
Sep 2– From All For Love by John Dryden (1677)
Act V
Scene I
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMION, and IRAS

CHARMION. Be juster, Heaven; such virtue punished thus,
Will make us think that chance rules all above,
And shuffles, with a random hand, the lots,
Which man is forced to draw.
CLEOPATRA. I could tear out these eyes, that gained his heart,
And had not power to keep it. O the curse
Of doting on, even when I find it dotage!
Bear witness, gods, you heard him bid me go;
You, whom he mocked with imprecating vows
Of promised faith!—I'll die; I will not bear it.
You may hold me—

[She pulls out her dagger, and they hold her.]
But I can keep my breath; I can die inward,
And choke this love.

Enter ALEXAS

IRAS. Help, O Alexas, help!
The queen grows desperate; her soul struggles in her
With all the agonies of love and rage,
And strives to force its passage.
CLEOPATRA. Let me go.
Art thou there, traitor!—O,
O for a little breath, to vent my rage,
Give, give me way, and let me loose upon him.
ALEXAS. Yes, I deserve it, for my ill-timed truth.
Was it for me to prop
The ruins of a falling majesty?
To place myself beneath the mighty flaw,
Thus to be crushed, and pounded into atoms,
By its o'erwhelming weight? 'Tis too presuming
For subjects to preserve that wilful power,
Which courts its own destruction.
CLEOPATRA. I would reason
More calmly with you. Did not you o'errule,
And force my plain, direct, and open love,
Into these crooked paths of jealousy?
Now, what's the event? Octavia is removed;
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But Cleopatra's banished. Thou, thou villain,
Hast pushed my boat to open sea; to prove,
At my sad cost, if thou canst steer it back.
It cannot be; I'm lost too far; I'm ruined:
Hence, thou impostor, traitor, monster, devil!—
I can no more: Thou, and my griefs, have sunk
Me down so low, that I want voice to curse thee.
ALEXAS. Suppose some shipwrecked seaman near the shore,
Dropping and faint, with climbing up the cliff,
If, from above, some charitable hand
Pull him to safety, hazarding himself,
To draw the other's weight; would he look back,
And curse him for his pains? The case is yours;
But one step more, and you have gained the height.

CLEOPATRA. Sunk, never more to rise.

ALEXAS. Octavia's gone, and Dolabella banished.
Believe me, madam, Antony is yours.
His heart was never lost, but started off
To jealousy, love's last retreat and covert;
Where it lies hid in shades, watchful in silence,
And listening for the sound that calls it back.
Some other, any man ('tis so advanced),
May perfect this unfinished work, which I
(Unhappy only to myself) have left
So easy to his hand.

CLEOPATRA. Look well thou do't; else—

ALEXAS. Else, what your silence threatens.—Antony
Is mounted up the Pharos; from whose turret,
He stands surveying our Egyptian galleys,
Engaged with Caesar's fleet. Now death or conquest!
If the first happen, fate acquits my promise;
If we o'ercome, the conqueror is yours.

[A distant shout within.]
CHARMION. Have comfort, madam: Did you mark that shout?

[Second shout nearer.]
IRAS. Hark! they redouble it.

ALEXAS. 'Tis from the port.
The loudness shows it near: Good news, kind heavens!

CLEOPATRA. Osiris make it so!

Enter SERAPION



SERAPION. Where, where's the queen?

ALEXAS. How frightfully the holy coward stares
As if not yet recovered of the assault,
When all his gods, and, what's more dear to him,
His offerings, were at stake.
SERAPION. O horror, horror!
Egypt has been; our latest hour has come:
The queen of nations, from her ancient seat,
Is sunk for ever in the dark abyss:
Time has unrolled her glories to the last,
And now closed up the volume.
CLEOPATRA. Be more plain:
Say, whence thou comest; though fate is in thy face,
Which from the haggard eyes looks wildly out,
And threatens ere thou speakest.
SERAPION. I came from Pharos;
From viewing (spare me, and imagine it)
Our land's last hope, your navy—

CLEOPATRA. Vanquished?

SERAPION. No:
They fought not.

CLEOPATRA. Then they fled.

SERAPION. Nor that. I saw,
With Antony, your well-appointed fleet
Row out; and thrice he waved his hand on high,
And thrice with cheerful cries they shouted back:
'Twas then false Fortune, like a fawning strumpet,
About to leave the bankrupt prodigal,
With a dissembled smile would kiss at parting,
And flatter to the last; the well-timed oars,
Now dipt from every bank, now smoothly run
To meet the foe; and soon indeed they met,
But not as foes. In few, we saw their caps
On either side thrown up; the Egyptian galleys,
Received like friends, passed through, and fell behind
The Roman rear: And now, they all come forward,
And ride within the port.
CLEOPATRA. Enough, Serapion:
I've heard my doom.—This needed not, you gods:
When I lost Antony, your work was done;



'Tis but superfluous malice.—Where's my lord?
How bears he this last blow?
SERAPION. His fury cannot be expressed by words:
Thrice he attempted headlong to have fallen
Full on his foes, and aimed at Caesar's galley:
Withheld, he raves on you; cries,—He's betrayed.
Should he now find you—
ALEXAS. Shun him; seek your safety,
Till you can clear your innocence.

CLEOPATRA. I'll stay.

ALEXAS. You must not; haste you to your monument,
While I make speed to Caesar.
CLEOPATRA. Caesar! No,
I have no business with him.
ALEXAS. I can work him
To spare your life, and let this madman perish.
CLEOPATRA. Base fawning wretch! wouldst thou betray him too?
Hence from my sight! I will not hear a traitor;
'Twas thy design brought all this ruin on us.—
Serapion, thou art honest; counsel me:
But haste, each moment's precious.
SERAPION. Retire; you must not yet see Antony.
He who began this mischief,
'Tis just he tempt the danger; let him clear you:
And, since he offered you his servile tongue,
To gain a poor precarious life from Caesar,
Let him expose that fawning eloquence,
And speak to Antony.
ALEXAS. O heavens! I dare not;
I meet my certain death.
CLEOPATRA. Slave, thou deservest it.—
Not that I fear my lord, will I avoid him;
I know him noble: when he banished me,
And thought me false, he scorned to take my life;
But I'll be justified, and then die with him.

ALEXAS. O pity me, and let me follow you.

CLEOPATRA. To death, if thou stir hence. Speak, if thou canst,
Now for thy life, which basely thou wouldst save;
While mine I prize at—this! Come, good Serapion.

[Exeunt CLEOPATRA, SERAPION, CHARMION, and IRAS.]
ALEXAS. O that I less could fear to lose this being,
Which, like a snowball in my coward hand,



The more 'tis grasped, the faster melts away.
Poor reason! what a wretched aid art thou!
For still, in spite of thee,
These two long lovers, soul and body, dread
Their final separation. Let me think:
What can I say, to save myself from death?
No matter what becomes of Cleopatra.
ANTONY. Which way? where?

[Within.]
VENTIDIUS. This leads to the monument.

[Within.]
ALEXAS. Ah me! I hear him; yet I'm unprepared:
My gift of lying's gone;
And this court-devil, which I so oft have raised,
Forsakes me at my need. I dare not stay;
Yet cannot far go hence.

[Exit.]
Enter ANTONY and VENTIDIUS

ANTONY. O happy Caesar! thou hast men to lead:
Think not 'tis thou hast conquered Antony;
But Rome has conquered Egypt. I'm betrayed.
VENTIDIUS. Curse on this treacherous train!
Their soil and heaven infect them all with baseness:
And their young souls come tainted to the world
With the first breath they draw.
ANTONY. The original villain sure no god created;
He was a bastard of the sun, by Nile,
Aped into man; with all his mother's mud
Crusted about his soul.
VENTIDIUS. The nation is
One universal traitor; and their queen
The very spirit and extract of them all.
ANTONY. Is there yet left
A possibility of aid from valour?
Is there one god unsworn to my destruction?
The least unmortgaged hope? for, if there be,
Methinks I cannot fall beneath the fate
Of such a boy as Caesar.
The world's one half is yet in Antony;
And from each limb of it, that's hewed away,
The soul comes back to me.
VENTIDIUS. There yet remain
Three legions in the town. The last assault



Lopt off the rest; if death be your design,—
As I must wish it now,—these are sufficient
To make a heap about us of dead foes,
An honest pile for burial.
ANTONY. They are enough.
We'll not divide our stars; but, side by side,
Fight emulous, and with malicious eyes
Survey each other's acts: So every death
Thou giv'st, I'll take on me, as a just debt,
And pay thee back a soul.
VENTIDIUS. Now you shall see I love you. Not a word
Of chiding more. By my few hours of life,
I am so pleased with this brave Roman fate,
That I would not be Caesar, to outlive you.
When we put off this flesh, and mount together,
I shall be shown to all the ethereal crowd,—
Lo, this is he who died with Antony!
ANTONY. Who knows, but we may pierce through all their troops,
And reach my veterans yet? 'tis worth the 'tempting,
To o'erleap this gulf of fate,
And leave our wandering destinies behind.

Enter ALEXAS, trembling

VENTIDIUS. See, see, that villain!
See Cleopatra stamped upon that face,
With all her cunning, all her arts of falsehood!
How she looks out through those dissembling eyes!
How he sets his countenance for deceit,
And promises a lie, before he speaks!
Let me despatch him first.

[Drawing.]
ALEXAS. O spare me, spare me!

ANTONY. Hold; he's not worth your killing.—On thy life,
Which thou may'st keep, because I scorn to take it,
No syllable to justify thy queen;
Save thy base tongue its office.
ALEXAS. Sir, she is gone.
Where she shall never be molested more
By love, or you.
ANTONY. Fled to her Dolabella!
Die, traitor! I revoke my promise! die!

[Going to kill him.]
ALEXAS. O hold! she is not fled.



ANTONY. She is: my eyes
Are open to her falsehood; my whole life
Has been a golden dream of love and friendship;
But, now I wake, I'm like a merchant, roused
From soft repose, to see his vessel sinking,
And all his wealth cast over. Ungrateful woman!
Who followed me, but as the swallow summer,
Hatching her young ones in my kindly beams,
Singing her flatteries to my morning wake:
But, now my winter comes, she spreads her wings,
And seeks the spring of Caesar.
ALEXAS. Think not so;
Her fortunes have, in all things, mixed with yours.
Had she betrayed her naval force to Rome,
How easily might she have gone to Caesar,
Secure by such a bribe!
VENTIDIUS. She sent it first,
To be more welcome after.
ANTONY. 'Tis too plain;
Else would she have appeared, to clear herself.
ALEXAS. Too fatally she has: she could not bear
To be accused by you; but shut herself
Within her monument; looked down and sighed;
While, from her unchanged face, the silent tears
Dropt, as they had not leave, but stole their parting.
Some indistinguished words she only murmured;
At last, she raised her eyes; and, with such looks
As dying Lucrece cast—

ANTONY. My heart forebodes—

VENTIDIUS. All for the best:—Go on.

ALEXAS. She snatched her poniard,
And, ere we could prevent the fatal blow,
Plunged it within her breast; then turned to me:
Go, bear my lord, said she, my last farewell;
And ask him, if he yet suspect my faith.
More she was saying, but death rushed betwixt.
She half pronounced your name with her last breath,
And buried half within her.

VENTIDIUS. Heaven be praised!

ANTONY. Then art thou innocent, my poor dear love,



And art thou dead?
O those two words! their sound should be divided:
Hadst thou been false, and died; or hadst thou lived,
And hadst been true—But innocence and death!
This shows not well above. Then what am I,
The murderer of this truth, this innocence!
Thoughts cannot form themselves in words so horrid
As can express my guilt!
VENTIDIUS. Is't come to this? The gods have been too gracious;
And thus you thank them for it!
ANTONY. [to ALEXAS.] Why stayest thou here?
Is it for thee to spy upon my soul,
And see its inward mourning? Get thee hence;
Thou art not worthy to behold, what now
Becomes a Roman emperor to perform.
ALEXAS. He loves her still:
His grief betrays it. Good! the joy to find
She's yet alive, completes the reconcilement.
I've saved myself, and her. But, oh! the Romans!
Fate comes too fast upon my wit,
Hunts me too hard, and meets me at each double.

[Aside.]
[Exit.]

VENTIDIUS. Would she had died a little sooner, though!
Before Octavia went, you might have treated:
Now 'twill look tame, and would not be received.
Come, rouse yourself, and let's die warm together.
ANTONY. I will not fight: there's no more work for war.
The business of my angry hours is done.

VENTIDIUS. Caesar is at your gates.

ANTONY. Why, let him enter;
He's welcome now.

VENTIDIUS. What lethargy has crept into your soul?

ANTONY. 'Tis but a scorn of life, and just desire
To free myself from bondage.

VENTIDIUS. Do it bravely.

ANTONY. I will; but not by fighting. O Ventidius!
What should I fight for now?—my queen is dead.
I was but great for her; my power, my empire,
Were but my merchandise to buy her love;
And conquered kings, my factors. Now she's dead,



Let Caesar take the world,—
An empty circle, since the jewel's gone
Which made it worth my strife: my being's nauseous;
For all the bribes of life are gone away.

VENTIDIUS. Would you be taken?

ANTONY. Yes, I would be taken;
But, as a Roman ought,—dead, my Ventidius:
For I'll convey my soul from Caesar's reach,
And lay down life myself. 'Tis time the world
Should have a lord, and know whom to obey.
We two have kept its homage in suspense,
And bent the globe, on whose each side we trod,
Till it was dented inwards. Let him walk
Alone upon't: I'm weary of my part.
My torch is out; and the world stands before me,
Like a black desert at the approach of night:
I'll lay me down, and stray no farther on.
VENTIDIUS. I could be grieved,
But that I'll not outlive you: choose your death;
For, I have seen him in such various shapes,
I care not which I take: I'm only troubled,
The life I bear is worn to such a rag,
'Tis scarce worth giving. I could wish, indeed,
We threw it from us with a better grace;
That, like two lions taken in the toils,
We might at last thrust out our paws, and wound
The hunters that inclose us.
ANTONY. I have thought on it.
Ventidius, you must live.

VENTIDIUS. I must not, sir.

ANTONY. Wilt thou not live, to speak some good of me?
To stand by my fair fame, and guard the approaches
From the ill tongues of men?
VENTIDIUS. Who shall guard mine,
For living after you?

ANTONY. Say, I command it.

VENTIDIUS. If we die well, our deaths will speak themselves
And need no living witness.
ANTONY. Thou hast loved me,
And fain I would reward thee. I must die;
Kill me, and take the merit of my death,



To make thee friends with Caesar.
VENTIDIUS. Thank your kindness.
You said I loved you; and in recompense,
You bid me turn a traitor: Did I think
You would have used me thus?—that I should die
With a hard thought of you?
ANTONY. Forgive me, Roman.
Since I have heard of Cleopatra's death,
My reason bears no rule upon my tongue,
But lets my thoughts break all at random out.
I've thought better; do not deny me twice.
VENTIDIUS. By Heaven I will not.
Let it not be to outlive you.
ANTONY. Kill me first,
And then die thou; for 'tis but just thou serve
Thy friend, before thyself.
VENTIDIUS. Give me your hand.
We soon shall meet again. Now, farewell, emperor!—

[Embrace.]
Methinks that word's too cold to be my last:
Since death sweeps all distinctions, farewell, friend!
That's all—
I will not make a business of a trifle;
And yet I cannot look on you, and kill you;
Pray turn your face.

ANTONY. I do: strike home, be sure.

VENTIDIUS. Home as my sword will reach.
[Kills himself.]

ANTONY. Oh, thou mistak'st;
That wound was not of thine; give it me back:
Thou robb'st me of my death.
VENTIDIUS. I do indeed;
But think 'tis the first time I e'er deceived you,
If that may plead my pardon.—And you, gods,
Forgive me, if you will; for I die perjured,
Rather than kill my friend.

[Dies.]
ANTONY. Farewell! Ever my leader, even in death!
My queen and thou have got the start of me,
And I'm the lag of honour.—Gone so soon?
Is Death no more? he used him carelessly,
With a familiar kindness: ere he knocked,
Ran to the door, and took him in his arms,



As who should say—You're welcome at all hours,
A friend need give no warning. Books had spoiled him;
For all the learned are cowards by profession.
'Tis not worth
My further thought; for death, for aught I know,
Is but to think no more. Here's to be satisfied.

[Falls on his sword.]
I've missed my heart. O unperforming hand!
Thou never couldst have erred in a worse time.
My fortune jades me to the last; and death,
Like a great man, takes state, and makes me wait
For my admittance.—

[Trampling within.]
Some, perhaps, from Caesar:
If he should find me living, and suspect
That I played booty with my life! I'll mend
My work, ere they can reach me.

[Rises upon his knees.]
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMION, and IRAS

CLEOPATRA. Where is my lord? where is he?

CHARMION. There he lies,
And dead Ventidius by him.
CLEOPATRA. My tears were prophets; I am come too late.
O that accursed Alexas!

[Runs to him.]
ANTONY. Art thou living?
Or am I dead before I knew, and thou
The first kind ghost that meets me?
CLEOPATRA. Help me seat him.
Send quickly, send for help!

[They place him in a chair.]
ANTONY. I am answered.
We live both. Sit thee down, my Cleopatra:
I'll make the most I can of life, to stay
A moment more with thee.

CLEOPATRA. How is it with you?

ANTONY. 'Tis as with a man
Removing in a hurry; all packed up,
But one dear jewel that his haste forgot;
And he, for that, returns upon the spur:
So I come back for thee.



CLEOPATRA. Too long, ye heavens, you have been cruel to me:
Now show your mended faith, and give me back
His fleeting life!



Sep 3– “Treaty of Paris” (1783)

The Definitive Treaty of Peace 1783

In the Name of the most Holy & undivided Trinity.

It having pleased the Divine Providence to dispose the Hearts of the most Serene and
most Potent Prince George the Third, by the Grace of God, King of Great Britain, France, and
Ireland, Defender of the Faith, Duke of Brunswick and Lunebourg, Arch- Treasurer and Prince
Elector of the Holy Roman Empire etc.. and of the United States of America, to forget all past
Misunderstandings and Differences that have unhappily interrupted the good Correspondence
and Friendship which they mutually wish to restore; and to establish such a beneficial and
satisfactory Intercourse between the two countries upon the ground of reciprocal Advantages
and mutual Convenience as may promote and secure to both perpetual Peace and Harmony;
and having for this desirable End already laid the Foundation of Peace & Reconciliation by the
Provisional Articles signed at Paris on the 30th of November 1782, by the Commissioners
empowered on each Part, which Articles were agreed to be inserted in and constitute the Treaty
of Peace proposed to be concluded between the Crown of Great Britain and the said United
States, but which Treaty was not to be concluded until Terms of Peace should be agreed upon
between Great Britain & France, and his Britannic Majesty should be ready to conclude such
Treaty accordingly: and the treaty between Great Britain & France having since been concluded,
his Britannic Majesty & the United States of America, in Order to carry into full Effect the
Provisional Articles above mentioned, according to the Tenor thereof, have constituted &
appointed, that is to say his Britannic Majesty on his Part, David Hartley, Esqr., Member of the
Parliament of Great Britain, and the said United States on their Part, - stop point - John Adams,
Esqr., late a Commissioner of the United States of America at the Court of Versailles, late
Delegate in Congress from the State of Massachusetts, and Chief Justice of the said State, and
Minister Plenipotentiary of the said United States to their High Mightinesses the States General
of the United Netherlands; - stop point - Benjamin Franklin, Esqr., late Delegate in Congress
from the State of Pennsylvania, President of the Convention of the said State, and Minister
Plenipotentiary from the United States of America at the Court of Versailles; John Jay, Esqr., late
President of Congress and Chief Justice of the state of New York, and Minister Plenipotentiary
from the said United States at the Court of Madrid; to be Plenipotentiaries for the concluding
and signing the Present Definitive Treaty; who after having reciprocally communicated their
respective full Powers have agreed upon and confirmed the following Articles.

Article 1st:
His Brittanic Majesty acknowledges the said United States, viz., New Hampshire,
Massachusetts Bay, Rhode Island and Providence Plantations, Connecticut, New York, New
Jersey, Pennsylvania, Delaware, Maryland, Virginia, North Carolina, South Carolina and
Georgia, to be free sovereign and Independent States; that he treats with them as such, and for
himself his Heirs & Successors, relinquishes all claims to the Government, Propriety, and
Territorial Rights of the same and every Part thereof.
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Article 2d:
And that all Disputes which might arise in future on the subject of the Boundaries of the said
United States may be prevented, it is hereby agreed and declared, that the following are and
shall be their Boundaries, viz.; from the Northwest Angle of Nova Scotia, viz., that Angle which
is formed by a Line drawn due North from the Source of St. Croix River to the Highlands; along
the said Highlands which divide those Rivers that empty themselves into the river St. Lawrence,
from those which fall into the Atlantic Ocean, to the northwesternmost Head of Connecticut
River; Thence down along the middle of that River to the forty-fifth Degree of North Latitude;
From thence by a Line due West on said Latitude until it strikes the River Iroquois or Cataraquy;
Thence along the middle of said River into Lake Ontario; through the Middle of said Lake until it
strikes the Communication by Water between that Lake & Lake Erie; Thence along the middle of
said Communication into Lake Erie, through the middle of said Lake until it arrives at the Water
Communication between that lake & Lake Huron; Thence along the middle of said Water
Communication into the Lake Huron, thence through the middle of said Lake to the Water
Communication between that Lake and Lake Superior; thence through Lake Superior Northward
of the Isles Royal & Phelipeaux to the Long Lake; Thence through the middle of said Long Lake
and the Water Communication between it & the Lake of the Woods, to the said Lake of the
Woods; Thence through the said Lake to the most Northwestern Point thereof, and from thence
on a due West Course to the river Mississippi; Thence by a Line to be drawn along the Middle of
the said river Mississippi until it shall intersect the Northernmost Part of the thirty-first Degree of
North Latitude, South, by a Line to be drawn due East from the Determination of the Line last
mentioned in the Latitude of thirty-one Degrees of the Equator to the middle of the River
Apalachicola or Catahouche; Thence along the middle thereof to its junction with the Flint River;
Thence straight to the Head of Saint Mary's River, and thence down along the middle of Saint
Mary's River to the Atlantic Ocean. East, by a Line to be drawn along the Middle of the river
Saint Croix, from its Mouth in the Bay of Fundy to its Source, and from its Source directly North
to the aforesaid Highlands, which divide the Rivers that fall into the Atlantic Ocean from those
which fall into the river Saint Lawrence; comprehending all Islands within twenty Leagues of any
Part of the Shores of the United States, and lying between Lines to be drawn due East from the
Points where the aforesaid Boundaries between Nova Scotia on the one Part and East Florida
on the other shall, respectively, touch the Bay of Fundy and the Atlantic Ocean, excepting such
Islands as now are or heretofore have been within the limits of the said Province of Nova Scotia.

Article 3d:
It is agreed that the People of the United States shall continue to enjoy unmolested the Right to
take Fish of every kind on the Grand Bank and on all the other Banks of Newfoundland, also in
the Gulf of Saint Lawrence and at all other Places in the Sea, where the Inhabitants of both
Countries used at any time heretofore to fish. And also that the Inhabitants of the United States
shall have Liberty to take Fish of every Kind on such Part of the Coast of Newfoundland as
British Fishermen shall use, (but not to dry or cure the same on that Island) And also on the
Coasts, Bays & Creeks of all other of his Brittanic Majesty's Dominions in America; and that the
American Fishermen shall have Liberty to dry and cure Fish in any of the unsettled Bays,
Harbors, and Creeks of Nova Scotia, Magdalen Islands, and Labrador, so long as the same



shall remain unsettled, but so soon as the same or either of them shall be settled, it shall not be
lawful for the said Fishermen to dry or cure Fish at such Settlement without a previous
Agreement for that purpose with the Inhabitants, Proprietors, or Possessors of the Ground.

Article 4th:
It is agreed that Creditors on either Side shall meet with no lawful Impediment to the Recovery
of the full Value in Sterling Money of all bona fide Debts heretofore contracted.

Article 5th:
It is agreed that Congress shall earnestly recommend it to the Legislatures of the respective
States to provide for the Restitution of all Estates, Rights, and Properties, which have been
confiscated belonging to real British Subjects; and also of the Estates, Rights, and Properties of
Persons resident in Districts in the Possession on his Majesty's Arms and who have not borne
Arms against the said United States. And that Persons of any other Description shall have free
Liberty to go to any Part or Parts of any of the thirteen United States and therein to remain
twelve Months unmolested in their Endeavors to obtain the Restitution of such of their Estates –
Rights & Properties as may have been confiscated. And that Congress shall also earnestly
recommend to the several States a Reconsideration and Revision of all Acts or Laws regarding
the Premises, so as to render the said Laws or Acts perfectly consistent not only with Justice
and Equity but with that Spirit of Conciliation which on the Return of the Blessings of Peace
should universally prevail. And that Congress shall also earnestly recommend to the several
States that the Estates, Rights, and Properties of such last mentioned Persons shall be restored
to them, they refunding to any Persons who may be now in Possession the Bona fide Price
(where any has been given) which such Persons may have paid on purchasing any of the said
Lands, Rights, or Properties since the Confiscation.

And it is agreed that all Persons who have any Interest in confiscated Lands, either by Debts,
Marriage Settlements, or otherwise, shall meet with no lawful Impediment in the Prosecution of
their just Rights.

Article 6th:
That there shall be no future Confiscations made nor any Prosecutions commenced against any
Person or Persons for, or by Reason of the Part, which he or they may have taken in the
present War, and that no Person shall on that Account suffer any future Loss or Damage, either
in his Person, Liberty, or Property; and that those who may be in Confinement on such Charges
at the Time of the Ratification of the Treaty in America shall be immediately set at Liberty, and
the Prosecutions so commenced be discontinued.

Article 7th:
There shall be a firm and perpetual Peace between his Britanic Majesty and the said States,
and between the Subjects of the one and the Citizens of the other, wherefore all Hostilities both
by Sea and Land shall from henceforth cease: All prisoners on both Sides shall be set at
Liberty, and his Britanic Majesty shall with all convenient speed, and without causing any
Destruction, or carrying away any Negroes or other Property of the American inhabitants,



withdraw all his Armies, Garrisons & Fleets from the said United States, and from every Post,
Place and Harbour within the same; leaving in all Fortifications, the American Artillery that may
be therein: And shall also Order & cause all Archives, Records, Deeds & Papers belonging to
any of the said States, or their Citizens, which in the Course of the War may have fallen into the
hands of his Officers, to be forthwith restored and delivered to the proper States and Persons to
whom they belong.

Article 8th:
The Navigation of the river Mississippi, from its source to the Ocean, shall forever remain free
and open to the Subjects of Great Britain and the Citizens of the United States.

Article 9th:
In case it should so happen that any Place or Territory belonging to great Britain or to the United
States should have been conquered by the Arms of either from the other before the Arrival of
the said Provisional Articles in America, it is agreed that the same shall be restored without
Difficulty and without requiring any Compensation.

Article 10th:
The solemn Ratifications of the present Treaty expedited in good & due Form shall be
exchanged between the contracting Parties in the Space of Six Months or sooner if possible to
be computed from the Day of the Signature of the present Treaty. In witness whereof we the
undersigned their Ministers Plenipotentiary have in their Name and in Virtue of our Full Powers,
signed with our Hands the present Definitive Treaty, and caused the Seals of our Arms to be
affixed thereto.

Done at Paris, this third day of September in the year of our Lord, one thousand seven hundred
and eighty-three.

D HARTLEY (SEAL)
JOHN ADAMS (SEAL)
B FRANKLIN (SEAL)
JOHN JAY (SEAL



Sep 4– From Letters on the English by Voltaire
(1733)

Letter VIII: On The Parliament

The members of the English Parliament are fond of comparing themselves to the old
Romans.

Not long since Mr. Shippen opened a speech in the House of Commons with these
words, "The majesty of the people of England would be wounded." The singularity of the
expression occasioned a loud laugh; but this gentleman, so far from being disconcerted,
repeated the same words with a resolute tone of voice, and the laugh ceased. In my opinion, the
majesty of the people of England has nothing in common with that of the people of Rome, much
less is there any affinity between their Governments. There is in London a senate, some of the
members whereof are accused (doubtless very unjustly) of selling their voices on certain
occasions, as was done in Rome; this is the only resemblance. Besides, the two nations appear
to me quite opposite in character, with regard both to good and evil. The Romans never knew
the dreadful folly of religious wars, an abomination reserved for devout preachers of patience
and humility. Marious and Sylla, Caesar and Pompey, Anthony and Augustus, did not draw their
swords and set the world in a blaze merely to determine whether the flamen should wear his
shirt over his robe, or his robe over his shirt, or whether the sacred chickens should eat and
drink, or eat only, in order to take the augury. The English have hanged one another by law, and
cut one another to pieces in pitched battles, for quarrels of as trifling nature. The sects of the
Episcopalians and Presbyterians quite distracted these very serious heads for a time. But I
fancy they will hardly ever be so silly again, they seeming to be grown wiser at their own
expense; and I do not perceive the least inclination in them to murder one another merely about
syllogisms, as some zealots among them once did.

But here follows a more essential difference between Rome and England, which gives
the advantage entirely to the later-viz., that the civil wars of Rome ended in slavery, and those of
the English in liberty. The English are the only people upon earth who have been able to
prescribe limits to the power of kings by resisting them; and who, by a series of struggles, have
at last established that wise Government where the Prince is all powerful to do good, and, at the
same time, is restrained from committing evil; where the nobles are great without insolence,
though there are no vassals; and where the people share in the Government without confusion.

The House of Lords and that of the Commons divide the legislative power under the
king, but the Romans had no such balance. The patricians and plebeians in Rome were
perpetually at variance, and there was no intermediate power to reconcile them. The Roman
senate, who were so unjustly, so criminally proud as not to suffer the plebeians to share with
them in anything, could find no other artifice to keep the latter out of the administration than by
employing them in foreign wars. They considered the plebeians as a wild beast, whom it
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behoved them to let loose upon their neighbours, for fear they should devour their masters.
Thus the greatest defect in the Government of the Romans raised them to be conquerors. By
being unhappy at home, they triumphed over and possessed themselves of the world, till at last
their divisions sunk them to slavery.

The Government of England will never rise to so exalted a pitch of glory, nor will its end
be so fatal. The English are not fired with the splendid folly of making conquests, but would only
prevent their neighbours from conquering. They are not only jealous of their own liberty, but
even of that of other nations. The English were exasperated against Louis XIV. for no other
reason but because he was ambitious, and declared war against him merely out of levity, not
from any interested motives.

The English have doubtless purchased their liberties at a very high price, and waded
through seas of blood to drown the idol of arbitrary power. Other nations have been involved in
as great calamities, and have shed as much blood; but then the blood they split in defence of
their liberties only enslaved them the more.

That which rises to a revolution in England is no more than a sedition in other countries.
A city in Spain, in Barbary, or in Turkey, takes up arms in defence of its privileges, when
immediately it is stormed by mercenary troops, it is punished by executioners, and the rest of
the nation kiss the chains they are loaded with. The French are of opinion that the government
of this island is more tempestuous than the sea which surrounds it, which indeed is true; but
then it is never so but when the king raises the storm- when he attempts to seize the ship of
which he is only the chief pilot. The civil wars of France lasted longer, were more cruel, and
productive of greater evils than those of England; but none of these civil wars had a wise and
prudent liberty for their object.

In the detestable reigns of Charles IX. and Henry III. the whole affair was only whether
the people should be slaves to the Guises. With regard to the last war of Paris, it deserves only
to be hooted at. Methinks I see a crowd of schoolboys rising up in arms against their master,
and afterwards whipped for it. Cardinal de Retz, who was witty and brave (but to no purpose),
rebellious without a cause, factious without design, and head of a defenseless party, caballed
for caballing's sake, and seemed to foment the civil war merely out of diversion. The parliament
did not know what he intended, nor what he did not intend. He levied troops by Act of
Parliament, and the next moment cashiered them. He threatened, he begged pardon; he set a
price upon Cardinal Mazarin's head, and afterwards congratulated him in a public manner. Our
civil wars under Charles VI. were bloody and cruel, those of the League execrable, and that of
the Frondeurs1 ridiculous.

That for which the French chiefly reproach the English nation is the murder of King
Charles I., whom his subjects treated exactly as he would have treated them had his reign been
prosperous. After all, consider on one side Charles I., defeated in a pitched battle, imprisoned,
tried, sentenced to die in Westminster Hall, and then beheaded. And on the other, the Emperor
Henry VII., poisoned by his chaplain at his receiving the Sacrament; Henry III. stabbed by a



monk; thirty assassinations projected against Henry IV., several of them put in execution, and
the last bereaving that great monarch of his life. Weigh, I say, all these wicked attempts and
then judge.

[Footnote 1: Frondeurs, in its proper sense Slingers, and figuratively Cavillers, or lovers of
contradiction, was a name given to a league or party that opposed the French Ministry; i.e.,
Cardinal Mazarin, in 1648.]

Letter IX: On The Government

That mixture in the English Government, that harmony between King, Lords, and
Commons, did not always subsist. England was enslaved for a long series of years by the
Romans, the Saxons, the Danes, and the French successively. William the Conqueror
particularly, ruled them with a rod of iron. He disposed as absolutely of the lives and fortunes of
his conquered subjects as an eastern monarch; and forbade, upon pain of death, the English
either fire or candle in their houses after eight o'clock; whether he did this to prevent their
nocturnal meetings, or only to try, by this odd and whimsical prohibition, how far it was possible
for one man to extend his power over his fellow-creatures. It is true, indeed, that the English had
Parliaments before and after William the Conqueror, and they boast of them, as though these
assemblies then called Parliaments, composed of ecclesiastical tyrants and of plunderers
entitled barons, had been the guardians of the public liberty and happiness.

The barbarians who came from the shores of the Baltic, and settled in the rest of Europe,
brought with them the form of government called States or Parliaments, about which so much
noise is made, and which are so little understood. Kings, indeed, were not absolute in those
days; but then the people were more wretched upon that very account, and more completely
enslaved. The chiefs of these savages, who had laid waste France, Italy, Spain, and England,
made themselves monarchs. Their generals divided among themselves the several countries
they had conquered, whence sprung those margraves, those peers, those barons, those petty
tyrants, who often contested with their sovereigns for the spoils of whole nations. These were
birds of prey fighting with an eagle for doves whose blood the victorious was to suck. Every
nation, instead of being governed by one master, was trampled upon by a hundred tyrants. The
priests soon played a part among them. Before this it had been the fate of the Gauls, the
Germans, and the Britons, to be always governed by their Druids and the chiefs of their villages,
an ancient kind of barons, not so tyrannical as their successors. These Druids pretended to be
mediators between God and man. They enacted laws, they fulminated their excommunications,
and sentenced to death. The bishops succeeded, by insensible degrees, to their temporal
authority in the Goth and Vandal government. The popes set themselves at their head, and
armed with their briefs, their bulls, and reinforced by monks, they made even kings tremble,
deposed and assassinated them at pleasure, and employed every artifice to draw into their own
purses moneys from all parts of Europe. The weak Ina, one of the tyrants of the Saxon
Heptarchy in England, was the first monarch who submitted, in his pilgrimage to Rome, to pay
St. Peter's penny (equivalent very near to a French crown) for every house in his dominions.



The whole island soon followed his example; England became insensibly one of the Pope's
provinces, and the Holy Father used to send from time to time his legates thither to levy
exorbitant taxes. At last King John delivered up by a public instrument the kingdom of England
to the Pope, who had excommunicated him; but the barons, not finding their account in this
resignation, dethroned the wretched King John and seated Louis, father to St. Louis, King of
France, in his place. However, they were soon weary of their new monarch, and accordingly
obliged him to return to France.

Whilst that the barons, the bishops, and the popes, all laid waste England, where all
were for ruling; the most numerous, the most useful, even the most virtuous, and consequently
the most venerable part of mankind, consisting of those who study the laws and the sciences, of
traders, of artificers, in a word, of all who were not tyrants-that is, those who are called the
people: these, I say, were by them looked upon as so many animals beneath the dignity of the
human species. The Commons in those ages were far from sharing in the government, they
being villains or peasants, whose labour, whose blood, were the property of their masters who
entitled themselves the nobility. The major part of men in Europe were at that time what they are
to this day in several parts of the world-they were villains or bondsmen of lords-that is, a kind of
cattle bought and sold with the land. Many ages passed away before justice could be done to
human nature-before mankind were conscious that it was abominable for many to sow, and but
few reap. And was not France very happy, when the power and authority of those petty robbers
was abolished by the lawful authority of kings and of the people?

Happily, in the violent shocks which the divisions between kings and the nobles gave to
empires, the chains of nations were more or less heavy. Liberty in England sprang from the
quarrels of tyrants. The barons forced King John and King Henry III. to grant the famous Magna
Charta, the chief design of which was indeed to make kings dependent on the Lords; but then
the rest of the nation were a little favoured in it, in order that they might join on proper occasions
with their pretended masters. This great Charter, which is considered as the sacred origin of the
English liberties, shows in itself how little liberty was known.

The title alone proves that the king thought he had a just right to be absolute; and that the
barons, and even the clergy, forced him to give up the pretended right, for no other reason but
because they were the most powerful.

Magna Charta begins in this style: "We grant, of our own free will, the following privileges to the
archbishops, bishops, priors, and barons of our kingdom," etc.

The House of Commons is not once mentioned in the articles of this Charter-a proof that it did
not yet exist, or that it existed without power. Mention is therein made, by name, of the freemen
of England-a melancholy proof that some were not so. It appears, by Article XXXII., that these
pretended freemen owed service to their lords. Such a liberty as this was not many removes
from slavery.



By Article XXI., the king ordains that his officers shall not henceforward seize upon,
unless they pay for them, the horses and carts of freemen. The people considered this
ordinance as a real liberty, though it was a greater tyranny. Henry VII., that happy usurper and
great politician, who pretended to love the barons, though he in reality hated and feared them,
got their lands alienated. By this means the villains, afterwards acquiring riches by their industry,
purchased the estates and country seats of the illustrious peers who had ruined themselves by
their folly and extravagance, and all the lands got by insensible degrees into other hands.

The power of the House of Commons increased every day. The families of the ancient
peers were at last extinct; and as peers only are properly noble in England, there would be no
such thing in strictness of law as nobility in that island, had not the kings created new barons
from time to time, and preserved the body of peers, once a terror to them, to oppose them to the
Commons, since become so formidable.

All these new peers who compose the Higher House receive nothing but their titles from
the king, and very few of them have estates in those places whence they take their titles. One
shall be Duke of D--, though he has not a foot of land in Dorsetshire; and another is Earl of a
village,though he scarce knows where it is situated. The peers have power, but it is only in the
Parliament House.

There is no such thing here as haute, moyenne, and basse justice-that is, a power to
judge in all matters civil and criminal; nor a right or privilege of hunting in the grounds of a
citizen, who at the same time is not permitted to fire a gun in his own field.

No one is exempted in this country from paying certain taxes because he is a nobleman
or a priest. All duties and taxes are settled by the House of Commons, whose power is greater
than that of the Peers, though inferior to it in dignity. The spiritual as well as temporal Lords
have the liberty to reject a Money Bill brought in by the Commons; but they are not allowed to
alter anything in it, and must either pass or throw it out without restriction. When the Bill has
passed the Lords and is signed by the king, then the whole nation pays, every man in proportion
to his revenue or estate, not according to his title, which would be absurd. There is no such
thing as an arbitrary subsidy or poll-tax, but a real tax on the lands, of all which an estimate was
made in the reign of the famous King William III.

T he land-tax continues still upon the same foot, though the revenue of the lands is
increased. Thus no one is tyrannised over, and every one is easy. The feet of the peasants are
not bruised by wooden shoes; they eat white bread, are well clothed, and are not afraid of
increasing their stock of cattle, nor of tiling their houses from any apprehension that their taxes
will be raised the year following. The annual income of the estates of a great many commoners
in England amounts to two hundred thousand livres, and yet these do not think it beneath them
to plough the lands which enrich them, and on which they enjoy their liberty.

Letter X: On Trade



As trade enriched the citizens in England, so it contributed to their freedom, and this
freedom on the other side extended their commerce, whence arose the grandeur of the State.
Trade raised by insensible degrees the naval power, which gives the English a superiority over
the seas, and they now are masters of very near two hundred ships of war. Posterity will very
probably be surprised to hear that an island whose only produce is a little lead, tin, fuller's-earth,
and coarse wool, should become so powerful by its commerce, as to be able to send, in 1723,
three fleets at the same time to three different and far distanced parts of the globe. One before
Gibraltar, conquered and still possessed by the English; a second to Porto Bello, to dispossess
the King of Spain of the treasures of the West Indies; and a third into the Baltic, to prevent the
Northern Powers from coming to an engagement.

At the time when Louis XIV. made all Italy tremble, and that his armies, which had
already possessed themselves of Savoy and Piedmont, were upon the point of taking Turin;
Prince Eugene was obliged to march from the middle of Germany in order to succour Savoy.
Having no money, without which cities cannot be either taken or defended, he addressed
himself to some English merchants. These, at an hour and a half's warning, lent him five
millions, whereby he was enabled to deliver Turin, and to beat the French; after which he wrote
the following short letter to the persons who had disbursed him the above-mentioned sums:
"Gentlemen, I received your money, and flatter myself that I have laid it out to your satisfaction."
Such a circumstance as this raises a just pride in an English merchant, and makes him presume
(not without some reason) to compare himself to a Roman citizen; and, indeed, a peer's brother
does not think traffic beneath him. When the Lord Townshend was Minister of State, a brother of
his was content to be a City merchant; and at the time that the Earl of Oxford governed Great
Britain, his younger brother was no more than a factor in Aleppo, where he chose to live, and
where he died. This custom, which begins, however, to be laid aside, appears monstrous to
Germans, vainly puffed up with their extraction. These think it morally impossible that the son of
an English peer should be no more than a rich and powerful citizen, for all are princes in
Germany. There have been thirty highnesses of the same name, all whose patrimony consisted
only in their escutcheons and their pride.

In France the title of marquis is given gratis to any one who will accept of it; and
whosoever arrives at Paris from the midst of the most remote provinces with money in his purse,
and a name terminating in ac or ille, may strut about, and cry, "Such a man as I! A man of my
rank and figure!" and may look down upon a trader with sovereign contempt; whilst the trader on
the other side, by thus often hearing his profession treated so disdainfully, is fool enough to
blush at it. However, I need not say which is most useful to a nation; a lord, powdered in the tip
of the mode, who knows exactly at what o'clock the king rises and goes to bed, and who gives
himself airs of grandeur and state, at the same time that he is acting the slave in the
ante-chamber of a prime minister; or a merchant, who enriches his country, despatches orders
from his counting-house to Surat and Grand Cairo, and contributes to the felicity of the world.



Sep 5– From The Origin of Species by Charles
Darwin (1859)
On Extinction.

We have as yet only spoken incidentally of the disappearance of species and of groups
of species. On the theory of natural selection, the extinction of old forms and the production of
new and improved forms are intimately connected together. The old notion of all the inhabitants
of the earth having been swept away by catastrophes at successive periods is very generally
given up, even by those geologists, as Elie de Beaumont, Murchison, Barrande, &c., whose
general views would naturally lead them to this conclusion. On the contrary, we have every
reason to believe, from the study of the tertiary formations, that species and groups of species
gradually disappear, one after another, first from one spot, then from another, and finally from
the world. In some few cases, however, as by the breaking of an isthmus and the consequent
irruption of a multitude of new inhabitants into an adjoining sea, or by the final subsidence of an
island, the process of extinction may have been rapid. Both single species and whole groups of
species last for very unequal periods; some groups, as we have seen, have endured from the
earliest known dawn of life to the present day; some have disappeared before the close of the
palæozoic period. No fixed law seems to determine the length of time during which any single
species or any single genus endures. There is reason to believe that the extinction of a whole
group of species is generally a slower process than their production: if their appearance and
disappearance be represented, as before, by a vertical line of varying thickness the line is found
to taper more gradually at its upper end, which marks the progress of extermination, than at its
lower end, which marks the first appearance and the early increase in number of the species. In
some cases, however, the extermination of whole groups, as of ammonites, towards the close of
the secondary period, has been wonderfully sudden.

The extinction of species has been involved in the most gratuitous mystery. Some
authors have even supposed that, as the individual has a definite length of life, so have species
a definite duration. No one can have marvelled more than I have done at the extinction of
species. When I found in La Plata the tooth of a horse embedded with the remains of Mastodon,
Megatherium, Toxodon and other extinct monsters, which all co-existed with still living shells at a
very late geological period, I was filled with astonishment; for, seeing that the horse, since its
introduction by the Spaniards into South America, has run wild over the whole country and has
increased in numbers at an unparalleled rate, I asked myself what could so recently have
exterminated the former horse under conditions of life apparently so favourable. But my
astonishment was groundless. Professor Owen soon perceived that the tooth, though so like
that of the existing horse, belonged to an extinct species. Had this horse been still living, but in
some degree rare, no naturalist would have felt the least surprise at its rarity; for rarity is the
attribute of a vast number of species of all classes, in all countries. If we ask ourselves why this
or that species is rare, we answer that something is unfavourable in its conditions of life; but
what that something is, we can hardly ever tell. On the supposition of the fossil horse still
existing as a rare species, we might have felt certain, from the analogy of all other mammals,
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even of the slow-breeding elephant, and from the history of the naturalisation of the domestic
horse in South America, that under more favourable conditions it would in a very few years have
stocked the whole continent. But we could not have told what the unfavourable conditions were
which checked its increase, whether some one or several contingencies, and at what period of
the horse’s life, and in what degree they severally acted. If the conditions had gone on, however
slowly, becoming less and less favourable, we assuredly should not have perceived the fact, yet
the fossil horse would certainly have become rarer and rarer, and finally extinct—its place being
seized on by some more successful competitor.

It is most difficult always to remember that the increase of every living creature is
constantly being checked by unperceived hostile agencies; and that these same unperceived
agencies are amply sufficient to cause rarity, and finally extinction. So little is this subject
understood, that I have heard surprise repeatedly expressed at such great monsters as the
Mastodon and the more ancient Dinosaurians having become extinct; as if mere bodily strength
gave victory in the battle of life. Mere size, on the contrary, would in some cases determine, as
has been remarked by Owen, quicker extermination, from the greater amount of requisite food.
Before man inhabited India or Africa, some cause must have checked the continued increase of
the existing elephant. A highly capable judge, Dr. Falconer, believes that it is chiefly insects
which, from incessantly harassing and weakening the elephant in India, check its increase; and
this was Bruce’s conclusion with respect to the African elephant in Abyssinia. It is certain that
insects and blood-sucking bats determine the existence of the larger naturalised quadrupeds in
several parts of South America.

We see in many cases in the more recent tertiary formations that rarity precedes
extinction; and we know that this has been the progress of events with those animals which
have been exterminated, either locally or wholly, through man’s agency. I may repeat what I
published in 1845, namely, that to admit that species generally become rare before they become
extinct—to feel no surprise at the rarity of a species, and yet to marvel greatly when the species
ceases to exist, is much the same as to admit that sickness in the individual is the forerunner of
death—to feel no surprise at sickness, but, when the sick man dies, to wonder and to suspect
that he died by some deed of violence.

The theory of natural selection is grounded on the belief that each new variety and
ultimately each new species, is produced and maintained by having some advantage over those
with which it comes into competition; and the consequent extinction of less-favoured forms
almost inevitably follows. It is the same with our domestic productions: when a new and slightly
improved variety has been raised, it at first supplants the less improved varieties in the same
neighbourhood; when much improved it is transported far and near, like our short-horn cattle,
and takes the place of other breeds in other countries. Thus the appearance of new forms and
the disappearance of old forms, both those naturally and artificially produced, are bound
together. In flourishing groups, the number of new specific forms which have been produced
within a given time has at some periods probably been greater than the number of the old
specific forms which have been exterminated; but we know that species have not gone on
indefinitely increasing, at least during the later geological epochs, so that, looking to later times,



we may believe that the production of new forms has caused the extinction of about the same
number of old forms.

The competition will generally be most severe, as formerly explained and illustrated by
examples, between the forms which are most like each other in all respects. Hence the
improved and modified descendants of a species will generally cause the extermination of the
parent-species; and if many new forms have been developed from any one species, the nearest
allies of that species, i.e. the species of the same genus, will be the most liable to extermination.
Thus, as I believe, a number of new species descended from one species, that is a new genus,
comes to supplant an old genus, belonging to the same family. But it must often have happened
that a new species belonging to some one group has seized on the place occupied by a species
belonging to a distinct group, and thus have caused its extermination. If many allied forms be
developed from the successful intruder, many will have to yield their places; and it will generally
be the allied forms, which will suffer from some inherited inferiority in common. But whether it be
species belonging to the same or to a distinct class, which have yielded their places to other
modified and improved species, a few of the sufferers may often be preserved for a long time,
from being fitted to some peculiar line of life, or from inhabiting some distant and isolated
station, where they will have escaped severe competition. For instance, some species of
Trigonia, a great genus of shells in the secondary formations, survive in the Australian seas; and
a few members of the great and almost extinct group of Ganoid fishes still inhabit our fresh
waters. Therefore, the utter extinction of a group is generally, as we have seen, a slower
process than its production.

With respect to the apparently sudden extermination of whole families or orders, as of
Trilobites at the close of the palæozoic period, and of Ammonites at the close of the secondary
period, we must remember what has been already said on the probable wide intervals of time
between our consecutive formations; and in these intervals there may have been much slow
extermination. Moreover, when, by sudden immigration or by unusually rapid development,
many species of a new group have taken possession of an area, many of the older species will
have been exterminated in a correspondingly rapid manner; and the forms which thus yield their
places will commonly be allied, for they will partake of the same inferiority in common.

Thus, as it seems to me, the manner in which single species and whole groups of
species become extinct accords well with the theory of natural selection. We need not marvel at
extinction; if we must marvel, let it be at our presumption in imagining for a moment that we
understand the many complex contingencies on which the existence of each species depends.
If we forget for an instant that each species tends to increase inordinately, and that some check
is always in action, yet seldom perceived by us, the whole economy of nature will be utterly
obscured. Whenever we can precisely say why this species is more abundant in individuals than
that; why this species and not another can be naturalised in a given country; then, and not until
then, we may justly feel surprise why we cannot account for the extinction of any particular
species or group of species.



Sep 6– From “Sir Walter Scott” by Thomas Carlyle
(1838)

AMERICAN Cooper asserts, in one of his books, that there is “an instinctive tendency in
men to look at any man who has become distinguished.” True, surely: as all observation and
survey of mankind, from China to Peru, from Nebuchadnezzar to Old Hickory, will testify! Why
do men crowd towards the improved-drop at Newgate, eager to catch a sight? The man about
to be hanged is in a distinguished situation. Men crowd to such extent, that Greenacre’s is not
the only life choked-out there. Again, ask of these leathern vehicles, cabriolets, neat-flies, with
blue men and women in them, that scour all thoroughfares, Whither so fast? To see dear Mrs.
Rigmarole, the distinguished female; great Mr. Rigmarole, the distinguished male! Or, consider
that crowning phenomenon, and summary of modern civilisation, a soirée of lions. Glittering are
the rooms, well-lighted, thronged; bright flows their undulatory flood of blonde-gowns and
dress-coats, a soft smile dwelling on all faces; for behold there also flow the lions, hovering
distinguished: oracles of the age, of one sort or another. Oracles really pleasant to see; whom it
is worthwhile to go and see: look at them, but inquire not of them, depart rather and be thankful.
For your lion-soirée admits not of speech; there lies the specialty of it. A meeting together of
human creatures; and yet (so high has civilisation gone) the primary aim of human meeting, that
soul might in some articulate utterance unfold itself to soul, can be dispensed with in it.
Utterance there is not; nay, there is a certain grinning play of tongue-fence, and make-believe of
utterance, considerably worse than none. For which reason it has been suggested, with an eye
to sincerity and silence in such lion-soirées, Might not each lion be, for example, ticketed, as
wine-decanters are? Let him carry, slung round him, in such ornamental manner as seemed
good, his silver label with name engraved; you lift his label, and read it, with what farther ocular
survey you find useful, and speech is not needed at all. O Fenimore Cooper, it is most true there
is ‘an instinctive tendency in men to look at any man that has become distinguished’; and,
moreover, an instinctive desire in men to become distinguished and be looked at!

For the rest, we will call it a most valuable tendency this; indispensable to mankind.
Without it, where were star-and-garter, and significance of rank; where were all ambition,
money-getting, respectability of gig or no gig; and, in a word, the main impetus by which society
moves, the main force by which it hangs together? A tendency, we say, of manifold results; of
manifold origin, not ridiculous only, but sublime; — which some incline to deduce from the mere
gregarious purblind nature of man, prompting him to run, ‘as dim-eyed animals do, towards any
glittering object, were it but a scoured tankard, and mistake it for a solar luminary,’ or even
‘sheeplike, to run and crowd because many have already run’! It is indeed curious to consider
how men do make the gods that themselves worship. For the most famed man, round whom all
the world rapturously huzzahs and venerates, as if his like were not, is the same man whom all
the world was wont to jootle into the kennels; not a changed man, but in every fibre of him the
same man. Foolish world, what went ye out to see? A tankard scoured bright: and do there not
lie, of the self-same pewter, whole barrowfuls of tankards, though by worse fortune all still in the
dim state?
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And yet, at bottom, it is not merely our gregarious sheeplike quality, but something
better, and indeed best: which has been called ‘the perpetual fact of hero-worship’; our inborn
sincere love of great men! Not the gilt farthing, for its own sake, do even fools covet; but the
gold guinea which they mistake it for. Veneration of great men is perennial in the nature of man;
this, in all times, especially in these, is one of the blessedest facts predicable of him. In all times,
even in these seemingly so disobedient times, ‘it remains a blessed fact, so cunningly has
Nature ordered it, that whatsoever man ought to obey, he cannot but obey. Show the dullest
clodpole, show the haughtiest featherhead, that a soul higher than himself is actually here; were
his knees stiffened into brass, he must down and worship.’ So it has been written; and may be
cited and repeated till known to all. Understand it well, this of ‘hero-worship’ was the primary
creed, and has intrinsically been the secondary and ternary, and will be the ultimate and final
creed of mankind; indestructible, changing in shape, but in essence unchangeable; whereon
polities, religions, loyalties, and all highest human interests have been and can be built, as on a
rock that will endure while man endures. Such is hero-worship; so much lies in that our inborn
sincere love of great men! — In favour of which unspeakable benefits of the reality, what can we
do but cheerfully pardon the multiplex ineptitudes of the semblance; cheerfully wish even
lion-soirées, with labels for their lions or without that improvement, all manner of prosperity? Let
hero-worship flourish, say we; and the more and more assiduous chase after gilt farthings while
guineas are not yet forthcoming. Herein, at lowest, is proof that guineas exist, that they are
believed to exist, and valued. Find great men, if you can; if you cannot, still quit not the search;
in defect of great men, let there be noted men, in such number, to such degree of intensity as
the public appetite can tolerate.

Whether Sir Walter Scott was a great man, is still a question with some; but there can be
no question with any one that he was a most noted and even notable man. In this generation
there was no literary man with such a popularity in any country; there have only been a few with
such, taking-in all generations and all countries. Nay, it is farther to be admitted that Sir Walter
Scott’s popularity was of a select sort rather; not a popularity of the populace. His admirers were
at one time almost all the intelligent of civilised countries; and to the last included, and do still
include, a great portion of that sort. Such fortune he had, and has continued to maintain for a
space of some twenty or thirty years. So long the observed of all observers: a great man or only
a considerable man; here surely, if ever, is a singular circumstanced, is a ‘distinguished’ man! In
regard to whom, therefore, the ‘instinctive tendency’ on other men’s part cannot be wanting. Let
men look, where the world has already so long looked. And now, while the new, earnestly
expected Life ‘by his son-in-law and literary executor’ again summons the whole world’s
attention round him, probably for the last time it will ever be so summoned; and men are in
some sort taking leave of a notability, and about to go their way, and commit him to his fortune
on the flood of things, — why should not this Periodical Publication likewise publish its thought
about him? Readers of miscellaneous aspect, of unknown quantity and quality, are waiting to
hear it done. With small inward vocation, but cheerfully obedient to destiny and necessity, the
present reviewer will follow a multitude: to do evil or to do no evil, will depend not on the
multitude but on himself. One thing he did decidedly wish; at least to wait till the Work were
finished: for the six promised Volumes, as the world knows, have flowed over into a Seventh,
which will not for some weeks yet see the light. But the editorial powers, wearied with waiting,



have become peremptory; and declare that, finished or not finished, they will have their hands
washed of it at this opening of the year. Perhaps it is best. The physiognomy of Scott will not be
much altered for us by that Seventh Volume; the prior Six have altered it but little; — as, indeed,
a man who has written some two hundred volumes of his own, and lived for thirty years amid
the universal speech of friends, must have already left some likeness of himself. Be it as the
peremptory editorial powers require.

First, therefore, a word on the Life itself. Mr. Lockhart’s known powers justify strict
requisition in his case. Our verdict in general would be, that he has accomplished the work he
schemed for himself in a creditable workmanlike manner. It is true, his notion of what the work
was, does not seem to have been very elevated. To picture-forth the life of Scott according to
any rules of art or composition, so that a reader, on adequately examining it, might say to
himself, “There is Scott, there is the physiognomy and meaning of Scott’s appearance and
transit on this earth; such was he by nature, so did the world act on him, so he on the world,
with such result and significance for himself and us”: this was by no manner of means Mr.
Lockhart’s plan. A plan which, it is rashly said, should preside over every biography! It might
have been fulfilled with all degrees of perfection, from that of the Odyssey down to Thomas
Ellwood or lower. For there is no heroic poem in the world but is at bottom a biography, the life
of a man: also, it may be said, there is no life of a man, faithfully recorded, but is a heroic poem
of its sort, rhymed or unrhymed. It is a plan one would prefer, did it otherwise suit; which it does
not, in these days. Seven volumes sell so much dearer than one; are so much easier to write
than one. The Odyssey, for instance, what were the value of the Odyssey sold per sheet? One
paper of Pickwick; or say, the inconsiderable fraction of one. This, in commercial algebra, were
the equation: Odyssey equal to Pickwick divided by an unknown integer.

There is a great discovery still to be made in Literature, that of paying literary men by the
quantity they do not write. Nay, in sober truth, is not this actually the rule in all writing; and,
moreover, in all conduct and acting? Not what stands above ground, but what lies unseen under
it, as the root and subterrene element it sprang from and emblemed forth, determines the value.
Under all speech that is good for anything there lies a silence that is better. Silence is deep as
Eternity: speech is shallow as Time. Paradoxical does it seem? Woe for the age, woe for the
man, quack-ridden, bespeeched, bespouted, blown about like barren Sahara, to whom this
world-old truth were altogether strange! — Such we say is the rule, acted on or not, recognised
or not; and he who departs from it, what can he do but spread himself into breadth and length,
into superficiality and saleability; and, except as filigree, become comparatively useless? One
thinks, Had but the hogshead of thin wash, which sours in a week ready for the kennels, been
distilled, been concentrated! Our dear Fenimore Cooper, whom we started with, might, in that
way, have given us one Natty Leatherstocking, one melodious synopsis of Man and Nature in
the West (for it lay in him to do it), almost as a Saint-Pierre did for the Islands of the East; and
the hundred Incoherences, cobbled hastily together by order of Colburn and Company, had
slumbered in Chaos, as all incoherences ought if possible to do. Verily this same genius of
diffuse-writing, of diffuse-acting, is a Moloch; and souls pass through the fire to him, more than
enough. Surely, if ever discovery was valuable and needful, it were that above indicated, of
paying by the work not visibly done! — Which needful discovery we will give the whole



projecting, railwaying, knowledge-diffusing, march-of-intellect and otherwise promotive and
locomotive societies in the Old and New World, any required length of centuries to make. Once
made, such discovery once made, we too will fling cap into the air, and shout, “Io Pæan! the
Devil is conquered”; — and, in the mean while, study to think it nothing miraculous that seven
biographical volumes are given where one had been better; and that several other things
happen, very much as they from of old were known to do, and are like to continue doing.

Mr. Lockhart’s aim, we take it, was not that of producing any such highflown work of art
as we hint at: or indeed to do much other than to print, intelligently bound together by order of
time, and by some requisite intercalary exposition, all such letters, documents and notices about
Scott as he found lying suitable, and as it seemed likely the world would undertake to read. His
Work, accordingly, is not so much a composition, as what we may call a compilation well done.
Neither is this a task of no difficulty; this too is a task that may be performed with extremely
various degrees of talent: from the Life and Correspondence of Hannah More, for instance, up
to this Life of Scott, there is a wide range indeed! Let us take the Seven Volumes, and be
thankful that they are genuine in their kind. Nay, as to that of their being seven and not one, it is
right to say that the public so required it. To have done other, would have shown little policy in
an author. Had Mr. Lockhart laboriously compressed himself, and instead of well-done
compilation, brought out the well-done composition, in one volume instead of seven, which not
many men in England are better qualified to do, there can be no doubt but his readers for the
time had been immeasurably fewer. If the praise of magnanimity be denied him, that of
prudence must be conceded, which perhaps he values more.

The truth is, the work, done in this manner too, was good to have: Scott’s Biography, if
uncomposed, lies printed and indestructible here, in the elementary state, and can at any time
be composed, if necessary, by whosoever has a call to that. As it is, as it was meant to be, we
repeat, the work is vigorously done. Sagacity, decision, candour, diligence, good manners, good
sense: these qualities are throughout observable. The dates, calculations, statements, we
suppose to be all accurate; much laborious inquiry, some of it impossible for another man, has
been gone into, the results of which are imparted with due brevity. Scott’s letters, not interesting
generally, yet never absolutely without interest, are copiously given; copiously, but with
selection; the answers to them still more select. Narrative, delineation, and at length personal
reminiscences, occasionally of much merit, of a certain rough force, sincerity and
picturesqueness, duly intervene. The scattered members of Scott’s Life do lie here, and could
be disentangled. In a word, this compilation is the work of a manful, clear-seeing, conclusive
man, and has been executed with the faculty and combination of faculties the public had a right
to expect from the name attached to it.

One thing we hear greatly blamed in Mr. Lockhart: that he has been too communicative,
indiscreet, and has recorded much that ought to have lain suppressed. Persons are mentioned,
and circumstances, not always of an ornamental sort. It would appear there is far less reticence
than was looked for! Various persons, name and surname, have ‘received pain’: nay, the very
Hero of the Biography is rendered unheroic; unornamental facts of him, and of those he had to
do with, being set forth in plain English: hence ‘personality,’ ‘indiscretion,’ or worse, ‘sanctities of



private life,’ etc., etc. How delicate, decent is English Biography, bless its mealy mouth! A
Damocles’ sword of Respectability hangs forever over the poor English Life-writer (as it does
over poor English Life in general), and reduces him to the verge of paralysis. Thus it has been
said ‘there are no English lives worth reading except those of Players, who by the nature of the
case have bidden Respectability good-day.’ The English biographer has long felt that if in writing
his Man’s Biography, he wrote down anything that could by possibility offend any man, he had
written wrong. The plain consequence was, that, properly speaking, no biography whatever
could be produced. The poor biographer, having the fear not of God before his eyes, was
obliged to retire as it were into vacuum; and write in the most melancholy, straitened manner,
with only vacuum for a result. Vain that he wrote, and that we kept reading volume on volume:
there was no biography, but some vague ghost of a biography, white, stainless; without feature
or substance; vacuum, as we say, and wind and shadow, — which indeed the material of it was.

No man lives without jostling and being jostled; in all ways he has to elbow himself
through the world, giving and receiving offence. His life is a battle, in so far as it is an entity at
all. The very oyster, we suppose, comes in collision with oysters: undoubtedly enough it does
come in collision with Necessity and Difficulty; and helps itself through, not as a perfect ideal
oyster, but as an imperfect real one. Some kind of remorse must be known to the oyster; certain
hatreds, certain pusillanimities. But as for man, his conflict is continual with the spirit of
contradiction, that is without and within; with the evil spirit (or call it, with the weak, most
necessitous, pitiable spirit), that is in others and in himself. His walk, like all walking (say the
mechanicians), is a series of falls. To paint man’s life is to represent these things. Let them be
represented, fitly, with dignity and measure; but above all, let them be represented. No tragedy
of Hamlet with the part of Hamlet omitted by particular desire! No ghost of a biography, let the
Damocles’ sword of Respectability (which, after all, is but a pasteboard one) threaten as it will.
One hopes that the public taste is much mended in this matter; that vacuum-biographies, with a
good many other vacuities related to them, are withdrawn or withdrawing into vacuum. Probably
it was Mr. Lockhart’s feeling of what the great public would approve, that led him, open-eyed,
into this offence against the small criticising public: we joyfully accept the omen.

Perhaps then, of all the praises copiously bestowed on his Work, there is none in reality
so creditable to him as this same censure, which has also been pretty copious. It is a censure
better than a good many praises. He is found guilty of having said this and that, calculated not
to be entirely pleasant to this man and that; in other words, calculated to give him and the thing
he worked in a living set of features, not leave him vague, in the white beatified-ghost condition.
Several men, as we hear, cry out, “See, there is something written not entirely pleasant to me!”
Good friend, it is pity; but who can help it? They that will crowd about bonfires may, sometimes
very fairly, get their beards singed; it is the price they pay for such illumination; natural twilight is
safe and free to all. For our part, we hope all manner of biographies that are written in England
will henceforth be written so. If it is that they be written otherwise, then it is still fitter that they be
not written at all: to produce not things but ghosts of things can never be the duty of man.

The biographer has this problem set before him: to delineate a likeness of the earthly
pilgrimage of a man. He will compute well what profit is in it, and what disprofit; under which



latter head this of offending any of his fellow-creatures will surely not be forgotten. Nay, this may
so swell the disprofit side of his account, that many an enterprise of biography, otherwise
promising, shall require to be renounced. But once taken up, the rule before all rules is to do it,
not to do the ghost of it. In speaking of the man and men he has to deal with, he will of course
keep all his charities about him; but all his eyes open. Far be it from him to set down aught
untrue; nay, not to abstain from, and leave in oblivion much that is true. But having found a thing
or things essential for his subject, and well computed the for and against, he will in very deed
set down such thing or things, nothing doubting, — having, we may say, the fear of God before
his eyes, and no other fear whatever. Censure the biographer’s prudence; dissent from the
computation he made, or agree with it; be all malice of his, be all falsehood, nay, be all offensive
avoidable inaccuracy, condemned and consumed; but know that by this plan only, executed as
was possible, could the biographer hope to make a biography; and blame him not that he did
what it had been the worst fault not to do.

As to the accuracy or error of these statements about the Ballantynes and other persons
aggrieved, which are questions much mooted at present in some places, we know nothing at all.
If they are inaccurate, let them be corrected; if the inaccuracy was avoidable, let the author bear
rebuke and punishment for it. We can only say, these things carry no look of inaccuracy on the
face of them; neither is anywhere the smallest trace of ill-will or unjust feeling discernible.
Decidedly the probabilities are, and till better evidence arise, the fair conclusion is, that this
matter stands very much as it ought to do. Let the clatter of censure, therefore, propagate itself
as far as it can. For Mr. Lockhart it virtually amounts to this very considerable praise, that,
standing full in the face of the public, he has set at naught, and been among the first to do it, a
public piece of cant; one of the commonest we have, and closely allied to many others of the
fellest sort, as smooth as it looks.

The other censure, of Scott being made unheroic, springs from the same stem; and is,
perhaps, a still more wonderful flower of it. Your true hero must have no features, but be white,
stainless, an impersonal ghost-hero! But connected with this, there is a hypothesis now current,
due probably to some man of name, for its own force would not carry it far: That Mr. Lockhart at
heart has a dislike to Scott, and has done his best in an underhand treacherous manner to
dishero him! Such hypothesis is actually current: he that has ears may hear it now and then. On
which astonishing hypothesis, if a word must be said, it can only be an apology for silence,—
“That there are things at which one stands struck silent, as at first sight of the Infinite.” For if Mr.
Lockhart is fairly chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his insight entirely fails him, it
seems even to be in this: that Scott is altogether lovely to him; that Scott’s greatness spreads
out for him on all hands beyond reach of eye; that his very faults become beautiful, his vulgar
worldlinesses are solid prudences, proprieties; and of his worth there is no measure. Does not
the patient Biographer dwell on his Abbots, Pirates, and hasty theatrical scene-paintings;
affectionately analysing them, as if they were Raphael-pictures, time-defying Hamlets, Othellos?
The Novel-manufactory, with its 15,000l. a-year, is sacred to him as creation of a genius, which
carries the noble victor up to Heaven. Scott is to Lockhart the unparalleled of the time; an object
spreading-out before him like a sea without shore. Of that astonishing hypothesis, let expressive
silence be the only answer.



And so in sum, with regard to Lockhart’s Life of Scott, readers that believe in us shall
read it with the feeling that a man of talent, decision and insight wrote it; wrote it in seven
volumes, not in one, because the public would pay for it better in that state; but wrote it with
courage, with frankness, sincerity; on the whole, in a very readable, recommendable manner, as
things go. Whosoever needs it can purchase it, or purchase the loan of it, with assurance more
than usual that he has ware for his money. And now enough of the written Life; we will glance a
little at the man and his acted life.

Into the question whether Scott was a great man or not, we do not propose to enter
deeply. It is, as too usual, a question about words. There can be no doubt but many men have
been named and printed great who were vastly smaller than he: as little doubt moreover that of
the specially good, a very large portion, according to any genuine standard of man’s worth, were
worthless in comparison to him. He for whom Scott is great may most innocently name him so;
may with advantage admire his great qualities, and ought with sincere heart to emulate them. At
the same time, it is good that there be a certain degree of precision in our epithets. It is good to
understand, for one thing, that no popularity, and open-mouthed wonder of all the world,
continued even for a long series of years, can make a man great. Such popularity is a
remarkable fortune; indicates a great adaptation of the man to his element of circumstances; but
may or may not indicate anything great in the man. To our imagination, as above hinted, there is
a certain apotheosis in it; but in the reality no apotheosis at all. Popularity is as a blaze of
illumination, or alas, of conflagration, kindled round a man; showing what is in him; not putting
the smallest item more into him; often abstracting much from him; conflagrating the poor man
himself into ashes and caput mortuum! And then, by the nature of it, such popularity is transient;
your ‘series of years,’ quite unexpectedly, sometimes almost all on a sudden, terminates! For
the stupidity of men, especially of men congregated in masses round any object, is extreme.
What illuminations and conflagrations have kindled themselves, as if new heavenly suns had
risen, which proved only to be tar-barrels and terrestrial locks of straw! Profane Princesses cried
out, “One God, one Farinelli!” — and whither now have they and Farinelli danced?



Sep 7– From "The Destruction of Da Derga's Hostel"
translated by Whitley Stokes D.C.L

There was a famous and noble king over Erin, named Eochaid Feidlech. Once upon a
time he came over the fairgreen of Brí Léith, and he saw at the edge of a well a woman with a
bright comb of silver adorned with gold, washing in a silver basin wherein were four golden birds
and little, bright gems of purple carbuncle in the rims of the basin. A mantle she had, curly and
purple, a beautiful cloak, and in the mantle silvery fringes arranged, and a brooch of fairest gold.
A kirtle she wore, long, hooded, hard-smooth, of green silk, with red embroidery of gold.
Marvellous clasps of gold and silver in the kirtle on her breasts and her shoulders and spaulds
on every side. The sun kept shining upon her, so that the glistening of the gold against the sun
from the green silk was manifest to men. On her head were two golden-yellow tresses, in each
of which was a plait of four locks, with a bead at the point of each lock. The hue of that hair
seemed to them like the flower of the iris in summer, or like red gold after the burnishing thereof.

There she was, undoing her hair to wash it, with her arms out through the sleeve-holes
of her smock. White as the snow of one night were the two hands, soft and even, and red as
foxglove were the two clear-beautiful cheeks. Dark as the back of a stag-beetle the two
eyebrows. Like a shower of pearls were the teeth in her head. Blue as a hyacinth were the eyes.
Red as rowan-berries the lips. Very high, smooth and soft-white the shoulders. Clear-white and
lengthy the fingers. Long were the hands. White as the foam of a wave was the flank, slender,
long, tender, smooth, soft as wool. Polished and warm, sleek and white were the two thighs.
Round and small, hard and white the two knees. Short and white and rulestraight the two shins.
Justly straight and beautiful the two heels. If a measure were put on the feet it would hardly
have found them unequal, unless the flesh of the coverings should grow upon them. The bright
radiance of the moon was in her noble face: the loftiness of pride in her smooth eyebrows: the
light of wooing in each of her regal eyes. A dimple of delight in each of her cheeks, with a
dappling (?) in them at one time, of purple spots with redness of a calf's blood, and at another
with the bright lustre of snow. Soft womanly dignity in her voice; a step steady and slow she
had: a queenly gait was hers. Verily, of the world's women 'twas she was the dearest and
loveliest and justest that the eyes of men had ever beheld. It seemed to King Eochaid and his
followers that she was from the elfmounds. Of her was said: "Shapely are all till compared with
Etáin," "Dear are all till compared with Etáin."

A longing for her straightway seized the king; so he sent forward a man of his people to
detain her. The king asked tidings of her and said, while announcing himself: "Shall I have an
hour of dalliance with thee?"

"'Tis for that we have come hither under thy safeguard," quoth she.

"Query, whence art thou and whence hast thou come?" says Eochaid.
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"Easy to say," quoth she. "Etáin am I, daughter of Etar, king of the cavalcade from the
elfmounds. I have been here for twenty years since I was born in an elfmound. The men of the
elfmound, both kings and nobles, have been wooing me; but nought was gotten from me,
because ever since I was able to speak, I have loved thee and given thee a child's love for the
high tales about thee and thy splendour. And though I had never seen thee, I knew thee at once
from thy description: it is thou, then, I have reached."

"No 'seeking of an ill friend afar' shall be thine," says Eochaid. "Thou shalt have
welcome, and for thee every other woman shall be left by me, and with thee alone will I live so
long as thou hast honour."

"My proper bride-price to me!" she says, "and afterwards my desire."

"Thou shalt have both," says Eochaid.

Seven cumals[3] are given to her.

[3] I.e., twenty-one cows.
Then the king, even Eochaid Feidlech, dies, leaving one daughter named, like her

mother, Etáin, and wedded to Cormac, king of Ulaid.

After the end of a time Cormac, king of Ulaid, "the man of the three gifts," forsakes
Eochaid's daughter, because she was barren save for one daughter that she had borne to
Cormac after the making of the pottage which her mother--the woman from the elfmounds--gave
her. Then she said to her mother: "Bad is what thou hast given me: it will be a daughter that I
shall bear."

"That will not be good," says her mother; "a king's pursuit will be on her."

Then Cormac weds again his wife, even Etáin, and this was his desire, that the daughter
of the woman who had before been abandoned [i.e. his own daughter] should be killed. So
Cormac would not leave the girl to her mother to be nursed. Then his two thralls take her to a
pit, and she smiles a laughing smile at them as they were putting her into it. Then their kindly
nature came to them. They carry her into the calfshed of the cowherds of Etirscél,
great-grandson of Iar, king of Tara, and they fostered her till she became a good embroideress;
and there was not in Ireland a king's daughter dearer than she.

A fenced house of wickerwork was made by the thralls for her, without any door, but only
a window and a skylight. King Eterscél's folk espy that house and suppose that it was food that
the cowherds kept there. But one of them went and looked through the skylight, and he saw in
the house the dearest, beautifullest maiden! This is told to the king, and straightway he sends
his people to break the house and carry her off without asking the cowherds. For the king was
childless, and it had been prophesied to him by his wizards that a woman of unknown race
would bear him a son.



Then said the king: "This is the woman that has been prophesied to me!"

Now while she was there next morning she saw a Bird on the skylight coming to her, and
he leaves his birdskin on the floor of the house, and went to her and possessed her, and said:
"They are coming to thee from the king to wreck thy house and to bring thee to him perforce.
And thou wilt be pregnant by me, and bear a son, and that son must not kill birds[4]. And
'Conaire, son of Mess Buachalla' shall be his name," for hers was Mess Buachalla, "the
Cowherds' fosterchild."

[4] This passage indicates the existence in Ireland of totems, and of the rule that the person to
whom a totem belongs must not kill the totem-animal.--W.S.

And then she was brought to the king, and with her went her fosterers, and she was
betrothed to the king, and he gave her seven cumals and to her fosterers seven other cumals.
And afterwards they were made chieftains, so that they all became legitimate, whence are the
two Fedlimthi Rechtaidi. And then she bore a son to the king, even Conaire son of Mess
Buachalla, and these were her three urgent prayers to the king, to wit, the nursing of her son
among three households, that is, the fosterers who had nurtured her, and the two Honeyworded
Mainès, and she herself is the third; and she said that such of the men of Erin as should wish to
do aught for this boy should give to those three households for the boy's protection.

So in that wise he was reared, and the men of Erin straightway knew this boy on the day
he was born. And other boys were fostered with him, to wit, Fer Le and Fer Gar and Fer Rogein,
three great-grandsons of Donn Désa the champion, an army-man of the army from Muc-lesi.

Now Conaire possessed three gifts, to wit, the gift of hearing and the gift of eyesight and
the gift of judgment; and of those three gifts he taught one to each of his three fosterbrothers.
And whatever meal was prepared for him, the four of them would go to it. Even though three
meals were prepared for him each of them would go to his meal. The same raiment and armour
and colour of horses had the four.

Then the king, even Eterscéle, died. A bull-feast is gathered by the men of Erin, in order
to determine their future king; that is, a bull used to be killed by them and thereof one man
would eat his fill and drink its broth, and a spell of truth was chanted over him in his bed.
Whosoever he would see in his sleep would be king, and the sleeper would perish if he uttered
a falsehood.

Four men in chariots were on the Plain of Liffey at their game, Conaire himself and his
three fosterbrothers. Then his fosterers went to him that he might repair to the bull-feast. The
bull-feaster, then in his sleep, at the end of the night beheld a man stark-naked, passing along
the road of Tara, with a stone in his sling.

"I will go in the morning after you," quoth he.



He left his fosterbrothers at their game, and turned his chariot and his charioteer until he
was in Dublin. There he saw great, white-speckled birds, of unusual size and colour and beauty.
He pursues then until his horses were tired. The birds would go a spearcast before him, and
would not go any further. He alighted, and takes his sling for them out of the chariot. He goes
after them until he was at the sea. The birds betake themselves to the wave. He went to them
and overcame them. The birds quit their birdskins, and turn upon him with spears and swords.
One of them protects him, and addressed him, saying: "I am Némglan, king of thy father's birds;
and thou hast been forbidden to cast at birds, for here there is no one that should not be dear to
thee because of his father or mother."

"Till to-day," says Conaire, "I knew not this."

"Go to Tara tonight," says Némglan; "'tis fittest for thee. A bull-feast is there, and through
it thou shalt be king. A man stark-naked, who shall go at the end of the night along one of the
roads of Tara, having a stone and a sling--'tis he that shall be king."

So in this wise Conaire fared forth; and on each of the four roads whereby men go to
Tara there were three kings awaiting him, and they had raiment for him, since it had been
foretold that he would come stark-naked. Then he was seen from the road on which his
fosterers were, and they put royal raiment about him, and placed him in a chariot, and he bound
his pledges.

The folk of Tara said to him: "It seems to us that our bull-feast and our spell of truth are a
failure, if it be only a young, beardless lad that we have visioned therein."

"That is of no moment," quoth he. "For a young, generous king like me to be in the
kingship is no disgrace, since the binding of Tara's pledges is mine by right of father and
grandsire."

"Excellent! excellent!" says the host. They set the kingship of Erin upon him. And he
said: "I will enquire of wise men that I myself may be wise."

Then he uttered all this as he had been taught by the man at the wave, who said this to
him: "Thy reign will be subject to a restriction, but the bird-reign will be noble, and this shall be
thy restriction, i.e. thy tabu.

"Thou shalt not go righthandwise round Tara and lefthandwise round Bregia.

"The evil-beasts of Cerna must not be hunted by thee.

"And thou shalt not go out every ninth night beyond Tara.

"Thou shalt not sleep in a house from which firelight is manifest outside, after sunset,
and in which light is manifest from without.



"And three Reds shall not go before thee to Red's house.

"And no rapine shall be wrought in thy reign.

"And after sunset a company of one woman or one man shall not enter the house in
which thou art.

"And thou shalt not settle the quarrel of thy two thralls.

Now there were in his reign great bounties, to wit, seven ships in every June in every
year arriving at Inver Colptha[5], and oakmast up to the knees in every autumn, and plenty of
fish in the rivers Bush and Boyne in the June of each year, and such abundance of good will
that no one slew another in Erin during his reign. And to every one in Erin his fellow's voice
seemed as sweet as the strings of lutes. From mid-spring to mid-autumn no wind disturbed a
cow's tail. His reign was neither thunderous nor stormy.

[5] The mouth of the river Boyne.--W.S.
Now his fosterbrothers murmured at the taking from them of their father's and their

grandsire's gifts, namely Theft and Robbery and Slaughter of men and Rapine. They thieved the
three thefts from the same man, to wit, a swine and an ox and a cow, every year, that they might
see what punishment therefor the king would inflict upon them, and what damage the theft in his
reign would cause to the king.

Now every year the farmer would come to the king to complain, and the king would say
to him. "Go thou and address Donn Désá's three great-grandsons, for 'tis they that have taken
the beasts." Whenever he went to speak to Donn Désá's descendants they would almost kill
him, and he would not return to the king lest Conaire should attend his hurt.

Since, then, pride and wilfulness possessed them, they took to marauding, surrounded
by the sons of the lords of the men of Erin. Thrice fifty men had they as pupils when they (the
pupils) were were-wolfing in the province of Connaught, until Maine Milscothach's swineherd
saw them, and he had never seen that before. He went in flight. When they heard him they
pursued him. The swineherd shouted, and the people of the two Mainès came to him, and the
thrice fifty men were arrested, along with their auxiliaries, and taken to Tara. They consulted the
king concerning the matter, and he said: "Let each (father) slay his son, but let my fosterlings be
spared."

"Leave, leave!" says every one: "it shall be done for thee."

"Nay indeed," quoth he; "no 'cast of life' by me is the doom I have delivered. The men
shall not be hung; but let veterans go with them that they may wreak their rapine on the men of
Alba."



This they do. Thence they put to sea and met the son of the king of Britain, even Ingcél
the One-eyed, grandson of Conmac: thrice fifty men and their veterans they met upon the sea.

They make an alliance, and go with Ingcél and wrought rapine with him.

This is the destruction which his own impulse gave him. That was the night that his
mother and his father and his seven brothers had been bidden to the house of the king of his
district. All of them were destroyed by Ingcél in a single night. Then the Irish pirates put out to
sea to the land of Erin to seek a destruction as payment for that to which Ingcél had been
entitled from them.

In Conaire's reign there was perfect peace in Erin, save that in Thomond there was a
joining of battle between the two Carbres. Two fosterbrothers of his were they. And until Conaire
came it was impossible to make peace between them. 'Twas a tabu of his to go to separate
them before they had repaired to him. He went, however, although to do so was one of his
tabus, and he made peace between them. He remained five nights with each of the two. That
also was a tabu of his.

After settling the two quarrels, he was travelling to Tara. This is the way they took to
Tara, past Usnech of Meath; and they saw the raiding from east and west, and from south and
north, and they saw the warbands and the hosts and the men stark-naked; and the land of the
southern O'Neills was a cloud of fire around him.

"What is this?" asked Conaire. "Easy to say," his people answer. "Easy to know that the
king's law has broken down therein, since the country has begun to burn."

"Whither shall we betake ourselves?" says Conaire.

"To the Northeast," says his people.

So then they went righthandwise round Tara, and lefthandwise round Bregia, and the evil
beasts of Cerna were hunted by him. But he saw it not till the chase had ended.

They that made of the world that smoky mist of magic were elves, and they did so
because Conaire's tabus had been violated.

Great fear then fell on Conaire because they had no way to wend save upon the Road of
Midluachair and the Road of Cualu.

So they took their way by the coast of Ireland southward.

Then said Conaire on the Road of Cualu: "whither shall we go tonight?"



"May I succeed in telling thee! my fosterling Conaire," says Mac cecht, son of Snade
Teiched, the champion of Conaire, son of Eterscél. "Oftener have the men of Erin been
contending for thee every night than thou hast been wandering about for a guesthouse."

"Judgment goes with good times," says Conaire. "I had a friend in this country, if only we
knew the way to his house!"

"What is his name?" asked Mac cecht.

"Dá Derga of Leinster," answered Conaire. "He came unto me to seek a gift from me,
and he did not come with a refusal. I gave him a hundred kine of the drove. I gave him a
hundred fatted swine. I gave him a hundred mantles made of close cloth. I gave him a hundred
blue-coloured weapons of battle. I gave him ten red, gilded brooches. I gave him ten vats good
and brown. I gave him ten thralls. I gave him ten querns. I gave him thrice nine hounds all-white
in their silvern chains. I gave him a hundred racehorses in the herds of deer. There would be no
abatement in his case though he should come again. He would make return. It is strange if he is
surly to me tonight when reaching his abode."

"When I was acquainted with his house," says Mac cecht, "the road whereon thou art
going towards him was the boundary of his abode. It continues till it enters his house, for
through the house passes the road. There are seven doorways into the house, and seven
bedrooms between every two doorways; but there is only one door-valve on it, and that valve is
turned to every doorway to which the wind blows."

"With all that thou hast here," says Conaire, "thou shalt go in thy great multitude until
thou alight in the midst of the house."

"If so be," answers Mac cecht, "that thou goest thither, I go on that I may strike fire there
ahead of thee."

When Conaire after this was journeying along the Road of Cuálu, he marked before him
three horsemen riding towards the house. Three red frocks had they, and three red mantles:
three red bucklers they bore, and three red spears were in their hands: three red steeds they
bestrode, and three red heads of hair were on them. Red were they all, both body and hair and
raiment, both steeds and men.

"Who is it that fares before us?" asked Conaire. "It was a tabu of mine for those Three to
go before me--the three Reds to the house of Red. Who will follow them and tell them to come
towards me in my track?"

"I will follow them," says Lé fri flaith, Conaire's son.

He goes after them, lashing his horse, and overtook them not. There was the length of a
spearcast between them: but they did not gain upon him and he did not gain upon them.



He told them not to go before the king. He overtook them not; but one of the three men
sang a lay to him over his shoulder:

"Lo, my son, great the news, news from a hostel.... Lo my son!"

They go away from him then: he could not detain them.

The boy waited for the host. He told his father what was said to him. Conaire liked it not.
"After them, thou!" says Conaire, "and offer them three oxen and three bacon-pigs, and so long
as they shall be in my household, no one shall be among them from fire to wall."

So the lad goes after them, and offers them that, and overtook them not. But one of the
three men sang a lay to him over his shoulder:

"Lo, my son, great the news! A generous king's great ardour whets thee, burns thee.
Through ancient men's enchantments a company of nine yields. Lo, my son!"

The boy turns back and repeated the lay to Conaire.

"Go after them," says Conaire, "and offer them six oxen and six bacon-pigs, and my
leavings, and gifts tomorrow, and so long as they shall be in my household no one to be among
them from fire to wall."

The lad then went after them, and overtook them not; but one of the three men
answered and said:

"Lo, my son, great the news. Weary are the steeds we ride. We ride the steeds of Donn
Tetscorach from the elfmounds. Though we are alive we are dead. Great are the signs;
destruction of life: sating of ravens: feeding of crows, strife of slaughter: wetting of sword-edge,
shields with broken bosses in hours after sundown. Lo, my son!"

Then they go from him.

"I see that thou hast not detained the men," says Conaire.

"Indeed it is not I that betrayed it," says Lé fri flaith.

He recited the last answer that they gave him. Conaire and his retainers were not blithe
thereat: and afterwards evil forebodings of terror were on them.

"All my tabus have seized me tonight," says Conaire, "since those Three Reds are the
banished folks[6]."



[6] They had been banished from the elfmounds, and for them to precede was to violate one of
his tabus.--W.S.

They went forward to the house and took their seats therein, and fastened their red
steeds to the door of the house.

That is the Forefaring of the Three Reds in the Bruden Dá Derga.

This is the way that Conaire took with his troops, to Dublin.

'Tis then the man of the black, cropt hair, with his one hand and one eye and one foot,
overtook them. Rough cropt hair upon him. Though a sackful of wild apples were flung on his
crown, not an apple would fall on the ground, but each of them would stick on his hair. Though
his snout were flung on a branch they would remain together. Long and thick as an outer yoke
was each of his two shins. Each of his buttocks was the size of a cheese on a withe. A forked
pole of iron black-pointed was in his hand. A swine, black-bristled, singed, was on his back,
squealing continually, and a woman big-mouthed, huge, dark, sorry, hideous, was behind him.
Though her snout were flung on a branch, the branch would support it. Her lower lip would
reach her knee.

He starts forward to meet Conaire, and made him welcome. "Welcome to thee, O master
Conaire! Long hath thy coming hither been known."

"Who gives the welcome?" asks Conaire.

"Fer Caille here, with his black swine for thee to consume that thou be not fasting
tonight, for 'tis thou art the best king that has come into the world!"

"What is thy wife's name?" says Conaire.

"Cichuil," he answers.

"Any other night," says Conaire, "that pleases you, I will come to you,--and leave us
alone to night."

"Nay," say the churl, "for we will go to thee to the place wherein thou wilt be tonight, O
fair little master Conaire!"

So he goes towards the house, with his great, big-mouthed wife behind him, and his
swine short-bristled, black, singed, squealing continually, on his back. That was one of Conaire's
tabus, and that plunder should be taken in Ireland during his reign was another tabu of his.

Now plunder was taken by the sons of Donn Désa, and five hundred there were in the
body of their marauders, besides what underlings were with them. This, too, was a tabu of
Conaire's. There was a good warrior in the north country, "Wain over withered sticks," this was



his name. Why he was so called was because he used to go over his opponent even as a wain
would go over withered sticks. Now plunder was taken by him, and there were five hundred in
the body of their marauders alone, besides underlings.



Sep 8– “Ice and Glaciers” by Hermann von
Helmholtz (1865) translated by Edmund Atkinson
A Lecture Delivered at Frankfort-on-the-Main, and at Heidelberg, in February, 1865
THE WORLD of ice and of eternal snow, as unfolded to us on the summits of the neighbouring
Alpine chain, so stern, so solitary, so dangerous, it may be, has yet its own peculiar charm. Not
only does it enchain the attention of the natural philosopher, who finds in it the most wonderful
disclosures as to the present and past history of the globe, but every summer it entices
thousands of travellers of all conditions, who find there mental and bodily recreation. While
some content themselves with admiring from afar the dazzling adornment which the pure,
luminous masses of snowy peaks, interposed between the deeper blue of the sky and the
succulent green of the meadows, lend to the landscape, others more boldly penetrate into the
strange world, willingly subjecting themselves to the most extreme degrees of exertion and
danger, if only they may fill themselves with the aspect of its sublimity.

I will not attempt what has so often been attempted in vain—to depict in words the beauty and
magnificence of nature, whose aspect delights the Alpine traveller. I may well presume that it is
known to most of you from your own observation; or, it is to be hoped, will be so. But I imagine
that the delight and interest in the magnificence of those scenes will make you the more inclined
to lend a willing ear to the remarkable results of modern investigations on the more prominent
phenomena of the glacial world. There we see that minute peculiarities of ice, the mere mention
of which might at other times be regarded as a scientific subtlety, are the causes of the most
important changes in glaciers; shapeless masses of rock begin to relate their histories to the
attentive observer, histories which often stretch far beyond the past of the human race into the
obscurity of the primeval world; a peaceful, uniform, and beneficent sway of enormous natural
forces, where at first sight only desert wastes are seen, either extended indefinitely in cheerless,
desolate solitudes, or full of wild, threatening confusion—an arena of destructive forces. And
thus I think I may promise that the study of the connection of those phenomena of which I can
now only give you a very short outline, will not only afford you some prosaic instruction, but will
make your pleasure in the magnificent scenes of the high mountains more vivid, your interest
deeper, and your admiration more exalted.

Let me first of all recall to your remembrance the chief features of the external appearance of
the snow fields and of the glaciers; and let me mention the accurate measurements which have
contributed to supplement observation, before I pass to discuss the casual connection of those
processes.

The higher we ascend the mountains the colder it becomes. Our atmosphere is like a warm
covering spread over the earth; it is well-nigh entirely transparent for the luminous darting rays
of the sun, and allows them to pass almost without appreciable change. But it is not equally
penetrable by obscure heat rays, which, proceeding from heated terrestrial bodies, struggle to
diffuse themselves into space. These are absorbed by atmospheric air, especially when it is
moist; the mass of air is itself heated thereby, and only radiates slowly into space the heat which
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has been gained. The expenditure of heat is thus retarded as compared with the supply, and a
certain store of heat is retained along the whole surface of the earth. But on high mountains the
protective coating of the atmosphere is far thinner—the radiated heat of the ground can escape
thence more freely into space; there, accordingly, the accumulated store of heat and the
temperature are far smaller than at lower levels.

To this must be added another property of air which acts in the same direction. In a mass of air
which expands, part of its store of heat disappears; it becomes cooler, if it cannot acquire fresh
heat from without. Conversely, by renewed compression of the air, the same quantity of heat is
reproduced which had disappeared during expansion. Thus, if for instance, south winds drive
the warm air of the Mediterranean towards the north, and compel it to ascend along the great
mountain wall of the Alps, where the air, in consequence of the diminished pressure, expands
by about half its volume, it thereby becomes very greatly cooled—for a mean height of 11,000
feet, by from 18° to 30° C., according as it is moist or dry—and it thereby deposits the greater
part of its moisture as rain or snow. If the same wind, passing over to the north side of the
mountains as Fohn-wind, reaches the valley and plains, it again becomes condensed, and is
again heated. Thus the same current of air which is warm in the plains, both on this side of the
chain and on the other, is bitterly cold on the heights, and can there deposit snow, while in the
plain we find it insupportably hot.

The lower temperature at greater heights, which is due to both these causes, is, as we know,
very marked on the lower mountain chains of our neighbourhood. In central Europe it amounts
to about 1° C. for an ascent of 480 feet; in winter it is less—1° for about 720 feet of ascent. In
the Alps the differences of temperature at great heights are accordingly far more considerable,
so that upon the higher parts of their peaks and slopes the snow which has fallen in winter no
longer melts in summer. This line, above which snow covers the ground throughout the entire
year, is well known as the snow line; on the northern side of the Alps it is about 8,000 feet high,
on the southern side about 8,800 feet. Above the snow line it may on sunny days be very warm;
the unrestrained radiation of the sun, increased by the light reflected from the snow, often
becomes utterly unbearable, so that the tourist of sedentary habits, apart from the dazzling of
his eyes, which he must protect by dark spectacles or by a veil, usually gets severely sunburnt
in the face and hands, the result of which is an inflammatory swelling of the skin and great
blisters on the surface. More pleasant testimonies to the power of the sunshine are the vivid
colours and the powerful odour of the small Alpine flowers which bloom in the sheltered rocky
clefts among the snow fields. Notwithstanding the powerful radiation of the sun the temperature
of the air above the snow fields only rises to 5°, or at most 8°; this, however, is sufficient to melt
a tolerable amount of the superficial layers of snow. But the warm hours and days are too short
to overpower the great masses of snow which have fallen during colder times. Hence the height
of the snow line does not depend merely on the temperature of the mountain slope, but also
essentially on the amount of the yearly snowfall. It is lower, for instance, on the moist and warm
south slope of the Himalayas than on the far colder but also far drier north slope of the same
mountain. Corresponding to the moist climate of western Europe, the snowfall upon the Alps is
very great, and hence the number and extent of their glaciers are comparatively considerable,
so that few mountains of the earth can be compared with them in this respect. Such a



development of the glacial world is, as far as we know, met with only on the Himalayas,
favoured by the greater height; in Greenland and in Northern Norway, owing to the colder
climate; in a few islands in Iceland; and in New Zealand, from the more abundant moisture.

Places above the snow line are thus characterized by the fact that the snow which in the course
of the year falls on its surface does not quite melt away in summer, but remains to some extent.
This snow, which one summer has left, is protected from the further action of the sun’s heat by
the fresh quantities that fall upon it during the next autumn, winter, and spring. Of this new snow
also next summer leaves some remains, and thus year by year fresh layers of snow are
accumulated one above the other. In those places where such an accumulation of snow ends in
a steep precipice, and its inner structure is thereby exposed, the regularly stratified yearly layers
are easily recognised.

But it is clear that this accumulation of layer upon layer cannot go on indefinitely, for otherwise
the height of the snow peak would continually increase year by year. But the more the snow is
accumulated the steeper are the slopes, and the greater the weight which presses upon the
lower and older layers and tries to displace them. Ultimately a state must be reached in which
the snow slopes are too steep to allow fresh snow to rest upon them, and in which the burden
which presses the lower layers downwards is so great that these can no longer retain their
position on the sides of the mountain. Thus, part of the snow which had originally fallen on the
higher regions of the mountain above the snow line, and had there been protected from melting,
is compelled to leave its original position and seek a new one, which it of course finds only
below the snow line on the lower slopes of the mountain, and especially in the valleys, where,
however, being exposed to the influence of a warmer air, it ultimately melts and flows away as
water. The descent of masses of snow from their original positions sometimes happens
suddenly in avalanches, but it is usually very gradual in the form of glaciers.

Thus we must discriminate between two distinct parts of the ice fields; that is, first, the snow
which originally fell—called firn in Switzerland—above the snow line, covering the slopes of the
peaks as far as it can hang on to them, and filling up the upper wide kettle-shaped ends of the
valleys forming widely extending fields of snow or firnmeere. Secondly, the glaciers, called in the
Tyrol firner, which as prolongations of the snow fields often extend to a distance of from 4,000 to
5,000 feet below the snow line, and in which the loose snow of the snow fields is again found
changed into transparent solid ice. Hence the name glacier, which is derived from the Latin,
glacies; French, glace, glacier.

The outward appearance of glaciers is very characteristically described by comparing them, with
Goethe, to currents of ice. They generally stretch from the snow fields along the depth of the
valleys, filling them throughout their entire breadth, and often to a considerable height. They
thus follow all the curvatures, windings, contractions, and enlargements of the valley. Two
glaciers frequently meet the valleys of which unite. The two glacial current then join in one
common principal current, filling up the valley common to them both. In some places these ice
currents present a tolerably level and coherent surface, but they are usually traversed by
crevasses, and both over the surface and through the crevasses countless small and large



water rills ripple, which carry off the water formed by the melting of the ice. United, and forming
a stream, they burst, through a vaulted and clear blue gateway of ice, out at the lower end of the
larger glacier.

On the surface of the ice there is a large quantity of blocks of stone, and of rocky débris, which
at the lower end of the glacier are heaped up and form immense walls; these are called the
lateral and terminal moraine of the glacier. Other heaps of rock, the central moraine, stretch
along the surface of the glacier in the direction of its length, forming long regular dark lines.
These always start from the places where two glacier streams coincide and unite. The central
moraines are in such places to be regarded as the continuations of the united lateral moraines
of the two glaciers.

The formation of the central moraine is well represented in the view below given of the Unteraar
Glacier (FIG. 104). In the background are seen the two glacier currents emerging from different
valleys; on the right from the Shreckhorn, and on the left from the Finsteraarhorn. From the
place where they unite the rocky wall occupying the middle of the picture descends, constituting
the central moraine. On the left are seen individual large masses of rock resting on pillars of ice,
which are known as glacier tables.

To exemplify these circumstances still further, I lay before you in FIG. 105 a map of the Mer de
Glace of Chamouni, copied from that of Forbes.

The Mer de Glace in size is well known as the largest glacier in Switzerland, although in length it
is exceeded by the Aletsch Glacier. It is formed from the snow fields that cover the heights
directly north of Mont Blanc, several of which, as the Grande Jorasse, the Aiguille Verte (a,
FIGS. 105 and 106), the Aiguille du Géant (b), Aiguille du Midi (c), and the Aiguille du Dru (d),
are only 2,000 to 3,000 feet below that king of the European mountains. The snow fields which
lie on the slopes and in the basins between these mountains collect in three principal currents,
the Glacier du Géant, Glacier de Léchaud, and Glacier du Talèfre, which, ultimately, united as
represented in the map, form the Mer de Glace; this stretches as an ice current 2,600 to 3,000
feet in breadth down into the valley of Chamouni, where a powerful stream, the Arveyron, bursts
from its lower end at k, and plunges into the Arve. The lowest precipice of the Mer de Glace,
which is visible from the valley of Chamouni, and forms a large cascade of ice, is commonly
called Glacier des Bois, from a small village which lies below.

Most of the visitors at Chamouni only set foot on the lowest part of the Mer de Glace from the
inn at the Montanvert, and when they are free from giddiness cross the glacier at this place to
the little house on the opposite side, the Chapeau (n). Although, as the map shows, only a
comparatively very small portion of the glacier is thus seen and crossed, this way shows
sufficiently the magnificent scenes, and also the difficulties of a glacier excursion. Bolder
wanderers march upwards along the glacier to the Jardin, a rocky cliff clothed with some
vegetation, which divides the glacial current of the Glacier du Talèfre into two branches; and
bolder still they ascend yet higher, to the Col du Géant (11,000 feet above the sea), and down
the Italian side to the valley of Aosta.



The surface of the Mer de Glace shows four of the rocky walls which we have designated as
medical moraines. The first, nearest the side of the glacier, is formed where the two arms of the
Glacier du Talèfre unite at the lower end of the Jardin; the second proceeds from the union of
the glacier in question with the Glacier de Léchaud; the third, from the union of the last with the
Glacier du Géant; and the fourth, finally, from the top of the rock ledge which stretches from the
Aiguille du Géant towards the cascade (g) of the Glacier du Géant.

To give you an idea of the slope and the fall of the glacier, I have given in FIG. 106 a longitudinal
section of it according to the levels and measurements taken by Forbes, with the view of the
right bank of the glacier. The letters stand for the same objects as in FIG. 105; p is the Aiguille
de Léchaud, q the Aiguille Noire, r the Mont Tacul, f is the Col du Géant, the lowest point in the
high wall of rock that surrounds the upper end of the snow fields which feed the Mer de Glace.
The base line corresponds to a length of a little more than nine miles: on the right the heights
above the sea are given in feet. The drawing shows very distinctly how small in most places is
the fall of the glacier. Only an approximate estimate could be made of the depth, for hitherto
nothing certain has been made out in reference to it. But that it is very deep is obvious from the
following individual and accidental observations.

At the end of a vertical rock wall of the Tacul, the edge of the Glacier du Géant is pushed forth,
forming an ice wall 140 feet in height. This would give the depth of one of the upper arms of the
glacier at the edge. In the middle and after the union of the three glaciers the depth must be far
greater. Somewhat below the junction Tyndall and Hirst sounded a moulin, that is, a cavity
through which the surface glacier waters escape, to a depth of 160 feet; the guides alleged that
they had sounded a similar aperture to a depth of 350 feet, and had found no bottom. From the
usually deep trough—shaped or gorge—like form of the bottom of the valleys, which is
constructed solely of rock walls, it seems improbable that for a breadth of 3,000 feet the mean
depth should only be 350 feet; moreover, from the manner in which ice moves, there must
necessarily be a very thick coherent mass beneath the crevassed part.

To render these magnitudes more intelligible by reference to more familiar objects, imagine the
valley of Heidelberg filled with ice up to the Molkencur, or higher, so that the whole town, with all
its steeples and the castle, is buried deeply beneath it; if, further, you imagine this mass of ice,
gradually extending in height, continued from the mouth of the valley up to Neckargemünd, that
would about correspond to the lower united ice current of the Mer de Glace. Or, instead of the
Rhine and the Nahe at Bingen, suppose two ice currents united which fill the Rhine valley to its
upper border as far as we can see from the river, and then the united currents stretching
downwards to beyond Asmannshausen and Burg Rheinstein; such a current would also about
correspond to the size of the Mer de Glace.

FIG. 107, which is a view of the magnificent Gorner Glacier seen from below, also gives an idea
of the size of the masses of ice of the larger glaciers.



The surface of most glaciers is dirty, from the numerous pebbles and sand which lie upon it, and
which are heaped together the more the ice under them and among them melts away. The ice of
the surface has been partially destroyed and rendered crumbly. In the depths of the crevasses
ice is seen of a purity and clearness with which nothing that we are acquainted with on the
plains can be compared. From its purity it shows a splendid blue, like that of the sky, only with a
greenish hue. Crevasses in which pure ice is visible in the interior occur of all sizes; in the
beginning they form slight cracks in which a knife can scarcely be inserted; becoming gradually
enlarged to chasms, hundreds or even thousands, of feet in length, and twenty, fifty, and as
much as a hundred feet in breadth, while some of them are immeasurably deep. Their vertical
dark blue walls of crystal ice, glistening with moisture from the trickling water, form one of the
most splendid spectacles which nature can present to us; but, at the same time, a spectacle
strongly impregnated with the excitement of danger, and only enjoyable by the traveller who
feels perfectly free from the slightest tendency to giddiness. The tourist must know how, with the
aid of well-nailed shoes and a pointed Alpenstock, to stand even on slippery ice, and at the
edge of a vertical precipice the foot of which is lost in the darkness of night, and at an unknown
depth. Such crevasses cannot always be evaded in crossing the glacier; at the lower part of the
Mer de Glace, for instance, where it is usually crossed by travellers, we are compelled to travel
along some extent of precipitous banks of ice which are occasionally only four to six feet in
breadth, and on each side of which is such a blue abyss. Many a traveller, who has crept along
the steep rocky slopes without fear, there feels his heart sink, and cannot turn his eyes from the
yawning chasm, for he must first carefully select every step for his feet. And yet these blue
chasms, which lie open and exposed in the daylight, are by no means the worst dangers of the
glacier; though, indeed, we are so organised that a danger which we perceive, and which
therefore we can safely avoid, frightens us far more than one which we know to exist, but which
is veiled from our eyes. So also it is with glacier chasms. In the lower part of the glacier they
yawn before us, threatening death and destruction, and lead us, timidly collecting all our
presence of mind, to shrink from them; thus accidents seldom occur. On the upper part of the
glacier, on the contrary, the surface is covered with snow; this, when it falls thickly, soon arches
over the narrower crevasses of a breadth of from four to eight feet, and forms bridges which
quite conceal the crevasse, so that the traveller only sees a beautiful plane snow surface before
him. If the snow bridges are thick enough, they will support a man; but they are not always so,
and these are the places where men, and even chamois, are so often lost. These dangers may
readily be guarded against if two or three men are roped together at intervals of ten or twelve
feet. If then one of them falls into a crevasse, the two others can hold him, and draw him out
again.

In some places the crevasses may be entered, especially at the lower end of a glacier. In the
well-known glaciers of Grindelwald, Rosenlaui, and other places, this is facilitated by cutting
steps and arranging wooden planks. Then any one who does not fear the perpetually trickling
water may explore these crevasses, and admire the wonderfully transparent and pure crystal
walls of these caverns. The beautiful blue colour which they exhibit is the natural colour of
perfectly pure water; liquid water as well as ice is blue, though to an extremely small extent, so
that the colour is only visible in layers of from ten to twelve feet in thickness. The water of the
Lake of Geneva and of the Lago di Garda exhibits the same splendid colour as ice.



The glaciers are not everywhere crevassed; in places where the ice meets with an obstacle, and
in the middle of great glacier currents the motion of which is uniform, the surface is perfectly
coherent.

FIG. 108 represents one of the more level parts of the Mer de Glace at the Montanvert, the little
house of which is seen in the background. The Gries Glacier, where it forms the height of the
pass from the Upper Rhone valley to the Tosa valley, may even be crossed on horseback. We
find the greatest disturbance of the surface of the glacier in those places where it passes from a
slightly inclined part of its bed to one where the slope is steeper. The ice is there torn in all
directions into a quantity of detached blocks, which by melting are usually changed into
wonderfully shaped sharp ridges and pyramids, and from time to time fall into the interjacent
crevasses with a loud rumbling noise. Seen from a distance such a place appears like a wild
frozen waterfall, and is therefore called a cascade; such a cascade is seen in the Glacier du
Talèfre at 1, another is seen in the Glacier du Géant at g. FIG. 110, while a third forms the lower
end of the Mer de Glace. The latter, already mentioned a the Glacier des Bois, which rises
directly from the trough of the valley at Chamouni to a height of 1,700 feet, the height of the
Konigstuhl at Heidelberg, affords at all times a chief object of admiration to the Chamouni
tourist. FIG. 109 represents a view of its fantastically rent blocks of ice.


