, and I don’t remember what he 
discovered, but I know it was something very important, 
and I hope you will all tell your children about it when you 
get home. Well, when the great discoverer was once loafn’ 
around down in Virginia, and a-puttin’ in his time flirting 
with Pocahontas—oh! Captain John Smith, that was the 
man’s name—and while he and Poca were sitting in Mr. 
Powhatan’s garden, he accidentally put his arm around 
her and picked something simple weed, which proved to 



269

be tobacco—and now we find it in every Christian family, 
shedding its civilizing influence broadcast throughout the 
whole religious community.

Now there was another great man, I can’t think of his 
name either, who used to loaf around and watch the great 
chandelier in the cathedral at Pisa., which set him to 
thinking about the great law of gunpowder, and eventually 
led to the discovery of the cotton-gin.

Now, I don’t say this as an inducement for our young 
men to loaf around like Mr. Newton and Mr. Galileo and 
Captain Smith, but they were once little babies two days 
old, and they show what little things have sometimes 
accomplished.

OUR CHILDREN AND GREAT DISCOVERIES
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OUR FRIEND THE DOG

By Maurice maeterlinck

I
I have lost, within these last few days, a little bull-dog. He 

had just completed the sixth month of his brief existence. He 
had no history. His intelligent eyes opened to look out upon 
the world, to love mankind, then closed again on the cruel 
secrets of death.

The friend who presented me with him had given him, 
perhaps by antiphrasis, the startling name of Pelléas. Why 
rechristen him? For how can a poor dog, loving, devoted, 
faithful, disgrace the name of a man or an imaginary hero?

Pelléas had a great bulging, powerful forehead, like that 
of Socrates or Verlaine; and, under a little black nose, blunt 
as a churlish assent, a pair of large hanging and symmetrical 
chops, which made his head a sort of massive, obstinate, 
pensive and three-cornered menace. He was beautiful 
after the manner of a beautiful, natural monster that has 
complied strictly with the laws of its species. And what a 
smile of attentive obligingness, of incorruptible innocence, 
of affectionate submission, of boundless gratitude and total 
self-abandonment lit up, at the least caress, that adorable 
mask of ugliness! Whence exactly did that smile emanate? 
From the ingenuous and melting eyes? From the ears 
pricked up to catch the words of man? From the forehead 
that unwrinkled to appreciate and love, or from the stump of 
a tail that wriggled at the other end to testify to the intimate 
and impassioned joy that filled his small being, happy once 
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more to encounter the hand or the glance of the god to 
whom he surrendered himself?

Pelléas was born in Paris, and I had taken him to the 
country. His bonny fat paws, shapeless and not yet stiffened, 
carried slackly through the unexplored pathways of his new 
existence his huge and serious head, flat-nosed and, as it 
were, rendered heavy with thought.

For this thankless and rather sad head, like that of an 
overworked child, was beginning the overwhelming work 
that oppresses every brain at the start of life. He had, in less 
than five or six weeks, to get into his mind, taking shape 
within it, an image and a satisfactory conception of the 
universe. Man, aided by all the knowledge of his own elders 
and his brothers, takes thirty or forty years to outline that 
conception, but the humble dog has to unravel it for himself 
in a few days: and yet, in the eyes of a god, who should 
know all things, would it not have the same weight and the 
same value as our own?

It was a question, then, of studying the ground, which 
can be scratched and dug up and which sometimes 
reveals surprising things; of casting at the sky, which is 
uninteresting, for there is nothing there to eat, one glance 
that does away with it for good and all; of discovering the 
grass, the admirable and green grass, the springy and cool 
grass, a field for races and sports, a friendly and boundless 
bed, in which lies hidden the good and wholesome couch-
grass. It was a question, also, of taking promiscuously a 
thousand urgent and curious observations. It was necessary, 
for instance, with no other guide than pain, to learn to 
calculate the height of objects from the top of which you 
can jump into space; to convince yourself that it is vain 
to pursue birds who fly away and that you are unable to 
clamber up trees after the cats who defy you there; to 
distinguish between the sunny spots where it is delicious 
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to sleep and the patches of shade in which you shiver; to 
remark with stupefaction that the rain does not fall inside 
the houses, that water is cold, uninhabitable and dangerous, 
while fire is beneficent at a distance, but terrible when you 
come too near; to observe that the meadows, the farm-yards 
and sometimes the roads are haunted by giant creatures 
with threatening horns, creatures good-natured, perhaps, 
and, at any rate, silent, creatures who allow you to sniff 
at them a little curiously without taking offence, but who 
keep their real thoughts to themselves. It was necessary to 
learn, as the result of painful and humiliating experiment, 
that you are not at liberty to obey all nature’s laws without 
distinction in the dwelling of the gods; to recognize that 
the kitchen is the privileged and most agreeable spot in that 
divine dwelling, although you are hardly allowed to abide 
in it because of the cook, who is a considerable, but jealous 
power; to learn that doors are important and capricious 
volitions, which sometimes lead to felicity, but which most 
often, hermetically closed, mute and stern, haughty and 
heartless, remain deaf to all entreaties; to admit, once and 
for all, that the essential good things of life, the indisputable 
blessings, generally imprisoned in pots and stewpans, are 
almost always inaccessible; to know how to look at them 
with laboriously-acquired indifference and to practise to 
take no notice of them, saying to yourself that here are 
objects which are probably sacred, since merely to skim 
them with the tip of a respectful tongue is enough to let 
loose the unanimous anger of all the gods of the house.

And then, what is one to think of the table on which so 
many things happen that cannot be guessed; of the derisive 
chairs on which one is forbidden to sleep; of the plates 
and dishes that are empty by the time that one can get at 
them; of the lamp that drives away the dark?... How many 
orders, dangers, prohibitions, problems, enigmas has one 
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not to classify in one’s overburdened memory!... And how 
to reconcile all this with other laws, other enigmas, wider 
and more imperious, which one bears within one’s self, 
within one’s instinct, which spring up and develop from 
one hour to the other, which come from the depths of time 
and the race, invade the blood, the muscles and the nerves 
and suddenly assert themselves more irresistibly and more 
powerfully than pain, the word of the master himself, or the 
fear of death?

Thus, for instance, to quote only one example, when 
the hour of sleep has struck for men, you have retired to 
your hole, surrounded by the darkness, the silence and 
the formidable solitude of the night. All is sleep in the 
master’s house. You feel yourself very small and weak in 
the presence of the mystery. You know that the gloom is 
peopled with foes who hover and lie in wait. You suspect 
the trees, the passing wind and the moonbeams. You would 
like to hide, to suppress yourself by holding your breath. 
But still the watch must be kept; you must, at the least 
sound, issue from your retreat, face the invisible and bluntly 
disturb the imposing silence of the earth, at the risk of 
bringing down the whispering evil or crime upon yourself 
alone. Whoever the enemy be, even if he be man, that is to 
say, the very brother of the god whom it is your business 
to defend, you must attack him blindly, fly at his throat, 
fasten your perhaps sacrilegious teeth into human flesh, 
disregard the spell of a hand and voice similar to those of 
your master, never be silent, never attempt to escape, never 
allow yourself to be tempted or bribed and, lost in the night 
without help, prolong the heroic alarm to your last breath.

There is the great ancestral duty, the essential duty, 
stronger than death, which not even man’s will and anger 
are able to check. All our humble history, linked with that of 
the dog in our first struggles against every breathing thing, 
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tends to prevent his forgetting it. And when, in our safer 
dwelling-places of to-day, we happen to punish him for his 
untimely zeal, he throws us a glance of astonished reproach, 
as though to point out to us that we are in the wrong and 
that, if we lose sight of the main clause in the treaty of 
alliance which he made with us at the time when we lived 
in caves, forests and fens, he continues faithful to it in spite 
of us and remains nearer to the eternal truth of life, which is 
full of snares and hostile forces.

But how much care and study are needed to succeed in 
fulfilling this duty! And how complicated it has become 
since the days of the silent caverns and the great deserted 
lakes! It was all so simple, then, so easy and so clear. 
The lonely hollow opened upon the side of the hill, and 
all that approached, all that moved on the horizon of the 
plains or woods, was the unmistakable enemy.... But to-
day you can no longer tell.... You have to acquaint yourself 
with a civilization of which you disapprove, to appear to 
understand a thousand incomprehensible things.... Thus, 
it seems evident that henceforth the whole world no 
longer belongs to the master, that his property conforms to 
unintelligible limits.... It becomes necessary, therefore, first 
of all to know exactly where the sacred domain begins and 
ends. Whom are you to suffer, whom to stop?... There is 
the road by which every one, even the poor, has the right to 
pass. Why? You do not know; it is a fact which you deplore, 
but which you are bound to accept. Fortunately, on the 
other hand, here is the fair path which none may tread. This 
path is faithful to the sound traditions; it is not to be lost 
sight of; for by it enter into your daily existence the difficult 
problems of life.

Would you have an example? You are sleeping peacefully 
in a ray of the sun that covers the threshold of the kitchen 
with pearls. The earthenware pots are amusing themselves 



275

by elbowing and nudging one another on the edge of 
the shelves trimmed with paper lace-work. The copper 
stewpans play at scattering spots of light over the smooth 
white walls. The motherly stove hums a soft tune and 
dandles three saucepans blissfully dancing; and, from the 
little hole that lights up its inside, defies the good dog 
who cannot approach, by constantly putting out at him 
its fiery tongue. The clock, bored in its oak case, before 
striking the august hour of meal time, swings its great gilt 
navel to and fro; and the cunning flies tease your ears. On 
the glittering table lie a chicken, a hare, three partridges, 
besides other things which are called fruits—peaches, 
melons, grapes—and which are all good for nothing. The 
cook guts a big silver fish and throws the entrails (instead 
of giving them to you!) into the dust-bin. Ah, the dust-bin! 
Inexhaustible treasury, receptacle of windfalls, the jewel 
of the house! You shall have your share of it, an exquisite 
and surreptitious share; but it does not do to seem to know 
where it is. You are strictly forbidden to rummage in it. Man 
in this way prohibits many pleasant things, and life would 
be dull indeed and your days empty if you had to obey all 
the orders of the pantry, the cellar and the dining-room. 
Luckily, he is absent-minded and does not long remember 
the instructions which he lavishes. He is easily deceived. 
You achieve your ends and do as you please, provided you 
have the patience to await the hour. You are subject to man, 
and he is the one god; but you none the less have your 
own personal, exact and imperturbable morality, which 
proclaims aloud that illicit acts become most lawful through 
the very fact that they are performed without the master’s 
knowledge. Therefore, let us close the watchful eye that has 
seen. Let us pretend to sleep and to dream of the moon....

Hark! A gentle tapping at the blue window that looks out 
on the garden! What is it? Nothing; a bough of hawthorn 
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that has come to see what we are doing in the cool kitchen. 
Trees are inquisitive and often excited; but they do not 
count, one has nothing to say to them, they are irresponsible, 
they obey the wind, which has no principles.... But what 
is that? I hear steps!... Up, ears open; nose on the alert!... 
It is the baker coming up to the rails, while the postman 
is opening a little gate in the hedge of lime-trees. They 
are friends; it is well; they bring something: you can greet 
them and wag your tail discreetly twice or thrice, with a 
patronizing smile....

Another alarm! What is it now? A carriage pulls up in 
front of the steps. The problem is a complex one. Before all, 
it is of consequence to heap copious insults on the horses, 
great, proud beasts, who make no reply. Meantime, you 
examine out of the corner of your eye the persons alighting. 
They are well-clad and seem full of confidence. They are 
probably going to sit at the table of the gods. The proper 
thing is to bark without acrimony, with a shade of respect, 
so as to show that you are doing your duty, but that you 
are doing it with intelligence. Nevertheless, you cherish a 
lurking suspicion and, behind the guests’ backs, stealthily, 
you sniff the air persistently and in a knowing way, in order 
to discern any hidden intentions.

But halting footsteps resound outside the kitchen. 
This time it is the poor man dragging his crutch, the 
unmistakable enemy, the hereditary enemy, the direct 
descendant of him who roamed outside the bone-cramped 
cave which you suddenly see again in your racial memory. 
Drunk with indignation, your bark broken, your teeth 
multiplied with hatred and rage, you are about to seize their 
reconcilable adversary by the breeches, when the cook, 
armed with her broom, the ancillary and forsworn sceptre, 
comes to protect the traitor, and you are obliged to go back 
to your hole, where, with eyes filled with impotent and 
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slanting flames, you growl out frightful, but futile curses, 
thinking within yourself that this is the end of all things, 
and that the human species has lost its notion of justice and 
injustice....

Is that all? Not yet; for the smallest life is made up of 
innumerous duties, and it is a long work to organize a happy 
existence upon the borderland of two such different worlds 
as the world of beasts and the world of men. How should 
we fare if we had to serve, while remaining within our own 
sphere, a divinity, not an imaginary one, like to ourselves, 
because the offspring of our own brain, but a god actually 
visible, ever present, ever active and as foreign, as superior 
to our being as we are to the dog?

We now, to return to Pelléas, know pretty well what to 
do and how to behave on the master’s premises. But the 
world does not end at the house-door, and, beyond the walls 
and beyond the hedge, there is a universe of which one has 
not the custody, where one is no longer at home, where 
relations are changed. How are we to stand in the street, in 
the fields, in the market-place, in the shops? In consequence 
of difficult and delicate observations, we understand that 
we must take no notice of passers-by; obey no calls but the 
master’s; be polite, with indifference, to strangers who pet 
us. Next, we must conscientiously fulfil certain obligations 
of mysterious courtesy toward our brothers the other dogs; 
respect chickens and ducks; not appear to remark the cakes 
at the pastry-cook’s, which spread themselves insolently 
within reach of the tongue; show to the cats, who, on the 
steps of the houses, provoke us by hideous grimaces, a 
silent contempt, but one that will not forget; and remember 
that it is lawful and even commendable to chase and 
strangle mice, rats, wild rabbits and, generally speaking, all 
animals (we learn to know them by secret marks) that have 
not yet made their peace with mankind.
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All this and so much more!... Was it surprising that 
Pelléas often appeared pensive in the face of those 
numberless problems, and that his humble and gentle look 
was often so profound and grave, laden with cares and full 
of unreadable questions?

Alas, he did not have time to finish the long and heavy 
task which nature lays upon the instinct that rises in order 
to approach a brighter region.... An ill of a mysterious 
character, which seems specially to punish the only animal 
that succeeds in leaving the circle in which it is born; an 
indefinite ill that carries off hundreds of intelligent little 
dogs, came to put an end to the destiny and the happy 
education of Pelléas. And now all those efforts to achieve 
a little more light; all that ardour in loving, that courage 
in understanding; all that affectionate gaiety and innocent 
fawning; all those kind and devoted looks, which turned to 
man to ask for his assistance against unjust death; all those 
flickering gleams which came from the profound abyss of 
a world that is no longer ours; all those nearly human little 
habits lie sadly in the cold ground, under a flowering elder-
tree, in a corner of the garden.

II
Man loves the dog, but how much more ought he to love 

it if he considered, in the inflexible harmony of the laws 
of nature, the sole exception, which is that love of a being 
that succeeds in piercing, in order to draw closer to us, 
the partitions, every elsewhere impermeable, that separate 
the species! We are alone, absolutely alone on this chance 
planet; and amid all the forms of life that surround us, not 
one, excepting the dog, has made an alliance with us. A few 
creatures fear us, most are unaware of us, and not one loves 
us. In the world of plants, we have dumb and motionless 
slaves; but they serve us in spite of themselves. They simply 
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endure our laws and our yoke. They are impotent prisoners, 
victims incapable of escaping, but silently rebellious; and, 
so soon as we lose sight of them, they hasten to betray us 
and return to their former wild and mischievous liberty. 
The rose and the corn, had they wings, would fly at our 
approach like the birds.

Among the animals, we number a few servants who have 
submitted only through indifference, cowardice or stupidity: 
the uncertain and craven horse, who responds only to pain 
and is attached to nothing; the passive and dejected ass, 
who stays with us only because he knows not what to do 
nor where to go, but who nevertheless, under the cudgel and 
the pack-saddle, retains the idea that lurks behind his ears; 
the cow and the ox, happy so long as they are eating, and 
docile because, for centuries, they have not had a thought 
of their own; the affrighted sheep, who knows no other 
master than terror; the hen, who is faithful to the poultry-
yard because she finds more maize and wheat there than in 
the neighbouring forest. I do not speak of the cat, to whom 
we are nothing more than a too large and uneatable prey: 
the ferocious cat, whose sidelong contempt tolerates us only 
as encumbering parasites in our own homes. She, at least, 
curses us in her mysterious heart; but all the others live 
beside us as they might live beside a rock or a tree. They 
do not love us, do not know us, scarcely notice us. They are 
unaware of our life, our death, our departure, our return, our 
sadness, our joy, our smile. They do not even hear the sound 
of our voice, so soon as it no longer threatens them; and, 
when they look at us, it is with the distrustful bewilderment 
of the horse, in whose eye still hovers the infatuation of the 
elk or gazelle that sees us for the first time, or with the dull 
stupor of the ruminants, who look upon us as a momentary 
and useless accident of the pasture.
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For thousands of years, they have been living at our 
side, as foreign to our thoughts, our affections, our habits 
as though the least fraternal of the stars had dropped them 
but yesterday on our globe. In the boundless interval 
that separates man from all the other creatures, we have 
succeeded only, by dint of patience, in making them take 
two or three illusory steps. And if, to-morrow, leaving their 
feelings toward us untouched, nature were to give them 
the intelligence and the weapons wherewith to conquer us, 
I confess that I should distrust the hasty vengeance of the 
horse, the obstinate reprisals of the ass and the maddened 
meekness of the sheep. I should shun the cat as I should shun 
the tiger; and even the good cow, solemn and somnolent, 
would inspire me with but a wary confidence. As for the hen, 
with her round, quick eye, as when discovering a slug or a 
worm, I am sure that she would devour me without a thought.

III
Now, in this indifference and this total want of comprehension 

in which everything that surrounds us lives; in this 
incommunicable world, where everything has its object 
hermetically contained within itself, where every destiny is 
self-circumscribed, where there exist among the creatures 
no other relations than those of executioners and victims, 
eaters and eaten, where nothing is able to leave its steel-
bound sphere, where death alone establishes cruel relations 
of cause and effect between neighbouring lives, where 
not the smallest sympathy has ever made a conscious leap 
from one species to another, one animal alone, among all 
that breathes upon the earth, has succeeded in breaking 
through the prophetic circle, in escaping from itself to come 
bounding toward us, definitely to cross the enormous zone 
of darkness, ice and silence that isolates each category of 
existence in nature’s unintelligible plan. This animal, our 
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good familiar dog, simple and unsurprising as may to-day 
appear to us what he has done, in thus perceptibly drawing 
nearer to a world in which he was not born and for which 
he was not destined, has nevertheless performed one of 
the most unusual and improbable acts that we can find in 
the general history of life. When was this recognition of 
man by beast, this extraordinary passage from darkness to 
light, effected? Did we seek out the poodle, the collie, or 
the mastiff from among the wolves and the jackals, or did 
he come spontaneously to us? We cannot tell. So far as our 
human annals stretch, he is at our side, as at present; but 
what are human annals in comparison with the times of 
which we have no witness? The fact remains that he is there 
in our houses, as ancient, as rightly placed, as perfectly 
adapted to our habits as though he had appeared on this 
earth, such as he now is, at the same time as ourselves. 
We have not to gain his confidence or his friendship: he is 
born our friend; while his eyes are still closed, already he 
believes in us: even before his birth, he has given himself 
to man. But the word “friend” does not exactly depict his 
affectionate worship. He loves us and reveres us as though 
we had drawn him out of nothing. He is, before all, our 
creature full of gratitude and more devoted than the apple 
of our eye. He is our intimate and impassioned slave, 
whom nothing discourages, whom nothing repels, whose 
ardent trust and love nothing can impair. He has solved, in 
an admirable and touching manner, the terrifying problem 
which human wisdom would have to solve if a divine race 
came to occupy our globe. He has loyally, religiously, 
irrevocably recognized man’s superiority and has surrendered 
himself to him body and soul, without after-thought, without 
any intention to go back, reserving of his independence, his 
instinct and his character only the small part indispensable 
to the continuation of the life prescribed by nature. With an 
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unquestioning certainty, an unconstraint and a simplicity that 
surprise us a little, deeming us better and more powerful than 
all that exists, he betrays, for our benefit, the whole of the 
animal kingdom to which he belongs and, without scruple, 
denies his race, his kin, his mother and his young.

But he loves us not only in his consciousness and 
his intelligence: the very instinct of his race, the entire 
unconsciousness of his species, it appears, think only of 
us, dream only of being useful to us. To serve us better, to 
adapt himself better to our different needs, he has adopted 
every shape and been able infinitely to vary the faculties, 
the aptitudes which he places at our disposal. Is he to aid 
us in the pursuit of game in the plains? His legs lengthen 
inordinately, his muzzle tapers, his lungs widen, he becomes 
swifter than the deer. Does our prey hide under wood? 
The docile genius of the species, forestalling our desires, 
presents us with the basset, a sort of almost footless serpent, 
which steals into the closest thickets. Do we ask that he 
should drive our flocks? The same compliant genius grants 
him the requisite size, intelligence, energy and vigilance. 
Do we intend him to watch and defend our house? His head 
becomes round and monstrous, in order that his jaws may 
be more powerful, more formidable and more tenacious. 
Are we taking him to the south? His hair grows shorter and 
lighter, so that he may faithfully accompany us under the 
rays of a hotter sun. Are we going up to the north? His feet 
grow larger, the better to tread the snow; his fur thickens, 
in order that the cold may not compel him to abandon us. Is 
he intended only for us to play with, to amuse the leisure of 
our eyes, to adorn or enliven the home? He clothes himself 
in a sovereign grace and elegance, he makes himself 
smaller than a doll to sleep on our knees by the fireside, or 
even consents, should our fancy demand it, to appear a little 
ridiculous to please us.
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You shall not find, in nature’s immense crucible, a 
single living being that has shown a like suppleness, a 
similar abundance of forms, the same prodigious faculty of 
accommodation to our wishes. This is because, in the world 
which we know, among the different and primitive geniuses 
that preside over the evolution of the several species, there 
exists not one, excepting that of the dog, that ever gave a 
thought to the presence of man.

It will, perhaps, be said that we have been able to transform 
almost as profoundly some of our domestic animals: our hens, 
our pigeons, our ducks, our cats, our horses, our rabbits, 
for instance. Yes, perhaps; although such transformations 
are not comparable with those undergone by the dog and 
although the kind of service which these animals render us 
remains, so to speak, invariable. In any case, whether this 
impression be purely imaginary or correspond with a reality, 
it does not appear that we feel in these transformations the 
same unfailing and preventing good will, the same sagacious 
and exclusive love. For the rest, it is quite possible that the 
dog, or rather the inaccessible genius of his race, troubles 
scarcely at all about us and that we have merely known how 
to make use of various aptitudes offered by the abundant 
chances of life. It matters not: as we know nothing of the 
substance of things, we must needs cling to appearances; and 
it is sweet to establish that, at least in appearance, there is 
on the planet where, like unacknowledged kings, we live in 
solitary state, a being that loves us.

However the case may stand with these appearances, it 
is none the less certain that, in the aggregate of intelligent 
creatures that have rights, duties, a mission and a destiny, 
the dog is a really privileged animal. He occupies in this 
world a pre-eminent position enviable among all. He is 
the only living being that has found and recognizes an 
indubitable, tangible, unexceptionable and definite god. He 
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knows to what to devote the best part of himself. He knows 
to whom above him to give himself. He has not to seek for 
a perfect, superior and infinite power in the darkness, amid 
successive lies, hypotheses and dreams. That power is there, 
before him, and he moves in its light. He knows the supreme 
duties which we all do not know. He has a morality which 
surpasses all that he is able to discover in himself and which 
he can practise without scruple and without fear. He possesses 
truth in its fulness. He has a certain and infinite ideal.

IV
And it was thus that, the other day, before his illness, I 

saw my little Pelléas sitting at the foot of my writing-table, 
his tail carefully folded under his paws, his head a little on 
one side, the better to question me, at once attentive and 
tranquil, as a saint should be in the presence of God. He was 
happy with the happiness which we, perhaps, shall never 
know, since it sprang from the smile and the approval of a life 
incomparably higher than his own. He was there, studying, 
drinking in all my looks; and he replied to them gravely, as 
from equal to equal, to inform me, no doubt, that, at least 
through the eyes the most immaterial organ that transformed 
into affectionate intelligence the light which we enjoyed, he 
knew that he was saying to me all that love should say. And, 
when I saw him thus, young, ardent and believing, bringing 
me, in some wise, from the depths of unwearied nature, 
quite fresh news of life and trusting and wonderstruck, 
as though he had been the first of his race that came to 
inaugurate the earth and as though we were still in the first 
days of the world’s existence, I envied the gladness of his 
certainty, compared it with the destiny of man, still plunging 
on every side into darkness, and said to myself that the dog 
who meets with a good master is the happier of the two.
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF BIRDS’ NESTS

By Alfred Russel Wallace

Instinct or Reason in the Construction of Birds’ Nests.
Birds, we are told, build their nests by instinct, while man 

constructs his dwelling by the exercise of reason. Birds 
never change, but continue to build for ever on the self-
same plan; man alters and improves his houses continually. 
Reason advances; instinct is stationary.

This doctrine is so very general that it may almost be said 
to be universally adopted. Men who agree on nothing else, 
accept this as a good explanation of the facts. Philosophers 
and poets, metaphysicians and divines, naturalists and 
the general public, not only agree in believing this to be 
probable, but even adopt it as a sort of axiom that is so 
self-evident as to need no proof, and use it as the very 
foundation of their speculations on instinct and reason. A 
belief so general, one would think, must rest on indisputable 
facts, and be a logical deduction from them. Yet I have 
come to the conclusion that not only is it very doubtful, but 
absolutely erroneous; that it not only deviates widely from 
the truth, but is in almost every particular exactly opposed 
to it. I believe, in short, that birds do not build their nests by 
instinct; that man does not construct his dwelling by reason; 
that birds do change and improve when affected by the 
same causes that make men do so; and that mankind neither 
alter nor improve when they exist under conditions similar 
to those which are almost universal among birds.

Do Men build by Reason or by Imitation?
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Let us first consider the theory of reason, as alone 
determining the domestic architecture of the human race. 
Man, as a reasonable animal, it is said, continually alters 
and improves his dwelling. This I entirely deny. As a rule, 
he neither alters nor improves, any more than the birds 
do. What have the houses of most savage tribes improved 
from, each as invariable as the nest of a species of bird? 
The tents of the Arab are the same now as they were two 
or three thousand years ago, and the mud villages of Egypt 
can scarcely have improved since the time of the Pharaohs. 
The palm-leaf huts and hovels of the various tribes of 
South America and the Malay Archipelago, what have they 
improved from since those regions were first inhabited? 
The Patagonian’s rude shelter of leaves, the hollowed bank 
of the South African Earthmen, we cannot even conceive to 
have been ever inferior to what they now are. Even nearer 
home, the Irish turf cabin and the Highland stone shelty can 
hardly have advanced much during the last two thousand 
years. Now, no one imputes this stationary condition of 
domestic architecture among these savage tribes to instinct, 
but to simple imitation from one generation to another, 
and the absence of any sufficiently powerful stimulus to 
change or improvement. No one imagines that if an infant 
Arab could be transferred to Patagonia, or to the Highlands, 
it would, when it grew up, astonish its foster-parents by 
constructing a tent of skins. On the other hand, it is quite 
clear that physical conditions, combined with the degree of 
civilization arrived at, almost necessitate certain types of 
structure. The turf, or stones, or snow—the palm-leaves, 
bamboo, or branches, which are the materials of houses 
in various countries, are used because nothing else is so 
readily to be obtained. The Egyptian peasant has none of 
these, not even wood. What, then, can he use but mud? In 
tropical forest-countries, the bamboo and the broad palm-
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leaves are the natural material for houses, and the form 
and mode of structure will be decided in part by the nature 
of the country, whether hot or cool, whether swampy or 
dry, whether rocky or plain, whether frequented by wild 
beasts, or whether subject to the attacks of enemies. When 
once a particular mode of building has been adopted, and 
has become confirmed by habit and by hereditary custom, 
it will be long retained, even when its utility has been lost 
through changed conditions, or through migration into a 
very different region. As a general rule, throughout the 
whole continent of America, native houses are built directly 
upon the ground—strength and security being given by 
thickening the low walls and the roof. In almost the whole 
of the Malay Islands, on the contrary, the houses are raised 
on posts, often to a great height, with an open bamboo 
floor; and the whole structure is exceedingly slight and thin. 
Now, what can be the reason of this remarkable difference 
between countries, many parts of which are strikingly 
similar in physical conditions, natural productions, and 
the state of civilization of their inhabitants? We appear to 
have some clue to it in the supposed origin and migrations 
of their respective populations. The indigenes of tropical 
America are believed to have immigrated from the north—
from a country where the winters are severe, and raised 
houses with open floors would be hardly habitable. They 
moved southwards by land along the mountain ranges 
and uplands, and in an altered climate continued the mode 
of construction of their forefathers, modified only by the 
new materials they met with. By minute observations of 
the Indians of the Amazon Valley, Mr. Bates arrived at the 
conclusion that they were comparatively recent immigrants 
from a colder climate. He says:—“No one could live long 
among the Indians of the Upper Amazon without being 
struck with their constitutional dislike to the heat ... Their 
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skin is hot to the touch, and they perspire little ... They are 
restless and discontented in hot, dry weather, but cheerful 
on cool days, when the rain is pouring down their naked 
backs.” And, after giving many other details, he concludes, 
“How different all this is with the Negro, the true child 
of tropical climes! The impression gradually forced itself 
on my mind that the Red Indian lives as an immigrant or 
stranger in these hot regions, and that his constitution was 
not originally adapted, and has not since become perfectly 
adapted, to the climate.”

The Malay races, on the other hand, are no doubt 
very ancient inhabitants of the hottest regions, and are 
particularly addicted to forming their first settlements at 
the mouths of rivers or creeks, or in land-locked bays and 
inlets. They are a pre-eminently maritime or semi-aquatic 
people, to whom a canoe is a necessary of life, and who 
will never travel by land if they can do so by water. In 
accordance with these tastes, they have built their houses on 
posts in the water, after the manner of the lake-dwellers of 
ancient Europe; and this mode of construction has become 
so confirmed, that even those tribes who have spread 
far into the interior, on dry plains and rocky mountains, 
continue to build in exactly the same manner, and find 
safety in the height to which they elevate their dwellings 
above the ground.

Why does each Bird build a peculiar kind of Nest?
These general characteristics of the abode of savage 

man will be found to be exactly paralleled by the nests of 
birds. Each species uses the materials it can most readily 
obtain, and builds in situations most congenial to its 
habits. The wren, for example, frequenting hedgerows and 
low thickets, builds its nest generally of moss, a material 
always found where it lives, and among which it probably 
obtains much of its insect food; but it varies sometimes, 
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using hay or feathers when these are at hand. Rooks dig 
in pastures and ploughed fields for grubs, and in doing so 
must continually encounter roots and fibres. These are used 
to line its nest. What more natural! The crow feeding on 
carrion, dead rabbits, and lambs, and frequenting sheep-
walks and warrens, chooses fur and wool to line its nest. The 
lark frequents cultivated fields, and makes its nest, on the 
ground, of grass lined with horsehair—materials the most 
easy to meet with, and the best adapted to its needs. The 
kingfisher makes its nest of the bones of the fish which it has 
eaten. Swallows use clay and mud from the margins of the 
ponds and rivers over which they find their insect food. The 
materials of birds’ nests, like those used by savage man for 
his house, are, then, those which come first to hand; and it 
certainly requires no more special instinct to select them in 
one case than in the other.

But, it will be said, it is not so much the materials as 
the form and structure of nests, that vary so much, and 
are so wonderfully adapted to the wants and habits of 
each species; how are these to be accounted for except by 
instinct? I reply, they may be in a great measure explained 
by the general habits of the species, the nature of the tools 
they have to work with, and the materials they can most 
easily obtain, with the very simplest adaptations of means 
to an end, quite within the mental capacities of birds. 
The delicacy and perfection of the nest will bear a direct 
relation to the size of the bird, its structure and habits. 
That of the wren or the humming-bird is perhaps not finer 
or more beautiful in proportion than that of the blackbird, 
the magpie, or the crow. The wren, having a slender beak, 
long legs, and great activity, is able with great ease to form 
a well-woven nest of the finest materials, and places it in 
thickets and hedgerows which it frequents in its search 
for food. The titmouse, haunting fruit-trees and walls, and 
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searching in cracks and crannies for insects, is naturally led 
to build in holes where it has shelter and security; while its 
great activity, and the perfection of its tools (bill and feet), 
enable it readily to form a beautiful receptacle for its eggs 
and young. Pigeons having heavy bodies and weak feet 
and bills (imperfect tools for forming a delicate structure) 
build rude, flat nests of sticks, laid across strong branches 
which will bear their weight and that of their bulky young. 
They can do no better. The Caprimulgidæ have the most 
imperfect tools of all, feet that will not support them except 
on a flat surface (for they cannot truly perch) and a bill 
excessively broad, short, and weak, and almost hidden by 
feathers and bristles. They cannot build a nest of twigs or 
fibres, hair or moss, like other birds, and they therefore 
generally dispense with one altogether, laying their eggs 
on the bare ground, or on the stump or flat limb of a tree. 
The clumsy hooked bills, short necks and feet, and heavy 
bodies of Parrots, render them quite incapable of building 
a nest like most other birds. They cannot climb up a branch 
without using both bill and feet; they cannot even turn 
round on a perch without holding on with their bill. How, 
then, could they inlay, or weave, or twist the materials of a 
nest? Consequently, they all lay in holes of trees, the tops of 
rotten stumps, or in deserted ants’ nests, the soft materials 
of which they can easily hollow out.

Many terns and sandpipers lay their eggs on the bare sand 
of the sea-shore, and no doubt the Duke of Argyll is correct 
when he says, that the cause of this habit is not that they 
are unable to form a nest, but that, in such situations, any 
nest would be conspicuous and lead to the discovery of the 
eggs. The choice of place is, however, evidently determined 
by the habits of the birds, who, in their daily search for 
food, are continually roaming over extensive tide-washed 
flats. Gulls vary considerably in their mode of nesting, but 
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it is always in accordance with their structure and habits. 
The situation is either on a bare rock or on ledges of sea-
cliffs, in marshes or on weedy shores. The materials are 
sea-weed, tufts of grass or rushes, or the débris of the shore, 
heaped together with as little order and constructive art as 
might be expected from the webbed feet and clumsy bill 
of these birds, the latter better adapted for seizing fish than 
for forming a delicate nest. The long-legged, broad-billed 
flamingo, who is continually stalking over muddy flats in 
search of food, heaps up the mud into a conical stool, on 
the top of which it lays its eggs. The bird can thus sit upon 
them conveniently, and they are kept dry, out of reach of the 
tides.

Now I believe that throughout the whole class of birds 
the same general principles will be found to hold good, 
sometimes distinctly, sometimes more obscurely apparent, 
according as the habits of the species are more marked, or 
their structure more peculiar. It is true that, among birds 
differing but little in structure or habits, we see considerable 
diversity in the mode of nesting, but we are now so well 
assured that important changes of climate and of surface 
have occurred within the period of existing species, that it 
is by no means difficult to see how such differences have 
arisen. Simple habits are known to be hereditary, and as the 
area now occupied by each species is different from that 
of every other, we may be sure that such changes would 
act differently upon each, and would often bring together 
species which had acquired their peculiar habits in distinct 
regions and under different conditions.

How do Young Birds learn to Build their First Nest?
But it is objected, birds do not learn to make their nest as 

man does to build, for all birds will make exactly the same 
nest as the rest of their species, even if they have never seen 
one, and it is instinct alone that can enable them to do this. 
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No doubt this would be instinct if it were true, and I simply 
ask for proof of the fact. This point, although so important 
to the question at issue, is always assumed without proof, 
and even against proof, for what facts there are, are opposed 
to it. Birds brought up from the egg in cages do not make 
the characteristic nest of their species, even though the 
proper materials are supplied them, and often make no nest 
at all, but rudely heap together a quantity of materials; and 
the experiment has never been fairly tried, of turning out a 
pair of birds so brought up, into an enclosure covered with 
netting, and watching the result of their untaught attempts 
at nest-making. With regard to the songs of birds, however, 
which is thought to be equally instinctive, the experiment 
has been tried, and it is found that young birds never have 
the song peculiar to their species if they have not heard it, 
whereas they acquire very easily the song of almost any 
other bird with which they are associated.

Do Birds sing by Instinct or by Imitation?
The Hon. Daines Barrington was of opinion that “notes 

in birds are no more innate than language is in man, and 
depend entirely on the master under which they are bred, 
as far as their organs will enable them to imitate the sounds 
which they have frequent opportunities of hearing.” He has 
given an account of his experiments in the “Philosophical 
Transactions” for 1773 (Vol. 63); he says: “I have educated 
nestling linnets under the three best singing larks—the 
skylark, woodlark, and titlark, every one of which, instead 
of the linnet’s song, adhered entirely to that of their 
respective instructors. When the note of the titlark linnet 
was thoroughly fixed, I hung the bird in a room with two 
common linnets for a quarter of a year, which were full 
in song; the titlark linnet, however, did not borrow any 
passage from the linnet’s song, but adhered stedfastly to 
that of the titlark.” He then goes on to say that birds taken 
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from the nest at two or three weeks old have already learnt 
the call-note of their species. To prevent this the birds must 
be taken from the nest when a day or two old, and he gives 
an account of a goldfinch which he saw at Knighton in 
Radnorshire, and which sang exactly like a wren, without 
any portion of the proper note of its species. This bird had 
been taken from the nest at two or three days old, and had 
been hung at a window opposite a small garden, where it 
had undoubtedly acquired the notes of the wren without 
having any opportunity of learning even the call of the 
goldfinch.

He also saw a linnet, which had been taken from the nest 
when only two or three days old, and which, not having any 
other sounds to imitate, had learnt almost to articulate, and 
could repeat the words “Pretty Boy,” and some other short 
sentences.

Another linnet was educated by himself under a vengolina 
(a small African finch, which he says sings better than 
any foreign bird but the American mocking bird), and it 
imitated its African master so exactly that it was impossible 
to distinguish the one from the other.

Still more extraordinary was the case of a common house 
sparrow, which only chirps in a wild state, but which learnt 
the song of the linnet and goldfinch by being brought up 
near those birds.

The Rev. W. H. Herbert made similar observations, and 
states that the young whinchat and wheatear, which have 
naturally little variety of song, are ready in confinement 
to learn from other species, and become much better 
songsters. The bullfinch, whose natural notes are weak, 
harsh, and insignificant, has nevertheless a wonderful 
musical faculty, since it can be taught to whistle complete 
tunes. The nightingale, on the other hand, whose natural 
song is so beautiful, is exceedingly apt in confinement to 
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learn that of other birds instead. Bechstein gives an account 
of a redstart which had built under the eaves of his house, 
which imitated the song of a caged chaffinch in a window 
underneath, while another in his neighbour’s garden 
repeated some of the notes of a blackcap, which had a nest 
close by.

These facts, and many others which might be quoted, 
render it certain that the peculiar notes of birds are acquired 
by imitation, as surely as a child learns English or French, 
not by instinct, but by hearing the language spoken by its 
parents.

It is especially worthy of remark that, for young birds 
to acquire a new song correctly, they must be taken out of 
hearing of their parents very soon, for in the first three or 
four days they have already acquired some knowledge of 
the parent notes, which they will afterwards imitate. This 
shows that very young birds can both hear and remember, 
and it would be very extraordinary if, after they could see, 
they could neither observe nor recollect, and could live for 
days and weeks in a nest and know nothing of its materials 
and the manner of its construction. During the time they 
are learning to fly and return often to the nest, they must be 
able to examine it inside and out in every detail, and as we 
have seen that their daily search for food invariably leads 
them among the materials of which it is constructed, and 
among places similar to that in which it is placed, is it so 
very wonderful that when they want one themselves they 
should make one like it? How else, in fact, should they 
make it? Would it not be much more remarkable if they 
went out of their way to get materials quite different from 
those used in the parent nest, if they arranged them in a 
way they had seen no example of, and formed the whole 
structure differently from that in which they themselves 
were reared, and which we may fairly presume is that which 
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their whole organization is best adapted to put together 
with celerity and ease? It has, however, been objected that 
observation, imitation, or memory, can have nothing to do 
with a bird’s architectural powers, because the young birds, 
which in England are born in May or June, will proceed in 
the following April or May to build a nest as perfect and as 
beautiful as that in which it was hatched, although it could 
never have seen one built. But surely the young birds before 
they left the nest had ample opportunities of observing its 
form, its size, its position, the materials of which it was 
constructed, and the manner in which those materials were 
arranged. Memory would retain these observations till the 
following spring, when the materials would come in their 
way during their daily search for food, and it seems highly 
probable that the older birds would begin building first, and 
that those born the preceding summer would follow their 
example, learning from them how the foundations of the 
nest are laid and the materials put together.

Again, we have no right to assume that young birds 
generally pair together. It seems probable that in each pair 
there is most frequently only one bird born the preceding 
summer, who would be guided, to some extent, by its 
partner.

My friend, Mr. Richard Spruce, the well-known traveller 
and botanist, thinks this is the case, and has kindly allowed 
me to publish the following observations, which he sent me 
after reading my book.

How young Birds may learn to build Nests.
“Among the Indians of Peru and Ecuador, many of whose 

customs are relics of the semi-civilisation that prevailed 
before the Spanish conquest, it is usual for the young men 
to marry old women, and the young women old men. 
A young man, they say, accustomed to be tended by his 
mother, would fare ill if he had only an ignorant young girl 
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to take care of him; and the girl herself would be better off 
with a man of mature years, capable of supplying the place 
of a father to her.

“Something like this custom prevails among many 
animals. A stout old buck can generally fight his way to the 
doe of his choice, and indeed of as many does as he can 
manage; but a young buck ‘of his first horns,’ must either 
content himself with celibacy, or with some dame well-
stricken in years.

“Compare the nearly parallel case of the domestic cock 
and of many other birds. Then consider the consequences 
amongst birds that pair, if an old cock sorts with a young 
hen and an old hen with a young cock, as I think is certainly 
the case with blackbirds and others that are known to fight 
for the youngest and handsomest females. One of each pair 
being already an ‘old bird,’ will be competent to instruct its 
younger partner (not only in the futility of ‘chaff,’ but) in 
the selection of a site for a nest and how to build it; then, 
how eggs are hatched and young birds reared.

“Such, in brief, is my idea of how a bird on its first 
espousals may be taught the Whole Duty of the married 
state.”

On this difficult point I have sought for information from 
some of our best field ornithologists, but without success, as 
it is in most cases impossible to distinguish old from young 
birds after the first year. I am informed, however, that the 
males of blackbirds, sparrows, and many other kinds fight 
furiously, and the conqueror of course has the choice of 
a mate. Mr. Spruce’s view is at least as probable as the 
contrary one (that young birds, as a rule, pair together), and 
it is to some extent supported by the celebrated American 
observer, Wilson, who strongly insists on the variety in the 
nests of birds of the same species, some being so much 
better finished than others; and he believes that the less 
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perfect nests are built by the younger, the more perfect by 
the older, birds.

At all events, till the crucial experiment is made, and 
a pair of birds raised from the egg without ever seeing a 
nest are shown to be capable of making one exactly of the 
parental type, I do not think we are justified in calling in the 
aid of an unknown and mysterious faculty to do that which 
is so strictly analogous to the house-building of savage 
man.

Again, we always assume that because a nest appears 
to us delicately and artfully built, that it therefore requires 
much special knowledge and acquired skill (or their 
substitute, instinct) in the bird who builds it. We forget that 
it is formed twig by twig and fibre by fibre, rudely enough 
at first, but crevices and irregularities, which must seem 
huge gaps and chasms in the eyes of the little builders, are 
filled up by twigs and stalks pushed in by slender beak 
and active foot, and that the wool, feathers, or horsehair 
are laid thread by thread, so that the result seems a marvel 
of ingenuity to us, just as would the rudest Iinand hut to 
a native of Brobdignag. Levaillant has given an account 
of the process of nest-building by a little African warbler, 
which sufficiently shows that a very beautiful structure may 
be produced with very little art. The foundation was laid 
of moss and flax interwoven with grass and tufts of cotton, 
and presented a rude mass, five or six inches in diameter, 
and four inches thick. This was pressed and trampled down 
repeatedly, so as at last to make it into a kind of felt. The 
birds pressed it with their bodies, turning round upon them 
in every direction, so as to get it quite firm and smooth 
before raising the sides. These were added bit by bit, 
trimmed and beaten with the wings and feet, so as to felt 
the whole together, projecting fibres being now and then 
worked in with the bill. By these simple and apparently 
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inefficient means, the inner surface of the nest was rendered 
almost as smooth and compact as a piece of cloth.

Man’s Works mainly Imitative.
But look at civilised man! it is said; look at Grecian, 

and Egyptian, and Roman, and Gothic, and modern 
Architecture! What advance! what improvement! what 
refinements! This is what reason leads to, whereas birds 
remain for ever stationary. If, however, such advances 
as these are required, to prove the effects of reason as 
contrasted with instinct, then all savage and many half-
civilized tribes have no reason, but build instinctively quite 
as much as birds do.

Man ranges over the whole earth, and exists under 
the most varied conditions, leading necessarily to 
equally varied habits. He migrates—he makes wars and 
conquests—one race mingles with another—different 
customs are brought into contact—the habits of a 
migrating or conquering race are modified by the different 
circumstances of a new country. The civilized race which 
conquered Egypt must have developed its mode of building 
in a forest country where timber was abundant, for it is not 
probable, that the idea of cylindrical columns originated 
in a country destitute of trees. The pyramids might have 
been built by an indigenous race, but not the temples of 
El Uksor and Karnak. In Grecian architecture, almost 
every characteristic feature can be traced to an origin in 
wooden buildings. The columns, the architrave, the frieze, 
the fillets, the cantelevers, the form of the roof, all point 
to an origin in some southern forest-clad country, and 
strikingly corroborate the view derived from philology, 
that Greece was colonised from north-western India. But to 
erect columns and span them with huge blocks of stone, or 
marble, is not an act of reason, but one of pure unreasoning 
imitation. The arch is the only true and reasonable mode 
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of covering over wide spaces with stone, and therefore, 
Grecian architecture, however exquisitely beautiful, is false 
in principle, and is by no means a good example of the 
application of reason to the art of building. And what do 
most of us do at the present day but imitate the buildings 
of those that have gone before us? We have not even been 
able to discover or develope any definite style of building 
best suited for us. We have no characteristic national style 
of architecture, and to that extent are even below the birds, 
who have each their characteristic form of nest, exactly 
adapted to their wants and habits.

Birds do Alter and Improve their Nests when altered 
Conditions require it.

The great uniformity in the architecture of each species 
of bird which has been supposed to prove a nest-building 
instinct, we may, therefore, fairly impute to the uniformity 
of the conditions under which each species lives. Their 
range is often very limited, and they very seldom 
permanently change their country, so as to be placed in new 
conditions. When, however, new conditions do occur, they 
take advantage of them just as freely and wisely as man 
could do. The chimney and house-swallows are a standing 
proof of a change of habit since chimneys and houses were 
built, and in America this change has taken place within 
about three hundred years. Thread and worsted are now 
used in many nests instead of wool and horsehair, and the 
jackdaw shows an affection for the church steeple which 
can hardly be explained by instinct. In the more thickly 
populated parts of the United States, the Baltimore oriole 
uses all sorts of pieces of string, skeins of silk, or the 
gardener’s bass, to weave into its fine pensile nest, instead 
of the single hairs and vegetable fibres it has painfully to 
seek in wilder regions; and Wilson, a most careful observer, 
believes that it improves in nest-building by practice—the 
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older birds making the best nests. The purple martin takes 
possession of empty gourds or small boxes, stuck up for 
its reception in almost every village and farm in America; 
and several of the American wrens will also build in cigar 
boxes, with a small hole cut in them, if placed in a suitable 
situation. The orchard oriole of the United States offers 
us an excellent example of a bird which modifies its nest 
according to circumstances. When built among firm and 
stiff branches the nest is very shallow, but if, as is often 
the case, it is suspended from the slender twigs of the 
weeping willow, it is made much deeper, so that when 
swayed about violently by the wind the young may not 
tumble out. It has been observed also, that the nests built 
in the warm Southern States are much slighter and more 
porous in texture than those in the colder regions of the 
north. Our own house-sparrow equally well adapts himself 
to circumstances. When he builds in trees, as he, no doubt, 
always did originally, he constructs a well-made domed 
nest, perfectly fitted to protect his young ones; but when he 
can find a convenient hole in a building or among thatch, or 
in any well-sheltered place, he takes much less trouble, and 
forms a very loosely-built nest.

A curious example of a recent change of habits has 
occurred in Jamaica. Previous to 1854, the palm swift 
(Tachornis phænicobea) inhabited exclusively the palm 
trees in a few districts in the island. A colony then 
established themselves in two cocoa-nut palms in Spanish 
Town, and remained there till 1857, when one tree was 
blown down, and the other stripped of its foliage. Instead 
of now seeking out other palm trees, the swifts drove 
out the swallows who built in the Piazza of the House of 
Assembly, and took possession of it, building their nests on 
the tops of the end walls and at the angles formed by the 
beams and joists, a place which they continue to occupy in 
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considerable numbers. It is remarked that here they form 
their nest with much less elaboration than when built in the 
palms, probably from being less exposed.

A still more curious example of change and improvement 
in nest building was published by Mr. F. A. Pouchet, in 
the tenth number of the Comptes Rendus for 1870, just as 
the first edition of this work appeared. Forty years ago M. 
Pouchet had himself collected nests of the House-Martin 
or Window-Swallow (Hirundo urbica) from old buildings 
at Rouen, and deposited them in the museum of that city. 
On recently obtaining some more nests he was surprised, 
on comparing them with the old ones, to find that they 
exhibited a decided change of form and structure. This led 
him to investigate the matter more closely. The changed 
nests had been obtained from houses in a newly erected 
quarter of the city, and he found that all the nests in the 
newly-built streets were of the new form. But on visiting 
the churches and older buildings, and some rocks where 
these birds build, he found many nests of the old type along 
with some of the new pattern. He then examined all the 
figures and descriptions of the older naturalists, and found 
that they invariably represented the older form only.

The difference between the two forms he states to be as 
follows. In the old form the nest is a portion of a globe—
when situated in the upper angle of a window one-fourth of 
a hemisphere—and the opening is very small and circular, 
being of a size just sufficient to allow the body of the bird to 
pass. In the new form the nest is much wider in proportion 
to its height, being a segment of a depressed spheroid, 
and the aperture is very wide and shallow, and close to the 
horizontal surface to which the nest is attached above.

M. Pouchet thinks that the new form is an undoubted 
improvement on the old. The nest has a wider bottom and 
must allow the young ones to have more freedom of motion 
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than in the old narrower, and deeper nests, and its wide 
aperture allows the young birds to peep out and breathe the 
fresh air. This is so wide as to serve as a sort of balcony for 
them, and two young ones can often be seen on it without 
interfering with the passage in and out of the old birds. At 
the same time, by being so close to the roof, it is a better 
protection against rain, against cold, and against enemies, 
than the small round hole of the old nests. Here, then, we 
have an improvement in nest building, as well marked as 
any improvement that takes place in human dwellings in so 
short a time.

But perfection of structure and adaptation to purpose, 
are not universal characteristics of birds’ nests, since there 
are decided imperfections in the nesting of many birds 
which are quite compatible with our present theory, but 
are hardly so with that of instinct, which is supposed to be 
infallible. The Passenger pigeon of America often crowds 
the branches with its nests till they break, and the ground is 
strewn with shattered nests, eggs, and young birds. Rooks’ 
nests are often so imperfect that during high winds the eggs 
fall out; but the Window-Swallow is the most unfortunate 
in this respect, for White, of Selborne, informs us that he 
has seen them build, year after year, in places where their 
nests are liable to be washed away by a heavy rain and their 
young ones destroyed.

Conclusion.
A fair consideration of all these facts will, I think, fully 

support the statement with which I commenced, and 
show, that the mental faculties exhibited by birds in the 
construction of their nests, are the same in kind as those 
manifested by mankind in the formation of their dwellings. 
These are, essentially, imitation, and a slow and partial 
adaptation to new conditions. To compare the work of birds 
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with the highest manifestations of human art and science, 
is totally beside the question. I do not maintain that birds 
are gifted with reasoning faculties at all approaching in 
variety and extent to those of man. I simply hold that the 
phenomena presented by their mode of building their 
nests, when fairly compared with those exhibited by the 
great mass of mankind in building their houses, indicate 
no essential difference in the kind or nature of the mental 
faculties employed. If instinct means anything, it means 
the capacity to perform some complex act without teaching 
or experience. It implies innate ideas of a very definite 
kind, and, if established, would overthrow Mr. Mill’s 
sensationalism and all the modern philosophy of experience. 
That the existence of true instinct may be established in 
other cases is not impossible, but in the particular instance 
of birds’ nests, which is usually considered one of its 
strongholds, I cannot find a particle of evidence to show the 
existence of anything beyond those lower reasoning and 
imitative powers, which animals are universally admitted to 
possess.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF BIRDS’NESTS
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THE PHILOSOPHY OF COMPOSITION

By Edgar Allan Poe

CHARLES DICKENS, in a note now lying before me, 
alluding to an examination I once made of the mechanism 
of Barnaby Rudge, says—“By the way, are you aware 
that Godwin wrote his Caleb Williams backwards? He 
first involved his hero in a web of difficulties, forming the 
second volume, and then, for the first, cast about him for 
some mode of accounting for what had been done.”

I cannot think this the precise mode of procedure on the 
part of Godwin—and indeed what he himself acknowledges, 
is not altogether in accordance with Mr. Dickens’ idea—but 
the author of Caleb Williams was too good an artist not to 
perceive the advantage derivable from at least a somewhat 
similar process. Nothing is more clear than that every plot, 
worth the name, must be elaborated to its dénouement 
before anything be attempted with the pen. It is only with 
the dénouement constantly in view that we can give a 
plot its indispensable air of consequence, or causation, by 
making the incidents, and especially the tone at all points, 
tend to the development of the intention.

There is a radical error, I think, in the usual mode of 
constructing a story. Either history affords a thesis—or 
one is suggested by an incident of the day—or, at best, the 
author sets himself to work in the combination of striking 
events to form merely the basis of his narrative—designing, 
generally, to fill in with description, dialogue, or autorial 
comment, whatever crevices of fact, or action, may, from 
page to page, render themselves apparent.
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I prefer commencing with the consideration of an effect. 
Keeping originality always in view—for he is false to 
himself who ventures to dispense with so obvious and so 
easily attainable a source of interest—I say to myself, in the 
first place, “Of the innumerable effects, or impressions, of 
which the heart, the intellect, or (more generally) the soul 
is susceptible, what one shall I, on the present occasion, 
select?” Having chosen a novel, first, and secondly a vivid 
effect, I consider whether it can be best wrought by incident 
or tone—whether by ordinary incidents and peculiar tone, 
or the converse, or by peculiarity both of incident and 
tone—afterward looking about me (or rather within) for such 
combinations of event, or tone, as shall best aid me in the 
construction of the effect.

I have often thought how interesting a magazine paper 
might be written by any author who would—that is to say, 
who could—detail, step by step, the processes by which 
any one of his compositions attained its ultimate point of 
completion. Why such a paper has never been given to 
the world, I am much at a loss to say—but, perhaps, the 
autorial vanity has had more to do with the omission than 
any one other cause. Most writers—poets in especial—
prefer having it understood that they compose by a species 
of fine frenzy—an ecstatic intuition—and would positively 
shudder at letting the public take a peep behind the scenes, 
at the elaborate and vacillating crudities of thought—at 
the true purposes seized only at the last moment—at 
the innumerable glimpses of idea that arrived not at 
the maturity of full view—at the fully matured fancies 
discarded in despair as unmanageable—at the cautious 
selections and rejections—at the painful erasures and 
interpolations—in a word, at the wheels and pinions—the 
tackle for scene-shifting—the step-ladders and demon-
traps—the cock’s feathers, the red paint and the black 
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patches, which, in ninety-nine cases out of the hundred, 
constitute the properties of the literary histrio.

I am aware, on the other hand, that the case is by no 
means common, in which an author is at all in condition 
to retrace the steps by which his conclusions have been 
attained. In general, suggestions, having arisen pell-mell, 
are pursued and forgotten in a similar manner.

For my own part, I have neither sympathy with the 
repugnance alluded to, nor, at any time, the least difficulty 
in recalling to mind the progressive steps of any of my 
compositions; and, since the interest of an analysis, or 
reconstruction, such as I have considered a desideratum, is 
quite independent of any real or fancied interest in the thing 
analyzed, it will not be regarded as a breach of decorum on 
my part to show the modus operandi by which some one 
of my own works was put together. I select “The Raven,” 
as the most generally known. It is my design to render it 
manifest that no one point in its composition is referable 
either to accident or intuition—that the work proceeded, 
step by step, to its completion with the precision and rigid 
consequence of a mathematical problem.

Let us dismiss, as irrelevant to the poem, per se, the 
circumstance—or say the necessity—which, in the first 
place, gave rise to the intention of composing a poem that 
should suit at once the popular and the critical taste.

We commence, then, with this intention.
The initial consideration was that of extent. If any literary 

work is too long to be read at one sitting, we must be 
content to dispense with the immensely important effect 
derivable from unity of impression—for, if two sittings be 
required, the affairs of the world interfere, and everything 
like totality is at once destroyed. But since, ceteris paribus, 
no poet can afford to dispense with anything that may 
advance his design, it but remains to be seen whether there 
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is, in extent, any advantage to counterbalance the loss of 
unity which attends it. Here I say no, at once. What we 
term a long poem is, in fact, merely a succession of brief 
ones—that is to say, of brief poetical effects. It is needless 
to demonstrate that a poem is such, only inasmuch as it 
intensely excites, by elevating, the soul; and all intense 
excitements are, through a psychal necessity, brief. For this 
reason, at least one-half of the Paradise Lost is essentially 
prose—a succession of poetical excitements interspersed, 
inevitably, with corresponding depressions—the whole 
being deprived, through the extremeness of its length, of the 
vastly important artistic element, totality, or unity, of effect.

It appears evident, then, that there is a distinct limit, as 
regards length, to all works of literary art—the limit of a 
single sitting—and that, although in certain classes of prose 
composition, such as Robinson Crusoe, (demanding no 
unity,) this limit may be advantageously overpassed, it can 
never properly be overpassed in a poem. Within this limit, 
the extent of a poem may be made to bear mathematical 
relation to its merit—in other words, to the excitement or 
elevation—again in other words, to the degree of the true 
poetical effect which it is capable of inducing; for it is clear 
that the brevity must be in direct ratio of the intensity of 
the intended effect:—this, with one proviso—that a certain 
degree of duration is absolutely requisite for the production 
of any effect at all.

Holding in view these considerations, as well as that 
degree of excitement which I deemed not above the popular, 
while not below the critical, taste, I reached at once what 
I conceived the proper length for my intended poem—a 
length of about one hundred lines. It is, in fact, a hundred 
and eight.

My next thought concerned the choice of an impression, 
or effect, to be conveyed: and here I may as well observe 
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that, throughout the construction, I kept steadily in view 
the design of rendering the work universally appreciable. I 
should be carried too far out of my immediate topic were 
I to demonstrate a point upon which I have repeatedly 
insisted, and which, with the poetical, stands not in the 
slightest need of demonstration—the point, I mean, that 
Beauty is the sole legitimate province of the poem. A 
few words, however, in elucidation of my real meaning, 
which some of my friends have evinced a disposition to 
misrepresent. That pleasure which is at once the most 
intense, the most elevating, and the most pure, is, I believe, 
found in the contemplation of the beautiful. When, indeed, 
men speak of Beauty, they mean, precisely, not a quality, 
as is supposed, but an effect—they refer, in short, just to 
that intense and pure elevation of soul—not of intellect, 
or of heart—upon which I have commented, and which 
is experienced in consequence of contemplating “the 
beautiful.” Now I designate Beauty as the province of 
the poem, merely because it is an obvious rule of Art that 
effects should be made to spring from direct causes—that 
objects should be attained through means best adapted for 
their attainment—no one as yet having been weak enough 
to deny that the peculiar elevation alluded to is most 
readily attained in the poem. Now the object, Truth, or the 
satisfaction of the intellect, and the object Passion, or the 
excitement of the heart, are, although attainable, to a certain 
extent, in poetry, far more readily attainable in prose. Truth, 
in fact, demands a precision, and Passion, a homeliness 
(the truly passionate will comprehend me) which are 
absolutely antagonistic to that Beauty which, I maintain, is 
the excitement, or pleasurable elevation, of the soul. It by no 
means follows from anything here said, that passion, or even 
truth, may not be introduced, and even profitably introduced, 
into a poem—for they may serve in elucidation, or aid the 
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general effect, as do discords in music, by contrast—but 
the true artist will always contrive, first, to tone them into 
proper subservience to the predominant aim, and, secondly, 
to enveil them, as far as possible, in that Beauty which is the 
atmosphere and the essence of the poem.

Regarding, then, Beauty as my province, my next question 
referred to the tone of its highest manifestation—and all 
experience has shown that this tone is one of sadness. 
Beauty of whatever kind, in its supreme development, 
invariably excites the sensitive soul to tears. Melancholy is 
thus the most legitimate of all the poetical tones.

The length, the province, and the tone, being thus 
determined, I betook myself to ordinary induction, with the 
view of obtaining some artistic piquancy which might serve 
me as a key-note in the construction of the poem—some 
pivot upon which the whole structure might turn. In carefully 
thinking over all the usual artistic effects—or more properly 
points, in the theatrical sense—I did not fail to perceive 
immediately that no one had been so universally employed 
as that of the refrain. The universality of its employment 
sufficed to assure me of its intrinsic value, and spared me 
the necessity of submitting it to analysis. I considered it, 
however, with regard to its susceptibility of improvement, 
and soon saw it to be in a primitive condition. As 
commonly used, the refrain, or burden, not only is limited 
to lyric verse, but depends for its impression upon the force 
of monotone—both in sound and thought. The pleasure is 
deduced solely from the sense of identity—of repetition. 
I resolved to diversify, and so vastly heighten, the effect, 
by adhering, in general, to the monotone of sound, while 
I continually varied that of thought : that is to say, I 
determined to produce continuously novel effects, by the 
variation of the application of the refrain—the refrain itself 
remaining, for the most part, unvaried.
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These points being settled, I next bethought me of 
the natureof my refrain. Since its application was to be 
repeatedly varied, it was clear that the refrain itself must 
be brief, for there would have been an insurmountable 
difficulty in frequent variations of application in any 
sentence of length. In proportion to the brevity of the 
sentence, would, of course, be the facility of the variation. 
This led me at once to a single word as the best refrain.

The question now arose as to the character of the word. 
Having made up my mind to a refrain, the division of the 
poem into stanzas was, of course, a corollary: the refrain 
forming the close to each stanza. That such a close, to 
have force, must be sonorous and susceptible of protracted 
emphasis, admitted no doubt: and these considerations 
inevitably led me to the long o as the most sonorous vowel, 
in connection with r as the most producible consonant.

The sound of the refrain being thus determined, it 
became necessary to select a word embodying this sound, 
and at the same time in the fullest possible keeping with 
that melancholy which I had predetermined as the tone of 
the poem. In such a search it would have been absolutely 
impossible to overlook the word “Nevermore.” In fact, it 
was the very first which presented itself.

The next desideratum was a pretext for the continuous use 
of the one word “nevermore.” In observing the difficulty 
which I at once found in inventing a sufficiently plausible 
reason for its continuous repetition, I did not fail to perceive 
that this difficulty arose solely from the pre-assumption 
that the word was to be so continuously or monotonously 
spoken by a human being—I did not fail to perceive, in 
short, that the difficulty lay in the reconciliation of this 
monotony with the exercise of reason on the part of the 
creature repeating the word. Here, then, immediately arose 
the idea of a non -reasoning creature capable of speech; 
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and, very naturally, a parrot, in the first instance, suggested 
itself, but was superseded forthwith by a Raven, as equally 
capable of speech, and infinitely more in keeping with the 
intended tone.

I had now gone so far as the conception of a Raven—the 
bird of ill omen—monotonously repeating the one word, 
“Nevermore,” at the conclusion of each stanza, in a poem 
of melancholy tone, and in length about one hundred lines. 
Now, never losing sight of the object supremeness, or 
perfection, at all points, I asked myself—“Of all melancholy 
topics, what, according to the universal understanding of 
mankind, is the most melancholy?” Death—was the obvious 
reply. “And when,” I said, “is this most melancholy of 
topics most poetical?” From what I have already explained 
at some length, the answer, here also, is obvious—“When 
it most closely allies itself to Beauty: the death, then, of a 
beautiful woman is, unquestionably, the most poetical topic 
in the world—equally is beyond doubt that the lips best 
suited for such topic are those of a bereaved lover.”

I had now to combine the two ideas, of a lover lamenting 
his deceased mistress and a Raven continuously repeating 
the word “Nevermore”—I had to combine these, bearing in 
mind my design of varying, at every turn, the application 
of the word repeated; but the only intelligible mode of such 
combination is that of imagining the Raven employing the 
word in answer to the queries of the lover. And here it was 
that I saw at once the opportunity afforded for the effect on 
which I had been depending—that is to say, the effect of 
the variation of application. I saw that I could make the first 
query propounded by the lover—the first query to which the 
Raven should reply “Nevermore”—that I could make this 
first query a commonplace one—the second less so—the 
third still less, and so on—until at length the lover, startled 
from his original nonchalance by the melancholy character 
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of the word itself—by its frequent repetition—and by a 
consideration of the ominous reputation of the fowl that 
uttered it—is at length excited to superstition, and wildly 
propounds queries of a far different character—pounds them 
half in superstition and half in that species of despair which 
delights in self-torture—propounds them not altogether 
because he believes in the prophetic or demoniac character 
of the bird (which, reason assures him, is merely repeating 
a lesson learned by rote) but because he experiences a 
frenzied pleasure in so modeling his questions as to receive 
from the expected “Nevermore” the most delicious because 
the most intolerable of sorrow. Perceiving the opportunity 
thus afforded me—or, more strictly, thus forced upon me 
in the progress of the construction—I first established 
in mind the climax, or concluding query—that to which 
“Nevermore” should be in the last place an answer—that in 
reply to which this word “Nevermore” should involve the 
utmost conceivable amount of sorrow and despair.

Here then the poem may be said to have its beginning—at 
the end, where all works of art should begin—for it was 
here, at this point of my preconsiderations, that I first put 
pen to paper in the composition of the stanza:

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

By that heaven that bends above us—by that God we both 
adore,

Tell this soul sorrow laden, if within the distant Aidenn,
It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name 

Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 

Lenore.’
Quoth the raven ‘Nevermore.”’
I composed this stanza, at this point, first that, by 

establishing the climax, I might the better vary and graduate, 
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as regards seriousness and importance, the preceding 
queries of the lover—and, secondly, that I might definitely 
settle the rhythm, the meter, and the length and general 
arrangement of the stanza—as well as graduate the stanzas 
which were to precede, so that none of them might surpass 
this in rhythmical effect. Had I been able, in the subsequent 
composition, to construct more vigorous stanzas, I should, 
without scruple, have purposely enfeebled them, so as not 
to interfere with the climacteric effect.

And here I may as well say a few words of the versification. 
My first object (as usual) was originality. The extent to which 
this has been neglected, in versification, is one of the most 
unaccountable things in the world. Admitting that there is 
little possibility of variety in mere rhythm, it is still clear 
that the possible varieties of meter and stanza are absolutely 
infinite—and yet, for centuries, no man, in verse, has ever 
done, or ever seemed to think of doing, an original thing.
The fact is, originality (unless in minds of very unusual 
force) is by no means a matter, as some suppose, of impulse 
or intuition. In general, to be found, it must be elaborately 
sought, and although a positive merit of the highest class, 
demands in its attainment less of invention than negation.

Of course, I pretend to no originality in either the rhythm 
or meter of the “Raven.” The former is trochaic—the 
latter is octameter acatalectic, alternating with heptameter 
catalectic repeated in the refrain of the fifth verse, and 
terminating with tetrameter catalectic. Less pedantically—
the feet employed throughout (trochees) consist of a long 
syllable followed by a short: the first line of the stanza 
consists of eight of these feet—the second of seven and a 
half (in effect two-thirds)—the third of eight—the fourth of 
seven and a half—the fifth the same—the sixth three and a 
half. Now, each of these lines, taken individually, has been 
employed before, and what originality the “Raven” has, 
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is in their combination into stanza; nothing even remotely 
approaching this combination has ever been attempted. The 
effect of this originality of combination is aided by other 
unusual, and some altogether novel effects, arising from an 
extension of the application of the principles of rhyme and 
alliteration.

The next point to be considered was the mode of bringing 
together the lover and the Raven—and the first branch of 
this consideration was the locale. For this the most natural 
suggestion might seem to be a forest, or the fields—but 
it has always appeared to me that a close circumscription 
of space is absolutely necessary to the effect of insulated 
incident:—it has the force of a frame to a picture. It has 
an indisputable moral power in keeping concentrated the 
attention, and, of course, must not be confounded with mere 
unity of place.

I determined, then, to place the lover in his chamber—in 
a chamber rendered sacred to him by memories of her 
who had frequented it. The room is represented as richly 
furnished—this in mere pursuance of the ideas I have 
already explained on the subject of Beauty, as the sole true 
poetical thesis.

The locale being thus determined, I had now to introduce 
the bird—and the thought of introducing him through the 
window, was inevitable. The idea of making the lover 
suppose, in the first instance, that the flapping of the wings 
of the bird against the shutter, is a “tapping” at the door, 
originated in a wish to increase, by prolonging, the reader’s 
curiosity, and in a desire to admit the incidental effect 
arising from the lover’s throwing open the door, finding 
all dark, and thence adopting the half-fancy that it was the 
spirit of his mistress that knocked.

I made the night tempestuous, first, to account for the 
Raven’s seeking admission, and secondly, for the effect of 
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contrast with the (physical) serenity within the chamber.
I made the bird alight on the bust of Pallas, also for the 

effect of contrast between the marble and the plumage—it 
being understood that the bust was absolutely suggested by 
the bird—the bust of Pallas being chosen, first, as most in 
keeping with the scholarship of the lover, and, secondly, for 
the sonorousness of the word, Pallas, itself.

About the middle of the poem, also, I have availed myself 
of the force of contrast, with a view of deepening the 
ultimate impression. For example, an air of the fantastic—
approaching as nearly to the ludicrous as was admissible—
is given to the Raven’s entrance. He comes in “with many a 
flirt and flutter.”

“Not the lease obeisance made he—not a moment stopped 
or stayed he,

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

In the two stanzas which follow, the design is more 
obviously carried out:—

“Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into 
smiling

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

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

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the 
nightly shore—

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

Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore.’
“Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so 

plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
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Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 
door—

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

With such name as ‘Nevermore.”’
The effect of the dénouement being thus provided for, 

I immediately drop the fantastic for a tone of the most 
profound seriousness:—this tone commencing in the stanza 
directly following the one last quoted, with the line,

“But the Raven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke 
only,” etc.

From this epoch the lover no longer jests—no longer sees 
anything even of the fantastic in the Raven’s demeanor. 
He speaks of him as a “grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and 
ominous bird of yore,” and feels the “fiery eyes” burning 
into his “bosom’s core.” This revolution of thought, or 
fancy, on the lover’s part, is intended to induce a similar 
one on the part of the reader—to bring the mind into a 
proper frame for the dénouement—which is now brought 
about as rapidly and as directly as possible.

With the dénouement proper—with the Raven’s reply, 
“Nevermore,” to the lover’s final demand if he shall meet 
his mistress in another world—the poem, in its obvious 
phase, that of a simple narrative, may be said to have its 
completion. So far, everything is within the limits of the 
accountable—of the real. A raven, having learned by rote 
the single word “Nevermore,” and having escaped from 
the custody of its owner, is driven at midnight, through 
the violence of a storm, to seek admission at a window 
from which a light still gleams—the chamber-window of 
a student, occupied half in poring over a volume, half in 
dreaming of a beloved mistress deceased. The casement 
being thrown open at the fluttering of the bird’s wings, 
the bird itself perches on the most convenient seat out of 
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the immediate reach of the student, who, amused by the 
incident and the oddity of the visitor’s demeanor, demands 
of it, in jest and without looking for a reply, its name. 
The raven addressed, answers with its customary word, 
“Nevermore”—a world which finds immediate echo in 
the melancholy heart of the student, who, giving utterance 
aloud to certain thoughts suggested by the occasion, is 
again startled by the fowl’s repetition of “Nevermore.” The 
student now guesses the state of the case, but is impelled, as 
I have before explained, by the human thirst for self-torture, 
and in part by superstition, to propound such queries to the 
bird as will bring him, the lover, the most of the luxury of 
sorrow, through the anticipated answer “Nevermore.” With 
the indulgence, to the utmost extreme, of this self-torture, 
the narration, in what I have termed its first or obvious 
phase, has a natural termination, and so far there has been 
no overstepping of the limits of the real.

But in subjects so handled, however skillfully, or with 
however vivid an array of incident, there is always a certain 
hardness or nakedness, which repels the artistical eye. 
Two things are invariably required—first, some amount of 
complexity, or more properly, adaptation; and, secondly, 
some amount of suggestiveness—some undercurrent, 
however indefinite, of meaning. It is this latter, in especial, 
which imparts to a work of art so much of that richness (to 
borrow from colloquy a forcible term) which we are too 
fond of confounding with the ideal. It is the excess of the 
suggested meaning—it is the rendering this the upper instead 
of the under current of the theme—which turns into prose (and 
that of the very flattest kind) the so-called poetry of the so-
called transcendentalists.

Holding these opinions, I added the two concluding 
stanzas of the poem—their suggestiveness being thus made 
to pervade all the narrative which has preceded them. The 
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undercurrent of meaning is rendered first apparent in the 
lines—

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

Quoth the Raven ‘Nevermore!’”
It will be observed that the words, “from out my heart,” 

involve the first metaphorical expression in the poem. They, 
with the answer, “Nevermore,” dispose the mind to seek a 
moral in all that has been previously narrated. The reader 
begins now to regard the Raven as emblematical—but it is 
not until the very last line of the very last stanza, that the 
intention of making him emblematical of Mournful and 
Never-ending Remembrance is permitted distinctly to be 
seen:

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

On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is 

dreaming,
And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his shadow 

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

the floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore.”
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THE PLACE OF SCIENCE
IN A LIBERAL EDUCATION

By Bertrand Russell

I
Science, to the ordinary reader of newspapers, is 

represented by a varying selection of sensational triumphs, 
such as wireless telegraphy and aeroplanes, radio-activity 
and the marvels of modern alchemy. It is not of this aspect 
of science that I wish to speak. Science, in this aspect, 
consists of detached up-to-date fragments, interesting only 
until they are replaced by something newer and more up-
to-date, displaying nothing of the systems of patiently 
constructed knowledge out of which, almost as a casual 
incident, have come the practically useful results which 
interest the man in the street. The increased command 
over the forces of nature which is derived from science is 
undoubtedly an amply sufficient reason for encouraging 
scientific research, but this reason has been so often urged 
and is so easily appreciated that other reasons, to my mind 
quite as important, are apt to be overlooked. It is with 
these other reasons, especially with the intrinsic value of 
a scientific habit of mind in forming our outlook on the 
world, that I shall be concerned in what follows.

The instance of wireless telegraphy will serve to illustrate 
the difference between the two points of view. Almost all 
the serious intellectual labour required for the possibility of 
this invention is due to three men—Faraday, Maxwell, and 
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Hertz. In alternating layers of experiment and theory these 
three men built up the modern theory of electromagnetism, 
and demonstrated the identity of light with electromagnetic 
waves. The system which they discovered is one of 
profound intellectual interest, bringing together and 
unifying an endless variety of apparently detached 
phenomena, and displaying a cumulative mental power 
which cannot but afford delight to every generous spirit. 
The mechanical details which remained to be adjusted 
in order to utilise their discoveries for a practical system 
of telegraphy demanded, no doubt, very considerable 
ingenuity, but had not that broad sweep and that universality 
which could give them intrinsic interest as an object of 
disinterested contemplation.

From the point of view of training the mind, of giving 
that well-informed, impersonal outlook which constitutes 
culture in the good sense of this much-misused word, 
it seems to be generally held indisputable that a literary 
education is superior to one based on science. Even the 
warmest advocates of science are apt to rest their claims on 
the contention that culture ought to be sacrificed to utility. 
Those men of science who respect culture, when they 
associate with men learned in the classics, are apt to admit, 
not merely politely, but sincerely, a certain inferiority on 
their side, compensated doubtless by the services which 
science renders to humanity, but none the less real. And so 
long as this attitude exists among men of science, it tends 
to verify itself: the intrinsically valuable aspects of science 
tend to be sacrificed to the merely useful, and little attempt 
is made to preserve that leisurely, systematic survey by 
which the finer quality of mind is formed and nourished.

But even if there be, in present fact, any such inferiority 
as is supposed in the educational value of science, this is, 
I believe, not the fault of science itself, but the fault of the 
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spirit in which science is taught. If its full possibilities were 
realised by those who teach it, I believe that its capacity 
of producing those habits of mind which constitute the 
highest mental excellence would be at least as great as 
that of literature, and more particularly of Greek and 
Latin literature. In saying this I have no wish whatever to 
disparage a classical education. I have not myself enjoyed 
its benefits, and my knowledge of Greek and Latin authors 
is derived almost wholly from translations. But I am firmly 
persuaded that the Greeks fully deserve all the admiration 
that is bestowed upon them, and that it is a very great and 
serious loss to be unacquainted with their writings. It is not 
by attacking them, but by drawing attention to neglected 
excellences in science, that I wish to conduct my argument.

One defect, however, does seem inherent in a purely 
classical education—namely, a too exclusive emphasis on the 
past. By the study of what is absolutely ended and can never 
be renewed, a habit of criticism towards the present and the 
future is engendered. The qualities in which the present 
excels are qualities to which the study of the past does 
not direct attention, and to which, therefore, the student 
of Greek civilisation may easily become blind. In what 
is new and growing there is apt to be something crude, 
insolent, even a little vulgar, which is shocking to the man 
of sensitive taste; quivering from the rough contact, he 
retires to the trim gardens of a polished past, forgetting that 
they were reclaimed from the wilderness by men as rough 
and earth-soiled as those from whom he shrinks in his own 
day. The habit of being unable to recognise merit until it 
is dead is too apt to be the result of a purely bookish life, 
and a culture based wholly on the past will seldom be able 
to pierce through everyday surroundings to the essential 
splendour of contemporary things, or to the hope of still 
greater splendour in the future.
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“My eyes saw not the men of old;And now their age 
away has rolled.I weep—to think I shall not seeThe heroes 
of posterity.”

So says the Chinese poet; but such impartiality is rare in 
the more pugnacious atmosphere of the West, where the 
champions of past and future fight a never-ending battle, 
instead of combining to seek out the merits of both.

This consideration, which militates not only against the 
exclusive study of the classics, but against every form of 
culture which has become static, traditional, and academic, 
leads inevitably to the fundamental question: What is the 
true end of education? But before attempting to answer 
this question it will be well to define the sense in which we 
are to use the word “education.” For this purpose I shall 
distinguish the sense in which I mean to use it from two 
others, both perfectly legitimate, the one broader and the 
other narrower than the sense in which I mean to use the 
word.

In the broader sense, education will include not only what 
we learn through instruction, but all that we learn through 
personal experience—the formation of character through 
the education of life. Of this aspect of education, vitally 
important as it is, I will say nothing, since its consideration 
would introduce topics quite foreign to the question with 
which we are concerned.

In the narrower sense, education may be confined to 
instruction, the imparting of definite information on various 
subjects, because such information, in and for itself, 
is useful in daily life. Elementary education—reading, 
writing, and arithmetic—is almost wholly of this kind. But 
instruction, necessary as it is, does not per se constitute 
education in the sense in which I wish to consider it.

Education, in the sense in which I mean it, may be 
defined as the formation, by means of instruction, of certain 



323

mental habits and a certain outlook on life and the world. It 
remains to ask ourselves, what mental habits, and what sort 
of outlook, can be hoped for as the result of instruction? 
When we have answered this question we can attempt to 
decide what science has to contribute to the formation of 
the habits and outlook which we desire.

Our whole life is built about a certain number—not a 
very small number—of primary instincts and impulses. 
Only what is in some way connected with these instincts 
and impulses appears to us desirable or important; there is 
no faculty, whether “reason” or “virtue” or whatever it may 
be called, that can take our active life and our hopes and 
fears outside the region controlled by these first movers of 
all desire. Each of them is like a queen-bee, aided by a hive 
of workers gathering honey; but when the queen is gone 
the workers languish and die, and the cells remain empty 
of their expected sweetness. So with each primary impulse 
in civilised man: it is surrounded and protected by a busy 
swarm of attendant derivative desires, which store up in 
its service whatever honey the surrounding world affords. 
But if the queen-impulse dies, the death-dealing influence, 
though retarded a little by habit, spreads slowly through all 
the subsidiary impulses, and a whole tract of life becomes 
inexplicably colourless. What was formerly full of zest, and 
so obviously worth doing that it raised no questions, has now 
grown dreary and purposeless: with a sense of disillusion we 
inquire the meaning of life, and decide, perhaps, that all is 
vanity. The search for an outside meaning that can compel an 
inner response must always be disappointed: all “meaning” 
must be at bottom related to our primary desires, and when 
they are extinct no miracle can restore to the world the value 
which they reflected upon it.

The purpose of education, therefore, cannot be to create 
any primary impulse which is lacking in the uneducated; 
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the purpose can only be to enlarge the scope of those 
that human nature provides, by increasing the number 
and variety of attendant thoughts, and by showing where 
the most permanent satisfaction is to be found. Under 
the impulse of a Calvinistic horror of the “natural man,” 
this obvious truth has been too often misconceived in the 
training of the young; “nature” has been falsely regarded 
as excluding all that is best in what is natural, and the 
endeavour to teach virtue has led to the production of 
stunted and contorted hypocrites instead of full-grown 
human beings. From such mistakes in education a better 
psychology or a kinder heart is beginning to preserve the 
present generation; we need, therefore, waste no more 
words on the theory that the purpose of education is to 
thwart or eradicate nature.

But although nature must supply the initial force of 
desire, nature is not, in the civilised man, the spasmodic, 
fragmentary, and yet violent set of impulses that it is in 
the savage. Each impulse has its constitutional ministry 
of thought and knowledge and reflection, through which 
possible conflicts of impulses are foreseen, and temporary 
impulses are controlled by the unifying impulse which may 
be called wisdom. In this way education destroys the crudity 
of instinct, and increases through knowledge the wealth and 
variety of the individual’s contacts with the outside world, 
making him no longer an isolated fighting unit, but a citizen 
of the universe, embracing distant countries, remote regions 
of space, and vast stretches of past and future within the 
circle of his interests. It is this simultaneous softening in the 
insistence of desire and enlargement of its scope that is the 
chief moral end of education.

Closely connected with this moral end is the more purely 
intellectual aim of education, the endeavour to make us 
see and imagine the world in an objective manner, as 
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far as possible as it is in itself, and not merely through 
the distorting medium of personal desire. The complete 
attainment of such an objective view is no doubt an ideal, 
indefinitely approachable, but not actually and fully 
realisable. Education, considered as a process of forming 
our mental habits and our outlook on the world, is to be 
judged successful in proportion as its outcome approximates 
to this ideal; in proportion, that is to say, as it gives us a true 
view of our place in society, of the relation of the whole 
human society to its non-human environment, and of the 
nature of the non-human world as it is in itself apart from 
our desires and interests. If this standard is admitted, we 
can return to the consideration of science, inquiring how far 
science contributes to such an aim, and whether it is in any 
respect superior to its rivals in educational practice.

II
Two opposite and at first sight conflicting merits belong 

to science as against literature and art. The one, which is not 
inherently necessary, but is certainly true at the present day, 
is hopefulness as to the future of human achievement, and 
in particular as to the useful work that may be accomplished 
by any intelligent student. This merit and the cheerful 
outlook which it engenders prevent what might otherwise 
be the depressing effect of another aspect of science, to 
my mind also a merit, and perhaps its greatest merit—I 
mean the irrelevance of human passions and of the whole 
subjective apparatus where scientific truth is concerned. 
Each of these reasons for preferring the study of science 
requires some amplification. Let us begin with the first.

In the study of literature or art our attention is perpetually 
riveted upon the past: the men of Greece or of the Renaissance 
did better than any men do now; the triumphs of former 
ages, so far from facilitating fresh triumphs in our own 
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age, actually increase the difficulty of fresh triumphs by 
rendering originality harder of attainment; not only is 
artistic achievement not cumulative, but it seems even to 
depend upon a certain freshness and naïveté of impulse and 
vision which civilisation tends to destroy. Hence comes, to 
those who have been nourished on the literary and artistic 
productions of former ages, a certain peevishness and 
undue fastidiousness towards the present, from which there 
seems no escape except into the deliberate vandalism which 
ignores tradition and in the search after originality achieves 
only the eccentric. But in such vandalism there is none 
of the simplicity and spontaneity out of which great art 
springs: theory is still the canker in its core, and insincerity 
destroys the advantages of a merely pretended ignorance.

The despair thus arising from an education which 
suggests no pre-eminent mental activity except that of 
artistic creation is wholly absent from an education which 
gives the knowledge of scientific method. The discovery 
of scientific method, except in pure mathematics, is a 
thing of yesterday; speaking broadly, we may say that 
it dates from Galileo. Yet already it has transformed the 
world, and its success proceeds with ever-accelerating 
velocity. In science men have discovered an activity of the 
very highest value in which they are no longer, as in art, 
dependent for progress upon the appearance of continually 
greater genius, for in science the successors stand upon the 
shoulders of their predecessors; where one man of supreme 
genius has invented a method, a thousand lesser men can 
apply it. No transcendent ability is required in order to make 
useful discoveries in science; the edifice of science needs its 
masons, bricklayers, and common labourers as well as its 
foremen, master-builders, and architects. In art nothing worth 
doing can be done without genius; in science even a very 
moderate capacity can contribute to a supreme achievement.
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In science the man of real genius is the man who invents 
a new method. The notable discoveries are often made by 
his successors, who can apply the method with fresh vigour, 
unimpaired by the previous labour of perfecting it; but 
the mental calibre of the thought required for their work, 
however brilliant, is not so great as that required by the 
first inventor of the method. There are in science immense 
numbers of different methods, appropriate to different 
classes of problems; but over and above them all, there is 
something not easily definable, which may be called the 
method of science. It was formerly customary to identify 
this with the inductive method, and to associate it with 
the name of Bacon. But the true inductive method was not 
discovered by Bacon, and the true method of science is 
something which includes deduction as much as induction, 
logic and mathematics as much as botany and geology. 
I shall not attempt the difficult task of stating what the 
scientific method is, but I will try to indicate the temper of 
mind out of which the scientific method grows, which is 
the second of the two merits that were mentioned above as 
belonging to a scientific education.

The kernel of the scientific outlook is a thing so simple, 
so obvious, so seemingly trivial, that the mention of it may 
almost excite derision. The kernel of the scientific outlook 
is the refusal to regard our own desires, tastes, and interests 
as affording a key to the understanding of the world. Stated 
thus baldly, this may seem no more than a trite truism. 
But to remember it consistently in matters arousing our 
passionate partisanship is by no means easy, especially 
where the available evidence is uncertain and inconclusive. 
A few illustrations will make this clear.

Aristotle, I understand, considered that the stars must 
move in circles because the circle is the most perfect curve. In 
the absence of evidence to the contrary, he allowed himself 
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to decide a question of fact by an appeal to æsthetico-
moral considerations. In such a case it is at once obvious 
to us that this appeal was unjustifiable. We know now 
how to ascertain as a fact the way in which the heavenly 
bodies move, and we know that they do not move in 
circles, or even in accurate ellipses, or in any other kind of 
simply describable curve. This may be painful to a certain 
hankering after simplicity of pattern in the universe, but we 
know that in astronomy such feelings are irrelevant. Easy 
as this knowledge seems now, we owe it to the courage and 
insight of the first inventors of scientific method, and more 
especially of Galileo.

We may take as another illustration Malthus’s doctrine of 
population. This illustration is all the better for the fact that 
his actual doctrine is now known to be largely erroneous. 
It is not his conclusions that are valuable, but the temper 
and method of his inquiry. As everyone knows, it was 
to him that Darwin owed an essential part of his theory 
of natural selection, and this was only possible because 
Malthus’s outlook was truly scientific. His great merit lies 
in considering man not as the object of praise or blame, 
but as a part of nature, a thing with a certain characteristic 
behaviour from which certain consequences must follow. 
If the behaviour is not quite what Malthus supposed, if 
the consequences are not quite what he inferred, that may 
falsify his conclusions, but does not impair the value of his 
method. The objections which were made when his doctrine 
was new—that it was horrible and depressing, that people 
ought not to act as he said they did, and so on—were all 
such as implied an unscientific attitude of mind; as against 
all of them, his calm determination to treat man as a 
natural phenomenon marks an important advance over the 
reformers of the eighteenth century and the Revolution.

Under the influence of Darwinism the scientific attitude 
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towards man has now become fairly common, and is 
to some people quite natural, though to most it is still 
a difficult and artificial intellectual contortion. There is 
however, one study which is as yet almost wholly untouched 
by the scientific spirit—I mean the study of philosophy. 
Philosophers and the public imagine that the scientific 
spirit must pervade pages that bristle with allusions to 
ions, germ-plasms, and the eyes of shell-fish. But as the 
devil can quote Scripture, so the philosopher can quote 
science. The scientific spirit is not an affair of quotation, 
of externally acquired information, any more than manners 
are an affair of the etiquette-book. The scientific attitude of 
mind involves a sweeping away of all other desires in the 
interests of the desire to know—it involves suppression of 
hopes and fears, loves and hates, and the whole subjective 
emotional life, until we become subdued to the material, 
able to see it frankly, without preconceptions, without bias, 
without any wish except to see it as it is, and without any 
belief that what it is must be determined by some relation, 
positive or negative, to what we should like it to be, or to 
what we can easily imagine it to be.

Now in philosophy this attitude of mind has not as yet 
been achieved. A certain self-absorption, not personal, but 
human, has marked almost all attempts to conceive the 
universe as a whole. Mind, or some aspect of it—thought 
or will or sentience—has been regarded as the pattern after 
which the universe is to be conceived, for no better reason, 
at bottom, than that such a universe would not seem strange, 
and would give us the cosy feeling that every place is like 
home. To conceive the universe as essentially progressive 
or essentially deteriorating, for example, is to give to our 
hopes and fears a cosmic importance which may, of course, 
be justified, but which we have as yet no reason to suppose 
justified. Until we have learnt to think of it in ethically 

THE PLACE OF SCIENCE IN A LIBERAL EDUCATION



330 CLASSIC ESSAYS

neutral terms, we have not arrived at a scientific attitude in 
philosophy; and until we have arrived at such an attitude, it 
is hardly to be hoped that philosophy will achieve any solid 
results.

I have spoken so far largely of the negative aspect of the 
scientific spirit, but it is from the positive aspect that its 
value is derived. The instinct of constructiveness, which is 
one of the chief incentives to artistic creation, can find in 
scientific systems a satisfaction more massive than any epic 
poem. Disinterested curiosity, which is the source of almost 
all intellectual effort, finds with astonished delight that 
science can unveil secrets which might well have seemed 
for ever undiscoverable. The desire for a larger life and 
wider interests, for an escape from private circumstances, 
and even from the whole recurring human cycle of birth 
and death, is fulfilled by the impersonal cosmic outlook 
of science as by nothing else. To all these must be added, 
as contributing to the happiness of the man of science, the 
admiration of splendid achievement, and the consciousness 
of inestimable utility to the human race. A life devoted 
to science is therefore a happy life, and its happiness is 
derived from the very best sources that are open to dwellers 
on this troubled and passionate planet.
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PUBLIC PRAYER

By John Newton

It is much to be desired, that our hearts might be so 
affected with a sense of divine things and so closely 
engaged when we are worshipping God, that it might not be 
in the power of little circumstances to interrupt and perplex 
us, and to make us think the service wearisome and the 
time which we employ in it tedious. But as our infirmities 
are many and great, and the enemy of our souls is watchful 
to discompose us, if care is not taken by those who lead 
in social prayer, the exercise which is approved by the 
judgment may become a burden and an occasion of sin...

Length of Prayers
The chief fault of some good prayers is, that they are 

too long; not that I think we should pray by the clock, and 
limit ourselves precisely to a certain number of minutes; 
but it is better of the two, that the hearers should wish the 
prayer had been longer, than spend half the time in wishing 
it was over. This is frequently owing to an unnecessary 
enlargement upon every circumstance that offers, as well 
as to the repetition of the same things. If we have been 
copious in pleading for spiritual blessings, it may be best 
to be brief and summary in the article of intercession for 
others, or if the frame of our spirits, or the circumstances of 
affairs, lead us to be more large and particular in laying the 
cases of others before the Lord respect should be had to this 
intention in the former part of the prayer.
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There are, doubtless, seasons when the Lord is pleased to 
favour those who pray with a peculiar liberty: they speak 
because they feel; they have a wrestling spirit and hardly 
know how to leave off. When this is the case, those who 
join with them are seldom wearied, though the prayer 
should be protracted something beyond the usual limits. 
But I believe it sometimes happens, both in praying and 
in preaching, that we are apt to spin out our time to the 
greatest length, when we have in reality the least to say. 
Long prayers should in general be avoided, especially 
where several persons are to pray successively; or else even 
spiritual hearers will be unable to keep up their attention. 
And here I would just notice an impropriety we sometimes 
meet with, that when a person gives expectation that he is 
just going to conclude his prayer, something not thought of 
in its proper place occurring that instant to his mind, leads 
him as it were to begin again. But unless it is a matter of 
singular importance, it would be better omitted for that 
time.

Preaching in Prayers
The prayers of some good men are more like preaching 

than praying. They rather express the Lord’s mind to the 
people, than the desires of the people to the Lord. Indeed 
this can hardly be called prayer. It might in another place 
stand for part of a good sermon, but will afford little 
help to those who desire to pray with their hearts. Prayer 
should be sententious, and made up of breathings to the 
Lord, either of confession, petition, or praise. It should be 
not only Scriptural and evangelical, but experimental, a 
simple and unstudied expression of the wants and feelings 
of the soul. It will be so if the heart is lively and affected 
in the duty, it must be so if the edification of others is the 
point in view. 
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Method in Prayer
Several books have been written to assist in the gift 

and exercise of prayer, and many useful hints may be 
borrowed from them. But a too close attention to the 
method therein recommended, gives an air of study and 
formality, and offends against that simplicity which is so 
essentially necessary to a good prayer, that no degree of 
acquired abilities can compensate for the want of it. It is 
possible to learn to pray mechanically, and by rule; but it 
is hardly possible to do so with acceptance and benefit to 
others. When the several parts of invocation, adoration, 
confession, petition, etc., follow each other in a stated 
order, the hearer’s mind generally goes before the speaker’s 
voice, and we can form a tolerable conjecture what is to 
come next. On this account we often find that unlettered 
people who have had little or no help from books, or rather 
have not been fettered by them, can pray with an unction 
and savour in an unpremeditated way, while the prayers 
of persons of much superior abilities, perhaps even of 
ministers themselves, are, though accurate and regular, so 
dry and starched, then they afford little either of pleasure or 
profit to spiritual mind. The spirit of prayer is the fruit and 
token of the Spirit of adoption.

The studied addresses with which some approach the 
throne of grace remind us of a stranger’s coming to a 
great man’s door; he knocks and waits, sends in his name, 
and goes through a course of ceremony, before he gains 
admittance, while a child of the family uses no ceremony 
at all, but enters freely when he pleases, because he knows 
he is at home. It is true, we ought always to draw near the 
Lord with great humiliation of spirit, and a sense of our 
unworthiness. But this spirit is not always best expressed 
or promoted by a pompous enumeration of the names and 

PUBLIC PRAYER



334 CLASSIC ESSAYS

titles of the God with whom we have to do, or by fixing in 
our minds beforehand the exact order in which we propose 
to arrange the several parts of our prayer. Some attention 
to method may be proper, for the prevention of repetitions; 
and plain people may be a little defective in it sometimes; 
but this defect will not be half so tiresome and disagreeable 
as a studied and artificial exactness.

Peculiarities of Manner
Many—perhaps most—people who pray in public have 

some favourite word or expression which recurs too often 
in their prayers, and is frequently used as a mere expletive, 
having no necessary connection with the sense of what they 
are speaking. The most disagreeable of these is when the 
name of the blessed God, with the addition perhaps of one 
or more epithets, as Great, Glorious, Holy, Almighty, etc., is 
introduced so often and without necessity, as seems neither 
to indicate a due reverence in the person who uses It, nor 
suited to excite reverence in those who hear. I will not say 
that this is taking the Name of God in vain, in the usual 
sense of the phrase: it is, however, a great impropriety, and 
should be guarded against. It would be well if they who use 
redundant expressions had a friend to give them a caution 
so that they might with a little care be retrenched; and 
hardly any person can be sensible of the little peculiarities 
he may inadvertently adopt, unless he is told of them.

There are several things likewise respecting the voice 
and manner of prayer, which a person may with due care 
correct in himself, and which, if generally corrected, would 
make meetings for prayer more pleasant than sometimes 
they are. . . Very loud speaking is a fault, when the size of 
the place and the number of the hearers do not render it 
necessary. The end of speaking (in public) is to be heard: 
and when that end is attained a greater elevation of the 
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voice is frequency hurtful to the speaker, and is more likely 
to confuse a hearer than fix his attention. I do not deny but 
allowance must be made for constitution, and the warmth of 
the passions, which dispose some persons to speak louder 
than others. Yet such will do well to restrain themselves 
as much as they can. It may seem indeed to indicate great 
earnestness, and that the heart is much affected; yet it 
is often but false fire. It may be thought speaking ’with 
power’, but a person who is favoured with the Lord’s 
presence may pray with power in a moderate voice; and 
there may be very little of the power of the Spirit, though 
the voice should be heard in the street and neighbourhood.

The other extreme of speaking too low is not so frequent; 
but, if we are not heard, we might as well altogether hold 
our peace. It exhausts the spirits and wearies the attention, 
to be listening for any length of time to a very low voice. 
Some words or sentences will be lost, which will render 
what is heard less intelligible and agreeable. If the speaker 
can be heard by the person furthest distant from him, the 
rest will hear of course.

The tone of the voice is likewise to be regarded. Some 
have a tone in prayer so very different from their usual way 
of speaking, that their nearest friends, if not accustomed to 
them, could hardly know them by their voice. Sometimes 
the tone is changed, perhaps more than once, so that if our 
eyes did not give us more certain information than our ears, 
we might think two or three persons had been speaking 
by turns. It is a pity that when we approve what is spoken 
we should be so easily disconcerted by an awkwardness 
of delivery: yet so it often is, and probably so it will be, 
in the present weak and imperfect state of human nature. 
It is more to be lamented than wondered at, that sincere 
Christians are sometimes forced to confess: ’He is a good 
man, and his prayers as to their substance are spiritual 
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and judicious, but there is something so displeasing in his 
manner that I am always uneasy when I hear him’.

Informality in Prayer
Contrary to this, and still more offensive, is a custom that 

some have of talking to the Lord in prayer. It is their natural 
voice indeed, but it is that expression of it which they use 
upon the most familiar and trivial occasions. The human 
voice is capable of so many inflections and variations, that 
it can adapt itself to the different sensations of the mind, 
as joy, sorrow, fear, desire, etc. If a man was pleading for 
his life, or expressing his thanks to the king for a pardon, 
common sense and decency would teach him a suitableness 
of manner; and anyone who could not understand his 
language might know by the sound of his words that he 
was not making a bargain or telling a story. How much 
more, when we speak to the King of kings, should the 
consideration of his glory and our own vileness, and of the 
important concerns we are engaged in before him, impress 
us with an air of seriousness and reverence, and prevent us 
from speaking to him as if he was altogether such an one as 
ourselves! The liberty to which we are called by the gospel 
does not at all encourage such a pertness and familiarity as 
would be unbecoming to use towards a fellow-worm, who 
was a little advanced above us in worldly dignity.

I shall be glad if these hints may be of any service to 
those who desire to worship God in spirit and in truth, and 
who wish that whatever has a tendency to damp the spirit 
of devotion, either in themselves or in others, might be 
avoided.
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THE RHYTHM OF LIFE

By Alice Meynell

If life is not always poetical, it is at least metrical. 
Periodicity rules over the mental experience of man, 
according to the path of the orbit of his thoughts. Distances 
are not gauged, ellipses not measured, velocities not 
ascertained, times not known. Nevertheless, the recurrence 
is sure. What the mind suffered last week, or last year, it 
does not suffer now; but it will suffer again next week or 
next year. Happiness is not a matter of events; it depends 
upon the tides of the mind. Disease is metrical, closing in at 
shorter and shorter periods towards death, sweeping abroad 
at longer and longer intervals towards recovery. Sorrow for 
one cause was intolerable yesterday, and will be intolerable 
tomorrow; today it is easy to bear, but the cause has not 
passed. Even the burden of a spiritual distress unsolved is 
bound to leave the heart to a temporary peace; and remorse 
itself does not remain—it returns. Gaiety takes us by a 
dear surprise. If we had made a course of notes of its visits, 
we might have been on the watch, and would have had 
an expectation instead of a discovery. No one makes such 
observations; in all the diaries of students of the interior 
world, there have never come to light the records of the 
Kepler of such cycles. But Thomas à Kempis knew of the 
recurrences, if he did not measure them. In his cell alone 
with the elements—“What wouldst thou more than these? 
for out of these were all things made”—he learnt the stay 
to be found in the depth of the hour of bitterness, and the 
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remembrance that restrains the soul at the coming of the 
moment of delight, giving it a more conscious welcome, 
but presaging for it an inexorable flight. And “rarely, rarely 
comest thou,” sighed Shelley, not to Delight merely, but to 
the Spirit of Delight. Delight can be compelled beforehand, 
called, and constrained to our service—Ariel can be bound 
to a daily task; but such artificial violence throws life out 
of metre, and it is not the spirit that is thus compelled. 
That flits upon an orbit elliptically or parabolically or 
hyperbolically curved, keeping no man knows what trysts 
with Time.

It seems fit that Shelley and the author of the Imitation 
should both have been keen and simple enough to 
perceive these flights, and to guess at the order of this 
periodicity. Both souls were in close touch with the spirits 
of their several worlds, and no deliberate human rules, 
no infractions of the liberty and law of the universal 
movement, kept from them the knowledge of recurrences. 
Eppur si muove. They knew that presence does not exist 
without absence; they knew that what is just upon its flight 
of farewell is already on its long path of return. They knew 
that what is approaching to the very touch is hastening 
towards departure. “O wind,” cried Shelley, in autumn,

“O wind,
If winter comes, can spring be far behind?”
They knew that the flux is equal to the reflux; that to 

interrupt with unlawful recurrences, out of time, is to 
weaken the impulse of onset and retreat; the sweep and 
impetus of movement. To live in constant efforts after 
an equal life, whether the equality be sought in mental 
production, or in spiritual sweetness, or in the joy of the 
senses, is to live without either rest or full activity. The 
souls of certain of the saints, being singularly simple and 
single, have been in the most complete subjection to the 
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law of periodicity. Ecstasy and desolation visited them 
by seasons. They endured, during spaces of vacant time, 
the interior loss of all for which they had sacrificed the 
world. They rejoiced in the uncovenanted beatitude of 
sweetness alighting in their hearts. Like them are the poets 
whom, three times or ten times in the course of a long life, 
the Muse has approached, touched, and forsaken. And 
yet hardly like them; not always so docile, nor so wholly 
prepared for the departure, the brevity, of the golden and 
irrevocable hour. Few poets have fully recognised the 
metrical absence of their Muse. For full recognition is 
expressed in one only way—silence.

It has been found that several tribes in Africa and in 
America worship the moon, and not the sun; a great 
number worship both; but no tribes are known to adore 
the sun, and not the moon. For the periodicity of the sun 
is still in part a secret; but that of the moon is modestly 
apparent, perpetually influential. On her depend the tides; 
and she is Selene, mother of Herse, bringer of the dews 
that recurrently irrigate lands where rain is rare. More than 
any other companion of earth is she the Measurer. Early 
Indo-Germanic languages knew her by that name. Her 
metrical phases are the symbol of the order of recurrence. 
Constancy in approach and in departure is the reason of 
her inconstancies. Juliet will not receive a vow spoken in 
invocation of the moon; but Juliet did not live to know that 
love itself has tidal times—lapses and ebbs which are due 
to the metrical rule of the interior heart, but which the lover 
vainly and unkindly attributes to some outward alteration in 
the beloved. For man—except those elect already named—
is hardly aware of periodicity. The individual man either 
never learns it fully, or learns it late. And he learns it so 
late, because it is a matter of cumulative experience upon 
which cumulative evidence is lacking. It is in the after-
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part of each life that the law is learnt so definitely as to 
do away with the hope or fear of continuance. That young 
sorrow comes so near to despair is a result of this young 
ignorance. So is the early hope of great achievement. Life 
seems so long, and its capacity so great, to one who knows 
nothing of all the intervals it needs must hold—intervals 
between aspirations, between actions, pauses as inevitable 
as the pauses of sleep. And life looks impossible to the 
young unfortunate, unaware of the inevitable and unfailing 
refreshment. It would be for their peace to learn that there 
is a tide in the affairs of men, in a sense more subtle—if 
it is not too audacious to add a meaning to Shakespeare—
than the phrase was meant to contain. Their joy is flying 
away from them on its way home; their life will wax and 
wane; and if they would be wise, they must wake and rest 
in its phases, knowing that they are ruled by the law that 
commands all things—a sun’s revolutions and the rhythmic 
pangs of maternity.
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THE SACREDNESS OF WORK

By Thomas Carlyle

All true work is sacred; in all true hand-labor, there is 
something of divineness. Labor, wide as the earth, has its 
summit in Heaven. Sweat of the brow; and up from that to 
sweat of the brain, sweat of the heart; which includes all 
Kepler’s calculations, Newton’s meditations, all sciences, 
all spoken epics, all acted heroism, martyrdoms—up to 
that “Agony of bloody sweat,” which all men have called 
divine! Oh, brother, if this is not “worship,” then, I say, 
the more pity for worship; for this is the noblest thing yet 
discovered under God’s sky!

Who art thou that complainest of thy life of toil? 
Complain not. Look up, my wearied brother; see thy fellow-
workmen there, in God’s Eternity; surviving there, they 
alone surviving; sacred Band of the Immortals, celestial 
Body-guard of the Empire of Mind. Even in the weak 
human memory they survive so long, as saints, as heroes, 
as gods; they alone surviving; peopling the immeasured 
solitudes of Time! To thee Heaven, though severe, is not 
unkind; Heaven is kind—as a noble mother; as that Spartan 
mother, saying, while she gave her son his shield, “With it, 
my son, or upon it!” Thou, too, shalt return home, in honor 
to thy far-distant home, doubt it not—if in the battle thou 
keep thy shield.
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SELF-DENIAL NOT
THE ESSENCE OF VIRTUE

By Benjamin Franklin

It is commonly asserted that without self-denial there is 
no virtue, and that the greater the self-denial the greater the 
virtue.

If it were said that he who cannot deny himself any thing 
he inclines to, though he knows it will be to his hurt, has not 
the virtue of resolution or fortitude, it would be intelligent 
enough; but as it stands it seems obscure or erroneous.

Let us consider some of the virtues singly.
If a man has no inclination to wrong people in his 

dealings, if he feels no temptation to it, and therefore never 
does it, can it be said that he is not a just man? If he is a just 
man, has he not the virtue of justice?

If to a certain man idle diversions have nothing in 
them that is tempting, and therefore he never relaxes 
his application to business for their sake, is he not an 
industrious man? Or has he not the virtue of industry?

I might in like manner instance in all the rest of the 
virtues; but, to make the thing short, as it is certain that 
the more we strive against the temptation to any vice and 
practise the contrary virtue, the weaker will that temptation 
be and the stronger will be that habit, till at length the 
temptation has no force or entirely vanishes; does it follow 
from thence that in our endeavours to overcome vice we 
grow continually less and less virtuous, till at length we 
have no virtue at all?
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If self-denial be the essence of virtue, then it follows 
that the man who is naturally temperate, just, &c., is not 
virtuous; but that in order to be virtuous he must, in spite of 
his natural inclination, wrong his neighbours, and eat, and 
drink, &c., to excess.

But perhaps it may be said that by the word virtue in the 
above assertion is meant merit; and so it should stand thus: 
Without self-denial there is no merit, and the greater the 
self-denial the greater the merit.

The self-denial here meant must be when our inclinations 
are towards vice, or else it would still be nonsense.

By merit is understood desert; and when we say a man 
merits, we mean that he deserves, praise or reward.

We do not pretend to merit any thing of God, for he is 
above our services; and the benefits he confers on us are the 
effects of his goodness and bounty.

All our merit, then, is with regard to one another, and 
from one to another.

Taking, then, the assertion as it last stands:
If a man does me a service from a natural benevolent 

inclination, does he deserve less of me than another who 
does me the like kindness against his inclination?

If I have two journeymen, one naturally industrious, the 
other idle, but both perform a day’s work equally good, 
ought I to give the latter the most wages?

Indeed lazy workmen are commonly observed to be 
more extravagant in their demands than the industrious, for 
if they have not more for their work, they cannot live as 
well. But though it be true to a proverb, that lazy folks take 
the most pains, does it follow that they deserve the most 
money?

If you were to employ servants in affairs of trust, would 
you not bid more for one you knew was naturally honest, 
than for one naturally roguish but who has lately acted 
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honestly? For currents, whose natural channel is dammed 
up, till the new course is by time worn sufficiently deep and 
become natural, are apt to break their banks. If one servant 
is more valuable than another, has he not more merit than 
the other? and yet this is not on account of superior self-
denial.

Is a patriot not praiseworthy if public spirit is natural to 
him?

Is a pacing-horse less valuable for being a natural pacer?
Nor, in my opinion, has any man less merit for having in 

general natural virtuous inclinations.
The truth is, that temperance, justice, charity, &c., are 

virtues, whether practised with or against our inclinations, 
and the man who practises them merits our love and 
esteem; and self-denial is neither good nor bad, but as it 
is applied. He that denies a vicious inclination is virtuous 
in proportion to his resolution: but the most perfect virtue 
is above all temptation—such as the virtue of the saints 
in heaven; and he who does a foolish, indecent, or wicked 
thing, merely because it is contrary to his inclination (like 
some mad enthusiasts I have read of, who ran about naked, 
under the notion of taking up the cross), is not practising 
the reasonable science of virtue, but is a lunatic.
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SHOULD WOMEN BE BEAUTIFUL?

By Jerome K. Jerome

Pretty women are going to have a hard time of it later on. 
Hitherto, they have had things far too much their own way. 
In the future there are going to be no pretty girls, for the 
simple reason there will be no plain girls against which to 
contrast them. Of late I have done some systematic reading 
of ladies’ papers. The plain girl submits to a course of 
“treatment.” In eighteen months she bursts upon Society an 
acknowledged beauty. And it is all done by kindness. One 
girl writes:

“Only a little while ago I used to look at myself in the 
glass and cry. Now I look at myself and laugh.”

The letter is accompanied by two photographs of the 
young lady. I should have cried myself had I seen her as she 
was at first. She was a stumpy, flat-headed, squat-nosed, 
cross-eyed thing. She did not even look good. One virtue 
she appears to have had, however. It was faith. She believed 
what the label said, she did what the label told her. She is 
now a tall, ravishing young person, her only trouble being, 
I should say, to know what to do with her hair—it reaches 
to her knees and must be a nuisance to her. She would do 
better to give some of it away. Taking this young lady as 
a text, it means that the girl who declines to be a dream of 
loveliness does so out of obstinacy. What the raw material 
may be does not appear to matter. Provided no feature is 
absolutely missing, the result is one and the same.
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Arrived at years of discretion, the maiden proceeds to 
choose the style of beauty she prefers. Will she be a Juno, a 
Venus, or a Helen? Will she have a Grecian nose, or one tip-
tilted like the petal of a rose? Let her try the tip-tilted style 
first. The professor has an idea it is going to be fashionable. 
If afterwards she does not like it, there will be time to try 
the Grecian. It is difficult to decide these points without 
experiment.

Would the lady like a high or a low forehead? Some 
ladies like to look intelligent. It is purely a matter of taste. 
With the Grecian nose, the low broad forehead perhaps 
goes better. It is more according to precedent. On the other 
hand, the high brainy forehead would be more original. It is 
for the lady herself to select.

We come to the question of eyes. The lady fancies a 
delicate blue, not too pronounced a colour—one of those 
useful shades that go with almost everything. At the same 
time there should be depth and passion. The professor 
understands exactly the sort of eye the lady means. But it 
will be expensive. There is a cheap quality; the professor 
does not recommend it. True that it passes muster by 
gaslight, but the sunlight shows it up. It lacks tenderness, 
and at the price you can hardly expect it to contain much 
hidden meaning. The professor advises the melting, Oh-
George-take-me-in-your-arms-and-still-my-foolish-fears 
brand. It costs a little more, but it pays for itself in the end.

Perhaps it will be best, now the eye has been fixed upon, 
to discuss the question of the hair. The professor opens his 
book of patterns. Maybe the lady is of a wilful disposition. 
She loves to run laughing through the woods during 
exceptionally rainy weather; or to gallop across the downs 
without a hat, her fair ringlets streaming in the wind, the 
old family coachman panting and expostulating in the rear. 
If one may trust the popular novel, extremely satisfactory 
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husbands have often been secured in this way. You naturally 
look at a girl who is walking through a wood, laughing 
heartily apparently for no other reason than because it is 
raining—who rides at stretch gallop without a hat. If you 
have nothing else to do, you follow her. It is always on the 
cards that such a girl may do something really amusing 
before she gets home. Thus things begin.

To a girl of this kind, naturally curly hair is essential. It 
must be the sort of hair that looks better when it is soaking 
wet. The bottle of stuff that makes this particular hair to grow 
may be considered dear, if you think merely of the price. But 
that is not the way to look at it. “What is it going to do for 
me?” That is what the girl has got to ask herself. It does not 
do to spoil the ship for a ha’porth of tar, as the saying is. If 
you are going to be a dashing, wilful beauty, you must have 
the hair for it, or the whole scheme falls to the ground.

Eyebrows and eyelashes, the professor assumes, the lady 
would like to match the hair. Too much eccentricity the 
professor does not agree with. Nature, after all, is the best 
guide; neatness combined with taste, that is the ideal to 
be aimed at. The eyebrows should be almost straight, the 
professor thinks; the eyelashes long and silky, with just 
the suspicion of a curl. The professor would also suggest a 
little less cheekbone. Cheekbones are being worn low this 
season.

Will the lady have a dimpled chin, or does she fancy the 
square-cut jaw? Maybe the square-cut jaw and the firm, 
sweet mouth are more suitable for the married woman. 
They go well enough with the baby and the tea-urn, and the 
strong, proud man in the background. For the unmarried 
girl the dimpled chin and the rosebud mouth are, perhaps, 
on the whole safer. Some gentlemen are so nervous of that 
firm, square jaw. For the present, at all events, let us keep to 
the rosebud and the dimple.

SHOULD WOMEN BE BEAUTIFUL?
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Complexion! Well, there is only one complexion worth 
considering—a creamy white, relieved by delicate peach 
pink. It goes with everything, and is always effective. Rich 
olives, striking pallors—yes, you hear of these things doing 
well. The professor’s experience, however, is that for all-
round work you will never improve upon the plain white 
and pink. It is less liable to get out of order, and is the 
easiest at all times to renew.

For the figure, the professor recommends something 
lithe and supple. Five foot four is a good height, but that is 
a point that should be discussed first with the dressmaker. 
For trains, five foot six is, perhaps, preferable. But for the 
sporting girl, who has to wear short frocks, that height 
would, of course, be impossible.

The bust and the waist are also points on which the 
dressmaker should be consulted. Nothing should be done in 
a hurry. What is the fashion going to be for the next two or 
three seasons? There are styles demanding that beginning at 
the neck you should curve out, like a pouter pigeon. There 
is apparently no difficulty whatever in obtaining this result. 
But if crinolines, for instance, are likely to come in again! 
The lady has only to imagine it for herself: the effect might 
be grotesque, suggestive of a walking hour-glass. So, too, 
with the waist. For some fashions it is better to have it just 
a foot from the neck. At other times it is more useful lower 
down. The lady will kindly think over these details and let 
the professor know. While one is about it, one may as well 
make a sound job.

It is all so simple, and, when you come to think of it, 
really not expensive. Age, apparently, makes no difference. 
A woman is as old as she looks. In future, I take it, there 
will be no ladies over five-and-twenty. Wrinkles! Why any 
lady should still persist in wearing them is a mystery to me. 
With a moderate amount of care any middle-class woman 
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could save enough out of the housekeeping money in a 
month to get rid of every one of them. Grey hair! Well, of 
course, if you cling to grey hair, there is no more to be said. 
But to ladies who would just as soon have rich wavy-brown 
or a delicate shade of gold, I would point out that there are 
one hundred and forty-seven inexpensive lotions on the 
market, any one of which, rubbed gently into the head with 
a tooth-brush (not too hard) just before going to bed will, to 
use a colloquialism, do the trick.

Are you too stout, or are you too thin? All you have to 
do is to say which, and enclose stamps. But do not make a 
mistake and send for the wrong recipe. If you are already 
too thin, you might in consequence suddenly disappear 
before you found out your mistake. One very stout lady I 
knew worked at herself for eighteen months and got stouter 
every day. This discouraged her so much that she gave up 
trying. No doubt she had made a muddle and had sent for 
the wrong bottle, but she would not listen to further advice. 
She said she was tired of the whole thing.

In future years there will be no need for a young man to 
look about him for a wife; he will take the nearest girl, tell 
her his ideal, and, if she really care for him, she will go to 
the shop and have herself fixed up to his pattern. In certain 
Eastern countries, I believe, something of this kind is done. 
A gentleman desirous of adding to his family sends round 
the neighbourhood the weight and size of his favourite wife, 
hinting that if another can be found of the same proportions, 
there is room for her. Fathers walk round among their 
daughters, choose the most likely specimen, and have her 
fattened up. That is their brutal Eastern way. Out West 
we shall be more delicate. Match-making mothers will 
probably revive the old confession book. Eligible bachelors 
will be invited to fill in a page: “Your favourite height in 
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women,” “Your favourite measurement round the waist,” 
“Do you like brunettes or blondes?”

The choice will be left to the girls.
“I do think Henry William just too sweet for words,” the 

maiden of the future will murmur to herself. Gently, coyly, 
she will draw from him his ideal of what a woman should 
be. In from six months to a year she will burst upon him, 
the perfect She; height, size, weight, right to a T. He will 
clasp her in his arms.

“At last,” he will cry, “I have found her, the woman of my 
dreams.”

And if he does not change his mind, and the bottles do 
not begin to lose their effect, there will be every chance that 
they will be happy ever afterwards.

Might not Science go even further? Why rest satisfied 
with making a world of merely beautiful women? Cannot 
Science, while she is about it, make them all good at the 
same time. I do not apologise for the suggestion. I used to 
think all women beautiful and good. It is their own papers 
that have disillusioned me. I used to look at this lady or at 
that—shyly, when nobody seemed to be noticing me—and 
think how fair she was, how stately. Now I only wonder 
who is her chemist.

They used to tell me, when I was a little boy, that girls 
were made of sugar and spice. I know better now. I have 
read the recipes in the Answers to Correspondents.

When I was quite a young man I used to sit in dark 
corners and listen, with swelling heart, while people at the 
piano told me where little girl babies got their wonderful 
eyes from, of the things they did to them in heaven that 
gave them dimples. Ah me! I wish now I had never come 
across those ladies’ papers. I know the stuff that causes 
those bewitching eyes. I know the shop where they make 
those dimples; I have passed it and looked in. I thought they 
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were produced by angels’ kisses, but there was not an angel 
about the place, that I could see. Perhaps I have also been 
deceived as regards their goodness. Maybe all women are 
not so perfect as in the popular short story they appear to 
be. That is why I suggest that Science should proceed still 
further, and make them all as beautiful in mind as she is 
now able to make them in body. May we not live to see in 
the advertisement columns of the ladies’ paper of the future 
the portrait of a young girl sulking in a corner—“Before 
taking the lotion!” The same girl dancing among her little 
brothers and sisters, shedding sunlight through the home—
“After the three first bottles!” May we not have the Caudle 
Mixture: One tablespoonful at bed-time guaranteed to make 
the lady murmur, “Good-night, dear; hope you’ll sleep 
well,” and at once to fall asleep, her lips parted in a smile? 
Maybe some specialist of the future will advertise Mind 
Massage: “Warranted to remove from the most obstinate 
subject all traces of hatred, envy, and malice.”

And, when Science has done everything possible for 
women, there might be no harm in her turning her attention 
to us men. Her idea at present seems to be that we men are 
too beautiful, physically and morally, to need improvement. 
Personally, there are one or two points about which I should 
like to consult her.

SHOULD WOMEN BE BEAUTIFUL?
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SOME REFLECTIONS ON
THE LOSS OF THE TITANIC

By Joseph Conrad

IT is with a certain bitterness that one must admit to 
oneself that the late S.S. Titanic had a “good press.” 
It is perhaps because I have no great practice of daily 
newspapers (I have never seen so many of them together 
lying about my room) that the white spaces and the big 
lettering of the headlines have an incongruously festive air 
to my eyes, a disagreeable effect of a feverish exploitation 
of a sensational God-send. And if ever a loss at sea fell 
under the definition, in the terms of a bill of lading, of Act 
of God, this one does, in its magnitude, suddenness and 
severity; and in the chastening influence it should have on 
the self-confidence of mankind.

I say this with all the seriousness the occasion demands, 
though I have neither the competence nor the wish to 
take a theological view of this great misfortune, sending 
so many souls to their last account. It is but a natural 
reflection. Another one flowing also from the phraseology 
of bills of lading (a bill of lading is a shipping document 
limiting in certain of its clauses the liability of the carrier) 
is that the “King’s Enemies” of a more or less overt sort 
are not altogether sorry that this fatal mishap should 
strike the prestige of the greatest Merchant Service of 
the world. I believe that not a thousand miles from these 
shores certain public prints have betrayed in gothic letters 
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their satisfaction—to speak plainly—by rather ill-natured 
comments.

In what light one is to look at the action of the American 
Senate is more difficult to say. From a certain point of view 
the sight of the august senators of a great Power rushing to 
New York and beginning to bully and badger the luckless 
“Yamsi”—on the very quay-side so to speak—seems 
to furnish the Shakespearian touch of the comic to the 
real tragedy of the fatuous drowning of all these people 
who to the last moment put their trust in mere bigness, 
in the reckless affirmations of commercial men and mere 
technicians and in the irresponsible paragraphs of the 
newspapers booming these ships! Yes, a grim touch of 
comedy. One asks oneself what these men are after, with 
this very provincial display of authority. I beg my friends in 
the United States pardon for calling these zealous senators 
men. I don’t wish to be disrespectful. They may be of the 
stature of demi-gods for all I know, but at that great distance 
from the shores of effete Europe and in the presence of so 
many guileless dead, their size seems diminished from this 
side. What are they after? What is there for them to find 
out? We know what had happened. The ship scraped her 
side against a piece of ice, and sank after floating for two 
hours and a half, taking a lot of people down with her. What 
more can they find out from the unfair badgering of the 
unhappy “Yamsi,” or the ruffianly abuse of the same.

“Yamsi,” I should explain, is a mere code address, and I 
use it here symbolically. I have seen commerce pretty close. 
I know what it is worth, and I have no particular regard for 
commercial magnates, but one must protest against these 
Bumblelike proceedings. Is it indignation at the loss of 
so many lives which is at work here? Well, the American 
railroads kill very many people during one single year, I 
dare say. Then why don’t these dignitaries come down on 
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the presidents of their own railroads, of which one can’t 
say whether they are mere means of transportation or a sort 
of gambling game for the use of American plutocrats. Is it 
only an ardent and, upon the whole, praiseworthy desire for 
information? But the reports of the inquiry tell us that the 
august senators, though raising a lot of questions testifying 
to the complete innocence and even blankness of their 
minds, are unable to understand what the second officer is 
saying to them. We are so informed by the press from the 
other side. Even such a simple expression as that one of the 
look-out men was stationed in the “eyes of the ship” was 
too much for the senators of the land of graphic expression. 
What it must have been in the more recondite matters I 
won’t even try to think, because I have no mind for smiles 
just now. They were greatly exercised about the sound 
of explosions heard when half the ship was under water 
already. Was there one? Were there two? They seemed to 
be smelling a rat there! Has not some charitable soul told 
them (what even schoolboys who read sea stories know) 
that when a ship sinks from a leak like this, a deck or two is 
always blown up; and that when a steamship goes down by the 
head, the boilers may, and often do break adrift with a sound 
which resembles the sound of an explosion? And they may, 
indeed, explode, for all I know. In the only case I have seen 
of a steamship sinking there was such a sound, but I didn’t 
dive down after her to investigate. She was not of 45,000 
tons and declared unsinkable, but the sight was impressive 
enough. I shall never forget the muffled, mysterious 
detonation, the sudden agitation of the sea round the slowly 
raised stern, and to this day I have in my eye the propeller, 
seen perfectly still in its frame against a clear evening sky.

But perhaps the second officer has explained them by 
this time this and a few other little facts. Though why an 
officer of the British merchant service should answer the 
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questions of any king, emperor, autocrat, or senator of any 
foreign power (as to an event in which a British ship alone 
was concerned, and which did not even take place in the 
territorial waters of that power) passes my understanding. 
The only authority he is bound to answer is the Board 
of Trade. But with what face the Board of Trade, which, 
having made the regulations for 10,000 ton ships, put its 
dear old bald head under its wing for ten years, took it 
out only to shelve an important report, and with a dreary 
murmur, “Unsinkable,” put it back again, in the hope of 
not being disturbed for another ten years, with what face it 
will be putting questions to that man who has done his duty, 
as to the facts of this disaster and as to his professional 
conduct in it—well, I don’t know! I have the greatest 
respect for our established authorities. I am a disciplined 
man, and I have a natural indulgence for the weaknesses 
of human institutions; but I will own that at times I have 
regretted their—how shall I say it?—their imponderability. 
A Board of Trade—what is it? A Board of... I believe the 
Speaker of the Irish Parliament is one of the members of it. 
A ghost. Less than that; as yet a mere memory. An office 
with adequate and no doubt comfortable furniture and a 
lot of perfectly irresponsible gentlemen who exist packed 
in its equable atmosphere softly, as if in a lot of cotton-
wool, and with no care in the world; for there can be no 
care without personal responsibility—such, for instance, 
as the seamen have—those seamen from whose mouths 
this irresponsible institution can take away the bread as a 
disciplinary measure. Yes—it’s all that. And what more? 
The name of a politician—a party man! Less than nothing; 
a mere void without as much as a shadow of responsibility 
cast into it from that light in which move the masses of men 
who work, who deal in things and face the realities—not 
the words—of this life.
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Years ago I remember overhearing two genuine shellbacks 
of the old type commenting on a ship’s officer, who, if not 
exactly incompetent, did not commend himself to their 
severe judgment of accomplished sailor-men. Said one, 
resuming and concluding the discussion in a funnily judicial 
tone:

“The Board of Trade must have been drunk when they 
gave him his certificate.”

I confess that this notion of the Board of Trade as an 
entity having a brain which could be over come by the 
fumes of strong liquor charmed me exceedingly. For 
then it would have been unlike the limited companies of 
which some exasperated wit has once said that they had 
no souls to be saved and no bodies to be kicked, and thus 
were free in this world and the next from all the effective 
sanctions of conscientious conduct. But, unfortunately, the 
picturesque pronouncement overheard by me was only a 
characteristic sally of an annoyed sailor. The Board of Trade 
is composed of bloodless departments. It has no limbs 
and no physiognomy, or else at the forthcoming inquiry it 
might have paid to the victims of the Titanic disaster the 
small tribute of a blush. I ask myself whether the Marine 
Department of the Board of Trade did really believe, 
when they decided to shelve the report on equipment for 
a time, that a ship of 45,000 tons, that any ship, could be 
made practically indestructible by means of watertight 
bulkheads? It seems incredible to anybody who had ever 
reflected upon the properties of material, such as wood 
or steel. You can’t, let builders say what they like, make 
a ship of such dimensions as strong proportionately as a 
much smaller one. The shocks our old whalers had to stand 
amongst the heavy floes in Baffin’s Bay were perfectly 
staggering, notwithstanding the most skilful handling, and 
yet they lasted for years. The Titanic, if one may believe the 
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last reports, has only scraped against a piece of ice which, 
I suspect, was not an enormously bulky and comparatively 
easily seen berg, but the low edge of a floe—and sank. 
Leisurely enough, God knows—and here the advantage 
of bulkheads comes in—for time is a great friend, a good 
helper —though in this lamentable case these bulkheads 
served only to prolong the agony of the passengers who 
could not be saved. But she sank, causing, apart from the 
sorrow and the pity of the loss of so many lives, a sort 
of surprised consternation that such a thing should have 
happened at all. Why? You build a 45,000 tons hotel of 
thin steel plates to secure the patronage of, say, a couple 
of thousand rich people (for if it had been for the emigrant 
trade alone, there would have been no such exaggeration of 
mere size), you decorate it in the style of the Pharaohs or in 
the Louis Quinze style—I don’t know which—and to please 
the aforesaid fatuous handful of individuals, who have more 
money than they know what to do with, and to the applause 
of two continents, you launch that mass with two thousand 
people on board at twenty-one knots across the sea—a 
perfect exhibition of the modern blind trust in mere material 
and appliances. And then this happens. General uproar. The 
blind trust in material and appliances has received a terrible 
shock. I will say nothing of the credulity which accepts any 
statement which specialists, technicians and office-people 
are pleased to make, whether for purposes of gain or glory 
You stand there astonished and hurt in your profoundest 
sensibilities. But what else under the circumstances could 
you expect?

For my part I could much sooner believe in an unsinkable 
ship of 3,000 tons than in one of 40,000 tons. It is one of 
those things that stand to reason. You can’t increase the 
thickness of scantling and plates indefinitely. And the mere 
weight of this bigness is an added disadvantage. In reading 
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the reports, the first reflection which occurs to one is that, if 
that luckless ship had been a couple of hundred feet shorter, 
she would have probably gone clear of the danger. But 
then, perhaps, she could not have had a swimming bath and 
a French café. That, of course, is a serious consideration. 
I am well aware that those responsible for her short and 
fatal existence ask us in desolate accents to believe that 
if she had hit end on she would have survived. Which, by 
a sort of coy implication, seems to mean that it was all 
the fault of the officer of the watch (he is dead now) for 
trying to avoid the obstacle. We shall have presently, in 
deference to commercial and industrial interests, a new 
kind of seamanship. A very new and “progressive” kind. 
If you see anything in the way, by no means try to avoid 
it; smash at it full tilt. And then—and then only you shall 
see the triumph of material, of clever contrivances, of the 
whole box of engineering tricks in fact, and cover with 
glory a commercial concern of the most unmitigated sort, 
a great Trust, and a great ship-building yard, justly famed 
for the super-excellence of its material and workmanship. 
Unsinkable! See? I told you she was unsinkable, if 
only handled in accordance with the new seamanship. 
Everything’s in that. And, doubtless, the Board of Trade, 
if properly approached, would consent to give the needed 
instructions to its examiners of Masters and Mates. Behold 
the examination-room of the future. Enter to the grizzled 
examiner a young man of modest aspect: “Are you well up 
in modern seamanship?” “I hope so, sir.” “H’m, let’s see. 
You are at night on the bridge in charge of a 150,000 tons 
ship, with a motor track, organ-loft, etc., etc., with a full 
cargo of passengers, a full crew of 1,500 café waiters, two 
sailors and a boy, three collapsible boats as per Board of 
Trade regulations, and going at your three-quarter speed of, 
say, about forty knots. You perceive suddenly right ahead, 
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and close to, something that looks like a large ice-floe. What 
would you do?” “Put the helm amidships.” “Very well. 
Why?” “In order to hit end on.” “On what grounds should 
you endeavour to hit end on?” “Because we are taught 
by our builders and masters that the heavier the smash, 
the smaller the damage, and because the requirements of 
material should be attended to.”

And so on and so on. The new seamanship: when in doubt 
try to ram fairly—whatever’s before you. Very simple. If 
only the Titanic had rammed that piece of ice (which was 
not a monstrous berg) fairly, every puffing paragraph would 
have been vindicated in the eyes of the credulous public 
which pays. But would it have been? Well, I doubt it. I am 
well aware that in the eighties the steamship Arizona, one 
of the “greyhounds of the ocean” in the jargon of that day, 
did run bows on against a very unmistakable iceberg, and 
managed to get into port on her collision bulkhead. But the 
Arizona was not, if I remember rightly, 5,000 tons register, 
let alone 45,000 and she was not going at twenty knots per 
hour. I can’t be perfectly certain at this distance of time, but 
her sea-speed could not have been more than fourteen at the 
outside. Both these facts made for safety. And, even if she 
had been engined to go twenty knots, there would not have 
been behind that speed the enormous mass, so difficult to 
check in its impetus, the terrific weight of which is bound to 
do damage to itself or others at the slightest contact.

I assure you it is not for the vain pleasure of talking about 
my own poor experiences, but only to illustrate my point, 
that I will relate here a very unsensational little incident 
I witnessed now rather more than twenty years ago in 
Sydney, N.S.W. Ships were beginning then to grow bigger 
year after year, though, of course, the present dimensions 
were not even dreamt of. I was standing on the Circular 
Quay with a Sydney pilot watching a big mail steamship of 
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one of our best-known companies being brought alongside. 
We admired her lines, her noble appearance, and were 
impressed by her size as well, though her length, I imagine, 
was hardly half that of the Titanic.

She came into the Cove (as that part of the harbour is 
called), of course very slowly, and at some hundred feet or 
so short of the quay she lost her way. That quay was then a 
wooden one, a fine structure of mighty piles and stringers 
bearing a roadway—a thing of great strength. The ship, as 
I have said before, stopped moving when some hundred 
feet from it. Then her engines were rung on slow ahead, 
and immediately rung off again. The propeller made just 
about five turns, I should say. She began to move, stealing 
on, so to speak, without a ripple; coming alongside with the 
utmost gentleness. I went on looking her over, very much 
interested, but the man with me, the pilot, muttered under 
his breath: “Too much, too much.” His exercised judgment 
had warned him of what I did not even suspect. But I 
believe that neither of us was exactly prepared for what 
happened. There was a faint concussion of the ground under 
our feet, a groaning of piles, a snapping of great iron bolts, 
and with a sound of ripping and splintering, as when a tree 
is blown down by the wind, a great strong piece of wood, 
a baulk of squared timber, was displaced several feet as if 
by enchantment. I looked at my companion in amazement. 
“I could not have believed it,” I declared. “No,” he said. 
“You would not have thought she would have cracked an 
egg—eh?”

I certainly wouldn’t have thought that. He shook his head, 
and added: “Ah! These great, big things, they want some 
handling.”

Some months afterwards I was back in Sydney. The 
same pilot brought me in from sea. And I found the same 
steamship, or else another as like her as two peas, lying at 
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anchor not far from us. The pilot told me she had arrived 
the day before, and that he was to take her alongside to-
morrow. I reminded him jocularly of the damage to the 
quay. “Oh!” he said, “we are not allowed now to bring them 
in under their own steam. We are using tugs.”

A very wise regulation. And this is my point—that size 
is to a certain extent an element of weakness. The bigger 
the ship, the more delicately she must be handled. Here is 
a contact which, in the pilot’s own words, you wouldn’t 
think could have cracked an egg; with the astonishing result 
of something like eighty feet of good strong wooden quay 
shaken loose, iron bolts snapped, a baulk of stout timber 
splintered. Now, suppose that quay had been of granite (as 
surely it is now)—or, instead of the quay, if there had been, 
say, a North Atlantic fog there, with a full-grown iceberg 
in it awaiting the gentle contact of a ship groping its way 
along blindfold? Something would have been hurt, but it 
would not have been the iceberg.

Apparently, there is a point in development when it ceases 
to be a true progress—in trade, in games, in the marvellous 
handiwork of men, and even in their demands and desires 
and aspirations of the moral and mental kind. There is a 
point when progress, to remain a real advance, must change 
slightly the direction of its line. But this is a wide question. 
What I wanted to point out here is—that the old Arizona, 
the marvel of her day, was proportionately stronger, 
handier, better equipped, than this triumph of modern naval 
architecture, the loss of which, in common parlance, will 
remain the sensation of this year. The clatter of the presses 
has been worthy of the tonnage, of the preliminary pæans of 
triumph round that vanished hull, of the reckless statements, 
and elaborate descriptions of its ornate splendour. A great 
babble of news (and what sort of news too, good heavens!) 
and eager comment has arisen around this catastrophe, 
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though it seems to me that a less strident note would have 
been more becoming in the presence of so many victims 
left struggling on the sea, of lives miserably thrown away 
for nothing, or worse than nothing: for false standards of 
achievement, to satisfy a vulgar demand of a few moneyed 
people for a banal hotel luxury—the only one they can 
understand—and because the big ship pays, in one way or 
another: in money or in advertising value.

It is in more ways than one a very ugly business, and a 
mere scrape along the ship’s side, so slight that, if reports 
are to be believed, it did not interrupt a card party in the 
gorgeously fitted (but in chaste style) smoking-room—or 
was it in the delightful French café?—is enough to bring 
on the exposure. All the people on board existed under a 
sense of false security. How false, it has been sufficiently 
demonstrated. And the fact which seems undoubted, that 
some of them actually were reluctant to enter the boats 
when told to do so, shows the strength of that falsehood. 
Incidentally, it shows also the sort of discipline on board 
these ships, the sort of hold kept on the passengers in 
the face of the unforgiving sea. These people seemed to 
imagine it an optional matter: whereas the order to leave 
the ship should be an order of the sternest character, to be 
obeyed unquestioningly and promptly by every one on 
board, with men to enforce it at once, and to carry it out 
methodically and swiftly. And it is no use to say it cannot 
be done, for it can. It has been done. The only requisite is 
manageableness of the ship herself and of the numbers she 
carries on board. That is the great thing which makes for 
safety. A commander should be able to hold his ship and 
everything on board of her in the hollow of his hand, as it 
were. But with the modern foolish trust in material, and 
with those floating hotels, this has become impossible. A 
man may do his best, but he cannot succeed in a task which 
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from greed, or more likely from sheer stupidity, has been 
made too great for anybody’s strength.

The readers of The English Review, who cast a friendly 
eye nearly six years ago on my Reminiscences, and know 
how much the merchant service, ships and men, has been 
to me, will understand my indignation that those men of 
whom (speaking in no sentimental phrase, but in the very 
truth of feeling) I can’t even now think otherwise than as 
brothers, have been put by their commercial employers in 
the impossibility to perform efficiently their plain duty; 
and this from motives which I shall not enumerate here, 
but whose intrinsic unworthiness is plainly revealed by 
the greatness the miserable greatness, of that disaster. 
Some of them have perished. To die for commerce is hard 
enough, but to go under that sea we have been trained to 
combat, with a sense of failure in the supreme duty of one’s 
calling is indeed a bitter fate. Thus they are gone, and the 
responsibility remains with the living who will have no 
difficulty in replacing them by others, just as good, at the 
same wages. It was their bitter fate. But I, who can look at 
some arduous years when their duty was my duty too, and 
their feelings were my feelings, can remember some of us 
who once upon a time were more fortunate.

It is of them that I would talk a little, for my own comfort 
partly, and also because I am sticking all the time to my 
subject to illustrate my point, the point of manageableness 
which I have raised just now. Since the memory of the 
lucky Arizona has been evoked by others than myself, 
and made use of by me for my own purpose, let me call 
up the ghost of another ship of that distant day whose less 
lucky destiny inculcates another lesson making for my 
argument. The Douro, a ship belonging to the Royal Mail 
Steam Packet Company, was rather less than one-tenth the 
measurement of the Titanic. Yet, strange as it may appear 

SOME REFLECTIONS ON THE LOSS OF THE TITANIC



364 CLASSIC ESSAYS

to the ineffable hotel exquisites who form the bulk of the 
first-class Cross-Atlantic Passengers, people of position 
and wealth and refinement did not consider it an intolerable 
hardship to travel in her, even all the way from South 
America; this being the service she was engaged upon. Of 
her speed I know nothing, but it must have been the average 
of the period, and the decorations of her saloons were, I 
dare say, quite up to the mark; but I doubt if her birth had 
been boastfully paragraphed all round the Press, because 
that was not the fashion of the time. She was not a mass of 
material gorgeously furnished and upholstered. She was 
a ship. And she was not, in the apt words of an article by 
Commander C. Crutchley, R.N.R., which I have just read, 
“run by a sort of hotel syndicate composed of the Chief 
Engineer, the Purser, and the Captain,” as these monstrous 
Atlantic ferries are. She was really commanded, manned, 
and equipped as a ship meant to keep the sea: a ship first 
and last in the fullest meaning of the term, as the fact I am 
going to relate will show.

She was off the Spanish coast, homeward bound, and 
fairly full, just like the Titanic; and further, the proportion 
of her crew to her passengers, I remember quite well, was 
very much the same. The exact number of souls on board 
I have forgotten. It might have been nearly three hundred, 
certainly not more. The night was moonlit, but hazy, the 
weather fine with a heavy swell running from the westward, 
which means that she must have been rolling a great deal, 
and in that respect the conditions for her were worse than in 
the case of the Titanic. Some time either just before or just 
after midnight, to the best of my recollection, she was run 
into amidships and at right angles by a large steamer which 
after the blow backed out, and, herself apparently damaged, 
remained motionless at some distance.

My recollection is that the Douro remained afloat after the 
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collision for fifteen minutes or thereabouts. It might have 
been twenty, but certainly something under the half-hour. 
In that time the boats were lowered, all the passengers put 
into them, and the lot shoved off. There was no time to do 
anything more. All the crew of the Douro went down with 
her, literally without a murmur. When she went she plunged 
bodily down like a stone. The only members of the ship’s 
company who survived were the third officer, who was 
from the first ordered to take charge of the boats, and the 
seamen told off to man them, two in each. Nobody else was 
picked up. A quartermaster, one of the saved in the way of 
duty, with whom I talked a month or so afterwards, told me 
that they pulled up to the spot, but could neither see a head 
nor hear the faintest cry.

But I have forgotten. A passenger was drowned. She was 
a lady’s maid who, frenzied with terror, refused to leave the 
ship. One of the boats waited near by till the chief officer, 
finding himself absolutely unable to tear the girl away from 
the rail to which she clung with a frantic grasp, ordered the 
boat away out of danger. My quartermaster told me that he 
spoke over to them in his ordinary voice, and this was the 
last sound heard before the ship sank.

The rest is silence. I daresay there was the usual official 
inquiry, but who cared for it? That sort of thing speaks 
for itself with no uncertain voice; though the papers, 
I remember, gave the event no space to speak of: no 
large headlines—no headlines at all. You see it was not 
the fashion at the time. A seamanlike piece of work, of 
which one cherishes the old memory at this juncture more 
than ever before. She was a ship commanded, manned, 
equipped—not a sort of marine Ritz, proclaimed unsinkable 
and sent adrift with its casual population upon the sea, 
without enough boats, without enough seamen (but with a 
Parisian café and four hundred of poor devils of waiters) to 
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meet dangers which, let the engineers say what they like, 
lurk always amongst the waves; sent with a blind trust in 
mere material, light-heartedly, to a most miserable, most 
fatuous disaster.

And there are, too, many ugly developments about this 
tragedy. The rush of the senatorial inquiry before the poor 
wretches escaped from the jaws of death had time to draw 
breath, the vituperative abuse of a man no more guilty than 
others in this matter, and the suspicion of this aimless fuss 
being a political move to get home on the M.T. Company, 
into which, in common parlance, the United States 
Government has got its knife, I don’t pretend to understand 
why, though with the rest of the world I am aware of the 
fact. Perhaps there may be an excellent and worthy reason 
for it; but I venture to suggest that to take advantage of so 
many pitiful corpses, is not pretty. And the exploiting of the 
mere sensation on the other side is not pretty in its wealth 
of heartless inventions. Neither is the welter of Marconi lies 
which has not been sent vibrating without some reason, for 
which it would be nauseous to inquire too closely. And the 
calumnious, baseless, gratuitous, circumstantial lie charging 
poor Captain Smith with desertion of his post by means 
of suicide is the vilest and most ugly thing of all in this 
outburst of journalistic enterprise, without feeling, without 
honour, without decency.

But all this has its moral. And that other sinking which 
I have related here and to the memory of which a seaman 
turns with relief and thankfulness has its moral too. Yes, 
material may fail, and men, too, may fail sometimes; but 
more often men, when they are given the chance, will prove 
themselves truer than steel, that wonderful thin steel from-
which the sides and the bulkheads of our modern sea-
leviathans are made.



45

THOUGHTS ON GOVERNMENT (1776)

By John Adams

MY DEAR SIR, —If I was equal to the task of forming 
a plan for the government of a colony, I should be flattered 
with your request, and very happy to comply with it; 
because, as the divine science of politics is the science 
of social happiness, and the blessings of society depend 
entirely on the constitutions of government, which are 
generally institutions that last for many generations, there 
can be no employment more agreeable to a benevolent mind 
than a research after the best.

Pope flattered tyrants too much when he said,
“For forms of government let fools contest,
That which is best administered is best.”
Nothing can be more fallacious than this. But poets read 

history to collect flowers, not fruits; they attend to fanciful 
images, not the effects of social institutions. Nothing is 
more certain, from the history of nations and nature of man, 
than that some forms of government are better fitted for 
being well administered than others.

We ought to consider what is the end of government, 
before we determine which is the best form. Upon this point 
all speculative politicians will agree, that the happiness of 
society is the end of government, as all divines and moral 
philosophers will agree that the happiness of the individual 
is the end of man. From this principle it will follow, that the 
form of government which communicates ease, comfort, 
security, or, in one word, happiness, to the greatest number 
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of persons, and in the greatest degree, is the best.
All sober inquirers after truth, ancient and modern, pagan 

and Christian, have declared that the happiness of man, 
as well as his dignity, consists in virtue. Confucius, Zo- 
roaster, Socrates, Mahomet, not to mention authorities 
really sacred, have agreed in this.

If there is a form of government, then, whose principle 
and foundation is virtue, will not every sober man 
acknowledge it better calculated to promote the general 
happiness than any other form?

Fear is the foundation of most governments; but it is 
so sordid and brutal a passion, and renders men in whose 
breasts it predominates so stupid and miserable, that 
Americans will not be likely to approve of any political 
institution which is founded on it.

Honor is truly sacred, but holds a lower rank in the 
scale of moral excellence than virtue. Indeed, the former 
is but a part of the latter, and consequently has not equal 
pretensions to support a frame of government productive of 
human happiness.

The foundation of every government is some principle or 
passion in the minds of the people. The noblest principles 
and most generous affections in our nature, then, have the 
fairest chance to support the noblest and most generous 
models of government.

A man must be indifferent to the sneers of modern 
English men, to mention in their company the names of 
Sidney, Harrington, Locke, Milton, Nedham, Neville, 
Burnet, and Hoadly. No small fortitude is necessary to 
confess that one has read them. The wretched condition 
of this country, however, for ten or fifteen years past, has 
frequently reminded me of their principles and reasonings. 
They will convince any candid mind, that there is no good 
government but what is republican. That the only valuable 
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part of the British constitution is so; because the very 
definition of a republic is “an empire of laws, and not of 
men.” That, as a republic is the best of governments, so that 
particular arrangement of the powers of society, or, in other 
words, that form of government which is best contrived to 
secure an impartial and exact execution of the laws, is the 
best of republics.

Of republics there is an inexhaustible variety, because the 
possible combinations of the powers of society are capable 
of innumerable variations.

As good government is an empire of laws, how shall your 
laws be made? In a large society, inhabiting an extensive 
country, it is impossible that the whole should assemble 
to make laws. The first necessary step, then, is to depute 
power from the many to a few of the most wise and good. 
But by what rules shall you choose your representatives? 
Agree upon the number and qualifications of persons who 
shall have the benefit of choosing, or annex this privilege to 
the inhabitants of a certain extent of ground.

The principal difficulty lies, and the greatest care should 
be employed, in constituting this representative assembly. 
It should be in miniature an exact portrait of the people at 
large. It should think, feel, reason, and act like them. That 
it may be the interest of this assembly to do strict justice 
at all times, it should be an equal representation, or, in 
other words, equal interests among the people should have 
equal interests in it. Great care should be taken to effect 
this, and to prevent unfair, partial, and corrupt elections. 
Such regulations, however, may be better made in times of 
greater tranquillity than the present; and they will spring up 
themselves naturally, when all the powers of government 
come to be in the hands of the people’s friends. At present, 
it will be safest to proceed in all established modes, to 
which the people have been familiarized by habit.
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A representation of the people in one assembly being 
obtained, a question arises, whether all the powers of 
government, legislative, executive, and judicial, shall be left 
in this body? I think a people cannot be long free, nor ever 
happy, whose government is in one assembly. My reasons 
for this opinion are as follow:—

1. A single assembly is liable to all the vices, follies, and 
frailties of an individual; subject to fits of humor, starts of 
passion, flights of enthusiasm, partialities, or prejudice, 
and consequently productive of hasty results and absurd 
judgments. And all these errors ought to be corrected and 
defects supplied by some controlling power.

2. A single assembly is apt to be avaricious, and in time 
will not scruple to exempt itself from burdens, which it will 
lay, without compunction, on its constituents.

3. A single assembly is apt to grow ambitious, and after 
a time will not hesitate to vote itself perpetual. This was 
one fault of the Long Parliament; but more remarkably 
of Holland, whose assembly first voted themselves from 
annual to septennial, then for life, and after a course of 
years, that all vacancies happening by death or otherwise, 
should be filled by themselves, without any application to 
constituents at all.

4. A representative assembly, although extremely well 
qualified, and absolutely necessary, as a branch of the 
legislative, is unfit to exercise the executive power, for want 
of two essential properties, secrecy and despatch.

5. A representative assembly is still less qualified for the 
judicial power, because it is too numerous, too slow, and 
too little skilled in the laws.

6. Because a single assembly, possessed of all the powers 
of government, would make arbitrary laws for their own 
interest, execute all laws arbitrarily for their own interest, 
and adjudge all controversies in their own favor.
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But shall the whole power of legislation rest in one 
assembly? Most of the foregoing reasons apply equally to 
prove that the legislative power ought to be more complex; 
to which we may add, that if the legislative power is wholly 
in one assembly, and the executive in another, or in a single 
person, these two powers will oppose and encroach upon 
each other, until the contest shall end in war, and the whole 
power, legislative and executive, be usurped by the strongest.

The judicial power, in such case, could not mediate, 
or hold the balance between the two contending powers, 
because the legislative would undermine it. And this shows 
the necessity, too, of giving the executive power a negative 
upon the legislative, otherwise this will be continually 
encroaching upon that.

To avoid these dangers, let a distinct assembly be 
constituted, as a mediator between the two extreme branches 
of the legislature, that which represents the people, and that 
which is vested with the executive power.

Let the representative assembly then elect by ballot, from 
among themselves or their constituents, or both, a distinct 
assembly, which, for the sake of perspicuity, we will call 
a council. It may consist of any number you please, say 
twenty or thirty, and should have a free and independent 
exercise of its judgment, and consequently a negative voice 
in the legislature.

These two bodies, thus constituted, and made integral 
parts of the legislature, let them unite, and by joint ballot 
choose a governor, who, after being stripped of most of 
those badges of domination, called prerogatives, should 
have a free and independent exercise of his judgment, and 
be made also an integral part of the legislature. This, I 
know, is liable to objections; and, if you please, you may 
make him only president of the council, as in Connecticut. 
But as the governor is to be invested with the executive 
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power, with consent of council, I think he ought to have 
a negative upon the legislative. If he is annually elective, 
as he ought to be, he will always have so much reverence 
and affection for the people, their representatives and 
counsellors, that, although you give him an independent 
exercise of his judgment, he will seldom use it in opposition 
to the two houses, except in cases the public utility of which 
would be conspicuous; and some such cases would happen.

In the present exigency of American affairs, when, by an 
act of Parliament, we are put out of the royal protection, 
and consequently discharged from our allegiance, and it has 
become necessary to assume government for our immediate 
security, the governor, lieutenant-governor, secretary, 
treasurer, commissary, attorney-general, should be chosen 
by joint ballot of both houses. And these and all other 
elections, especially of representatives and counsellors, 
should be annual, there not being in the whole circle of the 
sciences a maxim more infallible than this, “where annual 
elections end, there slavery begins.”

These great men, in this respect, should be, once a year,
“Like bubbles on the sea of matter borne,
They rise, they break, and to that sea return.”
This will teach them the great political virtues of humility, 

patience, and moderation, without which every man in 
power becomes a ravenous beast of prey.

This mode of constituting the great offices of state will 
answer very well for the present; but if by experiment it 
should be found inconvenient, the legislature may, at its 
leisure, devise other methods of creating them, by elections 
of the people at large, as in Connecticut, or it may enlarge 
the term for which they shall be chosen to seven years, or 
three years, or for life, or make any other alterations which 
the society shall find productive of its ease, its safety, its 
freedom, or, in one word, its happiness.
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A rotation of all offices, as well as of representatives and 
counsellors, has many advocates, and is contended for with 
many plausible arguments. It would be attended, no doubt, 
with many advantages; and if the society has a sufficient 
number of suitable characters to supply the great number 
of vacancies which would be made by such a rotation, I 
can see no objection to it. These persons may be allowed to 
serve for three years, and then be excluded three years, or 
for any longer or shorter term.

Any seven or nine of the legislative council may be made 
a quorum, for doing business as a privy council, to advise 
the governor in the exercise of the executive branch of 
power, and in all acts of state.

The governor should have the command of the militia and 
of all your armies. The power of pardons should be with the 
governor and council.

Judges, justices, and all other officers, civil and military, 
should be nominated and appointed by the governor, with 
the advice and consent of council, unless you choose to 
have a government more popular; if you do, all officers, 
civil and military, may be chosen by joint ballot of both 
houses; or, in order to preserve the independence and 
importance of each house, by ballot of one house, concurred 
in by the other. Sheriffs should be chosen by the freeholders 
of counties; so should registers of deeds and clerks of 
counties.

All officers should have commissions, under the hand of 
the governor and seal of the colony.

The dignity and stability of government in all its branches, 
the morals of the people, and every blessing of society 
depend so much upon an upright and skillful administration 
of justice, that the judicial power ought to be distinct from 
both the legislative and executive, and independent upon 
both, that so it may be a check upon both, as both should be 
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checks upon that. The judges, therefore, should be always 
men of learning and experience in the laws, of exemplary 
morals, great patience, calmness, coolness, and attention. 
Their minds should not be distracted with jarring interests; 
they should not be dependent upon any man, or body 
of men. To these ends, they should hold estates for life in 
their offices; or, in other words, their commissions should 
be during good behavior, and their salaries ascertained and 
established by law. For misbehavior, the grand inquest of the 
colony, the house of representatives, should impeach them 
before the governor and council, where they should have 
time and opportunity to make their defence; but, if convicted, 
should be removed from their offices, and subjected to such 
other punishment as shall be thought proper.

A militia law, requiring all men, or with very few exceptions 
besides cases of conscience, to be provided with arms and 
ammunition, to be trained at certain seasons; and requiring 
counties, towns, or other small districts, to be provided 
with public stocks of ammunition and entrenching utensils, 
and with some settled plans for transporting provisions 
after the militia, when marched to defend their country 
against sudden invasions; and requiring certain districts to 
be provided with field-pieces, companies of matrosses, and 
perhaps some regiments of light-horse, is always a wise 
institution, and, in the present circumstances of our country, 
indispensable.

Laws for the liberal education of youth, especially of the 
lower class of people, are so extremely wise and useful, 
that, to a humane and generous mind, no expense for this 
purpose would be thought extravagant.

The very mention of sumptuary laws will excite a smile. 
Whether our countrymen have wisdom and virtue enough to 
submit to them, I know not; but the happiness of the people 
might be greatly promoted by them, and a revenue saved 



375

sufficient to carry on this war forever. Frugality is a great 
revenue, besides curing us of vanities, levities, and fopperies, 
which are real antidotes to all great, manly, and warlike 
virtues.

But must not all commissions run in the name of a king? 
No. Why may they not as well run thus, “The colony of to A. 
B. greeting,” and be tested by the governor?

Why may not writs, instead of running in the name of the 
king, run thus, “The colony of to the sheriff,” &c., and be 
tested by the chief justice?

Why may not indictments conclude, “against the peace of 
the colony of and the dignity of the same?”

A constitution founded on these principles introduces 
know ledge among the people, and inspires them with a 
conscious dignity becoming freemen; a general emulation 
takes place, which causes good humor, sociability, good 
manners, and good morals to be general. That elevation 
of sentiment inspired by such a government, makes the 
common people brave and enterprising. That ambition 
which is inspired by it makes them sober, industrious, and 
frugal. You will find among them some elegance, perhaps, 
but more solidity; a little pleasure, but a great deal of 
business; some politeness, but more civility. If you compare 
such a country with the regions of domination, whether 
monarchical or aristocratical, you will fancy yourself in 
Arcadia or Elysium.

If the colonies should assume governments separately, 
they should be left entirely to their own choice of the forms; 
and if a continental constitution should be formed, it should 
be a congress, containing a fair and adequate representation 
of the colonies, and its authority should sacredly be confined 
to these cases, namely, war, trade, disputes between colony 
and colony, the post office, and the unappropriated lands of 
the crown, as they used to be called.
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These colonies, under such forms of government, 
and in such a union, would be unconquerable by all the 
monarchies of Europe.

You and I, my dear friend, have been sent into life at 
a time when the greatest lawgivers of antiquity would 
have wished to live. How few of the human race have 
ever enjoyed an opportunity of making an election 
of government, more than of air, soil, or climate, for 
themselves or their children! When, before the present 
epocha, had three millions of people full power and a fair 
opportunity to form and establish the wisest and happiest 
government that human wisdom can contrive? I hope 
you will avail yourself and your country of that extensive 
learning and indefatigable industry which you possess, to 
assist her in the formation of the happiest governments and 
the best character of a great people. For myself, I must beg 
you to keep my name out of sight; for this feeble attempt, 
if it should be known to be mine, would oblige me to apply 
to myself those lines of the immortal John Milton, in one of 
his sonnets:—

“I did but prompt the age to quit their clogs
By the known rules of ancient liberty,
When straight a barbarous noise environs me
Of owls and cuckoos, asses, apes, and dogs.”
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THE THREE KINDS OF MEN

By G. K. Chesterton

Roughly speaking, there are three kinds of people in 
this world. The first kind of people are People; they are 
the largest and probably the most valuable class. We owe 
to this class the chairs we sit down on, the clothes we 
wear, the houses we live in; and, indeed (when we come 
to think of it), we probably belong to this class ourselves. 
The second class may be called for convenience the Poets; 
they are often a nuisance to their families, but, generally 
speaking, a blessing to mankind. The third class is that of 
the Professors or Intellectuals; sometimes described as the 
thoughtful people; and these are a blight and a desolation 
both to their families and also to mankind. Of course, the 
classification sometimes overlaps, like all classification. 
Some good people are almost poets and some bad poets 
are almost professors. But the division follows lines of real 
psychological cleavage. I do not offer it lightly. It has been 
the fruit of more than eighteen minutes of earnest reflection 
and research.

The class called People (to which you and I, with 
no little pride, attach ourselves) has certain casual, yet 
profound, assumptions, which are called “commonplaces,” 
as that children are charming, or that twilight is sad and 
sentimental, or that one man fighting three is a fine sight. 
Now, these feelings are not crude; they are not even simple. 
The charm of children is very subtle; it is even complex, 
to the extent of being almost contradictory. It is, at its very 
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plainest, mingled of a regard for hilarity and a regard for 
helplessness. The sentiment of twilight, in the vulgarest 
drawing-room song or the coarsest pair of sweethearts, is, 
so far as it goes, a subtle sentiment. It is strangely balanced 
between pain and pleasure; it might also be called pleasure 
tempting pain. The plunge of impatient chivalry by which 
we all admire a man fighting odds is not at all easy to 
define separately, it means many things, pity, dramatic 
surprise, a desire for justice, a delight in experiment and the 
indeterminate. The ideas of the mob are really very subtle 
ideas; but the mob does not express them subtly. In fact, 
it does not express them at all, except on those occasions 
(now only too rare) when it indulges in insurrection and 
massacre.

Now, this accounts for the otherwise unreasonable fact 
of the existence of Poets. Poets are those who share these 
popular sentiments, but can so express them that they 
prove themselves the strange and delicate things that they 
really are. Poets draw out the shy refinement of the rabble. 
Where the common man covers the queerest emotions by 
saying, “Rum little kid,” Victor Hugo will write “L’art d’etre 
grand-pere”; where the stockbroker will only say abruptly, 
“Evenings closing in now,” Mr. Yeats will write “Into the 
twilight”; where the navvy can only mutter something about 
pluck and being “precious game,” Homer will show you 
the hero in rags in his own hall defying the princes at their 
banquet. The Poets carry the popular sentiments to a keener 
and more splendid pitch; but let it always be remembered 
that it is the popular sentiments that they are carrying. No 
man ever wrote any good poetry to show that childhood 
was shocking, or that twilight was gay and farcical, or that 
a man was contemptible because he had crossed his single 
sword with three. The people who maintain this are the 
Professors, or Prigs.
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The Poets are those who rise above the people by 
understanding them. Of course, most of the Poets wrote 
in prose—Rabelais, for instance, and Dickens. The Prigs 
rise above the people by refusing to understand them: by 
saying that all their dim, strange preferences are prejudices 
and superstitions. The Prigs make the people feel stupid; 
the Poets make the people feel wiser than they could have 
imagined that they were. There are many weird elements 
in this situation. The oddest of all perhaps is the fate of the 
two factors in practical politics. The Poets who embrace and 
admire the people are often pelted with stones and crucified. 
The Prigs who despise the people are often loaded with 
lands and crowned. In the House of Commons, for instance, 
there are quite a number of prigs, but comparatively few 
poets. There are no People there at all.

By poets, as I have said, I do not mean people who write 
poetry, or indeed people who write anything. I mean such 
people as, having culture and imagination, use them to 
understand and share the feelings of their fellows; as against 
those who use them to rise to what they call a higher plane. 
Crudely, the poet differs from the mob by his sensibility; 
the professor differs from the mob by his insensibility. He 
has not sufficient finesse and sensitiveness to sympathize 
with the mob. His only notion is coarsely to contradict it, 
to cut across it, in accordance with some egotistical plan of 
his own; to tell himself that, whatever the ignorant say, they 
are probably wrong. He forgets that ignorance often has the 
exquisite intuitions of innocence.

Let me take one example which may mark out the outline 
of the contention. Open the nearest comic paper and let 
your eye rest lovingly upon a joke about a mother-in-law. 
Now, the joke, as presented for the populace, will probably 
be a simple joke; the old lady will be tall and stout, the 
hen-pecked husband will be small and cowering. But for 
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all that, a mother-in-law is not a simple idea. She is a very 
subtle idea. The problem is not that she is big and arrogant; 
she is frequently little and quite extraordinarily nice. The 
problem of the mother-in-law is that she is like the twilight: 
half one thing and half another. Now, this twilight truth, this 
fine and even tender embarrassment, might be rendered, 
as it really is, by a poet, only here the poet would have to 
be some very penetrating and sincere novelist, like George 
Meredith, or Mr. H. G. Wells, whose “Ann Veronica” I have 
just been reading with delight. I would trust the fine poets 
and novelists because they follow the fairy clue given them 
in Comic Cuts. But suppose the Professor appears, and 
suppose he says (as he almost certainly will), “A mother-
in-law is merely a fellow-citizen. Considerations of sex 
should not interfere with comradeship. Regard for age 
should not influence the intellect. A mother-in-law is merely 
Another Mind. We should free ourselves from these tribal 
hierarchies and degrees.” Now, when the Professor says 
this (as he always does), I say to him, “Sir, you are coarser 
than Comic Cuts. You are more vulgar and blundering than 
the most elephantine music-hall artiste. You are blinder and 
grosser than the mob. These vulgar knockabouts have, at 
least, got hold of a social shade and real mental distinction, 
though they can only express it clumsily. You are so clumsy 
that you cannot get hold of it at all. If you really cannot see 
that the bridegroom’s mother and the bride have any reason 
for constraint or diffidence, then you are neither polite nor 
humane: you have no sympathy in you for the deep and 
doubtful hearts of human folk.” It is better even to put the 
difficulty as the vulgar put it than to be pertly unconscious 
of the difficulty altogether.

The same question might be considered well enough 
in the old proverb that two is company and three is none. 
This proverb is the truth put popularly: that is, it is the truth 
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put wrong. Certainly it is untrue that three is no company. 
Three is splendid company: three is the ideal number for 
pure comradeship: as in the Three Musketeers. But if you 
reject the proverb altogether; if you say that two and three 
are the same sort of company; if you cannot see that there 
is a wider abyss between two and three than between three 
and three million—then I regret to inform you that you 
belong to the Third Class of human beings; that you shall 
have no company either of two or three, but shall be alone 
in a howling desert till you die.
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TO WRITE OR NOT TO WRITE

By Susan Andrews Rice

When any one living in this age of the world feels that 
he has thoughts clamoring for utterance, he seeks advice 
from some one who has attained success in the profession 
of literature. In most instances he receives no satisfactory 
criticism, and is compelled to act on innate conviction of 
his right to enter the “thorny path” and fight his way up to 
the top, where, we are told, there is always room.

There seem to be two literary factions pitted against 
each other. Those of one class employ their best effort in 
dissuading young writers from writing; those of another set 
forth an author's life in glowing colors. One faction will tell 
you that half the manuscripts sent to editors are not even 
accorded the courtesy of an examination unless signed by 
a well-known name. Another says that editors are keenly 
on the outlook for original matter, seizing with avidity 
anything that promises to make a new element in current 
literature.

A noted author writes to a young aspirant: “Sweet and 
natural though your utterance seems to be, let me ask you 
in the friendliest spirit not to write at all. The toil is great, 
the pursuit incessant, the reward not outward.” To the same 
young woman writes another equally well-known writer: 
“Your work is excellent; you can and will succeed.”

The fact is obvious that there is a literary aristocracy in 
America. Born in an intellectual atmosphere, with inherited 
talent, wrapped in their own dreams, knowing little of 
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the struggle and toil of their less fortunate co-workers, its 
members stand aloof, saying: Thou shalt not enter therein. 
The old Italian poet quaintly puts it:—

“For singing loudly is not singing well;
But ever by the song that’s soft and low
The master singer’s voice is plain to tell.
Few have it, and yet all are masters now,
And each of them can trill out what he calls
His ballads, canzonets, and madrigals.
The world with masters is so covered o’er
There is no room for pupils any more.”
Therefore, the individual who contemplates becoming 

an author must be a law unto himself. If he finds his truest 
expression, his greatest delight in literary work, let him 
persevere, all the world to the contrary notwithstanding.

“There is no chance, no destiny, no fate,
Can circumvent, can hinder, or control
The firm resolve of a determined soul.
Gifts count for nothing; will alone is great.”
An editor, noted for his gentleness and courtesy, tells us 

that all writers must go through an evolutionary process 
of rejected manuscripts, and cites the instance of Mrs. 
Harriet Prescott Spofford, who awoke one morning to find 
herself famous. She had written “The Amber Gods.” When 
congratulated as the first author who had attained reputation 
by a single effort, she replied:—

“No, that is not true. I have been writing for years under 
an assumed name.”

Susan Andrews Rice.
WASHINGTON, D. C.
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TRUTH OF INTERCOURSE

By Robert Louis Stevenson

AMONG sayings that have a currency in spite of being 
wholly false upon the face of them for the sake of a half-
truth upon another subject which is accidentally combined 
with error, one of the grossest and broadest conveys the 
monstrous proposition that it is easy to tell the truth and 
hard to tell a lie. I wish heartily it were. But the truth is one; 
it has first to be discovered, then justly and exactly uttered. 
Even with instruments specially contrived for such a 
purpose—with a foot rule, a level, or a theodolite—it is not 
easy to be exact; it is easier, alas! to be inexact. From those 
who mark the divisions on a scale to those who measure 
the boundaries of empires or the distance of the heavenly 
stars, it is by careful method and minute, unwearying 
attention that men rise even to material exactness or to sure 
knowledge even of external and constant things. But it is 
easier to draw the outline of a mountain than the changing 
appearance of a face; and truth in human relations is of this 
more intangible and dubious order: hard to seize, harder 
to communicate. Veracity to facts in a loose, colloquial 
sense—not to say that I have been in Malabar when as a 
matter of fact I was never out of England, not to say that 
I have read Cervantes in the original when as a matter of 
fact I know not one syllable of Spanish—this, indeed, is 
easy and to the same degree unimportant in itself. Lies of 
this sort, according to circumstances, may or may not be 
important; in a certain sense even the may or may not be 
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false. The habitual liar may be a very honest fellow, and 
live truly with his wife and friends; while another man who 
never told a formal falsehood in his life may yet be himself 
one lie-heart and face, from top to bottom. This is the kind 
of lie which poisons intimacy. And, vice versâ, veracity to 
sentiment, truth in a relation, truth to your own heart and 
your friends, never to feign or falsify emotion—that is the 
truth which makes love possible and mankind happy.

L’art de bien dire is but a drawing-room accomplishment 
unless it be pressed into the service of the truth. The 
difficulty of literature is not to write, but to write what 
you mean; not to affect your reader, but to affect him 
precisely as you wish. This is commonly understood in the 
case of books or set orations; even in making your will, 
or writing an explicit letter, some difficulty is admitted by 
the world. But one thing you can never make Philistine 
natures understand; one thing, which yet lies on the surface, 
remains as unseizable to their wits as a high flight of 
metaphysics—namely, that the business of life is mainly 
carried on by means of this difficult art of literature, and 
according to a man’s proficiency in that art shall be the 
freedom and the fulness of his intercourse with other 
men. Anybody, it is supposed, can say what he means; 
and, in spite of their notorious experience to the contrary, 
people so continue to suppose. Now, I simply open the 
last book I have been reading—Mr. Leland’s captivating 
English Gipsies. “It is said,” I find on page 7, “that those 
who can converse with Irish peasants in their own native 
tongue form far higher opinions of their appreciation of the 
beautiful, and of the elements of humour and pathos in their 
hearts, than do those who know their thoughts only through 
the medium of English. I know from my own observations 
that this is quite the case with the Indians of North America, 
and it is unquestionably so with the gipsy.” In short, where 
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a man has not a full possession of the language, the most 
important, because the most amiable, qualities of his 
nature have to lie buried and fallow; for the pleasure of 
comradeship, and the intellectual part of love, rest upon 
these very “elements of humour and pathos.” Here is a man 
opulent in both, and for lack of a medium he can put none 
of it out to interest in the market of affection! But what 
is thus made plain to our apprehensions in the case of a 
foreign language is partially true even with the tongue we 
learned in childhood. Indeed, we all speak different dialects; 
one shall be copious and exact, another loose and meagre; 
but the speech of the ideal talker shall correspond and fit 
upon the truth of fact—not clumsily, obscuring lineaments, 
like a mantle, but cleanly adhering, like an athlete’s skin. 
And what is the result? That the one can open himself more 
clearly to his friends, and can enjoy more of what makes 
life truly valuable—intimacy with those he loves. An orator 
makes a false step; he employs some trivial, some absurd, 
some vulgar phrase; in the turn of a sentence, he insults 
by a side wind, those whom he is labouring to charm; in 
speaking to one sentiment he unconsciously ruffles another 
in parenthesis; and you are not surprised, for you know 
his task to be delicate and filled with perils. “O frivolous 
mind of man, light ignorance!” As if yourself, when you 
seek to explain some misunderstanding or excuse some 
apparent fault, speaking swiftly and addressing a mind still 
recently incensed, were not harnessing for a more perilous 
adventure; as if yourself required less tact and eloquence; as 
if an angry friend or a suspicious lover were not more easy 
to offend than a meeting of indifferent politicians! Nay, and 
the orator treads in a beaten round; the matters he discusses 
have been discussed a thousand times before; language is 
ready-shaped to his purpose; he speaks out of a cut and 
dry vocabulary. But you—may it not be that your defence 
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reposes on some subtlety of feeling, not so much as touched 
upon in Shakespeare, to express which, like a pioneer, you 
must venture forth into zones of thought still unsurveyed, 
and become yourself a literary innovator? For even in love 
there are unlovely humours; ambiguous acts, unpardonable 
words, may yet have sprung from a kind sentiment. If the 
injured one could read your heart, you may be sure that he 
would understand and pardon; but, alas! the heart cannot be 
shown—it has to be demonstrated in words. Do you think it 
is a hard thing to write poetry? Why, that is to write poetry, 
and of a high, if not the highest, order.

I should even more admire “the lifelong and heroic 
literary labours” of my fellow-men, patiently clearing up 
in words their loves and their contentions, and speaking 
their autobiography daily to their wives, were it not for 
a circumstance which lessens their difficulty and my 
admiration by equal parts. For life, though largely, is not 
entirely carried on by literature. We are subject to physical 
passions and contortions; the voice breaks and changes, and 
speaks by unconscious and winning inflections; we have 
legible countenances, like an open book; things that cannot 
be said look eloquently through the eyes; and the soul, 
not locked into the body as a dungeon, dwells ever on the 
threshold with appealing signals. Groans and tears, looks 
and gestures, a flush or a paleness, are often the most clear 
reporters of the heart, and speak more directly to the hearts 
of others. The message flies by these interpreters in the least 
space of time, and the misunderstanding is averted in the 
moment of its birth. To explain in words takes time and a 
just and patient hearing; and in the critical epochs of a close 
relation, patience and justice are not qualities on which we 
can rely. But the look or the gesture explains things in a 
breath; they tell their message without ambiguity; unlike 
speech, they cannot stumble, by the way, on a reproach or 

TRUTH OF INTERCOURSE



388 CLASSIC ESSAYS

an allusion that should steel your friend against the truth; 
and then they have a higher authority, for they are the direct 
expression of the heart, not yet transmitted through the 
unfaithful and sophisticating brain. Not long ago I wrote a 
letter to a friend which came near involving us in quarrel; 
but we met, and in personal talk I repeated the worst of 
what I had written, and added worse to that; and with the 
commentary of the body it seemed not unfriendly either 
to hear or say. Indeed, letters are in vain for the purposes 
of intimacy; an absence is a dead break in the relation; yet 
two who know each other fully and are bent on perpetuity 
in love, may so preserve the attitude of their affections that 
they may meet on the same terms as they had parted.

Pitiful is the case of the blind, who cannot read the face; 
pitiful that of the deaf, who cannot follow the changes of 
the voice. And there are others also to be pitied; for there 
are some of an inert, uneloquent nature, who have been 
denied all the symbols of communication, who have neither 
a lively play of facial expression, nor speaking gestures, nor 
a responsive voice, nor yet the gift of frank, explanatory 
speech: people truly made of clay, people tied for life into 
a bag which no one can undo. They are poorer than the 
gipsy, for their heart can speak no language under heaven. 
Such people we must learn slowly by the tenor of their 
acts, or through yea and nay communications; or we take 
them on trust on the strength of a general air, and now and 
again, when we see the spirit breaking through in a flash, 
correct or change our estimate. But these will be uphill 
intimacies, without charm or freedom, to the end; and 
freedom is the chief ingredient in confidence. Some minds, 
romantically dull, despise physical endowments. That is a 
doctrine for a misanthrope; to those who like their fellow-
creatures it must always be meaningless; and, for my part, 
I can see few things more desirable, after the possession of 
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such radical qualities as honour and humour and pathos, 
than to have a lively and not a stolid countenance; to have 
looks to correspond with every feeling; to be elegant and 
delightful in person, so that we shall please even in the 
intervals of active pleasing, and may never discredit speech 
with uncouth manners or become unconsciously our own 
burlesques. But of all unfortunates there is one creature (for 
I will not call him man) conspicuous in misfortune. This 
is he who has forfeited his birthright of expression, who 
has cultivated artful intonations, who has taught his face 
tricks, like a pet monkey, and on every side perverted or cut 
off his means of communication with his fellowmen. The 
body is a house of many windows: there we all sit, showing 
ourselves and crying on the passers-by to come and love 
us. But this fellow has filled his windows with opaque 
glass, elegantly coloured. His house may be admired for its 
design, the crowd may pause before the stained windows, 
but meanwhile the poor proprietor must lie languishing 
within, uncomforted, unchangeably alone.

Truth of intercourse is something more difficult than to 
refrain from open lies. It is possible to avoid falsehood 
and yet not tell the truth. It is not enough to answer 
formal questions. To reach the truth by yea and nay 
communications implies a questioner with a share of 
inspiration such as is often found in mutual love. Yea and 
nay mean nothing; the meaning must have been related in 
the question. Many words are often necessary to convey a 
very simple statement; for in this sort of exercise we never 
hit the gold; the most that we can hope is by many arrows, 
more or less far off on different sides, to indicate, in the 
course of time, for what target we are aiming, and after 
an hour’s talk, back and forward, to convey the purport 
of a single principle or a single thought. And yet while 
the curt, pithy speaker misses the point entirely, a wordy, 
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prolegomenous babbler will often add three new offences 
in the process of excusing one. It is really a most delicate 
affair. The world was made before the English language, 
and seemingly upon a different design. Suppose we held our 
converse, not in words, but in music; those who have a bad 
ear would find themselves cut off from all near commerce, 
and no better than foreigners in this big world. But we do 
not consider how many have “a bad ear” for words, nor 
how often the most eloquent find nothing to reply. I hate 
questioners and questions; there are so few that can be 
spoken to without a lie. “Do you forgive me?” Madam and 
sweetheart, so far as I have gone in life I have never yet 
been able to discover what forgiveness means. “Is it still 
the same between us?” Why, how can it be? It is eternally 
different; and yet you are still the friend of my heart. “Do 
you understand me?” God knows; I should think it highly 
improbable.

The cruelest lies are often told in silence. A man may 
have sat in a room for hours and not opened his teeth, 
and yet come out of that room a disloyal friend or a vile 
calumniator. And how many loves have perished because, 
from pride, or spite, or diffidence, or that unmanly shame 
which withholds a man from daring to betray emotion, a 
lover, at the critical point of the relation, has but hung his 
head and held his tongue? And, again, a lie may be told 
by a truth, or a truth conveyed through a lie. Truth to facts 
is not always truth to sentiment; and part of the truth, as 
often happens in answer to a question, may be the foulest 
calumny. A fact may be an exception; but the feeling is 
the law, and it is that which you must neither garble nor 
belie. The whole tenor of a conversation is a part of the 
meaning of each separate statement; the beginning and the 
end define and travesty the intermediate conversation. You 
never speak to God; you address a fellow-man, full of his 
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own tempers; and to tell truth, rightly understood, is not to 
state the true facts, but to convey a true impression; truth 
in spirit, not truth to letter, is the true veracity. To reconcile 
averted friends a Jesuitical discretion is often needful, not 
so much to gain a kind hearing as to communicate sober 
truth. Women have an ill name in this connection; yet they 
live in as true relations; the lie of a good woman is the true 
index of her heart.

“It takes,” says Thoreau, in the noblest and most useful 
passage I remember to have read in any modern author, 1 
“two to speak truth—one to speak and another to hear.” 
He must be very little experienced, or have no great zeal 
for truth, who does not recognise the fact. A grain of anger 
or a grain of suspicion produces strange acoustical effects, 
and makes the ear greedy to remark offence. Hence we find 
those who have once quarrelled carry themselves distantly, 
and are ever ready to break the truce. To speak truth there 
must be moral equality or else no respect; and hence 
between parent and child intercourse is apt to degenerate 
into a verbal fencing bout, and misapprehensions to become 
ingrained. And there is another side to this, for the parent 
begins with an imperfect notion of the child’s character, 
formed in early years or during the equinoctial gales of 
youth; to this he adheres, noting only the facts which suit 
with his preconception; and wherever a person fancies 
himself unjustly judged, he at once and finally gives up 
the effort to speak truth. With our chosen friends, on the 
other hand and still more between lovers (for mutual 
understanding is love’s essence), the truth is easily indicated 
by the one and aptly comprehended by the other. A hint 
taken, a look understood, conveys the gist of long and 
delicate explanations; and where the life is known even yea 
and nay become luminous. In the closest of all relations—
that of a love well founded and equally shared-speech is 
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half discarded, like a roundabout, infantile process or a 
ceremony or formal etiquette; and the two communicate 
directly by their presences, and with few looks and fewer 
words contrive to share their good and evil and uphold each 
other’s hearts in joy. For love rests upon a physical basis; it 
is a familiarity of nature’s making and apart from voluntary 
choice. Understanding has in some sort outrun knowledge, 
for the affection perhaps began with the acquaintance; and 
as it was not made like other relations, so it is not, like 
them, to be perturbed or clouded. Each knows more than 
can be uttered; each lives by faith, and believes by a natural 
compulsion; and between man and wife the language of the 
body is largely developed and grown strangely eloquent. 
The thought that prompted and was conveyed in a caress 
would only lose to be set down in words—ay, although 
Shakespeare himself should be the scribe.

Yet it is in these dear intimacies, beyond all others, that 
we must strive and do battle for the truth. Let but a doubt 
arise, and alas! all the previous intimacy and confidence 
is but another charge against the person doubted. “What a 
monstrous dishonesty is this if I have been deceived so long 
and so completely!” Let but that thought gain entrance, and 
you plead before a deaf tribunal. Appeal to the past; why, 
that is your crime! Make all clear, convince the reason; alas! 
speciousness is but a proof against you. “If you can abuse 
me now, the more likely that you have abused me from the 
first.”

For a strong affection such moments are worth supporting, 
and they will end well; for your advocate is in your lover’s 
heart and speaks her own language; it is not you but she 
herself who can defend and clear you of the charge. But in 
slighter intimacies, and for a less stringent union? Indeed, 
is it worth while? We are all incompris, only more or less 
concerned for the mischance; all trying wrongly to do right; 
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all fawning at each other’s feet like dumb, neglected lap-
dogs. Sometimes we catch an eye—this is our opportunity 
in the ages—and we wag our tail with a poor smile. “Is that 
all?” All? If you only knew! But how can they know? They 
do not love us; the more fools we to squander life on the 
indifferent.

But the morality of the thing, you will be glad to hear, 
is excellent; for it is only by trying to understand others 
that we can get our own hearts understood; and in matters 
of human feeling the clement judge is the most successful 
pleader.

TRUTH OF INTERCOURSE
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WHEN A MAN COMES TO HIMSELF

By Woodrow Wilson

I
It is a very wholesome and regenerating change which 

a man undergoes when he “comes to himself.” It is not 
only after periods of recklessness or infatuation, when he 
has played the spendthrift or the fool, that a man comes to 
himself. He comes to himself after experiences of which 
he alone may be aware: when he has left off being wholly 
preoccupied with his own powers and interests and with 
every petty plan that centers in himself; when he has cleared 
his eyes to see the world as it is, and his own true place and 
function in it.

It is a process of disillusionment. The scales have fallen 
away. He sees himself soberly, and knows under what 
conditions his powers must act, as well as what his powers 
are. He has got rid of earlier prepossessions about the world 
of men and affairs, both those which were too favorable 
and those which were too unfavorable—both those of the 
nursery and those of a young man’s reading. He has learned 
his own paces, or, at any rate, is in a fair way to learn them; 
has found his footing and the true nature of the “going” 
he must look for in the world; over what sorts of roads he 
must expect to make his running, and at what expenditure 
of effort; whither his goal lies, and what cheer he may 
expect by the way. It is a process of disillusionment, but it 
disheartens no soundly made man. It brings him into a light 
which guides instead of deceiving him; a light which does 
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not make the way look cold to any man whose eyes are fit 
for use in the open, but which shines wholesomely, rather 
upon the obvious path, like the honest rays of the frank sun, 
and makes traveling both safe and cheerful. 

II
There is no fixed time in a man’s life at which he comes 

to himself, and some men never come to themselves at all. 
It is a change reserved for the thoroughly sane and healthy, 
and for those who can detach themselves from tasks and 
drudgery long and often enough to get, at any rate once 
and again, a view of the proportions of life and of the stage 
and plot of its action. We speak often with amusement, 
sometimes with distaste and uneasiness, of men who “have 
no sense of humor,” who take themselves too seriously, 
who are intense, self-absorbed, over-confident in matters of 
opinion, or else go plumed with conceit, proud of we cannot 
tell what, enjoying, appreciating, thinking of nothing so 
much as themselves. These are men who have not suffered 
that wholesome change. They have not come to themselves. 
If they be serious men, and real forces in the world, we may 
conclude that they have been too much and too long absorbed; 
that their tasks and responsibilities long ago rose about them 
like a flood, and have kept them swimming with sturdy stroke 
the years through, their eyes level with the troubled surface—
no horizon in sight, no passing fleets, no comrades but 
those who struggled in the flood like themselves. If they be 
frivolous, light-headed men without purpose or achievement, 
we may conjecture, if we do not know, that they were born 
so, or spoiled by fortune, or befuddled by self-indulgence. It 
is no great matter what we think of them.

It is enough to know that there are some laws which 
govern a man’s awakening to know himself and the right 
part to play. A man is the part he plays among his fellows. 
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He is not isolated; he cannot be. His life is made up of the 
relations he bears to others—is made or marred by those 
relations, guided by them, judged by them, expressed in 
them. There is nothing else upon which he can spend his 
spirit—nothing else that we can see. It is by these he gets his 
spiritual growth; it is by these we see his character revealed, 
his purpose and his gifts. Some play with a certain natural 
passion, an unstudied directness, without grace, without 
modulation, with no study of the masters or consciousness 
of the pervading spirit of the plot; others give all their 
thought to their costume and think only of the audience; a 
few act as those who have mastered the secrets of a serious 
art, with deliberate subordination of themselves to the great 
end and motive of the play, spending themselves like good 
servants, indulging no wilfulness, obtruding no eccentricity, 
lending heart and tone and gesture to the perfect progress of 
the action. These have “found themselves,” and have all the 
ease of a perfect adjustment.

Adjustment is exactly what a man gains when he comes 
to himself. Some men gain it late, some early; some 
get it all at once, as if by one distinct act of deliberate 
accommodation; others get it by degrees and quite 
imperceptibly. No doubt to most men it comes by slow 
processes of experience—at each stage of life a little. A 
college man feels the first shock of it at graduation, when 
the boy’s life has been lived out and the man’s life suddenly 
begins. He has measured himself with boys; he knows their 
code and feels the spur of their ideals of achievement. But 
what the world expects of him he has yet to find out, and 
it works, when he has discovered, a veritable revolution in 
his ways both of thought and of action. He finds a new sort 
of fitness demanded of him, executive, thorough-going, 
careful of details, full of drudgery and obedience to orders. 
Everybody is ahead of him. Just now he was a senior, at the 
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top of the world he knows and reigned in, a finished product 
and pattern of good form. Of a sudden he is a novice again, 
as green as in his first school year, studying a thing that 
seems to have no rules—at sea amid crosswinds, and a bit 
seasick withal. Presently, if he be made of stuff that will 
shake into shape and fitness, he settles to his tasks and is 
comfortable. He has come to himself: understands what 
capacity is, and what it is meant for; sees that his training 
was not for ornament or personal gratification, but to teach 
him how to use himself and develop faculties worth using. 
Henceforth there is a zest in action, and he loves to see his 
strokes tell.

The same thing happens to the lad come from the farm 
into the city, a big and novel field, where crowds rush and 
jostle, and a rustic boy must stand puzzled for a little how 
to use his placid and unjaded strength. It happens, too, 
though in a deeper and more subtle way, to the man who 
marries for love, if the love be true and fit for foul weather. 
Mr. Bagehot used to say that a bachelor was “an amateur 
at life,” and wit and wisdom are married in the jest. A man 
who lives only for himself has not begun to live—has yet 
to learn his use, and his real pleasure, too, in the world. It 
is not necessary he should marry to find himself out, but it 
is necessary he should love. Men have come to themselves 
serving their mothers with an unselfish devotion, or their 
sisters, or a cause for whose sake they forsook ease and left 
off thinking of themselves. It is unselfish action, growing 
slowly into the high habit of devotion, and at last, it may 
be, into a sort of consecration, that teaches a man the wide 
meaning of his life, and makes of him a steady professional 
in living, if the motive be not necessity, but love. Necessity 
may make a mere drudge of a man, and no mere drudge 
ever made a professional of himself; that demands a higher 
spirit and a finer incentive than his. 
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III
Surely a man has come to himself only when he has 

found the best that is in him, and has satisfied his heart with 
the highest achievement he is fit for. It is only then that he 
knows of what he is capable and what his heart demands. 
And, assuredly, no thoughtful man ever came to the end of 
his life, and had time and a little space of calm from which 
to look back upon it, who did not know and acknowledge 
that it was what he had done unselfishly and for others, and 
nothing else, that satisfied him in the retrospect, and made 
him feel that he had played the man. That alone seems to 
him the real measure of himself, the real standard of his 
manhood. And so men grow by having responsibility laid 
upon them, the burden of other people’s business. Their 
powers are put out at interest, and they get usury in kind. 
They are like men multiplied. Each counts manifold. 
Men who live with an eye only upon what is their own 
are dwarfed beside them—seem fractions while they are 
integers. The trustworthiness of men trusted seems often to 
grow with the trust.

It is for this reason that men are in love with power and 
greatness: it affords them so pleasurable an expansion of 
faculty, so large a run for their minds, an exercise of spirit 
so various and refreshing; they have the freedom of so 
wide a tract of the world of affairs. But if they use power 
only for their own ends, if there be no unselfish service 
in it, if its object be only their personal aggrandizement, 
their love to see other men tools in their hands, they go out 
of the world small, disquieted, beggared, no enlargement 
of soul vouchsafed them, no usury of satisfaction. They 
have added nothing to themselves. Mental and physical 
powers alike grow by use, as every one knows; but labor 
for oneself is like exercise in a gymnasium. No healthy 
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man can remain satisfied with it, or regard it as anything 
but a preparation for tasks in the open, amid the affairs 
of the world—not sport, but business—where there is no 
orderly apparatus, and every man must devise the means 
by which he is to make the most of himself. To make the 
most of himself means the multiplication of his activities, 
and he must turn away from himself for that. He looks 
about him, studies the facts of business or of affairs, catches 
some intimation of their larger objects, is guided by the 
intimation, and presently finds himself part of the motive 
force of communities or of nations. It makes no difference 
how small a part, how insignificant, how unnoticed. When 
his powers begin to play outward, and he loves the task at 
hand, not because it gains him a livelihood, but because it 
makes him a life, he has come to himself.

Necessity is no mother to enthusiasm. Necessity carries a 
whip. Its method is compulsion, not love. It has no thought 
to make itself attractive; it is content to drive. Enthusiasm 
comes with the revelation of true and satisfying objects of 
devotion; and it is enthusiasm that sets the powers free. It is 
a sort of enlightenment. It shines straight upon ideals, and 
for those who see it the race and struggle are henceforth 
toward these. An instance will point the meaning. One of 
the most distinguished and most justly honored of our great 
philanthropists spent the major part of his life absolutely 
absorbed in the making of money—so it seemed to those 
who did not know him. In fact, he had very early passed 
the stage at which he looked upon his business as a means 
of support or of material comfort. Business had become 
for him an intellectual pursuit, a study in enterprise and 
increment. The field of commerce lay before him like a 
chess-board; the moves interested him like the manoeuvers 
of a game. More money was more power, a great advantage 
in the game, the means of shaping men and events and 
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markets to his own ends and uses. It was his will that set 
fleets afloat and determined the havens they were bound 
for; it was his foresight that brought goods to market at the 
right time; it was his suggestion that made the industry of 
unthinking men efficacious; his sagacity saw itself justified 
at home not only, but at the ends of the earth. And as the 
money poured in, his government and mastery increased, 
and his mind was the more satisfied. It is so that men make 
little kingdoms for themselves, and an international power 
undarkened by diplomacy, undirected by parliaments. 

IV
It is a mistake to suppose that the great captains of industry, 

the great organizers and directors of manufacture and 
commerce and monetary exchange, are engrossed in a 
vulgar pursuit of wealth. Too often they suffer the vulgarity 
of wealth to display itself in the idleness and ostentation 
of their wives and children, who “devote themselves,” it 
may be, “to expense regardless of pleasure”; but we ought 
not to misunderstand even that, or condemn it unjustly. 
The masters of industry are often too busy with their own 
sober and momentous calling to have time or spare thought 
enough to govern their own households. A king may be too 
faithful a statesman to be a watchful father. These men are 
not fascinated by the glitter of gold: the appetite for power 
has got hold upon them. They are in love with the exercise 
of their faculties upon a great scale; they are organizing 
and overseeing a great part of the life of the world. No 
wonder they are captivated. Business is more interesting 
than pleasure, as Mr. Bagehot said, and when once the mind 
has caught its zest, there’s no disengaging it. The world has 
reason to be grateful for the fact.

It was this fascination that had got hold upon the faculties 
of the man whom the world was afterward to know, not 
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as a prince among merchants—for the world forgets 
merchant princes—but as a prince among benefactors; 
for beneficence breeds gratitude, gratitude admiration, 
admiration fame, and the world remembers its benefactors. 
Business, and business alone, interested him, or seemed to 
him worthwhile. The first time he was asked to subscribe 
money for a benevolent object he declined. Why should he 
subscribe? What affair would be set forward, what increase 
of efficiency would the money buy, what return would it 
bring in? Was good money to be simply given away, like 
water poured on a barren soil, to be sucked up and yield 
nothing? It was not until men who understood benevolence 
on its sensible, systematic, practical, and really helpful side 
explained it to him as an investment that his mind took 
hold of it and turned to it for satisfaction. He began to see 
that education was a thing of infinite usury; that money 
devoted to it would yield a singular increase to which there 
was no calculable end, an increase in perpetuity—increase 
of knowledge, and therefore of intelligence and efficiency, 
touching generation after generation with new impulses, 
adding to the sum total of the world’s fitness for affairs—
an invisible but intensely real spiritual usury beyond 
reckoning, because compounded in an unknown ratio from 
age to age. Henceforward beneficence was as interesting to 
him as business—was, indeed, a sort of sublimated business 
in which money moved new forces in a commerce which 
no man could bind or limit.

He had come to himself—to the full realization of his 
powers, the true and clear perception of what it was his 
mind demanded for its satisfaction. His faculties were 
consciously stretched to their right measure, were at last 
exercised at their best. He felt the keen zest, not of success 
merely, but also of honor, and was raised to a sort of 
majesty among his fellow-men, who attended him in death 
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like a dead sovereign. He had died dwarfed had he not 
broken the bonds of mere money-getting; would never have 
known himself had he not learned how to spend it; and 
ambition itself could not have shown him a straighter road 
to fame.

This is the positive side of a man’s discovery of the way 
in which his faculties are to be made to fit into the world’s 
affairs, and released for effort in a way that will bring real 
satisfaction. There is a negative side also. Men come to 
themselves by discovering their limitations no less than by 
discovering their deeper endowments and the mastery that 
will make them happy. It is the discovery of what they can 
not do, and ought not to attempt, that transforms reformers 
into statesmen; and great should be the joy of the world 
over every reformer who comes to himself. The spectacle 
is not rare; the method is not hidden. The practicability 
of every reform is determined absolutely and always by 
“the circumstances of the case,” and only those who put 
themselves into the midst of affairs, either by action or by 
observation, can know what those circumstances are or 
perceive what they signify. No statesman dreams of doing 
whatever he pleases; he knows that it does not follow that 
because a point of morals or of policy is obvious to him it 
will be obvious to the nation, or even to his own friends; 
and it is the strength of a democratic polity that there are 
so many minds to be consulted and brought to agreement, 
and that nothing can be wisely done for which the thought, 
and a good deal more than the thought, of the country, its 
sentiment and its purpose, have not been prepared. Social 
reform is a matter of cooperation, and if it be of a novel 
kind, requires an infinite deal of converting to bring the 
efficient majority to believe in it and support it. Without 
their agreement and support it is impossible. 
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V
It is this that the more imaginative and impatient reformers 

find out when they come to themselves, if that calming 
change ever comes to them. Oftentimes the most immediate 
and drastic means of bringing them to themselves is to elect 
them to legislative or executive office. That will reduce 
over-sanguine persons to their simplest terms. Not because 
they find their fellow-legislators or officials incapable 
of high purpose or indifferent to the betterment of the 
communities which they represent. Only cynics hold that 
to be the chief reason why we approach the millennium 
so slowly, and cynics are usually very ill-informed 
persons. Nor is it because under our modern democratic 
arrangements we so subdivide power and balance parts in 
government that no one man can tell for much or turn affairs 
to his will. One of the most instructive studies a politician 
could undertake would be a study of the infinite limitations 
laid upon the power of the Russian Czar, notwithstanding 
the despotic theory of the Russian constitution—limitations 
of social habit, of official prejudice, of race jealousies, of 
religious predilections, of administrative machinery even, 
and the inconvenience of being himself only one man, caught 
amidst a rush of duties and responsibilities which never halt 
or pause. He can do only what can be done with the Russian 
people. He cannot change them at will. He is himself of their 
own stuff, and immersed in the life which forms them, as it 
forms him. He is simply the leader of the Russians.

An English or American statesman is better off. He leads 
a thinking nation, not a race of peasants topped by a class 
of revolutionists and a caste of nobles and officials. He can 
explain new things to men able to understand, persuade 
men willing and accustomed to make independent and 
intelligent choices of their own. An English statesman 
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has an even better opportunity to lead than an American 
statesman, because in England executive power and 
legislative initiative are both intrusted to the same grand 
committee, the ministry of the day. The ministers both 
propose what shall be law and determine how it shall be 
enforced when enacted. And yet English reformers, like 
American, have found office a veritable cold-water bath 
for their ardor for change. Many a man who has made his 
place in affairs as the spokesman of those who see abuses 
and demand their reformation has passed from denunciation 
to calm and moderate advice when he got into Parliament, 
and has turned veritable conservative when made a minister 
of the crown. Mr. Bright was a notable example. Slow and 
careful men had looked upon him as little better than a 
revolutionist so long as his voice rang free and imperious 
from the platforms of public meetings. They greatly feared 
the influence he should exercise in Parliament, and would 
have deemed the constitution itself unsafe could they have 
foreseen that he would some day be invited to take office 
and a hand of direction in affairs. But it turned out that there 
was nothing to fear. Mr. Bright lived to see almost every 
reform he had urged accepted and embodied in legislation; 
but he assisted at the process of their realization with 
greater and greater temperateness and wise deliberation as 
his part in affairs became more and more prominent and 
responsible, and was at the last as little like an agitator as 
any man that served the queen.

It is not that such men lose courage when they find 
themselves charged with the actual direction of the affairs 
concerning which they have held and uttered such strong, 
unhesitating, drastic opinions. They have only learned 
discretion. For the first time they see in its entirety what 
it was that they were attempting. They are at last at close 
quarters with the world. Men of every interest and variety 
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crowd about them; new impressions throng them; in the 
midst of affairs the former special objects of their zeal fall 
into new environments, a better and truer perspective; seem 
no longer so susceptible to separate and radical change. The 
real nature of the complex stuff of life they were seeking to 
work in is revealed to them—its intricate and delicate fiber, 
and the subtle, secret interrelationship of its parts—and they 
work circumspectly, lest they should mar more than they 
mend. Moral enthusiasm is not, uninstructed and of itself, 
a suitable guide to practicable and lasting reformation; and 
if the reform sought be the reformation of others as well 
as of himself, the reformer should look to it that he knows 
the true relation of his will to the wills of those he would 
change and guide. When he has discovered that relation, 
he has come to himself: has discovered his real use and 
planning part in the general world of men; has come to the 
full command and satisfying employment of his faculties. 
Otherwise he is doomed to live for ever in a fool’s paradise, 
and can be said to have come to himself only on the 
supposition that he is a fool. 

VI
Every man—if I may adopt and paraphrase a passage 

from Dr. South—every man hath both an absolute and a 
relative capacity: an absolute in that he hath been endued 
with such a nature and such parts and faculties; and a 
relative in that he is part of the universal community of 
men, and so stands in such a relation to the whole. When 
we say that a man has come to himself, it is not of his 
absolute capacity that we are thinking, but of his relative. 
He has begun to realize that he is part of a whole, and to 
know what part, suitable for what service and achievement.

It was once fashionable—and that not a very long time 
ago—to speak of political society with a certain distaste, as 
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a necessary evil, an irritating but inevitable restriction upon 
the “natural” sovereignty and entire self-government of the 
individual. That was the dream of the egotist. It was a theory 
in which men were seen to strut in the proud consciousness 
of their several and “absolute” capacities. It would be as 
instructive as it would be difficult to count the errors it has 
bred in political thinking. As a matter of fact, men have 
never dreamed of wishing to do without the “trammels” of 
organized society, for the very good reason that those trammels 
are in reality but no trammels at all, but indispensable aids 
and spurs to the attainment of the highest and most enjoyable 
things man is capable of. Political society, the life of men in 
states, is an abiding natural relationship. It is neither a mere 
convenience nor a mere necessity. It is not a mere voluntary 
association, not a mere corporation. It is nothing deliberate 
or artificial, devised for a special purpose. It is in real truth 
the eternal and natural expression and embodiment of a form 
of life higher than that of the individual—that common life 
of mutual helpfulness, stimulation, and contest which gives 
leave and opportunity to the individual life, makes it possible, 
makes it full and complete.

It is in such a scene that man looks about to discover 
his own place and force. In the midst of men organized, 
infinitely cross-related, bound by ties of interest, hope, 
affection, subject to authorities, to opinion, to passion, 
to visions and desires which no man can reckon, he casts 
eagerly about to find where he may enter in with the rest 
and be a man among his fellows. In making his place 
he finds, if he seek intelligently and with eyes that see, 
more than ease of spirit and scope for his mind. He finds 
himself—as if mists had cleared away about him and he 
knew at last his neighborhood among men and tasks.

What every man seeks is satisfaction. He deceives himself 
so long as he imagines it to lie in self-indulgence, so long 
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as he deems himself the center and object of effort. His 
mind is spent in vain upon itself. Not in action itself, 
not in “pleasure,” shall it find its desires satisfied, but in 
consciousness of right, of powers greatly and nobly spent. 
It comes to know itself in the motives which satisfy it, in 
the zest and power of rectitude. Christianity has liberated 
the world, not as a system of ethics, not as a philosophy 
of altruism, but by its revelation of the power of pure and 
unselfish love. Its vital principle is not its code, but its 
motive. Love, clear-sighted, loyal, personal, is its breath and 
immortality. Christ came, not to save Himself, assuredly, 
but to save the world. His motive, His example, are every 
man’s key to his own gifts and happiness. The ethical 
code he taught may no doubt be matched, here a piece and 
there a piece, out of other religions, other teachings and 
philosophies. Every thoughtful man born with a conscience 
must know a code of right and of pity to which he ought to 
conform; but without the motive of Christianity, without 
love, he may be the purest altruist and yet be as sad and as 
unsatisfied as Marcus Aurelius.

Christianity gave us, in the fullness of time, the perfect 
image of right living, the secret of social and of individual 
well-being; for the two are not separable, and the man 
who receives and verifies that secret in his own living has 
discovered not only the best and only way to serve the 
world, but also the one happy way to satisfy himself. Then, 
indeed, has he come to himself. Henceforth he knows what 
his powers mean, what spiritual air they breathe, what 
ardors of service clear them of lethargy, relieve them of all 
sense of effort, put them at their best. After this fretfulness 
passes away, experience mellows and strengthens and 
makes more fit, and old age brings, not senility, not satiety, 
not regret, but higher hope and serene maturity.
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WHY ARE ALL MEN GAMBLERS?

By Arthur Brisbane

The annual report of the gambling house at Monte Carlo 
shows a profit of about $5,000,000.

A large collection of human beings travel from all parts of 
the world to Monte Carlo for the sake of giving $5,000,000 
to the gambling concern there.

Wherever you look on earth to-day or in the past you find 
human beings gambling, and you will find the gambling 
instinct stronger than any other—stronger than the love of 
drink, infinitely stronger than the love of normal, honest gain.

*      *      *
Christopher Columbus’s sailors gambled on the way over, 

and the Indians on this side were gambling while waiting to 
be discovered.

In an office overlooking Trinity graveyard, in New York 
City, an old man, past eighty, with a fortune of at least 
$50,000,000, gambles every day with all the excitement 
of youth. The fluctuations in his game bring to his sallow 
cheeks the color that no other human emotion could bring 
there.

On his way home this old man passes crowds of children 
in the streets and looks down, concerned and sorrowful, to 
find that they, too, are gambling. They are matching pennies 
or shaking dice.

*      *      *
Clergymen are startled and amazed to find that women 

are gambling heavily.
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They have gambled heavily ever since civilization has 
progressed far enough to give them large sums to gamble 
with. Marie Antoinette staked thousands of louis at a time 
at Versailles. She was so wrapped up in gambling she 
could not see that her neck was in danger. When the lava 
came down from Vesuvius it buried Pompeiians who were 
gambling.

The men who dig up the old monuments in Africa find 
gambling instruments crumbling away side by side with 
appliances for taking human life.

Nowhere in the lower forms of animal life, so far as 
we know, is there the slightest indication of the gambling 
instinct. The monkey, the elephant, love whiskey, and easily 
become drunkards. The passion for alcohol seems innate 
in animal life; even the wise ant can be readily induced to 
disgrace himself if alcohol is put near him.

For all the human weaknesses and mainsprings—ambition, 
affection, vanity, drunkenness, ferocity, greediness, 
cunning—we can find beginnings among the lower animals.

But man appears to have evolved from within himself the 
gambling instinct for his own especial damnation.

Where did the instinct come from? Why was it planted in 
us?

Like every other instinct with which intelligent nature 
endows us, it must have its good purpose, and it must not 
be judged merely in the corrupted form in which we study 
it at Monte Carlo or in Wall Street.

Perhaps the spirit of gambling is really only an atrophied, 
perverted form of the spirit of adventure. Columbus staked 
his life and gambled, when he started across the water.

The leaders of the American Revolution expressly staked 
their lives, their fortunes and their “sacred honor” in 
signing the Declaration of Independence. They were noble 
gamblers, working for the welfare of their fellows.

WHY ARE ALL MEN GAMBLERS?
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Perhaps gambling is only a perverted form of intelligent 
ambition—we are all natural gamblers because we have 
within us the quality which makes us willing to risk our 
own comfort, security and present happiness for a result 
that seems better worth while.

The universality of the gambling instinct in human beings 
is certainly worthy of our study.
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