
 

Feb 19– Buddhist Writings translated by Henry 
Clarke Warren 
 
The Devoted Wife 
Translated from the Dhammapada, and from Buddhaghosa’s comment 
 
While eagerly man culls life’s flowers, 
With all his faculties intent, 
Of pleasure still insatiate— 
Death comes and overpowereth him. 
 

“WHILE eagerly man culls life’s flowers.” This doctrinal instruction was given by The 
Teacher while dwelling at Svatthi, and it was concerning a woman called Husband-honorer. The 
affair began in the Heaven of the Suite of the Thirty-three. 
They say that a god of that heaven named Garland-wearer went to his pleasure-grounds in 
company with a thousand celestial nymphs. Five hundred of these goddesses ascended trees 
and threw down flowers, while five hundred picked up the flowers that were thrown down and 
decked the god therewith. One of these goddesses, while on the bough of a tree, fell from that 
existence, her body vanishing like the flame of a lamp. 
 

Then she was conceived in a high-caste family of Svatthi, and was born with a 
reminiscence of her previous existences. And saying to herself, “I am the wife of the god 
Garland-wearer,” she made offerings of perfumes, garlands, and the like, with the prayer that in 
her next rebirth she might again be with her husband. And when at the age of sixteen years she 
married into another family, with ticket-food, and fornightly food, she continued to give alms, 
saying, “May this prove efficacious in bringing about my rebirth with my husband.” 
 

Thereupon the priests gave her the name of Husband-honorer, for they said: “She works 
early and late, and her only desire is for her husband.” 
 

Husband-honorer continually took care of the hall where the priests sat. She brought 
forward the drinking water, and spread out the mats to sit on. And when other people were 
desirous of giving ticket-food and other alms, they would bring it to her, and say, “Dear lady, 
prepare this for the congregation of the priests.” And by going to and fro in this manner, she 
acquired the fifty-six salutary qualities, all at one time. 
 

Then she conceived, and at the end of ten lunar months she brought forth a son; and 
when he was old enough to walk, another, until she had four sons. 
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One day, after she had given alms and offerings, and had listened to the Doctrine, and 
kept the precepts, she died toward night-fall from a sudden disease, and was reborn into the 
presence of her husband. 
 

The other goddesses had continued to deck the god throughout the whole interval. 
 

“We have not seen you since morning,” said the god. “Where have you been?” 
 

“I fell from this existence, my lord.” 
 

“Are you in earnest?” 
 

“It was precisely so, my lord.” 
 

“Where were you born?” 
 

“At Svatthi, in a family of high caste.” 
 

“How long were you there?” 
 

“My lord, at the end of ten months I issued from my mother’s womb, and at the age of 
sixteen years I married into another family; and having borne four sons, and having given gifts 
and done other meritorious deeds with the prayer that I might again be with you, I have been 
born into your presence.” 
 

“How long is the life of men?” 
 

“Only a hundred years.” 
 

“Is that all?” 
 

“Yes, my lord.” 
 

“If that is the length of life to which men are born, pray, now, do they pass the time 
asleep and reckless, or do they give gifts and do other meritorious deeds?” 
 

“Nothing of the kind, my lord. Men are always reckless, as if they were born to a life of an 
incalculable number of years, and were never to grow old and die.” 
 

At this the god Garland-wearer became exceedingly agitated. 
 

“Men, it appears, are born to a life of only one hundred years, yet they recklessly lie 
down and sleep away their time. When will they ever get free from misery?” 
 



 

A hundred of our years make one day and night of the Gods of the Suite of the 
Thirty-three; thirty such days and nights their month; and twelve such months their year. And the 
length of their lives is a thousand such celestial years, or in human notation thirtysix million 
years. Thus for that god not one day has passed; but like a moment had the interval seemed to 
him. And thus he thought, “Recklessness for short-lived men is extremely unsuitable.” 
 

On the next day, when the priests entered the village, they found the hall had not been 
looked after; the mats had not been spread, and the drinking water had not been placed. Then 
they inquired, 
 

“Where is Husband-honorer?” 
 

“Reverend sirs, how could you expect to see her? Yesterday, after your worships had 
eaten and departed, she died at even-tide.” 
 

When the priests heard this, the unconverted among them, calling to mind her 
benefactions, were unable to restrain their tears, while those in whom depravity had come to an 
end had their elements of being agitated. 
 

After breakfast they returned to the monastery, and made inquiry of The Teacher: 
 

“Reverend Sir, Husband-honorer worked early and late doing many kinds of meritorious 
deeds, and prayed only for her husband. Now she is dead. Where, pray, has she been reborn?” 
 

“With her husband, O priests.” 
 

“But, Reverend Sir, she is not with her husband.” 
 

“O priests, it was not this husband she was praying for. She had a husband named 
Garland-wearer, a God of the Suite of the Thirtythree, and fell from that existence while he was 
decorating himself with flowers. Now she has returned and been born again at his side.” 
 

“Reverend Sir, is it really so?” 
 

“Assuredly, O priests.” 
 

“Alas, Reverend Sir, how very short is the life of all creatures! In the morning she waited 
on us, and in the evening a disease attacked her, and she died.” 
 

“Assuredly, O priests,” said The Teacher, “the life of creatures is indeed short. And thus it 
is that death gets creatures into his power, and drags them away howling and weeping, and still 
unsated in their senses and lusts.” 
 

So saying, he pronounced the following stanza: 



 

 
“While eagerly man culls life’s flowers, 
With all his faculties intent, 
Of pleasure still insatiate— 
Death comes and overpowereth him.” 
 
The Hare-mark in the Moon 
Translated from the Jtaka (iii. 5110), and constituting Birth-Story 316 
“SOME red-fish have I, seven in all.” This was related by The Teacher while dwelling in 
Jetavana monastery; and it was concerning a donation of all the requisites to the congregation 
of the priests. 
 

It seems that a householder of Svatthi prepared a donation of all the requisites for The 
Buddha and for the Order. At the door of his house he had a pavilion built and gotten ready, and 
having invited The Buddha and the congregation of the priests, he made them sit down on 
costly seats which had been spread for them in the pavilion, and gave them an excellent repast 
of savory dishes. Then he invited them again for the next day, and again for the next, until he 
had invited them seven times. And on the seventh day he made the donation of all the 
requisites to The Buddha and to five hundred priests. 
 

At the end of the breakfast The Teacher returned thanks and said, 
 

“Layman, it is fitting that you thus manifest a hearty zeal; for this alms-giving was also 
the custom of the wise of old time. For the wise of old time surrendered their own lives to 
chance suppliants, and gave their own flesh to be eaten.” 
 

Then, at the request of the householder, he related the by-gone occurrence:— 
 

Once upon a time, when Brahmadatta was ruling at Benares, the Future Buddha was 
born as a hare, and dwelt in a wood. Now on one side of this wood was a mountain, on another 
a river, and on another a border village. And there were three other animals that were his 
comrades—a monkey, a jackal, and an otter. These four wise creatures dwelt together, catching 
their prey each in his own hunting ground, and at night resorting together. And the wise hare 
would exhort the other three, and teach them the Doctrine, saying, “Give alms, keep the 
precepts, and observe fast-days.” Then the three would approve of his admonition, and go each 
to his own lair in the thicket, and spend the night. 
 

Time was going by in this manner, when one day the Future Buddha looked up into the 
sky and saw the moon, and perceived that the next day would be fast-day. Then said he to the 
others, 
 

“To-morrow is fast-day. Do you three keep the precepts and observe the day; and as 
alms given while keeping the precepts bring great reward, if any suppliants present themselves, 
give them to eat of your own food.” 



 

 
“Very well,” said they, and passed the night in their lairs. 
 

On the next day the otter started out early, and went to the banks of the Ganges to hunt 
for prey. Now a fisherman had caught seven red-fish and strung them on a vine, and buried 
them in the sand on the banks of the Ganges, and had then gone on downstream catching fish 
as he went. The otter smelt the fishy odor, and scraping away the sand, perceived the fish and 
drew them out. Then he called out three times, “Does any one own these?” and when he saw 
no owner, he bit hold of the vine with his teeth, and drew them to his lair in the thicket. There he 
lay down, remembering that he was keeping the precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the 
proper time.” 
 

And the jackal also went out to hunt for prey, and found in the hut of a field-watcher two 
spits of meat, and one iguana, and a jar of sour cream. Then he called out three times, “Does 
any one own these?” and when he saw no owner, he placed the cord that served as a handle 
for the jar of sour cream about his neck, took hold of the spits of meat and of the iguana with his 
teeth, and brought them home, and placed them in his lair in the thicket. Then he lay down, 
remembering that he was keeping the precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the proper 
time.” 
 

And the monkey also, entering the forest, fetched home a bunch of mangoes, and 
placed them in his lair in the thicket. Then he lay down, remembering that he was keeping the 
precepts, and thinking, “I will eat these at the proper time.” 
 

The Future Buddha, however, remained in his thicket, thinking, “At the proper time I will 
go out and eat dabba-grass.” Then he thought, 
 

“If any suppliants come, they will not want to eat grass, and I have no sesamum, rice, or 
other such food. If any suppliant comes, I will give him of my own flesh.” 
 

Such fieriness of zeal in keeping the precepts caused the marble throne of Sakka to 
grow hot. Then, looking carefully, Sakka discovered the cause, and proposed to himself to try 
the hare. And disguised as a Brahman, he went first to the lair of the otter. 
 

“Brahman, why stand you there?” said the otter. 
 

Said he, “Pandit, if I could but get something to eat, I would keep fast-day vows, and 
perform the duties of a monk.” 
 

“Very well,” said the otter; “I will give you food.” And he addressed him with the first 
stanza: 
 
“Some red-fish have I, seven in all, 
Found stranded on the river bank. 



 

All these, O Brahman, are my own; 
Come eat, and dwell within this wood.” 
“I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.” 
 

Then he went to the jackal. And the latter also asking, “Why stand you there?” the 
Brahman answered the same as before. 
 

“Very well,” said the jackal; “I will give you some food.” And he addressed him with the 
second stanza: 
 
“A watchman guards the field close by, 
His supper have I ta’en away; 
Two spits of meat, iguana one, 
One dish of butter clarified. 
All these, O Brahman, are my own; 
Come eat, and dwell within this wood.” 
“I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.” 
 

Then he went to the monkey. And the latter also asking, “Why stand you there?” the 
Brahman answered the same as before. 
 

“Very well,” said the monkey; “I will give you some food.” And he addressed him with the 
third stanza: 
 
“Ripe mangoes, water clear and cold, 
And cool and pleasant woodland shade— 
All these, O Brahman, are my own; 
Come eat, and dwell within this wood.” 
“I will return a little later,” said the Brahman; “let the matter rest until to-morrow.” 
 

Then he went to the wise here. And he also asking, “Why stand you there?” the 
Brahman answered the same as before. 
 

The Future Buddha was delighted. “Brahman,” said he, “you have done well in coming to 
me for food. To-day I will give alms such as I never gave before; and you will not have broken 
the precepts by destroying life. Go, my friend, and gather wood, and when you have made a 
bed of coals, come and tell me. I will sacrifice my life by jumping into the bed of live coals. And 
as soon as my body is cooked, do you eat of my flesh, and perform the duties of a monk.” And 
he addressed him with the fourth stanza: 
 
“The hare no seed of sesamum 
Doth own, nor beans, nor winnowed rice. 
But soon my flesh this fire shall roast; 
Then eat, and dwell within this wood.” 



 

When Sakka heard this speech, he made a heap of live coals by his superhuman power, 
and came and told the Future Buddha. The latter rose from his couch of dabba-grass, and went 
to the spot. And saying, “If there are any insects in my fur, I must not let them die,” he shook 
himself three times. Then throwing his whole body into the jaws of his liberality, he jumped into 
the bed of coals, as delighted in mind as a royal flamingo when he alights in a cluster of lotuses. 
The fire, however, was unable to make hot so much as a hair-pore of the Future Buddha’s body. 
He felt as if he had entered the abode of cold above the clouds. 
 

Then, addressing Sakka, he said, 
 

“Brahman, the fire you have made is exceeding cold, and is not able to make hot so 
much as a hair-pore of my body. What does it mean?” 
 

“Pandit, I am no Brahman; I am Sakka, come to try you.” 
 

“Sakka, your efforts are useless; for if all beings who dwell in the world were to try me in 
respect of my liberality, they would not discover in me any unwillingness to give.” Thus the 
Future Buddha thundered. 
 

“Wise hare,” said then Sakka, “let your virtue be proclaimed to the end of this 
world-cycle.” And taking a mountain, he squeezed it, and with the juice drew the outline of a 
hare in the disk of the moon. Then in that wood, and in that thicket, he placed the Future 
Buddha on some tender dabba-grass, and taking leave of him, departed to his own celestial 
abode. 
 

And these four wise creatures lived happily and harmoniously, and kept the precepts, 
and observed fast-days, and passed away according to their deeds. 
 

When The Teacher had given this instruction, he expounded the truth, and identified the 
characters of the Birth-Story: [At the close of the exposition of the truths, the householder who 
had given all the requisites became established in the fruit of conversion.] 
 

“In that existence the other was Ananda, the jackal was Moggallna, the monkey was 
Sriputta, while the wise hare was I myself.” 
 
The Hare Birth-Story. 

 



 

Feb 20– “Letters on The Quakers” by Voltaire (1733) 
 

LETTER I.—ON THE QUAKERS 

I was of opinion that the doctrine and history of so extraordinary a people were worthy 
the attention of the curious.  To acquaint myself with them I made a visit to one of the most 
eminent Quakers in England, who, after having traded thirty years, had the wisdom to prescribe 
limits to his fortune and to his desires, and was settled in a little solitude not far from London.  
Being come into it, I perceived a small but regularly built house, vastly neat, but without the least 
pomp of furniture.  The Quaker who owned it was a hale, ruddy-complexioned old man, who 
had never been afflicted with sickness because he had always been insensible to passions, and 
a perfect stranger to intemperance.  I never in my life saw a more noble or a more engaging 
aspect than his.  He was dressed like those of his persuasion, in a plain coat without pleats in 
the sides, or buttons on the pockets and sleeves; and had on a beaver, the brims of which were 
horizontal like those of our clergy.  He did not uncover himself when I appeared, and advanced 
towards me without once stooping his body; but there appeared more politeness in the open, 
humane air of his countenance, than in the custom of drawing one leg behind the other, and 
taking that from the head which is made to cover it.  

 “Friend,” says he to me, “I perceive thou art a stranger, but if I can do anything for thee, 
only tell me.”  

 “Sir,” said I to him, bending forwards and advancing, as is usual with us, one leg 
towards him, “I flatter myself that my just curiosity will not give you the least offence, and that 
you’ll do me the honour to inform me of the particulars of your religion.”   

“The people of thy country,” replied the Quaker, “are too full of their bows and 
compliments, but I never yet met with one of them who had so much curiosity as thyself.  Come 
in, and let us first dine together.”   

I still continued to make some very unseasonable ceremonies, it not being easy to 
disengage one’s self at once from habits we have been long used to; and after taking part in a 
frugal meal, which began and ended with a prayer to God, I began to question my courteous 
host.  I opened with that which good Catholics have more than once made to Huguenots.  “My 
dear sir,” said I, “were you ever baptised?”   

“I never was,” replied the Quaker, “nor any of my brethren.”  

“Zounds!” say I to him, “you are not Christians, then.”  

 “Friend,” replies the old man in a soft tone of voice, “swear not; we are Christians, and 
endeavour to be good Christians, but we are not of opinion that the sprinkling water on a child’s 
head makes him a Christian.”   
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“Heavens!” say I, shocked at his impiety, “you have then forgot that Christ was baptised 
by St. John.”  

 “Friend,” replies the mild Quaker once again, “swear not; Christ indeed was baptised by 
John, but He himself never baptised anyone.  We are the disciples of Christ, not of John.”   

I pitied very much the sincerity of my worthy Quaker, and was absolutely for forcing him 
to get himself christened.   

“Were that all,” replied he very gravely, “we would submit cheerfully to baptism, purely in 
compliance with thy weakness, for we don’t condemn any person who uses it; but then we think 
that those who profess a religion of so holy, so spiritual a nature as that of Christ, ought to 
abstain to the utmost of their power from the Jewish ceremonies.”   

“O unaccountable!” say I: “what! baptism a Jewish ceremony?”   

“Yes, my friend,” says he, “so truly Jewish, that a great many Jews use the baptism of 
John to this day.  Look into ancient authors, and thou wilt find that John only revived this 
practice; and that it had been used by the Hebrews, long before his time, in like manner as the 
Mahometans imitated the Ishmaelites in their pilgrimages to Mecca.  Jesus indeed submitted to 
the baptism of John, as He had suffered Himself to be circumcised; but circumcision and the 
washing with water ought to be abolished by the baptism of Christ, that baptism of the Spirit, 
that ablution of the soul, which is the salvation of mankind.  Thus the forerunner said, ‘I indeed 
baptise you with water unto repentance; but He that cometh after me is mightier than I, whose 
shoes I am not worthy to bear: he shall baptise you with the Holy Ghost and with fire.’  Likewise 
Paul, the great apostle of the Gentiles, writes as follows to the Corinthians, ‘Christ sent me not 
to baptise, but to preach the Gospel;’ and indeed Paul never baptised but two persons with 
water, and that very much against his inclinations.  He circumcised his disciple Timothy, and the 
other disciples likewise circumcised all who were willing to submit to that carnal ordinance.  But 
art thou circumcised?” added he.   

“I have not the honour to be so,” say I.  “Well, friend,” continues the Quaker, “thou art a 
Christian without being circumcised, and I am one without being baptised.”  Thus did this pious 
man make a wrong but very specious application of four or five texts of Scripture which seemed 
to favour the tenets of his sect; but at the same time forgot very sincerely an hundred texts 
which made directly against them.  I had more sense than to contest with him, since there is no 
possibility of convincing an enthusiast.  A man should never pretend to inform a lover of his 
mistress’s faults, no more than one who is at law, of the badness of his cause; nor attempt to 
win over a fanatic by strength of reasoning.  Accordingly I waived the subject. 

“Well,” said I to him, “what sort of a communion have you?”  “We have none like that 
thou hintest at among us,” replied he.  

 “How! no communion?” said I.   

“Only that spiritual one,” replied he, “of hearts.”  He then began again to throw out his 
texts of Scripture; and preached a most eloquent sermon against that ordinance.  He harangued 
in a tone as though he had been inspired, to prove that the sacraments were merely of human 



 

invention, and that the word “sacrament” was not once mentioned in the Gospel.  “Excuse,” said 
he, “my ignorance, for I have not employed a hundredth part of the arguments which might be 
brought to prove the truth of our religion, but these thou thyself mayest peruse in the Exposition 
of our Faith written by Robert Barclay.  It is one of the best pieces that ever was penned by man; 
and as our adversaries confess it to be of dangerous tendency, the arguments in it must 
necessarily be very convincing.”  I promised to peruse this piece, and my Quaker imagined he 
had already made a convert of me.  He afterwards gave me an account in few words of some 
singularities which make this sect the contempt of others.  “Confess,” said he, “that it was very 
difficult for thee to refrain from laughter, when I answered all thy civilities without uncovering my 
head, and at the same time said ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ to thee.  However, thou appearest to me too 
well read not to know that in Christ’s time no nation was so ridiculous as to put the plural 
number for the singular.  Augustus Cæsar himself was spoken to in such phrases as these: ‘I 
love thee,’ ‘I beseech thee,’ ‘I thank thee;’ but he did not allow any person to call him ‘Domine,’ 
sir.  It was not till many ages after that men would have the word ‘you,’ as though they were 
double, instead of ‘thou’ employed in speaking to them; and usurped the flattering titles of 
lordship, of eminence, and of holiness, which mere worms bestow on other worms by assuring 
them that they are with a most profound respect, and an infamous falsehood, their most 
obedient humble servants.  It is to secure ourselves more strongly from such a shameless traffic 
of lies and flattery, that we ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ a king with the same freedom as we do a beggar, 
and salute no person; we owing nothing to mankind but charity, and to the laws respect and 
obedience. 

“Our apparel is also somewhat different from that of others, and this purely, that it may 
be a perpetual warning to us not to imitate them.  Others wear the badges and marks of their 
several dignities, and we those of Christian humility.  We fly from all assemblies of pleasure, 
from diversions of every kind, and from places where gaming is practised; and indeed our case 
would be very deplorable, should we fill with such levities as those I have mentioned the heart 
which ought to be the habitation of God.  We never swear, not even in a court of justice, being of 
opinion that the most holy name of God ought not to be prostituted in the miserable contests 
betwixt man and man.  When we are obliged to appear before a magistrate upon other people’s 
account (for law-suits are unknown among the Friends), we give evidence to the truth by sealing 
it with our yea or nay; and the judges believe us on our bare affirmation, whilst so many other 
Christians forswear themselves on the holy Gospels.  We never war or fight in any case; but it is 
not that we are afraid, for so far from shuddering at the thoughts of death, we on the contrary 
bless the moment which unites us with the Being of Beings; but the reason of our not using the 
outward sword is, that we are neither wolves, tigers, nor mastiffs, but men and Christians.  Our 
God, who has commanded us to love our enemies, and to suffer without repining, would 
certainly not permit us to cross the seas, merely because murderers clothed in scarlet, and 
wearing caps two foot high, enlist citizens by a noise made with two little sticks on an ass’s skin 
extended.  And when, after a victory is gained, the whole city of London is illuminated; when the 
sky is in a blaze with fireworks, and a noise is heard in the air, of thanksgivings, of bells, of 
organs, and of the cannon, we groan in silence, and are deeply affected with sadness of spirit 
and brokenness of heart, for the sad havoc which is the occasion of those public rejoicings.” 

 



 

LETTER II.—ON THE QUAKERS 

Such was the substance of the conversation I had with this very singular person; but I 
was greatly surprised to see him come the Sunday following and take me with him to the 
Quakers’ meeting.  There are several of these in London, but that which he carried me to stands 
near the famous pillar called The Monument.  The brethren were already assembled at my 
entering it with my guide.  There might be about four hundred men and three hundred women in 
the meeting.  The women hid their faces behind their fans, and the men were covered with their 
broad-brimmed hats.  All were seated, and the silence was universal.  I passed through them, 
but did not perceive so much as one lift up his eyes to look at me.  This silence lasted a quarter 
of an hour, when at last one of them rose up, took off his hat, and, after making a variety of wry 
faces and groaning in a most lamentable manner, he, partly from his nose and partly from his 
mouth, threw out a strange, confused jumble of words (borrowed, as he imagined, from the 
Gospel) which neither himself nor any of his hearers understood.  When this distorter had ended 
his beautiful soliloquy, and that the stupid, but greatly edified, congregation were separated, I 
asked my friend how it was possible for the judicious part of their assembly to suffer such a 
babbling?   

“We are obliged,” says he, “to suffer it, because no one knows when a man rises up to 
hold forth whether he will be moved by the Spirit or by folly.  In this doubt and uncertainty we 
listen patiently to everyone; we even allow our women to hold forth.  Two or three of these are 
often inspired at one and the same time, and it is then that a most charming noise is heard in 
the Lord’s house.”   

“You have, then, no priests?” say I to him.   

“No, no, friend,” replies the Quaker, “to our great happiness.”  Then opening one of the 
Friends’ books, as he called it, he read the following words in an emphatic tone:—“‘God forbid 
we should presume to ordain anyone to receive the Holy Spirit on the Lord’s Day to the 
prejudice of the rest of the brethren.’  Thanks to the Almighty, we are the only people upon earth 
that have no priests.  Wouldst thou deprive us of so happy a distinction?  Why should we 
abandon our babe to mercenary nurses, when we ourselves have milk enough for it?  These 
mercenary creatures would soon domineer in our houses and destroy both the mother and the 
babe.  God has said, ‘Freely you have received, freely give.’  Shall we, after these words, 
cheapen, as it were, the Gospel, sell the Holy Ghost, and make of an assembly of Christians a 
mere shop of traders?  We don’t pay a set of men clothed in black to assist our poor, to bury our 
dead, or to preach to the brethren.  These offices are all of too tender a nature for us ever to 
entrust them to others.”  

 “But how is it possible for you,” said I, with some warmth, “to know whether your 
discourse is really inspired by the Almighty?”   

“Whosoever,” says he, “shall implore Christ to enlighten him, and shall publish the 
Gospel truths he may feel inwardly, such an one may be assured that he is inspired by the 
Lord.”  He then poured forth a numberless multitude of Scripture texts which proved, as he 
imagined, that there is no such thing as Christianity without an immediate revelation, and added 



 

these remarkable words: “When thou movest one of thy limbs, is it moved by thy own power?  
Certainly not; for this limb is often sensible to involuntary motions.  Consequently he who 
created thy body gives motion to this earthly tabernacle.  And are the several ideas of which thy 
soul receives the impression formed by thyself?  Much less are they, since these pour in upon 
thy mind whether thou wilt or no; consequently thou receivest thy ideas from Him who created 
thy soul.  But as He leaves thy affections at full liberty, He gives thy mind such ideas as thy 
affections may deserve; if thou livest in God, thou actest, thou thinkest in God.  After this thou 
needest only but open thine eyes to that light which enlightens all mankind, and it is then thou 
wilt perceive the truth, and make others perceive it.”  

 “Why, this,” said I, “is Malebranche’s doctrine to a tittle.”   

“I am acquainted with thy Malebranche,” said he; “he had something of the Friend in him, 
but was not enough so.”   

These are the most considerable particulars I learnt concerning the doctrine of the 
Quakers.  In my next letter I shall acquaint you with their history, which you will find more 
singular than their opinions. 

LETTER III.—ON THE QUAKERS 

You have already heard that the Quakers date from Christ, who, according to them, was 
the first Quaker.  Religion, say these, was corrupted a little after His death, and remained in that 
state of corruption about sixteen hundred years.  But there were always a few Quakers 
concealed in the world, who carefully preserved the sacred fire, which was extinguished in all 
but themselves, until at last this light spread itself in England in 1642. 

It was at the time when Great Britain was torn to pieces by the intestine wars which three 
or four sects had raised in the name of God, that one George Fox, born in Leicestershire, and 
son to a silk-weaver, took it into his head to preach, and, as he pretended, with all the requisites 
of a true apostle—that is, without being able either to read or write.  He was about twenty-five 
years of age, irreproachable in his life and conduct, and a holy madman.  He was equipped in 
leather from head to foot, and travelled from one village to another, exclaiming against war and 
the clergy.  Had his invectives been levelled against the soldiery only he would have been safe 
enough, but he inveighed against ecclesiastics.  Fox was seized at Derby, and being carried 
before a justice of peace, he did not once offer to pull off his leathern hat, upon which an officer 
gave him a great box of the ear, and cried to him, “Don’t you know you are to appear uncovered 
before his worship?”  Fox presented his other cheek to the officer, and begged him to give him 
another box for God’s sake.  The justice would have had him sworn before he asked him any 
questions.  “Know, friend,” says Fox to him, “that I never swear.”  The justice, observing he 
“thee’d” and “thou’d” him, sent him to the House of Correction, in Derby, with orders that he 
should be whipped there.  Fox praised the Lord all the way he went to the House of Correction, 
where the justice’s order was executed with the utmost severity.  The men who whipped this 
enthusiast were greatly surprised to hear him beseech them to give him a few more lashes for 
the good of his soul.  There was no need of entreating these people; the lashes were repeated, 
for which Fox thanked them very cordially, and began to preach.  At first the spectators fell 



 

a-laughing, but they afterwards listened to him; and as enthusiasm is an epidemical distemper, 
many were persuaded, and those who scourged him became his first disciples.  Being set at 
liberty, he ran up and down the country with a dozen proselytes at his heels, still declaiming 
against the clergy, and was whipped from time to time.  Being one day set in the pillory, he 
harangued the crowd in so strong and moving a manner, that fifty of the auditors became his 
converts, and he won the rest so much in his favour that, his head being freed tumultuously 
from the hole where it was fastened, the populace went and searched for the Church of England 
clergyman who had been chiefly instrumental in bringing him to this punishment, and set him on 
the same pillory where Fox had stood. 

Fox was bold enough to convert some of Oliver Cromwell’s soldiers, who thereupon 
quitted the service and refused to take the oaths.  Oliver, having as great a contempt for a sect 
which would not allow its members to fight, as Sixtus Quintus had for another sect, Dove non si 
chiamava, began to persecute these new converts.  The prisons were crowded with them, but 
persecution seldom has any other effect than to increase the number of proselytes.  These 
came, therefore, from their confinement more strongly confirmed in the principles they had 
imbibed, and followed by their gaolers, whom they had brought over to their belief.  But the 
circumstances which contributed chiefly to the spreading of this sect were as follows:—Fox 
thought himself inspired, and consequently was of opinion that he must speak in a manner 
different from the rest of mankind.  He thereupon began to writhe his body, to screw up his face, 
to hold in his breath, and to exhale it in a forcible manner, insomuch that the priestess of the 
Pythian god at Delphos could not have acted her part to better advantage.  Inspiration soon 
became so habitual to him that he could scarce deliver himself in any other manner.  This was 
the first gift he communicated to his disciples.  These aped very sincerely their master’s several 
grimaces, and shook in every limb the instant the fit of inspiration came upon them, whence 
they were called Quakers.  The vulgar attempted to mimic them; they trembled, they spake 
through the nose, they quaked and fancied themselves inspired by the Holy Ghost.  The only 
thing now wanting was a few miracles, and accordingly they wrought some. 

Fox, this modern patriarch, spoke thus to a justice of peace before a large assembly of 
people: “Friend, take care what thou dost; God will soon punish thee for persecuting His saints.”  
This magistrate, being one who besotted himself every day with bad beer and brandy, died of an 
apoplexy two days after, the moment he had signed a mittimus for imprisoning some Quakers.  
The sudden death with which this justice was seized was not ascribed to his intemperance, but 
was universally looked upon as the effect of the holy man’s predictions; so that this accident 
made more converts to Quakerism than a thousand sermons and as many shaking fits could 
have done.  Oliver, finding them increase daily, was desirous of bringing them over to his party, 
and for that purpose attempted to bribe them by money.  However, they were incorruptible, 
which made him one day declare that this religion was the only one he had ever met with that 
had resisted the charms of gold. 

The Quakers were several times persecuted under Charles II.; not upon a religious 
account, but for refusing to pay the tithes, for “theeing” and “thouing” the magistrates, and for 
refusing to take the oaths enacted by the laws. 



 

At last Robert Barclay, a native of Scotland, presented to the King, in 1675, his “Apology 
for the Quakers,” a work as well drawn up as the subject could possibly admit.  The dedication 
to Charles II. is not filled with mean, flattering encomiums, but abounds with bold touches in 
favour of truth and with the wisest counsels.  “Thou hast tasted,” says he to the King at the close 
of his epistle dedicatory, “of prosperity and adversity; thou knowest what it is to be banished thy 
native country; to be overruled as well as to rule and sit upon the throne; and, being oppressed, 
thou hast reason to know how hateful the Oppressor is both to God and man.  If, after all these 
warnings and advertisements, thou dost not turn unto the Lord with all thy heart, but forget Him 
who remembered thee in thy distress, and give up thyself to follow lust and vanity, surely great 
will be thy condemnation. 

“Against which snare, as well as the temptation of those that may or do feed thee and 
prompt thee to evil, the most excellent and prevalent remedy will be, to apply thyself to that light 
of Christ which shineth in thy conscience, which neither can nor will flatter thee nor suffer thee to 
be at ease in thy sins, but doth and will deal plainly and faithfully with thee, as those that are 
followers thereof have plainly done.—Thy faithful friend and subject, Robert Barclay.” 

A more surprising circumstance is, that this epistle, written by a private man of no figure, 
was so happy in its effects, as to put a stop to the persecution. 

LETTER IV.—ON THE QUAKERS 

About this time arose the illustrious William Penn, who established the power of the 
Quakers in America, and would have made them appear venerable in the eyes of the 
Europeans, were it possible for mankind to respect virtue when revealed in a ridiculous light.  
He was the only son of Vice-Admiral Penn, favourite of the Duke of York, afterwards King James 
II. 

William Penn, at twenty years of age, happening to meet with a Quaker in Cork, whom 
he had known at Oxford, this man made a proselyte of him; and William being a sprightly youth, 
and naturally eloquent, having a winning aspect, and a very engaging carriage, he soon gained 
over some of his intimates.  He carried matters so far, that he formed by insensible degrees a 
society of young Quakers, who met at his house; so that he was at the head of a sect when a 
little above twenty. 

Being returned, after his leaving Cork, to the Vice-Admiral his father, instead of falling 
upon his knees to ask his blessing, he went up to him with his hat on, and said, “Friend, I am 
very glad to see thee in good health.”  The Vice-Admiral imagined his son to be crazy, but soon 
finding he was turned Quaker, he employed all the methods that prudence could suggest to 
engage him to behave and act like other people.  The youth made no other answer to his father, 
than by exhorting him to turn Quaker also.  At last his father confined himself to this single 
request, viz., “that he should wait upon the King and the Duke of York with his hat under his 
arm, and should not ‘thee’ and ‘thou’ them.”  William answered, “that he could not do these 
things, for conscience’ sake,” which exasperated his father to such a degree, that he turned him 
out of doors.  Young Pen gave God thanks for permitting him to suffer so early in His cause, 
after which he went into the city, where he held forth, and made a great number of converts. 



 

The Church of England clergy found their congregations dwindle away daily; and Penn 
being young, handsome, and of a graceful stature, the court as well as the city ladies flocked 
very devoutly to his meeting.  The patriarch, George Fox, hearing of his great reputation, came 
to London (though the journey was very long) purely to see and converse with him.  Both 
resolved to go upon missions into foreign countries, and accordingly they embarked for Holland, 
after having left labourers sufficient to take care of the London vineyard. 

Their labours were crowned with success in Amsterdam, but a circumstance which 
reflected the greatest honour on them, and at the same time put their humility to the greatest 
trial, was the reception they met with from Elizabeth, the Princess Palatine, aunt to George I. of 
Great Britain, a lady conspicuous for her genius and knowledge, and to whom Descartes had 
dedicated his Philosophical Romance. 

She was then retired to the Hague, where she received these Friends, for so the 
Quakers were at that time called in Holland.  This princess had several conferences with them in 
her palace, and she at last entertained so favourable an opinion of Quakerism, that they 
confessed she was not far from the kingdom of heaven.  The Friends sowed likewise the good 
seed in Germany, but reaped very little fruit; for the mode of “theeing” and “thouing” was not 
approved of in a country where a man is perpetually obliged to employ the titles of “highness” 
and “excellency.”  William Penn returned soon to England upon hearing of his father’s sickness, 
in order to see him before he died.  The Vice-Admiral was reconciled to his son, and though of a 
different persuasion, embraced him tenderly.  William made a fruitless exhortation to his father 
not to receive the sacrament, but to die a Quaker, and the good old man entreated his son 
William to wear buttons on his sleeves, and a crape hatband in his beaver, but all to no purpose. 

William Penn inherited very large possessions, part of which consisted in Crown debts 
due to the Vice-Admiral for sums he had advanced for the sea service.  No moneys were at that 
time more insecure than those owing from the king.  Penn was obliged to go more than once, 
and “thee” and “thou” King Charles and his Ministers, in order to recover the debt; and at last, 
instead of specie, the Government invested him with the right and sovereignty of a province of 
America, to the south of Maryland.  Thus was a Quaker raised to sovereign power.  Penn set 
sail for his new dominions with two ships freighted with Quakers, who followed his fortune.  The 
country was then called Pennsylvania from William Penn, who there founded Philadelphia, now 
the most flourishing city in that country.  The first step he took was to enter into an alliance with 
his American neighbours, and this is the only treaty between those people and the Christians 
that was not ratified by an oath, and was never infringed.  The new sovereign was at the same 
time the legislator of Pennsylvania, and enacted very wise and prudent laws, none of which 
have ever been changed since his time.  The first is, to injure no person upon a religious 
account, and to consider as brethren all those who believe in one God. 

He had no sooner settled his government, but several American merchants came and 
peopled this colony.  The natives of the country, instead of flying into the woods, cultivated by 
insensible degrees a friendship with the peaceable Quakers.  They loved these foreigners as 
much as they detested the other Christians who had conquered and laid waste America.  In a 
little time a great number of these savages (falsely so called), charmed with the mild and gentle 
disposition of their neighbours, came in crowds to William Penn, and besought him to admit 



 

them into the number of his vassals.  It was very rare and uncommon for a sovereign to be 
“thee’d” and “thou’d” by the meanest of his subjects, who never took their hats off when they 
came into his presence; and as singular for a Government to be without one priest in it, and for 
a people to be without arms, either offensive or defensive; for a body of citizens to be absolutely 
undistinguished but by the public employments, and for neighbours not to entertain the least 
jealousy one against the other. 

William Penn might glory in having brought down upon earth the so much boasted 
golden age, which in all probability never existed but in Pennsylvania.  He returned to England 
to settle some affairs relating to his new dominions.  After the death of King Charles II., King 
James, who had loved the father, indulged the same affection to the son, and no longer 
considered him as an obscure sectary, but as a very great man.  The king’s politics on this 
occasion agreed with his inclinations.  He was desirous of pleasing the Quakers by annulling the 
laws made against Nonconformists, in order to have an opportunity, by this universal toleration, 
of establishing the Romish religion.  All the sectarists in England saw the snare that was laid for 
them, but did not give into it; they never failing to unite when the Romish religion, their common 
enemy, is to be opposed.  But Penn did not think himself bound in any manner to renounce his 
principles, merely to favour Protestants to whom he was odious, in opposition to a king who 
loved him.  He had established a universal toleration with regard to conscience in America, and 
would not have it thought that he intended to destroy it in Europe, for which reason he adhered 
so inviolably to King James, that a report prevailed universally of his being a Jesuit.  This 
calumny affected him very strongly, and he was obliged to justify himself in print.  However, the 
unfortunate King James II., in whom, as in most princes of the Stuart family, grandeur and 
weakness were equally blended, and who, like them, as much overdid some things as he was 
short in others, lost his kingdom in a manner that is hardly to be accounted for. 

All the English sectarists accepted from William III, and his Parliament the toleration and 
indulgence which they had refused when offered by King James.  It was then the Quakers 
began to enjoy, by virtue of the laws, the several privileges they possess at this time.  Penn 
having at last seen Quakerism firmly established in his native country, went back to 
Pennsylvania.  His own people and the Americans received him with tears of joy, as though he 
had been a father who was returned to visit his children.  All the laws had been religiously 
observed in his absence, a circumstance in which no legislator had ever been happy but 
himself.  After having resided some years in Pennsylvania he left it, but with great reluctance, in 
order to return to England, there to solicit some matters in favour of the commerce of 
Pennsylvania.  But he never saw it again, he dying in Ruscombe, in Berkshire, in 1718. 

I am not able to guess what fate Quakerism may have in America, but I perceive it 
dwindles away daily in England.  In all countries where liberty of conscience is allowed, the 
established religion will at last swallow up all the rest.  Quakers are disqualified from being 
members of Parliament; nor can they enjoy any post or preferment, because an oath must 
always be taken on these occasions, and they never swear.  They are therefore reduced to the 
necessity of subsisting upon traffic.  Their children, whom the industry of their parents has 
enriched, are desirous of enjoying honours, of wearing buttons and ruffles; and quite ashamed 



 

of being called Quakers they become converts to the Church of England, merely to be in the 
fashion. 

 



 

Feb 21– What is a University? by John Henry 
Newman (1852) 
THE IDEA OF A UNIVERSITY 
I. WHAT IS A UNIVERSITY? 
 

If I were asked to describe as briefly and popularly as I could, what a University was, I 
should draw my answer from its ancient designation of a Studium Generale, or "School of 
Universal Learning." This description implies the assemblage of strangers from all parts in one 
spot;—from all parts; else, how will you find professors and students for every department of 
knowledge? and in one spot; else, how can there be any school at all? Accordingly, in its simple 
and rudimental form, it is a school of knowledge of every kind, consisting of teachers and 
learners from every quarter. Many things are requisite to complete and satisfy the idea 
embodied in this description; but such as this a University seems to be in its essence, a place 
for the communication and circulation of thought, by means of personal intercourse, through a 
wide extent of country. 
 

There is nothing far-fetched or unreasonable in the idea thus presented to us; and if this 
be a University, then a University does but contemplate a necessity of our nature, and is but one 
specimen in a particular medium, out of many which might be adduced in others, of a provision 
for that necessity. Mutual education, in a large sense of the word, is one of the great and 
incessant occupations of human society, carried on partly with set purpose, and partly not. One 
generation forms another; and the existing generation is ever acting and reacting upon itself in 
the persons of its individual members. Now, in this process, books, I need scarcely say, that is, 
the litera scripta, are one special instrument. It is true; and emphatically so in this age. 
Considering the prodigious powers of the press, and how they are developed at this time in the 
never-intermitting issue of periodicals, tracts, pamphlets, works in series, and light literature, we 
must allow there never was a time which promised fairer for dispensing with every other means 
of information and instruction. What can we want more, you will say, for the intellectual 
education of the whole man, and for every man, than so exuberant and diversified and 
persistent a promulgation of all kinds of knowledge? Why, you will ask, need we go up to 
knowledge, when knowledge comes down to us? The Sibyl wrote her prophecies upon the 
leaves of the forest, and wasted them; but here such careless profusion might be prudently 
indulged, for it can be afforded without loss, in consequence of the almost fabulous fecundity of 
the instrument which these latter ages have invented. We have sermons in stones, and books in 
the running brooks; works larger and more comprehensive than those which have gained for 
ancients an immortality, issue forth every morning, and are projected onwards to the ends of the 
earth at the rate of hundreds of miles a day. Our seats are strewed, our pavements are 
powdered, with swarms of little tracts; and the very bricks of our city walls preach wisdom, by 
informing us by their placards where we can at once cheaply purchase it. 
 

I allow all this, and much more; such certainly is our popular education, and its effects 
are remarkable. Nevertheless, after all, even in this age, whenever men are really serious about 
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getting what, in the language of trade, is called "a good article," when they aim at something 
precise, something refined, something really luminous, something really large, something 
choice, they go to another market; they avail themselves, in some shape or other, of the rival 
method, the ancient method, of oral instruction, of present communication between man and 
man, of teachers instead of learning, of the personal influence of a master, and the humble 
initiation of a disciple, and, in consequence, of great centres of pilgrimage and throng, which 
such a method of education necessarily involves. This, I think, will be found to hold good in all 
those departments or aspects of society, which possess an interest sufficient to bind men 
together, or to constitute what is called "a world." It holds in the political world, and in the high 
world, and in the religious world; and it holds also in the literary and scientific world. 
 

If the actions of men may be taken as any test of their convictions, then we have reason 
for saying this, viz.:—that the province and the inestimable benefit of the litera scripta is that of 
being a record of truth, and an authority of appeal, and an instrument of teaching in the hands of 
a teacher; but that, if we wish to become exact and fully furnished in any branch of knowledge 
which is diversified and complicated, we must consult the living man and listen to his living 
voice. I am not bound to investigate the cause of this, and anything I may say will, I am 
conscious, be short of its full analysis;—perhaps we may suggest, that no books can get 
through the number of minute questions which it is possible to ask on any extended subject, or 
can hit upon the very difficulties which are severally felt by each reader in succession. Or again, 
that no book can convey the special spirit and delicate peculiarities of its subject with that 
rapidity and certainty which attend on the sympathy of mind with mind, through the eyes, the 
look, the accent, and the manner, in casual expressions thrown off at the moment, and the 
unstudied turns of familiar conversation. But I am already dwelling too long on what is but an 
incidental portion of my main subject. Whatever be the cause, the fact is undeniable. The 
general principles of any study you may learn by books at home; but the detail, the colour, the 
tone, the air, the life which makes it live in us, you must catch all these from those in whom it 
lives already. You must imitate the student in French or German, who is not content with his 
grammar, but goes to Paris or Dresden: you must take example from the young artist, who 
aspires to visit the great Masters in Florence and in Rome. Till we have discovered some 
intellectual daguerreotype, which takes off the course of thought, and the form, lineaments, and 
features of truth, as completely and minutely, as the optical instrument reproduces the sensible 
object; we must come to the teachers of wisdom to learn wisdom, we must repair to the 
fountain, and drink there. Portions of it may go from thence to the ends of the earth by means of 
books; but the fulness is in one place alone. It is in such assemblages and congregations of 
intellect that books themselves, the masterpieces of human genius, are written, or at least 
originated. 
 

The principle on which I have been insisting is so obvious, and instances in point are so 
ready, that I should think it tiresome to proceed with the subject, except that one or two 
illustrations may serve to explain my own language about it, which may not have done justice to 
the doctrine which it has been intended to enforce. 
 



 

For instance, the polished manners and high-bred bearing which are so difficult of 
attainment, and so strictly personal when attained,—which are so much admired in society, from 
society are acquired. All that goes to constitute a gentleman,—the carriage, gait, address, 
gestures, voice; the ease, the self-possession, the courtesy, the power of conversing, the talent 
of not offending; the lofty principle, the delicacy of thought, the happiness of expression, the 
taste and propriety, the generosity and forbearance, the candour and consideration, the 
openness of hand;—these qualities, some of them come by nature, some of them may be found 
in any rank, some of them are a direct precept of Christianity; but the full assemblage of them, 
bound up in the unity of an individual character, do we expect they can be learned from books? 
are they not necessarily acquired, where they are to be found, in high society? The very nature 
of the case leads us to say so; you cannot fence without an antagonist, nor challenge all comers 
in disputation before you have supported a thesis; and in like manner, it stands to reason, you 
cannot learn to converse till you have the world to converse with; you cannot unlearn your 
natural bashfulness, or awkwardness, or stiffness, or other besetting deformity, till you serve 
your time in some school of manners. Well, and is it not so in matter of fact? The metropolis, the 
court, the great houses of the land, are the centres to which at stated times the country comes 
up, as to shrines of refinement and good taste; and then in due time the country goes back 
again home, enriched with a portion of the social accomplishments, which those very visits 
serve to call out and heighten in the gracious dispensers of them. We are unable to conceive 
how the "gentlemanlike" can otherwise be maintained; and maintained in this way it is. 
 

And now a second instance: and here too I am going to speak without personal 
experience of the subject I am introducing. I admit I have not been in Parliament, any more than 
I have figured in the beau monde; yet I cannot but think that statesmanship, as well as high 
breeding, is learned, not by books, but in certain centres of education. If it be not presumption to 
say so, Parliament puts a clever man au courant with politics and affairs of state in a way 
surprising to himself. A member of the Legislature, if tolerably observant, begins to see things 
with new eyes, even though his views undergo no change. Words have a meaning now, and 
ideas a reality, such as they had not before. He hears a vast deal in public speeches and private 
conversation, which is never put into print. The bearings of measures and events, the action of 
parties, and the persons of friends and enemies, are brought out to the man who is in the midst 
of them with a distinctness, which the most diligent perusal of newspapers will fail to impart to 
them. It is access to the fountain-heads of political wisdom and experience, it is daily 
intercourse, of one kind or another, with the multitude who go up to them, it is familiarity with 
business, it is access to the contributions of fact and opinion thrown together by many witnesses 
from many quarters, which does this for him. However, I need not account for a fact, to which it 
is sufficient to appeal; that the Houses of Parliament and the atmosphere around them are a 
sort of University of politics. 
 

As regards the world of science, we find a remarkable instance of the principle which I 
am illustrating, in the periodical meetings for its advance, which have arisen in the course of the 
last twenty years, such as the British Association. Such gatherings would to many persons 
appear at first sight simply preposterous. Above all subjects of study, Science is conveyed, is 
propagated, by books, or by private teaching; experiments and investigations are conducted in 



 

silence; discoveries are made in solitude. What have philosophers to do with festive celebrities, 
and panegyrical solemnities with mathematical and physical truth? Yet on a closer attention to 
the subject, it is found that not even scientific thought can dispense with the suggestions, the 
instruction, the stimulus, the sympathy, the intercourse with mankind on a large scale, which 
such meetings secure. A fine time of year is chosen, when days are long, skies are bright, the 
earth smiles, and all nature rejoices; a city or town is taken by turns, of ancient name or modern 
opulence, where buildings are spacious and hospitality hearty. The novelty of place and 
circumstance, the excitement of strange, or the refreshment of well-known faces, the majesty of 
rank or of genius, the amiable charities of men pleased both with themselves and with each 
other; the elevated spirits, the circulation of thought, the curiosity; the morning sections, the 
outdoor exercise, the well-furnished, well-earned board, the not ungraceful hilarity, the evening 
circle; the brilliant lecture, the discussions or collisions or guesses of great men one with 
another, the narratives of scientific processes, of hopes, disappointments, conflicts, and 
successes, the splendid eulogistic orations; these and the like constituents of the annual 
celebration, are considered to do something real and substantial for the advance of knowledge 
which can be done in no other way. Of course they can but be occasional; they answer to the 
annual Act, or Commencement, or Commemoration of a University, not to its ordinary condition; 
but they are of a University nature; and I can well believe in their utility. They issue in the 
promotion of a certain living and, as it were, bodily communication of knowledge from one to 
another, of a general interchange of ideas, and a comparison and adjustment of science with 
science, of an enlargement of mind, intellectual and social, of an ardent love of the particular 
study, which may be chosen by each individual, and a noble devotion to its interests. 
 

Such meetings, I repeat, are but periodical, and only partially represent the idea of a 
University. The bustle and whirl which are their usual concomitants, are in ill keeping with the 
order and gravity of earnest intellectual education. We desiderate means of instruction which 
involve no interruption of our ordinary habits; nor need we seek it long, for the natural course of 
things brings it about, while we debate over it. In every great country, the metropolis itself 
becomes a sort of necessary University, whether we will or no. As the chief city is the seat of the 
court, of high society, of politics, and of law, so as a matter of course is it the seat of letters also; 
and at this time, for a long term of years, London and Paris are in fact and in operation 
Universities, though in Paris its famous University is no more, and in London a University 
scarcely exists except as a board of administration. The newspapers, magazines, reviews, 
journals, and periodicals of all kinds, the publishing trade, the libraries, museums, and 
academies there found, the learned and scientific societies, necessarily invest it with the 
functions of a University; and that atmosphere of intellect, which in a former age hung over 
Oxford or Bologna or Salamanca, has, with the change of times, moved away to the centre of 
civil government. Thither come up youths from all parts of the country, the students of law, 
medicine, and the fine arts, and the employés and attachés of literature. There they live, as 
chance determines; and they are satisfied with their temporary home, for they find in it all that 
was promised to them there. They have not come in vain, as far as their own object in coming is 
concerned. They have not learned any particular religion, but they have learned their own 
particular profession well. They have, moreover, become acquainted with the habits, manners, 
and opinions of their place of sojourn, and done their part in maintaining the tradition of them. 



 

We cannot then be without virtual Universities; a metropolis is such: the simple question is, 
whether the education sought and given should be based on principle, formed upon rule, 
directed to the highest ends, or left to the random succession of masters and schools, one after 
another, with a melancholy waste of thought and an extreme hazard of truth. 
 

Religious teaching itself affords us an illustration of our subject to a certain point. It does 
not indeed seat itself merely in centres of the world; this is impossible from the nature of the 
case. It is intended for the many, not the few; its subject matter is truth necessary for us, not 
truth recondite and rare; but it concurs in the principle of a University so far as this, that its great 
instrument, or rather organ, has ever been that which nature prescribes in all education, the 
personal presence of a teacher, or, in theological language, Oral Tradition. It is the living voice, 
the breathing form, the expressive countenance, which preaches, which catechises. Truth, a 
subtle, invisible, manifold spirit, is poured into the mind of the scholar by his eyes and ears, 
through his affections, imagination, and reason; it is poured into his mind and is sealed up there 
in perpetuity, by propounding and repeating it, by questioning and requestioning, by correcting 
and explaining, by progressing and then recurring to first principles, by all those ways which are 
implied in the word "catechising." In the first ages, it was a work of long time; months, 
sometimes years, were devoted to the arduous task of disabusing the mind of the incipient 
Christian of its pagan errors, and of moulding it upon the Christian faith. The Scriptures indeed 
were at hand for the study of those who could avail themselves of them; but St. Irenaeus does 
not hesitate to speak of whole races, who had been converted to Christianity, without being able 
to read them. To be unable to read or write was in those times no evidence of want of learning: 
the hermits of the deserts were, in this sense of the word, illiterate; yet the great St. Anthony, 
though he knew not letters, was a match in disputation for the learned philosophers who came 
to try him. Didymus again, the great Alexandrian theologian, was blind. The ancient discipline, 
called the Disciplina Arcani, involved the same principle. The more sacred doctrines of 
Revelation were not committed to books but passed on by successive tradition. The teaching on 
the Blessed Trinity and the Eucharist appears to have been so handed down for some hundred 
years; and when at length reduced to writing, it has filled many folios, yet has not been 
exhausted. 
 

But I have said more than enough in illustration; I end as I began;—a University is a 
place of concourse, whither students come from every quarter for every kind of knowledge. You 
cannot have the best of every kind everywhere; you must go to some great city or emporium for 
it. There you have all the choicest productions of nature and art all together, which you find each 
in its own separate place elsewhere. All the riches of the land, and of the earth, are carried up 
thither; there are the best markets, and there the best workmen. It is the centre of trade, the 
supreme court of fashion, the umpire of rival talents, and the standard of things rare and 
precious. It is the place for seeing galleries of first-rate pictures, and for hearing wonderful 
voices and performers of transcendent skill. It is the place for great preachers, great orators, 
great nobles, great statesmen. In the nature of things, greatness and unity go together; 
excellence implies a centre. And such, for the third or fourth time, is a University; I hope I do not 
weary out the reader by repeating it. It is the place to which a thousand schools make 
contributions; in which the intellect may safely range and speculate, sure to find its equal in 



 

some antagonist activity, and its judge in the tribunal of truth. It is a place where inquiry is 
pushed forward, and discoveries verified and perfected, and rashness rendered innocuous, and 
error exposed, by the collision of mind with mind, and knowledge with knowledge. It is the place 
where the professor becomes eloquent, and is a missionary and a preacher, displaying his 
science in its most complete and most winning form, pouring it forth with the zeal of enthusiasm, 
and lighting up his own love of it in the breasts of his hearers. It is the place where the catechist 
makes good his ground as he goes, treading in the truth day by day into the ready memory, and 
wedging and tightening it into the expanding reason. It is a place which wins the admiration of 
the young by its celebrity, kindles the affections of the middle-aged by its beauty, and rivets the 
fidelity of the old by its associations. It is a seat of wisdom, a light of the world, a minister of the 
faith, an Alma Mater of the rising generation. It is this and a great deal more, and demands a 
somewhat better head and hand than mine to describe it well. 
 

Such is a University in its idea and in its purpose; such in good measure has it before 
now been in fact. Shall it ever be again? We are going forward in the strength of the Cross, 
under the patronage of the Blessed Virgin, in the name of St. Patrick, to attempt it. 
 

 



 

Feb 22– Seriously, more Burns? (1794) 
Ode For General Washington's Birthday 
 
     No Spartan tube, no Attic shell, 
     No lyre Aeolian I awake; 
     'Tis liberty's bold note I swell, 
     Thy harp, Columbia, let me take! 
     See gathering thousands, while I sing, 
     A broken chain exulting bring, 
     And dash it in a tyrant's face, 
     And dare him to his very beard, 
     And tell him he no more is feared— 
     No more the despot of Columbia's race! 
     A tyrant's proudest insults brav'd, 
     They shout—a People freed! They hail an Empire saved. 
     Where is man's god-like form? 
     Where is that brow erect and bold— 
     That eye that can unmov'd behold 
     The wildest rage, the loudest storm 
     That e'er created fury dared to raise? 
     Avaunt! thou caitiff, servile, base, 
     That tremblest at a despot's nod, 
     Yet, crouching under the iron rod, 
     Canst laud the hand that struck th' insulting blow! 
     Art thou of man's Imperial line? 
     Dost boast that countenance divine? 
     Each skulking feature answers, No! 
     But come, ye sons of Liberty, 
     Columbia's offspring, brave as free, 
     In danger's hour still flaming in the van, 
     Ye know, and dare maintain, the Royalty of Man! 
 
     Alfred! on thy starry throne, 
     Surrounded by the tuneful choir, 
     The bards that erst have struck the patriot lyre, 
     And rous'd the freeborn Briton's soul of fire, 
     No more thy England own! 
     Dare injured nations form the great design, 
     To make detested tyrants bleed? 
     Thy England execrates the glorious deed! 
     Beneath her hostile banners waving, 
     Every pang of honour braving, 
     England in thunder calls, “The tyrant's cause is mine!” 
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      That hour accurst how did the fiends rejoice 
     And hell, thro' all her confines, raise the exulting voice, 
     That hour which saw the generous English name 
     Linkt with such damned deeds of everlasting shame! 
 
     Thee, Caledonia! thy wild heaths among, 
     Fam'd for the martial deed, the heaven-taught song, 
     To thee I turn with swimming eyes; 
     Where is that soul of Freedom fled? 
     Immingled with the mighty dead, 
     Beneath that hallow'd turf where Wallace lies 
     Hear it not, Wallace! in thy bed of death. 
     Ye babbling winds! in silence sweep, 
     Disturb not ye the hero's sleep, 
     Nor give the coward secret breath! 
     Is this the ancient Caledonian form, 
     Firm as the rock, resistless as the storm? 
     Show me that eye which shot immortal hate, 
     Blasting the despot's proudest bearing; 
     Show me that arm which, nerv'd with thundering fate, 
     Crush'd Usurpation's boldest daring!— 
     Dark-quench'd as yonder sinking star, 
     No more that glance lightens afar; 
     That palsied arm no more whirls on the waste of war. 
 
 
 
 
 
Inscription To Miss Graham Of Fintry 
 
     Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal lives, 
     In sacred strains and tuneful numbers joined, 
     Accept the gift; though humble he who gives, 
     Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 
 
     So may no ruffian-feeling in my breast, 
     Discordant, jar thy bosom-chords among; 
     But Peace attune thy gentle soul to rest, 
     Or Love, ecstatic, wake his seraph song, 
 
     Or Pity's notes, in luxury of tears, 
     As modest Want the tale of woe reveals; 
     While conscious Virtue all the strains endears, 



 

     And heaven-born Piety her sanction seals. 
 
 
On The Seas And Far Away 
     Tune—“O'er the hills and far away.” 
  
     How can my poor heart be glad, 
     When absent from my sailor lad; 
     How can I the thought forego— 
     He's on the seas to meet the foe? 
     Let me wander, let me rove, 
     Still my heart is with my love; 
     Nightly dreams, and thoughts by day, 
     Are with him that's far away. 
 
     Chorus.—On the seas and far away, 
     On stormy seas and far away; 
     Nightly dreams and thoughts by day, 
     Are aye with him that's far away. 
 
     When in summer noon I faint, 
     As weary flocks around me pant, 
     Haply in this scorching sun, 
     My sailor's thund'ring at his gun; 
     Bullets, spare my only joy! 
     Bullets, spare my darling boy! 
     Fate, do with me what you may, 
     Spare but him that's far away, 
     On the seas and far away, 
     On stormy seas and far away; 
     Fate, do with me what you may, 
     Spare but him that's far away. 
 
     At the starless, midnight hour 
     When Winter rules with boundless power, 
     As the storms the forests tear, 
     And thunders rend the howling air, 
     Listening to the doubling roar, 
     Surging on the rocky shore, 
     All I can—I weep and pray 
     For his weal that's far away, 
     On the seas and far away, 
     On stormy seas and far away; 
     All I can—I weep and pray, 



 

     For his weal that's far away. 
 
     Peace, thy olive wand extend, 
     And bid wild War his ravage end, 
     Man with brother Man to meet, 
     And as a brother kindly greet; 
     Then may heav'n with prosperous gales, 
     Fill my sailor's welcome sails; 
     To my arms their charge convey, 
     My dear lad that's far away. 
     On the seas and far away, 
     On stormy seas and far away; 
     To my arms their charge convey, 
     My dear lad that's far away.  



 

Feb 23– Samuel Pepsys by Robert Louis Stevenson 
(1881) 
 

IN two books a fresh light has recently been thrown on the character and position of 
Samuel Pepys. Mr. Mynors Bright has given us a new transcription of the Diary, increasing it in 
bulk by near a third, correcting many errors, and completing our knowledge of the man in some 
curious and important points. We can only regret that he has taken liberties with the author and 
the public. It is no part of the duties of the editor of an established classic to decide what may or 
may not be "tedious to the reader." The book is either an historical document or not, and in 
condemning Lord Braybrooke Mr. Bright condemns himself. As for the time- honoured phrase, 
"unfit for publication," without being cynical, we may regard it as the sign of a precaution more or 
less commercial; and we may think, without being sordid, that when we purchase six huge and 
distressingly expensive volumes, we are entitled to be treated rather more like scholars and 
rather less like children. But Mr. Bright may rest assured: while we complain, we are still 
grateful. Mr. Wheatley, to divide our obligation, brings together, clearly and with no lost words, a 
body of illustrative material. Sometimes we might ask a little more; never, I think, less. And as a 
matter of fact, a great part of Mr. Wheatley's volume might be transferred, by a good editor of 
Pepys, to the margin of the text, for it is precisely what the reader wants. 
 

In the light of these two books, at least, we have now to read our author. Between them 
they contain all we can expect to learn for, it may be, many years. Now, if ever we should be 
able to form some notion of that unparalleled figure in the annals of mankind--unparalleled for 
three good reasons: first, because he was a man known to his contemporaries in a halo of 
almost historical pomp, and to his remote descendants with an indecent familiarity, like a 
tap-room comrade; second, because he has outstripped all competitors in the art or virtue of a 
conscious honesty about oneself; and, third, because, being in many ways a very ordinary 
person, he has yet placed himself before the public eye with such a fulness and such an 
intimacy of detail as might be envied by a genius like Montaigne. Not then for his own sake only, 
but as a character in a unique position, endowed with a unique talent, and shedding a unique 
light upon the lives of the mass of mankind, he is surely worthy of prolonged and patient study. 
 
 
 
THE DIARY. 
 
 
 

That there should be such a book as Pepys's Diary is incomparably strange. Pepys, in a 
corrupt and idle period, played the man in public employments, toiling hard and keeping his 
honour bright. Much of the little good that is set down to James the Second comes by right to 
Pepys; and if it were little for a king, it is much for a subordinate. To his clear, capable head was 
owing somewhat of the greatness of England on the seas. In the exploits of Hawke, Rodney, or 
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Nelson, this dead Mr. Pepys of the Navy Office had some considerable share. He stood well by 
his business in the appalling plague of 1666. He was loved and respected by some of the best 
and wisest men in England. He was President of the Royal Society; and when he came to die, 
people said of his conduct in that solemn hour--thinking it needless to say more--that it was 
answerable to the greatness of his life. Thus he walked in dignity, guards of soldiers sometimes 
attending him in his walks, subalterns bowing before his periwig; and when he uttered his 
thoughts they were suitable to his state and services. On February 8, 1668, we find him writing 
to Evelyn, his mind bitterly occupied with the late Dutch war, and some thoughts of the different 
story of the repulse of the Great Armada: "Sir, you will not wonder at the backwardness of my 
thanks for the present you made me, so many days since, of the Prospect of the Medway, while 
the Hollander rode master in it, when I have told you that the sight of it hath led me to such 
reflections on my particular interest, by my employment, in the reproach due to that miscarriage, 
as have given me little less disquiet than he is fancied to have who found his face in Michael 
Angelo's hell. The same should serve me also in excuse for my silence in celebrating your 
mastery shown in the design and draught, did not indignation rather than courtship urge me so 
far to commend them, as to wish the furniture of our House of Lords changed from the story of 
'88 to that of '67 [of Evelyn's designing], till the pravity of this were reformed to the temper of that 
age, wherein God Almighty found his blessings more operative than, I fear, he doth in ours his 
judgments." 
 

This is a letter honourable to the writer, where the meaning rather than the words is 
eloquent. Such was the account he gave of himself to his contemporaries; such thoughts he 
chose to utter, and in such language: giving himself out for a grave and patriotic public servant. 
We turn to the same date in the Diary by which he is known, after two centuries, to his 
descendants. The entry begins in the same key with the letter, blaming the "madness of the 
House of Commons" and "the base proceedings, just the epitome of all our public proceedings 
in this age, of the House of Lords;" and then, without the least transition, this is how our diarist 
proceeds: "To the Strand, to my bookseller's, and there bought an idle, rogueish French book, 
L'ESCHOLLE DES FILLES, which I have bought in plain binding, avoiding the buying of it better 
bound, because I resolve, as soon as I have read it, to burn it, that it may not stand in the list of 
books, nor among them, to disgrace them, if it should be found." Even in our day, when 
responsibility is so much more clearly apprehended, the man who wrote the letter would be 
notable; but what about the man, I do not say who bought a roguish book, but who was 
ashamed of doing so, yet did it, and recorded both the doing and the shame in the pages of his 
daily journal? 
 

We all, whether we write or speak, must somewhat drape ourselves when we address 
our fellows; at a given moment we apprehend our character and acts by some particular side; 
we are merry with one, grave with another, as befits the nature and demands of the relation. 
Pepys's letter to Evelyn would have little in common with that other one to Mrs. Knipp which he 
signed by the pseudonym of DAPPER DICKY; yet each would be suitable to the character of his 
correspondent. There is no untruth in this, for man, being a Protean animal, swiftly shares and 
changes with his company and surroundings; and these changes are the better part of his 
education in the world. To strike a posture once for all, and to march through life like a 



 

drum-major, is to be highly disagreeable to others and a fool for oneself into the bargain. To 
Evelyn and to Knipp we understand the double facing; but to whom was he posing in the Diary, 
and what, in the name of astonishment, was the nature of the pose? Had he suppressed all 
mention of the book, or had he bought it, gloried in the act, and cheerfully recorded his 
glorification, in either case we should have made him out. But no; he is full of precautions to 
conceal the "disgrace" of the purchase, and yet speeds to chronicle the whole affair in pen and 
ink. It is a sort of anomaly in human action, which we can exactly parallel from another part of 
the Diary. 
 

Mrs. Pepys had written a paper of her too just complaints against her husband, and 
written it in plain and very pungent English. Pepys, in an agony lest the world should come to 
see it, brutally seizes and destroys the tell-tale document; and then--you disbelieve your 
eyes--down goes the whole story with unsparing truth and in the cruellest detail. It seems he 
has no design but to appear respectable, and here he keeps a private book to prove he was not. 
You are at first faintly reminded of some of the vagaries of the morbid religious diarist; but at a 
moment's thought the resemblance disappears. The design of Pepys is not at all to edify; it is 
not from repentance that he chronicles his peccadilloes, for he tells us when he does repent, 
and, to be just to him, there often follows some improvement. Again, the sins of the religious 
diarist are of a very formal pattern, and are told with an elaborate whine. But in Pepys you come 
upon good, substantive misdemeanours; beams in his eye of which he alone remains 
unconscious; healthy outbreaks of the animal nature, and laughable subterfuges to himself that 
always command belief and often engage the sympathies. 
 

Pepys was a young man for his age, came slowly to himself in the world, sowed his wild 
oats late, took late to industry, and preserved till nearly forty the headlong gusto of a boy. So, to 
come rightly at the spirit in which the Diary was written, we must recall a class of sentiments 
which with most of us are over and done before the age of twelve. In our tender years we still 
preserve a freshness of surprise at our prolonged existence; events make an impression out of 
all proportion to their consequence; we are unspeakably touched by our own past adventures, 
and look forward to our future personality with sentimental interest. It was something of this, I 
think, that clung to Pepys. Although not sentimental in the abstract, he was sweetly sentimental 
about himself. His own past clung about his heart, an evergreen. He was the slave of an 
association. He could not pass by Islington, where his father used to carry him to cakes and ale, 
but he must light at the "King's Head" and eat and drink "for remembrance of the old house 
sake." He counted it good fortune to lie a night at Epsom to renew his old walks, "where Mrs. 
Hely and I did use to walk and talk, with whom I had the first sentiments of love and pleasure in 
a woman's company, discourse and taking her by the hand, she being a pretty woman." He 
goes about weighing up the ASSURANCE, which lay near Woolwich underwater, and cries in a 
parenthesis, "Poor ship, that I have been twice merry in, in Captain Holland's time;" and after 
revisiting the NASEBY, now changed into the CHARLES, he confesses "it was a great pleasure 
to myself to see the ship that I began my good fortune in." The stone that he was cut for he 
preserved in a case; and to the Turners he kept alive such gratitude for their assistance that for 
years, and after he had begun to mount himself into higher zones, he continued to have that 
family to dinner on the anniversary of the operation. Not Hazlitt nor Rousseau had a more 



 

romantic passion for their past, although at times they might express it more romantically; and if 
Pepys shared with them this childish fondness, did not Rousseau, who left behind him the 
CONFESSIONS, or Hazlitt, who wrote the LIBER AMORIS, and loaded his essays with loving 
personal detail, share with Pepys in his unwearied egotism? For the two things go hand in hand; 
or, to be more exact, it is the first that makes the second either possible or pleasing. 
 

But, to be quite in sympathy with Pepys, we must return once more to the experience of 
children. I can remember to have written, in the fly-leaf of more than one book, the date and the 
place where I then was--if, for instance, I was ill in bed or sitting in a certain garden; these were 
jottings for my future self; if I should chance on such a note in after years, I thought it would 
cause me a particular thrill to recognise myself across the intervening distance. Indeed, I might 
come upon them now, and not be moved one tittle--which shows that I have comparatively failed 
in life, and grown older than Samuel Pepys. For in the Diary we can find more than one such 
note of perfect childish egotism; as when he explains that his candle is going out, "which makes 
me write thus slobberingly;" or as in this incredible particularity, "To my study, where I only wrote 
thus much of this day's passages to this *, and so out again;" or lastly, as here, with more of 
circumstance: "I staid up till the bellman came by with his bell under my window, AS I WAS 
WRITING OF THIS VERY LINE, and cried, `Past one of the clock, and a cold, frosty, windy 
morning.'" Such passages are not to be misunderstood. The appeal to Samuel Pepys years 
hence is unmistakable. He desires that dear, though unknown, gentleman keenly to realise his 
predecessor; to remember why a passage was uncleanly written; to recall [let us fancy, with a 
sigh] the tones of the bellman, the chill of the early, windy morning, and the very line his own 
romantic self was scribing at the moment. The man, you will perceive, was making 
reminiscences--a sort of pleasure by ricochet, which comforts many in distress, and turns some 
others into sentimental libertines: and the whole book, if you will but look at it in that way, is seen 
to be a work of art to Pepys's own address. 
 

Here, then, we have the key to that remarkable attitude preserved by him throughout his 
Diary, to that unflinching - I had almost said, that unintelligent--sincerity which makes it a miracle 
among human books. He was not unconscious of his errors--far from it; he was often startled 
into shame, often reformed, often made and broke his vows of change. But whether he did ill or 
well, he was still his own unequalled self; still that entrancing EGO of whom alone he cared to 
write; and still sure of his own affectionate indulgence, when the parts should be changed, and 
the Writer come to read what he had written. Whatever he did, or said, or thought, or suffered, it 
was still a trait of Pepys, a character of his career; and as, to himself, he was more interesting 
than Moses or than Alexander, so all should be faithfully set down. I have called his Diary a 
work of art. Now when the artist has found something, word or deed, exactly proper to a 
favourite character in play or novel, he will neither suppress nor diminish it, though the remark 
be silly or the act mean. The hesitation of Hamlet, the credulity of Othello, the baseness of 
Emma Bovary, or the irregularities of Mr. Swiveller, caused neither disappointment nor disgust to 
their creators. And so with Pepys and his adored protagonist: adored not blindly, but with 
trenchant insight and enduring, human toleration. I have gone over and over the greater part of 
the Diary; and the points where, to the most suspicious scrutiny, he has seemed not perfectly 
sincere, are so few, so doubtful, and so petty, that I am ashamed to name them. It may be said 



 

that we all of us write such a diary in airy characters upon our brain; but I fear there is a 
distinction to be made; I fear that as we render to our consciousness an account of our daily 
fortunes and behaviour, we too often weave a tissue of romantic compliments and dull excuses; 
and even if Pepys were the ass and cowardly that men call him, we must take rank as sillier and 
more cowardly than he. The bald truth about oneself, what we are all too timid to admit when we 
are not too dull to see it, that was what he saw clearly and set down unsparingly. 
 

It is improbable that the Diary can have been carried on in the same single spirit in which 
it was begun. Pepys was not such an ass, but he must have perceived, as he went on, the 
extraordinary nature of the work he was producing. He was a great reader, and he knew what 
other books were like. It must, at least, have crossed his mind that some one might ultimately 
decipher the manuscript, and he himself, with all his pains and pleasures, be resuscitated in 
some later day; and the thought, although discouraged, must have warmed his heart. He was 
not such an ass, besides, but he must have been conscious of the deadly explosives, the 
gun-cotton and the giant powder, he was hoarding in his drawer. Let some contemporary light 
upon the journal, and Pepys was plunged for ever in social and political disgrace. We can trace 
the growth of his terrors by two facts. In 1660, while the Diary was still in its youth, he tells about 
it, as a matter of course, to a lieutenant in the navy; but in 1669, when it was already near an 
end, he could have bitten his tongue out, as the saying is, because he had let slip his secret to 
one so grave and friendly as Sir William Coventry. And from two other facts I think we may infer 
that he had entertained, even if he had not acquiesced in, the thought of a far- distant publicity. 
The first is of capital importance: the Diary was not destroyed. The second--that he took unusual 
precautions to confound the cipher in "rogueish" passages - proves, beyond question, that he 
was thinking of some other reader besides himself. Perhaps while his friends were admiring the 
"greatness of his behaviour" at the approach of death, he may have had a twinkling hope of 
immortality. MENS CUJUSQUE IS EST QUISQUE, said his chosen motto; and, as he had 
stamped his mind with every crook and foible in the pages of the Diary, he might feel that what 
he left behind him was indeed himself. There is perhaps no other instance so remarkable of the 
desire of man for publicity and an enduring name. The greatness of his life was open, yet he 
longed to communicate its smallness also; and, while contemporaries bowed before him, he 
must buttonhole posterity with the news that his periwig was once alive with nits. But this 
thought, although I cannot doubt he had it, was neither his first nor his deepest; it did not colour 
one word that he wrote; and the Diary, for as long as he kept it, remained what it was when he 
began, a private pleasure for himself. It was his bosom secret; it added a zest to all his 
pleasures; he lived in and for it, and might well write these solemn words, when he closed that 
confidant for ever: "And so I betake myself to that course which is almost as much as to see 
myself go into the grave; for which, and all the discomforts that will accompany my being blind, 
the good God prepare me." 
 

 



 

Feb 24– Poems Written at Horton by John Milton 
(1632-1638) 
L'ALLEGRO. 
  HENCE loathed Melancholy 
  Of Cerberus, and blackest midnight born, 
  In Stygian Cave forlorn 
  'Mongst horrid shapes, and shreiks, and sights unholy, 
  Find out som uncouth cell, 
  Where brooding darknes spreads his jealous wings, 
  And the night-Raven sings; 
  There under Ebon shades and low-brow'd Rocks, 
  As ragged as thy Locks, 
  In dark Cimmerian desert ever dwell.                                 10 
  But com thou Goddes fair and free, 
  In Heav'n ycleap'd Euphrosyne, 
  And by men, heart-easing Mirth, 
  Whom lovely Venus at a birth 
  With two sister Graces more 
  To Ivy-crowned Bacchus bore; 
  Or whether (as som Sager sing) 
  The frolick Wind that breathes the Spring, 
  Zephir with Aurora playing, 
  As he met her once a Maying,                                         20 
  There on Beds of Violets blew, 
  And fresh-blown Roses washt in dew, 
  Fill'd her with thee a daughter fair, 
  So bucksom, blith, and debonair. 
  Haste thee nymph, and bring with thee 
  Jest and youthful Jollity, 
  Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
  Nods, and Becks, and Wreathed Smiles, 
  Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
  And love to live in dimple sleek;                                    30 
  Sport that wrincled Care derides, 
  And Laughter holding both his sides. 
  Com, and trip it as ye go 
  On the light fantastick toe, 
  And in thy right hand lead with thee, 
  The Mountain Nymph, sweet Liberty; 
  And if I give thee honour due, 
  Mirth, admit me of thy crue 
  To live with her, and live with thee, 
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  In unreproved pleasures free;                                        40 
  To hear the Lark begin his flight, 
  And singing startle the dull night, 
  From his watch-towre in the skies, 
  Till the dappled dawn doth rise; 
  Then to com in spight of sorrow, 
  And at my window bid good morrow, 
  Through the Sweet-Briar, or the Vine, 
  Or the twisted Eglantine. 
  While the Cock with lively din, 
  Scatters the rear of darknes thin,                                   50 
  And to the stack, or the Barn dore, 
  Stoutly struts his Dames before, 
  Oft list'ning how the Hounds and horn 
  Chearly rouse the slumbring morn, 
  From the side of som Hoar Hill, 
  Through the high wood echoing shrill. 
  Som time walking not unseen 
  By Hedge-row Elms, on Hillocks green, 
  Right against the Eastern gate, 
  Wher the great Sun begins his state,                                 60 
  Rob'd in flames, and Amber light, 
  The clouds in thousand Liveries dight. 
  While the Plowman neer at hand, 
  Whistles ore the Furrow'd Land, 
  And the Milkmaid singeth blithe, 
  And the Mower whets his sithe, 
  And every Shepherd tells his tale 
  Under the Hawthorn in the dale. 
  Streit mine eye hath caught new pleasures 
  Whilst the Lantskip round it measures,                               70 
  Russet Lawns, and Fallows Gray, 
  Where the nibling flocks do stray, 
  Mountains on whose barren brest 
  The labouring clouds do often rest: 
  Meadows trim with Daisies pide, 
  Shallow Brooks, and Rivers wide. 
  Towers, and Battlements it sees 
  Boosom'd high in tufted Trees, 
  Wher perhaps som beauty lies, 
  The Cynosure of neighbouring eyes.                                   80 
  Hard by, a Cottage chimney smokes, 
  From betwixt two aged Okes, 
  Where Corydon and Thyrsis met, 



 

  Are at their savory dinner set 
  Of Hearbs, and other Country Messes, 
  Which the neat-handed Phillis dresses; 
  And then in haste her Bowre she leaves, 
  With Thestylis to bind the Sheaves; 
  Or if the earlier season lead 
  To the tann'd Haycock in the Mead,                                   90 
  Som times with secure delight 
  The up-land Hamlets will invite, 
  When the merry Bells ring round, 
  And the jocond rebecks sound 
  To many a youth, and many a maid, 
  Dancing in the Chequer'd shade; 
  And young and old com forth to play 
  On a Sunshine Holyday, 
  Till the live-long day-light fail, 
  Then to the Spicy Nut-brown Ale,                                    100 
  With stories told of many a feat, 
  How Faery Mab the junkets eat, 
  She was pincht, and pull'd she sed, 
  And he by Friars Lanthorn led 
  Tells how the drudging Goblin swet, 
  To ern his Cream-bowle duly set, 
  When in one night, ere glimps of morn, 
  His shadowy Flale hath thresh'd the Corn 
  That ten day-labourers could not end, 
  Then lies him down the Lubbar Fend.                                 110 
  And stretch'd out all the Chimney's length, 
  Basks at the fire his hairy strength; 
  And Crop-full out of dores he flings, 
  Ere the first Cock his Mattin rings. 
  Thus don the Tales, to bed they creep, 
  By whispering Windes soon lull'd asleep. 
  Towred Cities please us then, 
  And the busie humm of men, 
  Where throngs of Knights and Barons bold, 
  In weeds of Peace high triumphs hold,                               120 
  With store of Ladies, whose bright eies 
  Rain influence, and judge the prise 
  Of Wit, or Arms, while both contend 
  To win her Grace, whom all commend. 
  There let Hymen oft appear 
  In Saffron robe, with Taper clear, 
  And pomp, and feast, and revelry, 



 

  With mask, and antique Pageantry, 
  Such sights as youthfull Poets dream 
  On Summer eeves by haunted stream.                                  130 
  Then to the well-trod stage anon, 
  If Jonsons learned Sock be on, 
  Or sweetest Shakespear fancies childe, 
  Warble his native Wood-notes wilde, 
  And ever against eating Cares, 
  Lap me in soft Lydian Aires, 
  Married to immortal verse 
  Such as the meeting soul may pierce 
  In notes, with many a winding bout 
  Of lincked sweetnes long drawn out,                                 140 
  With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 
  The melting voice through mazes running; 
  Untwisting all the chains that ty 
  The hidden soul of harmony. 
  That Orpheus self may heave his head 
  From golden slumber on a bed 
  Of heapt Elysian flowres, and hear 
  Such streins as would have won the ear 
  Of Pluto, to have quite set free 
  His half regain'd Eurydice.                                         150 
  These delights, if thou canst give, 
  Mirth with thee, I mean to live. 
 
  Notes: 
  33 Ye] You 1673 
  104 And he by] And by the 1673 
 
IL PENSEROSO. 
  Hence vain deluding joyes, 
  The brood of folly without father bred, 
  How little you bested, 
  Or fill the fixed mind with all your toyes; 
  Dwell in som idle brain 
  And fancies fond with gaudy shapes possess, 
  As thick and numberless 
  As the gay motes that people the Sun Beams, 
  Or likest hovering dreams 
  The fickle Pensioners of Morpheus train.                             10 
  But hail thou Goddess, sage and holy, 
  Hail divinest Melancholy 
  Whose Saintly visage is too bright 



 

  To hit the Sense of human sight; 
  And therefore to our weaker view, 
  Ore laid with black staid Wisdoms hue. 
  Black, but such as in esteem, 
  Prince Memnons sister might beseem, 
  Or that Starr'd Ethiope Queen that strove 
  To set her beauties praise above                                     20 
  The Sea Nymphs, and their powers offended. 
  Yet thou art higher far descended, 
  Thee bright-hair'd Vesta long of yore, 
  To solitary Saturn bore; 
  His daughter she (in Saturns raign, 
  Such mixture was not held a stain) 
  Oft in glimmering Bowres, and glades 
  He met her, and in secret shades 
  Of woody Ida's inmost grove, 
  While yet there was no fear of Jove.                                 30 
  Com pensive Nun, devout and pure, 
  Sober, stedfast, and demure, 
  All in a robe of darkest grain, 
  Flowing with majestick train, 
  And sable stole of Cipres Lawn, 
  Over thy decent shoulders drawn. 
  Com, but keep thy wonted state, 
  With eev'n step, and musing gate, 
  And looks commercing with the skies, 
  Thy rapt soul sitting in thine eyes:                                 40 
  There held in holy passion still, 
  Forget thy self to Marble, till 
  With a sad Leaden downward cast, 
  Thou fix them on the earth as fast. 
  And joyn with thee calm Peace, and Quiet, 
  Spare Fast, that oft with gods doth diet, 
  And hears the Muses in a ring, 
  Ay round about Joves Altar sing. 
  And adde to these retired Leasure, 
  That in trim Gardens takes his pleasure;                             50 
  But first, and chiefest, with thee bring, 
  Him that yon soars on golden wing, 
  Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 
  The Cherub Contemplation, 
  And the mute Silence hist along, 
  'Less Philomel will daign a Song, 
  In her sweetest, saddest plight, 



 

  Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
  While Cynthia checks her Dragon yoke, 
  Gently o're th'accustom'd Oke;                                       60 
  Sweet Bird that shunn'st the noise of folly 
  Most musical!, most melancholy! 
  Thee Chauntress oft the Woods among 
  I woo to hear thy eeven-Song; 
  And missing thee, I walk unseen 
  On the dry smooth-shaven Green, 
  To behold the wandring Moon, 
  Riding neer her highest noon, 
  Like one that had bin led astray 
  Through the Heav'ns wide pathles way;                                70 
  And oft, as if her head she bow'd, 
  Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 
  Oft on a Plat of rising ground, 
  I hear the far-off Curfeu sound, 
  Over som wide-water'd shoar, 
  Swinging slow with sullen roar; 
  Or if the Ayr will not permit, 
  Som still removed place will fit, 
  Where glowing Embers through the room 
  Teach light to counterfeit a gloom                                   80 
  Far from all resort of mirth, 
  Save the Cricket on the hearth, 
  Or the Belmans drowsie charm, 
  To bless the dores from nightly harm: 
  Or let my Lamp at midnight hour, 
  Be seen in som high lonely Towr, 
  Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
  With thrice great Hermes, or unsphear 
  The spirit of Plato to unfold 
  What Worlds, or what vast Regions hold                               90 
  The immortal mind that hath forsook 
  Her mansion in this fleshly nook: 
  And of those Daemons that are found 
  In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
  Whose power hath a true consent 
  With planet or with Element. 
  Som time let Gorgeous Tragedy 
  In Scepter'd Pall com sweeping by, 
  Presenting Thebs, or Pelops line, 
  Or the tale of Troy divine.                                         100 
  Or what (though rare) of later age, 



 

  Ennobled hath the Buskind stage. 
  But, O sad Virgin, that thy power 
  Might raise Musaeus from his bower, 
  Or bid the soul of Orpheus sing 
  Such notes as warbled to the string, 
  Drew Iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
  And made Hell grant what Love did seek. 
  Or call up him that left half told 
  The story of Cambuscan bold,                                        110 
  Of Camball, and of Algarsife, 
  And who had Canace to wife, 
  That own'd the vertuous Ring and Glass, 
  And of the wondrous Hors of Brass, 
  On which the Tartar King did ride; 
  And if ought els, great Bards beside, 
  In sage and solemn tunes have sung, 
  Of Turneys and of Trophies hung; 
  Of Forests, and inchantments drear, 
  Where more is meant then meets the ear.                             120 
  Thus night oft see me in thy pale career, 
  Till civil-suited Morn appeer, 
  Not trickt and frounc't as she was wont, 
  With the Attick Boy to hunt, 
  But Cherchef't in a comly Cloud, 
  While rocking Winds are Piping loud, 
  Or usher'd with a shower still, 
  When the gust hath blown his fill, 
  Ending on the russling Leaves, 
  With minute drops from off the Eaves.                               130 
  And when the Sun begins to fling 
  His flaring beams, me Goddes bring 
  To arched walks of twilight groves, 
  And shadows brown that Sylvan loves 
  Of Pine, or monumental Oake, 
  Where the rude Ax with heaved stroke, 
  Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 
  Or fright them from their hallow'd haunt. 
  There in close covert by som Brook, 
  Where no profaner eye may look,                                     140 
  Hide me from Day's garish eie, 
  While the Bee with Honied thie, 
  That at her flowry work doth sing, 
  And the Waters murmuring 
  With such consort as they keep, 



 

  Entice the dewy-feather'd Sleep; 
  And let som strange mysterious dream, 
  Wave at his Wings in Airy stream, 
  Of lively portrature display'd, 
  Softly on my eye-lids laid.                                         150 
  And as I wake, sweet musick breath 
  Above, about, or underneath, 
  Sent by som spirit to mortals good, 
  Or th'unseen Genius of the Wood. 
  But let my due feet never fail, 
  To walk the studious Cloysters pale, 
  And love the high embowed Roof 
  With antick Pillars massy proof, 
  And storied Windows richly dight, 
  Casting a dimm religious light.                                     160 
  There let the pealing Organ blow, 
  To the full voic'd Quire below, 
  In Service high, and Anthems cleer, 
  As may with sweetnes, through mine ear, 
  Dissolve me into extasies, 
  And bring all Heav'n before mine eyes. 
  And may at last my weary age 
  Find out the peacefull hermitage, 
  The Hairy Gown and Mossy Cell, 
  Where I may sit and rightly spell                                   170 
  Of every Star that Heav'n doth shew, 
  And every Herb that sips the dew; 
  Till old  experience do attain 
  To somthing like prophetic strain. 
  These pleasures Melancholy give, 
  And I with thee will choose to live. 
 
To The Nightingale 
  I 
 
  O Nightingale, that on yon bloomy Spray 
  Warbl'st at eeve, when all the Woods are still, 
  Thou with fresh hope the Lovers heart dost fill, 
  While the jolly hours lead on propitious May, 
  Thy liquid notes that close the eye of Day, 
  First heard before the shallow Cuccoo's bill 
  Portend success in love; O if Jove's will 
  Have linkt that amorous power to thy soft lay, 
  Now timely sing, ere the rude Bird of Hate 



 

  Foretell my hopeles doom in som Grove ny:                            10 
  As thou from yeer to yeer hast sung too late 
  For my relief; yet hadst no reason why, 
  Whether the Muse, or Love call thee his mate, 
  Both them I serve, and of their train am I.  



 

Feb 25– The Shortest-Way with the Dissenters by 
Daniel Defoe (1702) 

SIR ROGER L’ESTRANGE tells us a story in his collection of Fables, of the Cock and 
the Horses. The Cock was gotten to roost in the stable among the horses; and there being no 
racks or other conveniences for him, it seems, he was forced to roost upon the ground. The 
horses jostling about for room, and putting the Cock in danger of his life, he gives them this 
grave advice, “Pray, Gentlefolks! let us stand still! for fear we should tread upon one another!” 
 

There are some people in the World, who, now they are unperched, and reduced to an 
equality with other people, and under strong and very just apprehensions of being further 
treated as they deserve, begin, with ESOP’S Cock, to preach up Peace and Union and the 
Christian duty of Moderation; forgetting that, when they had the Power in their hands, those 
Graces were strangers in their gates! 
 

It is now, near fourteen years, (1688–1702), that the glory and peace of the purest and 
most flourishing Church in the world has been eclipsed, buffeted, and disturbed by a sort of 
men, whom, GOD in His Providence, has suffered to insult over her, and bring her down. These 
have been the days of her humiliation and tribulation. She has borne with an invincible patience, 
the reproach of the wicked: and GOD has at last heard her prayers, and delivered her from the 
oppression of the stranger. 
 

And now, they find their Day is over! their power gone! and the throne of this nation 
possessed by a Royal, English, true, and ever constant member of, and friend to, the Church of 
England! Now, they find that they are in danger of the Church of England’s just resentments! 
Now, they cry out, “Peace!” “Union!” “Forbearance!” and “Charity!”: as if the Church had not too 
long harboured her enemies under her wing! and nourished the viperous blood, till they hiss and 
fly in the face of the Mother that cherished them! 
 

No, Gentlemen! the time of mercy is past! your Day of Grace is over! you should have 
practised peace, and moderation, and charity, if you expected any yourselves! 
 

We have heard none of this lesson, for fourteen years past! We have been huffed and 
bullied with your Act of Toleration! You have told us, you are the Church established by Law, as 
well as others! have set up your canting Synagogues at our Church doors! and the Church and 
her members have been loaded with reproaches, with Oaths, Associations, Abjurations, and 
what not! Where has been the mercy, the forbearance, the charity you have shewn to tender 
consciences of the Church of England that could not take Oaths as fast as you made them? that 
having sworn allegiance to their lawful and rightful King, could not dispense with that Oath, their 
King being still alive; and swear to your new hodge podge of a Dutch Government? These have 
been turned out of their Livings, and they and their families left to starve! their estates double 
taxed to carry on a war they had no hand in, and you got nothing by! 
 



 

What account can you give of the multitudes you have forced to comply, against their 
consciences, with your new sophistical Politics, who, like New Converts in France, sin because 
they cannot starve? And now the tables are turned upon you; you must not be persecuted! it is 
not a Christian spirit! 
 

You have butchered one King! deposed another King! and made a Mock King of a third! 
and yet, you could have the face to expect to be employed and trusted by the fourth! Anybody 
that did not know the temper of your Party, would stand amazed at the impudence as well as the 
folly to think of it! 
 

Your management of your Dutch Monarch, who you reduced to a mere King of Cl[ub]s, is 
enough to give any future Princes such an idea of your principles, as to warn them sufficiently 
from coming into your clutches; and, GOD be thanked! the Queen is out of your hands! Knows 
you! and will have a care of you! 
 

There is no doubt but the Supreme Authority of a nation has in itself, a Power, and a 
right to that Power, to execute the Laws upon any part of that nation it governs. The execution of 
the known Laws of the land, and that with but a gentle hand neither, was all that the Fanatical 
Party of this land have ever called Persecution. This they have magnified to a height, that the 
sufferings of the Huguenots in France were not to be compared with them. Now to execute the 
known Laws of a nation upon those who transgress them, after having first been voluntarily 
consenting to the making of those Laws, can never be called Persecution, but Justice. But 
Justice is always Violence to the party offending! for every man is innocent in his own eyes. 
 

The first execution of the Laws against Dissenters in England, was in the days of King 
JAMES I.; and what did it amount to? Truly, the worst they suffered was, at their own request, to 
let them go to New England, and erect a new colony; and give them great privileges, grants, 
and suitable powers; keep them under protection, and defend them against all invaders; and 
receive no taxes or revenue from them! 
 

This was the cruelty of the Church of England! Fatal lenity! It was the ruin of that 
excellent Prince, King CHARLES I. Had King JAMES sent all the Puritans in England away to 
the West Indies; we had been a national unmixed Church! the Church of England had been kept 
undivided and entire! 
 

To requite the lenity of the Father, they take up arms against the Son, conquer, pursue, 
take, imprison, and a last to death the Anointed of GOD, and destroy the very Being and Nature 
of Government: setting up a sordid Impostor, who had neither title to govern, nor understanding 
to manage, but supplied that want, with power, bloody and desperate counsels and craft, 
without conscience. 
 

Had not King JAMES I. withheld the full execution of the Laws: had he given them strict 
justice, he had cleared the nation of them! And the consequences had been plain; his son had 
never been murdered by them, nor the Monarchy overwhelmed. It was too much mercy shewn 



 

them that was the ruin of his posterity, and the ruin of the nation’s peace. One would think the 
Dissenters should not have the face to believe, that we are to be wheedled and canted into 
Peace and Toleration, when they know that they have once requited us with a Civil War, and 
once with an intolerable and unrighteous Persecution, for our former civility. 
 

Nay, to encourage us to be easy with them, it is apparent that they never had the upper 
hand of the Church, but they treated her with all the severity, with all the reproach and contempt 
as was possible! What Peace and what Mercy did they shew the loyal Gentry of the Church of 
England, in the time of their triumphant Commonwealth? How did they put all the Gentry of 
England to ransom, whether they were actually in arms for the King or not! making people 
compound for their estates, and starve their families! How did they treat the Clergy of the 
Church of England! sequester the Ministers! devour the patrimony of the Church, and divide the 
spoil, by sharing the Church lands among their soldiers, and turning her Clergy out to starve! 
Just such measures as they have meted, should be measured to them again! 
 

Charity and Love is the known doctrine of the Church of England, and it is plain She has 
put it in practice towards the Dissenters, even beyond what they ought [deserved], till She has 
been wanting to herself, and in effect unkind to her own sons: particularly, in the too much lenity 
of King JAMES I., mentioned before. Had he so rooted the Puritans from the face of the land, 
which he had an opportunity early to have done; they had not had the power to vex the Church 
as since they have done. 
 

In the days of King CHARLES II., how did the Church reward their bloody doings, with 
lenity and mercy! Except the barbarous Regicides of the pretended Court of Justice, not a soul 
suffered, for all the blood in an unnatural war! King CHARLES came in all mercy and love, 
cherished them, preferred them, employed them, withheld the rigour of the law; and oftentimes, 
even against the advice of his Parliament, gave them Liberty of Conscience: and how did they 
requite him? With the villainous contrivance to depose and murder him and his successor, at the 
Rye [House] Plot! 
 

King JAMES [II.], as if mercy was the inherent quality of the Family, began his reign with 
unusual favour to them. Nor could their joining with the Duke of MONMOUTH against him, move 
him to do himself justice upon them. But that mistaken Prince, thinking to win them by 
gentleness and love, proclaimed a Universal Liberty to them! and rather discountenanced the 
Church of England than them! How they required him, all the World knows! 
 

The late reign [WILLIAM III.] is too fresh in the memory of all the World to need a 
comment. How under pretence of joining with the Church in redressing some grievances, they 
pushed things to that extremity, in conjunction with some mistaken Gentlemen, as to depose the 
late King: as if the grievance of the Nation could not have been redress but by the absolute ruin 
of the Prince! Here is an instance of their Temper, their Peace, and Charity! 
 

To what height they carried themselves during the reign of a King of their own! how they 
crope [creeped] into all Places of Trust and Profit! how they insinuated themselves into the 



 

favour of the King, and were at first preferred to the highest Places in the nation! how they 
engrossed the Ministry! and, above all, how pitifully they managed! is too plain to need any 
remarks. 
 

But particularly, their Mercy and Charity, the spirit of Union they tell us so much of, has 
been remarkable in Scotland. If any man would see the spirit of a Dissenter, let him look into 
Scotland! There, they made entire conquest of the Church! trampled down the sacred Orders 
and suppressed the Episcopal Government, with an absolute, and, as they supposed, 
irretrievable victory! though it is possible, they may find themselves mistaken! 
 

Now it would be a very proper question to ask their impudent advocate, the Observator, 
“Pray how much mercy and favour did the members of the Episcopal Church find in Scotland, 
from the Scotch Presbyterian Government?” and I shall undertake for the Church of England, 
that the Dissenters shall still receives as much here, though they deserve but little. 
 

In a small treatise of The Sufferings of the Episcopal Clergy in Scotland, it will appear 
what usage they met with! How they not only lost their Livings; but, in several places, were 
plundered and abused in their persons! the Ministers that could not conform, were turned out, 
with numerous families and no maintenance, and hardly charity enough left to relieve them with 
a bit of bread. The cruelties of the Party were innumerable, and are not to be attempted in this 
short Piece. 
 

And now, to prevent the distant cloud which they perceive to hang over their heads from 
England, with a true Presbyterian policy, they put it for a Union of Nations! that England might 
unite their Church with the Kirk of Scotland, and their Assembly of Scoth canting Long-Cloaks in 
our Convocation. What might have been, if our Fanatic Whiggish Statesmen continued, GOD 
only knows! but we hope we are out of fear of that now. 
 

It is alleged by some of the faction, and they have begun to bully us with it, that “if we 
won’t unite them, they will not settle the Crown with us again; but when Her Majesty dies, will 
choose a King for themselves!” 
 

If they won’t we must make them! and it is not the first time we have let them know that 
we are able! The Crowns of these Kingdoms have not so far disowned the Right of Succession, 
but they may retrieve it again; and if Scotland thinks to come off from a Successive to an 
Electric State of Government; England has not promised, not to assist the Right Heir, and put 
him into possession, without any regards to their ridiculous Settlements. 
 

THESE are the Gentlemen! these their ways of treating the Church, both at home and 
abroad! 
 

Now let us examine the Reasons they pretend to give, why we should be favourable to 
them? why we should continue and tolerate them among us? 
 



 

First. They are very numerous, they say. They are a great part of the nation, and we 
cannot suppress them! 
 

To this, may be answered, 
 

First. They are not so numerous as the Protestants in France: and yet the French King 
effectually cleared the nation of them, at once; and we don’t find he misses them at home! 
 

But I am not of the opinion, they are so numerous as is pretended. Their Party is more 
numerous than their Persons; and those mistaken people of the Church who are misled and 
deluded by their wheedling artifices to join with them, make their Party the greater: but those will 
open their eyes when the Government shall set heartily about the Work, and come off from 
them, as some animals, which they say, always desert a house when it is likely to fall. 
 

Secondly. The more numerous, the more dangerous; and therefore the more need to 
suppress them! and GOD has suffered us to bear them as goads in our sides, for not utterly 
extinguishing them long ago. 
 

Thirdly. If we are to allow them, only because we cannot suppress them; then it ought to 
be tried, Whether we can or not? And I am of opinion, it is easy to be done! and could prescribe 
Ways and Means, if it were proper: but I doubt not the Government will find effectual methods 
for the rooting of the contagion from the face of this land. 
 

Another argument they use, which is this. That this is a time of war, and we have need to 
unite against the common enemy. 
 

We answer, This common enemy had been no enemy, if they had not made him so! He 
was quiet, in peace, and no way disturbed and encroached upon us; and we know no reason 
we had to quarrel with him. 
 

But further. We make no question but we are able to deal with this common enemy 
without their help: but why must we unite with them, because of the enemy? Will they go over to 
the enemy, if we do not prevent it, by a Union with them? We are very well contented [that] they 
should! and make no question, we shall be ready to deal with them and the common enemy too; 
and better without them than with them! Besides, if we have a common enemy, there is the 
more need to be secure against our private enemies! If there is one common enemy, we have 
the less need to have an enemy in our bowels! 
 

It was a great argument some people used against suppressing the Old Money, that “it 
was a time of war, and it was too great a risque [risk] for the nation to run! If we should not 
master it, we should be undone!” And yet the sequel proved the hazard was not so great, but it 
might be mastered, and the success [i.e., of the new coinage] was answerable. The 
suppressing the Dissenters is not a harder work! nor a work of less necessity to the Public! We 



 

can never enjoy a settled uninterrupted union and tranquility in this nation, till the spirit of 
Whiggism, Faction, and Schism is melted down like the Old Money! 
 

To talk of difficulty is to frighten ourselves with Chimeras and notions of a powerful Party, 
which are indeed a Party without power. Difficulties often appear greater at a distance than 
when they are searched into with judgment, and distinguished from the vapours and shadows 
that attend them. 
 

We are not to be frightened with it! This Age is wiser than that, by all our own 
experience, and theirs too! King CHARLES I. had early suppressed this Party, if he had taken 
more deliberate measures! In short, it is not worth arguing, to talk of their arms. Their 
MONMOUTHS, and SHAFTESBURYS, and ARGYLES are gone! Their Dutch Sanctuary is at 
an end! Heaven has made way for their destruction! and if we do not close with the Divine 
occasion, we are to blame ourselves! and may hereafter remember, that we had, once, an 
opportunity to serve the Church of England, by extirpating her implacable enemies; and having 
let slip the Minute that Heaven presented, may experimentally complain, Post est Occasio 
CALVO! 
 
Here are some popular Objections in the way. 
 

As First, The Queen has promised them, to continue them in their tolerated Liberty; and 
has told us She will be a religious observer of her word. 
 

What Her Majesty will do, we cannot help! but what, as the Head of the Church, she 
ought to do, is another case. Her Majesty has promised to protect and defend the Church of 
England, and if she cannot effectually do that, without the destruction of the Dissenters; she 
must, of course, dispense with one promise to comply with another! 
 
But to answer this cavil more effectually. Her Majesty did never promise to maintain the 
Toleration to the destruction of the Church; but it was upon supposition that it may be 
compatible with the well-being and safety of the Church, which she had declared she would take 
especial care of. Now if these two Interests clash, it is plain Her Majesty’s intentions are to 
uphold, protect, defend, and establish the Church! and this, we conceive is impossible [that is, 
while maintaining the Toleration]. 
 

Perhaps it may be said, That the Church is in no immediate danger from the Dissenters; 
and therefore it is time enough. 
 

But this is a weak answer. For first. If the danger be real, the distance of it is no 
argument against, but rather a spur to quicken us to Prevention, lest it be too late hereafter. 
 

And secondly. Here is the opportunity, and the only one perhaps, that ever the Church 
had to secure herself, and destroy her enemies. 
 



 

The Representatives of the Nation have now an opportunity! The Time is come, which all 
good men have wished for! that the Gentlemen of England may serve the Church of England, 
now they are protected and encouraged by a Church of England Queen! 
 

What will you do for your Sister in the day that she shall be spoken for? 
 

If ever you will establish the best Christian Church in the World? 
 

If ever you will suppress the Spirit of Enthusiasm? 
 

If ever you will free the nation from the viperous brood that have so long sucked the 
blood of their Mother? 
 

If ever you will leave your Posterity free from faction and rebellion, this is the time. This is 
the time to pull up this heretical Weed of Sedition, that has so long disturbed the Peace of the 
Church, and poisoned the good corn! 
 

But, says another hot and cold Objector, This is renewing Fire and Faggot! reviving the 
Act, De heretico comburendo! This will be cruelty in its nature! and barbarous to all the World! 
 

I answer, It is cruelty to kill a snake or a toad in cold blood, but the poison of their nature 
makes it a charity to our neighbours, to destroy those creatures! not for any personal injury 
received, but for prevention; not for the evil they have done, but the evil they may do! Serpents, 
toads, vipers, &c., are noxious to the body, and poison the sensitive life: these poison the soul! 
corrupt our posterity! ensnare our children! destroy the vitals of our happiness, our future felicity! 
and contaminate the whole mass! 
 

Shall any Law be given to such wild creatures! Some beasts are for sport, and the 
huntsmen give them the advantages of ground: but some are knocked on the head, by all 
possible ways of violence and surprise! 
 

I do not prescribe Fire and Faggot! but as SCIPIO said of Carthage, Delenda est 
Carthago! They are to be rooted out of this nation, if ever we will live in peace! serve GOD! or 
enjoy our own! As for the manner, I leave it to those hands, who have a Right to execute GOD’S 
Justice on the Nation’s and the Church’s enemies. 
 

But, if we must be frighted from this Justice, under the[se] specious pretences, and 
odious sense of cruelty; nothing will be effected! It will be more barbarous to our own children 
and dear posterity, when they shall reproach their fathers, as we ours, and tell us[!], “You had an 
Opportunity to root out this cursed race from the World, under the favour and protection of a 
True Church of England Queen! and out of your foolish pity, you spared them: because, 
forsooth, you would not be cruel! And now our Church is suppressed and persecuted, our 
Religion trampled under foot, our estates plundered; our persons imprisoned, and dragged to 



 

gaols, gibbets, and scaffolds! Your sparing this Amalekite race is our destruction! Your mercy to 
them, proves cruelty to your poor posterity!” 
 

How just will such reflections be, when our posterity shall fall under the merciless 
clutches of this uncharitable Generation! when our Church shall be swallowed up in Schism, 
Faction, Enthusiasm, and Confusion! when our Government shall be devolved upon Foreigners, 
and our Monarchy dwindled into a Republic! 
 

It would be more rational for us, if we must spare this Generation, to summon our own to 
a general massacre: and as we have brought them into the World free, to send them out so; and 
not betray them to destruction by our supine negligence, and then cry “It is mercy!” 
 

Moses was a merciful meek man; and yet with what fury did he run through the camp, 
and cut the throats of three and thirty thousand of his dear Israelites that were fallen into 
idolatry. What was the reason? It was mercy to the rest, to make these examples! to prevent the 
destruction of the whole army. 
 

How many millions of future souls, [shall] we save from infection and delusion, if the 
present race of Poisoned Spirits were purged from the face of the land! 
 

It is vain to trifle in this matter! The light foolish handling of them by mulcts, fines, &c.; ’tis 
their glory and their advantage! If the Gallows instead of the Counter, and the galleys instead of 
the fines; were the reward of going to a conventicle, to preach or hear, there would not be so 
many sufferers! The spirit of martyrdom is over! They that will go to church to be chosen Sheriffs 
and Mayors, would go to forty churches, rather than be hanged! 
 

If one severe Law were made, and punctually executed, that Whoever was found at a 
Conventicle should be banished the nation, and the Preacher be hanged; we should soon see 
an end of the tale! They would all come to church again, and one Age [generation] would make 
us all One again! 
 

To talk of Five Shillings a month for not coming to the Sacrament, and One Shilling per 
week, for not coming to Church: this is such a way of converting people as was never known! 
This is selling them a liberty to transgress, for so much money! 
 

If it be not a crime, why don’t we give them full license? and if it be, no price ought to 
compound for the committing of it! for that is selling a liberty to people to sin against GOD and 
the Government! 
 

If it be a crime of the highest consequence, both against the peace and welfare of the 
nation, the Glory of GOD, the good of the Church, and the happiness of the soul: let us rank it 
among capital offences! and let it receive punishment in proportion to it! 
 



 

We hang men for trifles, and banish them for things not worth naming; but that an 
offence against GOD and the Church, against the welfare of the World, and the dignity of 
Religion shall be bought off for FIVE SHILLINGS: this is such a shame to a Christian 
Government, that it is with regret I transmit it to posterity. 
 

If men sin against GOD, affront His ordinances, rebel against His Church, and disobey 
the precepts of their superiors; let them suffer, as such capital crimes deserve! so will Religion 
flourish, and this divided nation be once again united. 
 

And yet the title of barbarous and cruel will soon be taken off from this Law too. I am not 
supposing that all the Dissenters in England should be hanged or banished. But as in case of 
rebellions and insurrections, if a few of the ringleaders suffer, the multitude are dismissed; so a 
few obstinate people being made examples, there is no doubt but the severity of the Law would 
find a stop in the compliance of the multitude. 
 

To make the reasonableness of this matter out of question, and more unanswerably 
plain, let us examine for what it is, that this nation is divided into Parties and factions? and let us 
see how they can justify a Separation? or we of the Church of England can justify our bearing 
the insults and inconveniences of the Party. 
 

One of their leading Pastors, and a man of as much learning as most among them, in his 
Answer to a Pamphlet entitled An Enquiry into the Occasional Conformity, hath these words, p. 
27: “Do the Religion of the Church and the Meeting Houses make two religions? Wherein do 
they differ? The Substance of the same Religion is common to them both, and the Modes and 
Accidents are the things in which only they differ.” P. 28: “Thirty-nine Articles are given us for the 
Summary of our Religion: thirty-six contain the Substance of it, wherein we agree; three are 
additional Appendices, about which we have some differences.” 
 

Now, if as, by their own acknowledgment, the Church of England is a true Church; and 
the difference is only in a few “Modes and Accidents”: why should we expect that they will suffer 
the gallows and galleys, corporal punishment and banishment, for these trifles? There is no 
question, but they will be wiser! Even their own principles won’t bear them out in it! 
 

They will certainly comply with the Laws, and with Reason! And though, at the first, 
severity may seem hard, the next Age will feel nothing of it! the contagion will be rooted out. The 
disease being cured, there will be no need of the operation! But if they should venture to 
transgress, and fall into the pit; all the World must condemn their obstinacy, as being without 
ground from their own principles. 
 

Thus the pretence of cruelty will be taken off, and the Party actual suppressed; and the 
disquiets they have so often brought upon the Nation, prevented. 
 



 

Their numbers and their wealth make them haughty; and that is so far from being an 
argument to persuade us to forbear them, that it is a warning to us, without any more delay, to 
reconcile them to the Unity of the Church, or remove them from us. 
 

At present, Heaven be praised! they are not so formidable as they have been, and it is 
our own fault if ever we suffer them to be so! Providence and the Church of England seem to 
join in this particular, that now, the Destroyers of the Nation’s Peace may be overturned! and to 
this end, the present opportunity seems to put into our hands. 
 

To this end, Her present Majesty seems reserved to enjoy the Crown, that the 
Ecclesiastic as well as Civil Rights of the Nation may be restored by her hand. 
 

To this end, the face of affairs has received such a turn in the process of a few months 
as never has been before. The leading men of the Nation, the universal cry of the People, the 
unanimous request of the Clergy agree in this, that the Deliverance of our Church is at hand! 
 

For this end, has Providence given such a Parliament! such a Convocation! such a 
Gentry! and such a Queen! as we never had before. 
 

And what may be the consequences of a neglect of such opportunities? The Succession 
of the Crown has but a dark prospect! Another Dutch turn may make the hopes of it ridiculous, 
and the practice impossible! Be the House of our future Princes ever so well inclined, they will 
be Foreigners! Many years will be spent in suiting the Genius of Strangers to this Crown, and 
the Interests of the Nation! and how many Ages it may be, before the English throne be filled 
with so much zeal and candour, so much tenderness and hearty affection to the Church, as we 
see it now covered with, who can imagine? 
 

It is high time, then, for the friends of the Church of England to think of building up and 
establishing her in such a manner, that she may be no more invaded by Foreigners, nor divided 
by factions, schisms, and error. 
 

If this could be done by gentle and easy methods, I should be glad! but the wound is 
corroded, the vitals begin to mortify, and nothing but amputation of members can complete the 
cure! All the ways of tenderness and compassion, all persuasive arguments have been made 
use of in vain! 
 

The humour of the Dissenters has so increased among the people, that they hold the 
Church in defiance! and the House of GOD is an abomination among them! Nay, they have 
brought up their posterity in such prepossessed aversion to our Holy Religion, that the ignorant 
mob think we are all idolaters and worshippers of BAAL! and account it a sin to come within the 
walls of our churches! The primitive Christians were not more shy of a heathen temple, or of 
meat offered to idols; nor the Jews, or swine’s flesh, than some of our Dissenters are of the 
church and the Divine Service solemnized therein. 
 



 

The Obstinacy must be rooted out, with the profession of it! While the Generation are left 
at liberty daily to affront GOD Almighty, and dishonour His holy worship; we are wanting in our 
duty to GOD, and to our Mother the Church of England. 
 

How can we answer it to GOD! to the Church! and to our posterity; to leave them 
entangled with Fanaticism! Error, and Obstinacy, in the bowels of the nation? to leave them an 
enemy in their streets, that, in time, may involve them in the same crimes, and endanger the 
utter extirpation of the Religion of the Nation! 
 

What is the difference betwixt this, and being subject to the power of the Church of 
Rome? from whence we have reformed. If one be an extreme to the one hand, and one on 
another: it is equally destructive to the Truth to have errors settled among us, let them be of 
what nature they will! Both are enemies of our Church, and of our peace! and why should it not 
be as criminal to admit an Enthusiast as a Jesuit? why should the Papist with his Seven 
Sacraments be worse than the Quaker with no Sacraments at all? Why should Religious 
Houses be more intolerable than Meeting Houses? 
 

Alas, the Church of England! What with Popery on one hand, and Schismatics on the 
other, how has She been crucified between two thieves. NOW, LET US CRUCIFY THE 
THIEVES! 
 

Let her foundations be established upon the destruction of her enemies! The doors of 
Mercy being always open to the returning part of the deluded people, let the obstinate be ruled 
with the rod of iron! 
 

Let all true sons of so holy and oppressed a Mother, exasperated by her afflictions, 
harden their hearts against those who have oppressed her! 
 

And may God Almighty put it into the hearts of all the friends of Truth, to lift up a 
Standard against Pride and ANTICHRIST! that the Posterity of the Sons of Error may be rooted 
out from the face of this land, for ever! 
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