
June 3– From On the Motion of the Heart and Blood 
in Animal by William Harvey (1628) translated by 
Robert Willis and revised by Alexander Bowie 
 
I. The Author’s Motives for Writing 
 

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

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

These views as usual, pleased some more, others less; some chid and calumniated me, 
and laid it to me as a crime that I had dared to depart from the precepts and opinions of all 
anatomists; others desired further explanations of the novelties, which they said were both 
worthy of consideration, and might perchance be found of signal use. At length, yielding to the 
requests of my friends, that all might be made participators in my labors, and partly moved by 
the envy of others, who, receiving my views with uncandid minds and understanding them 
indifferently, have essayed to traduce me publicly, I have moved to commit these things to the 
press, in order that all may be enabled to form an opinion both of me and my labours. This step 
I take all the more willingly, seeing that Hieronymus Fabricius of Aquapendente, although he has 
accurately and learnedly delineated almost every one of the several parts of animals in a special 
work, has left the heart alone untouched. Finally, if any use or benefit to this department of the 
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republic of letters should accrue from my labours, it will, perhaps, be allowed that I have not 
lived idly, and as the old man in the comedy says: 
 
For never yet hath any one attained 
To such perfection, but that time, and place, 
And use, have brought addition to his knowledge; 
Or made correction, or admonished him, 
That he was ignorant of much which he 
Had thought he knew; or led him to reject 
What he had once esteemed of highest price. 
So will it, perchance, be found with reference to the heart at this time; or others, at least, starting 
hence, with the way pointed out to them, advancing under the guidance of a happier genius, 
may make occasion to proceed more fortunately, and to inquire more accurately. 
 
II. On the Motions of the Heart, as Seen in the Dissection of Living Animals 

IN THE FIRST place, then, when the chest of a living animal is laid open and the capsule 
that immediately surrounds the heart is slit up or removed, the organ is seen now to move, now 
to be at rest; there is a time when it moves, and a time when it is motionless. 
 
These things are more obvious in the colder animals, such as toads, frogs, serpents, small 
fishes, crabs, shrimps, snails, and shellfish. They also become more distinct in warm-blooded 
animals, such as the dog and hog, if they be attentively noted when the heart begins to flag, to 
move more slowly, and, as it were, to die: the movements then become slower and rarer, the 
pauses longer, by which it is made much more easy to perceive and unravel what the motions 
really are, and how they are performed. In the pause, as in death, the heart is soft, flaccid, 
exhausted, lying, as it were, at rest. 
 
In the motion, and interval in which this is accomplished, three principal circumstances are to be 
noted: 
 
1. That the heart is erected, and rises upwards to a point, so that at this time it strikes against 
the breast and the pulse is felt externally. 
 
2. That it is everywhere contracted, but more especially towards the sides so that it looks 
narrower, relatively longer, more drawn together. The heart of an eel taken out of the body of the 
animal and placed upon the table or the hand, shows these particulars; but the same things are 
manifest in the hearts of all small fishes and of those colder animals where the organ is more 
conical or elongated. 
 
3. The heart being grasped in the hand, is felt to become harder during its action. Now this 
hardness proceeds from tension, precisely as when the forearm is grasped, its tendons are 
perceived to become tense and resilient when the fingers are moved. 
 



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

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

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

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

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

Neither is it by any means to be allowed that the heart only moves in the lines of its 
straight fibres, although the great Vesalius giving this notion countenance, quotes a bundle of 
osiers bound in a pyramidal heap in illustration; meaning, that as the apex is approached to the 
base, so are the sides made to bulge out in the fashion of arches, the cavities to dilate, the 
ventricles to acquire the form of a cupping-glass and so to suck in the blood. But the true effect 
of every one of its fibres is to constringe the heart at the same time they render it tense; and this 
rather with the effect of thickening and amplifying the walls and substance of the organ than 
enlarging its ventricles. And, again, as the fibres run from the apex to the base, and draw the 
apex towards the base, they do not tend to make the walls of the heart bulge out in circles, but 
rather the contrary; inasmuch as every fibre that is circularly disposed, tends to become straight 
when it contracts; and is distended laterally and thickened, as in the case of muscular fibres in 



general, when they contract, that is, when they are shortened longitudinally, as we see them in 
the bellies of the muscles of the body at large. To all this let it be added, that not only are the 
ventricles contracted in virtue of the direction and condensation of their walls, but farther, that 
those fibres, or bands, styled nerves by Aristotle, which are so conspicuous in the ventricles of 
the larger animals, and contain all the straight fibres (the parietes of the heart containing only 
circular ones), when they contract simultaneously by an admirable adjustment all the internal 
surfaces are drawn together as if with cords, and so is the charge of blood expelled with force. 
 

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

IN CONNEXION with the motions of the heart these things are further to be observed 
having reference to the motions and pulses of the arteries. 
 
1. At the moment the heart contracts, and when the breast is struck, when in short the organ is 
in its state of systole, the arteries are dilated, yield a pulse, and are in the state of diastole. In 
like manner, when the right ventricle contracts and propels its charge of blood, the pulmonary 
artery is distended at the same time with the other arteries of the body. 
 
2. When the left ventricle ceases to act, to contract, to pulsate, the pulse in the arteries also 
ceases; further, when this ventricle contracts languidly, the pulse in the arteries is scarcely 
perceptible. In like manner, the pulse in the right ventricle failing, the pulse in the pulmonary 
artery ceases also. 
 
3. Further, when an artery is divided or punctured, the blood is seen to be forcibly propelled from 
the wound the moment the left ventricle contracts; and, again, when the pulmonary artery is 
wounded, the blood will be seen spouting forth with violence at the instant when the right 
ventricle contracts. 
 

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

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

From these facts it is manifest, in opposition to commonly received opinions, that the 
diastole of the arteries corresponds with the time of the heart’s systole; and that the arteries are 
filled and distended by the blood forced into them by the contraction of the ventricles; the 



arteries, therefore, are distended, because they are filled like sacs or bladders, and are not filled 
because they expand like bellows. It is in virtue of one and the same cause, therefore, that all 
the arteries of the body pulsate, viz., the contraction of the left ventricle; in the same way as the 
pulmonary artery pulsates by the contraction of the right ventricle. 
 

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

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

Whence it appears that whenever the motion of the blood through the arteries is 
impeded, whether it be by compression or infarction, or interception, there do the remote 
divisions of the arteries beat less forcibly, seeing that the pulse of the arteries is nothing more 
than the impulse or shock of the blood in these vessels. 
 
IV. Of the Motion of the Heart and Its Auricles, as Seen in the Bodies of Living Animals 

BESIDES the motions already spoken of, we have still to consider those that appertain 
to the auricles. 
 

Caspar Bauhin and John Riolan, most learned men and skilful anatomists, inform us that 
from their observations, that if we carefully watch the movements of the heart in the vivisection 
of an animal, we shall perceive four motions distinct in time and in place, two of which are 
proper to the auricles, two to the ventricles. With all deference to such authority I say that there 
are four motions distinct in point of place, but not of time; for the two auricles move together, 



and so also do the two ventricles, in such wise that though the places be four, the times are only 
two. And this occurs in the following manner: 
 

There are, as it were, two motions going on together: on of the auricles, another of the 
ventricles; these by no means taking place simultaneously, but the motion of the auricles 
preceding, that of the heart following; the motion appearing to begin from the auricles and to 
extend to the ventricles. When all things are becoming languid, and the heart is dying, as also in 
fishes and the colder blooded animals there is a short pause between these two motions, so 
that the heart aroused, as it were, appears to respond to the motion, now more quickly, now 
more tardily; and at length, when near to death, it ceases to respond by its proper motion, but 
seems, as it were, to nod the head, and is so slightly moved that it appears rather to give signs 
of motion to the pulsating auricles than actually to move. The heart, therefore, ceases to pulsate 
sooner than the auricles, so that the auricles have been said to outlive it, the left ventricle 
ceasing to pulsate first of all; then its auricle, next the right ventricle; and, finally, all the other 
parts being at rest and dead, as Galen long since observed, the right auricle still continues to 
beat; life, therefore, appears to linger longest in the right auricle. Whilst the heart is gradually 
dying, it is sometimes seen to reply, after two or three contractions of the auricles, roused as it 
were to action, and making a single pulsation, slowly, unwillingly, and with an effort. 
 

But this especially is to be noted, that after the heart has ceased to beat, the auricles 
however still contracting, a finger placed upon the ventricles perceives the several pulsations of 
the auricles, precisely in the same way and for the same reason, as we have said, that the 
pulses of the ventricles are felt in the arteries, to wit, the distension produced by the jet of blood. 
And if at this time, the auricles alone pulsating, the point of the heart be cut off with a pair of 
scissors, you will perceive the blood flowing out upon each contraction of the auricles. Whence 
it is manifest that the blood enters the ventricles, not by any attraction or dilatation of the heart, 
but by being thrown into them by the pulses of the auricles. 
 

And here I would observe, that whenever I speak of pulsations as occurring in the 
auricles or ventricles, I mean contractions: first the auricles contract, and then and subsequently 
the heart itself contracts. When the auricles contract they are seen to become whiter, especially 
where they contain but little blood; but they are filled as magazines or reservoirs of the blood, 
which is tending spontaneously and, by its motion in the veins, under pressure towards the 
centre; the whiteness indicated is most conspicuous towards the extremities or edges of the 
auricles at the time of their contractions. 
 

In fishes and frogs, and other animals which have hearts with but a single ventricle, and 
for an auricle have a kind of bladder much distended with blood, at the base of the organ, you 
may very plainly perceive this bladder contracting first, and the contraction of the heart or 
ventricle following afterwards. 
 

But I think it right to describe what I have observed of an opposite character: the heart of 
an eel, of several fishes, and even of some (of the higher) animals taken out of the body, 
pulsates without auricles; nay, if it be cut in pieces the several parts may still be seen 



contracting and relaxing; so that in these creatures the body of the heart may be seen pulsating 
and palpitating, after the cessation of all motion in the auricle. But is not this perchance peculiar 
to animals more tenacious of life, whose radical moisture is more glutinous, or fat and sluggish, 
and less readily soluble? The same faculty indeed appears in the flesh of eels, which even 
when skinned and embowelled, and cut into pieces, are still seen to move. 
 

Experimenting with a pigeon upon one occasion, after the heart had wholly ceased to 
pulsate, and the auricles too had become motionless, I kept my finger wetted with saliva and 
warm for a short time upon the heart, and observed that under the influence of this fomentation 
it recovered new strength and life, so that both ventricles and auricles pulsated, contracting and 
relaxing alternately, recalled as it were from death to life. 
 

Besides this, however, I have occasionally observed, after the heart and even its right 
auricle had ceased pulsating,—when it was in articulo mortis in short,—that an obscure motion, 
an undulation or palpitation, remained in the blood itself, which was contained in the right 
auricle, this being apparent so long as it was imbued with heat and spirit. And, indeed, a 
circumstance of the same kind is extremely manifest in the course of the generation of animals, 
as may be seen in the course of the first seven days of the incubation of the chick: A drop of 
blood makes its appearance which palpitates, as Aristotle had already observed; from this, 
when the growth is further advanced and the chick is fashioned, the auricles of the heart are 
formed, which pulsating henceforth give constant signs of life. When at length, and after the 
lapse of a few days, the outline of the body begins to be distinguished, then is the ventricular 
part of the heart also produced, but it continues for a time white and apparently bloodless, like 
the rest of the animal; neither does it pulsate or give signs of motion. I have seen a similar 
condition of the heart in the human fœtus about the beginning of the third month, the heart then 
being whitish and bloodless, although its auricles contained a considerable quantity of purple 
blood. In the same way in the egg, when the chick was formed and had increased in size, the 
heart too increased and acquired ventricles, which then began to receive and to transmit blood. 
 

And this leads me to remark that he who inquires very particularly into this matter will not 
conclude that the heart, as a whole, is the primum vivens, ultimum moriens,—the first part to 
live, the last to die,—but rather its auricles, or the part which corresponds to the auricles in 
serpents, fishes, etc., which both lives before the heart and dies after it. 
 

Nay, has not the blood itself or spirit an obscure palpitation inherent in it, which it has 
even appeared to me to retain after death? and it seems very questionable whether or not we 
are to say that life begins with the palpitation or beating of the heart. The seminal fluid of all 
animals—the prolific spirit, as Aristotle observed, leaves their body with a bound and like a living 
thing; and nature in death, as Aristotle further remarks, retracing her steps, reverts to where she 
had set out, and returns at the end of her course to the goal whence she had started. As animal 
generation proceeds from that which is not animal, entity from non-entity, so, by a retrograde 
course, entity, by corruption, is resolved into non-entity, whence that in animals, which was last 
created, fails first and that which was first, fails last. 
 



I have also observed that almost all animals have truly a heart, not the larger creatures 
only, and those that have red blood, but the smaller, and pale-blooded ones also, such as slugs, 
snails, scallops, shrimps, crabs, crayfish, and many others; nay, even in wasps, hornets, and 
flies, I have, with the aid of a magnifying glass, and at the upper part of what is called the tail, 
both seen the heart pulsating myself, and shown it to many others. 
 

But in the pale-blooded tribes the heart pulsates sluggishly and deliberately, contracting 
slowly as in animals that are moribund, a fact that may readily be seen in the snail, whose heart 
will be found at the bottom of that orifice in the right side of the body which is seen to be opened 
and shut in the course of respiration, and whence saliva is discharged, the incision being made 
in the upper aspect of the body, near the part which corresponds to the liver. 
 

This, however, is to be observed: that in winter and the colder season, exsanguine 
animals, such as the snail, show no pulsation; they seem rather to live after the manner of 
vegetables, or of those other productions which are therefore designated plant-animals. 
 

It is also to be noted that all animals which have a heart have also auricles, or something 
analogous to auricles; and, further, that whenever the heart has a double ventricle, there are 
always two auricles present, but not otherwise. If you turn to the production of the chick in ovo, 
however, you will find at first no more a vesicle or auricle, or pulsating drop of blood; it is only by 
and by, when the development has made some progress, that the heart is fashioned; even so in 
certain animals not destined to attain to the highest perfection in their organization, such as 
bees, wasps, snails, shrimps, crayfish, etc., we only find a certain pulsating vesicle, like a sort of 
red or white palpitating point, as the beginning or principle of their life. 
 

We have a small shrimp in these countries, which is taken in the Thames and in the sea, 
the whole of whose body is transparent; this creature, placed in a little water, has frequently 
afforded myself and particular friends an opportunity of observing the motions of the heart with 
the greatest distinctness, the external parts of the body presenting no obstacle to our view, but 
the heart being perceived as though it had been seen through a window. 
 

I have also observed the first rudiments of the chick in the course of the fourth or fifth 
day of the incubation, in the guise of a little cloud, the shell having been removed and the egg 
immersed in clear tepid water. In the midst of the cloudlet in question there was a bloody point 
so small that it disappeared during the contraction and escaped the sight, but in the relaxation it 
reappeared again, red and like the point of a pin; so that betwixt the visible and invisible, betwixt 
being and not being, as it were, it gave by its pulses a kind of representation of the 
commencement of life. 

 



June 4– From Egmont by Johann Wolfgang von 
Goethe (1788) translated by Anna Swanwick 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
  Margaret of Parma, (Daughter of Charles V., and Regent of the 
  Netherlands) 
  Count Egmont, (Prince of Gaure) 
  The Duke of Alva 
  William of Orange 
  Ferdinand, (his natural Son) 
  Machiavel, in the service of the Regent 
  Richard, (Egmont's Private Secretary) 
 
  Silva, Gomez, (in the service of Alva) 
  Clara, (the Beloved of Egmont) 
  Her Mother 
  Brackenburg, (a Citizen's Son), and Vansen, (a Clerk) 
  Soest, (a Shopkeeper), Jetter, (a Tailor), A Carpenter, A Soapboiler 
  (Citizens of Brussels) 
  Buyck, (a Hollander), a Soldier under Egmont 
  Ruysum, (a Frieslander), an invalid Soldier, and deaf 
  People, Attendants, Guards, &c. 
 
  The Scene is laid in Brussels. 
 
 
 
 
 
ACT I 
SCENE I.—Soldiers and Citizens (with cross-bows) 
 
Jetter (steps forward, and bends his cross-bow). Soest, Buyck, Ruysum 
 
Soest. Come, shoot away, and have done with it! You won't beat me! Three black rings, you 
never made such a shot in all your life. And so I'm master for this year. 
 
Jetter. Master and king to boot; who envies you? You'll have to pay double reckoning; 'tis only 
fair you should pay for your dexterity. 
 
Buyck. Jetter, I'll buy your shot, share the prize, and treat the company. I have already been 
here so long, and am a debtor for so many civilities. If I miss, then it shall be as if you had shot. 
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Soest. I ought to have a voice, for in fact I am the loser. No matter! Come, Buyck, shoot away. 
 
Buyck (shoots). Now, corporal, look out!—One! Two! Three! Four! 
 
Soest. Four rings! So be it! 
 
All. Hurrah! Long live the King! Hurrah! Hurrah! 
 
Buyck. Thanks, sirs, master even were too much! Thanks for the honour. 
 
Jetter. You have no one to thank but yourself. Ruysum. Let me tell you— 
 
Soest. How now, grey-beard? 
 
Ruysum. Let me tell you!—He shoots like his master, he shoots like Egmont. 
 
Buyck. Compared with him I am only a bungler. He aims with the rifle as no one else does. Not 
only when he's lucky or in the vein; no! he levels, and the bull's-eye is pierced. I have learned 
from him. He were indeed a blockhead, who could serve under him and learn nothing!—But, 
sirs, let us not forget! A king maintains his followers; and so, wine here, at the king's charge! 
 
Jetter. We have agreed among ourselves that each— 
 
Buyck. I am a foreigner, and a king, and care not a jot for your laws and customs. 
 
Jetter. Why, you are worse than the Spaniard, who has not yet ventured to meddle with them. 
 
Ruysum. What does he say? 
 
Soest (loud to Ruysum). He wants to treat us; he will not hear of our clubbing together, the king 
paying only a double share. 
 
Ruysum. Let him! under protest, however! 'Tis his master's fashion, too, to be munificent, and to 
let the money flow in a good cause. (Wine is brought.) 
 
All. Here's to his Majesty! Hurrah! 
 
Jetter (to Buyck). That means your Majesty, of course, Buyck. My hearty thanks, if it be so. 
 
Soest. Assuredly! A Netherlander does not find it easy to drink the health of his Spanish majesty 
from his heart. 
 
Ruysum. Who? 
 



Soest (aloud). Philip the Second, King of Spain. 
 
Ruysum. Our most gracious king and master! Long life to him. 
 
Soest. Did you not like his father, Charles the Fifth, better? 
 
Ruysum. God bless him! He was a king indeed! His hand reached over the whole earth, and he 
was all in all. Yet, when he met you, he'd greet you just as one neighbour greets another,—and 
if you were frightened, he knew so well how to put you at your ease—ay, you understand 
me—he walked out, rode out, just as it came into his head, with very few followers. We all wept 
when he resigned the government here to his son. You understand me—he is another sort of 
man, he's more majestic. 
 
Jetter. When he was here, he never appeared in public, except in pomp and royal state. He 
speaks little, they say. 
 
Soest. He is no king for us Netherlanders. Our princes must be joyous and free like ourselves, 
must live and let live. We will neither be despised nor oppressed, good-natured fools though we 
be. 
 
Jetter. The king, methinks, were a gracious sovereign enough, if he had only better counsellors. 
 
Soest. No, no! He has no affection for us Netherlanders; he has no heart for the people; he 
loves us not; how then can we love him? Why is everybody so fond of Count Egmont? Why are 
we all so devoted to him? Why, because one can read in his face that he loves us; because 
joyousness, open-heartedness, and good-nature, speak in his eyes; because he possesses 
nothing that he does not share with him who needs it, ay, and with him who needs it not. Long 
live Count Egmont! Buyck, it is for you to give the first toast; give us your master's health. 
 
Buyck. With all my heart; here's to Count Egmont! Hurrah! 
 
Ruysum Conqueror of St. Quintin. 
 
Buyck. The hero of Gravelines. 
 
All. Hurrah! 
 
Ruysum. St. Quintin was my last battle. I was hardly able to crawl along, and could with difficulty 
carry my heavy rifle. I managed, notwithstanding, to singe the skin of the French once more, 
and, as a parting gift, received a grazing shot in my right leg. 
 
Buyck. Gravelines! Ha, my friends, we had sharp work of it there! The victory was all our own. 
Did not those French dogs carry fire and desolation into the very heart of Flanders? We gave it 
them, however! The old hard-listed veterans held out bravely for a while, but we pushed on, 



fired away, and laid about us, till they made wry faces, and their lines gave way. Then Egmont's 
horse was shot under him; and for a long time we fought pell-mell, man to man, horse to horse, 
troop to troop, on the broad, flat, sea-sand. Suddenly, as if from heaven, down came the cannon 
shot from the mouth of the river, bang, bang, right into the midst of the French. These were 
English, who, under Admiral Malin, happened to be sailing past from Dunkirk. They did not help 
us much, 'tis true; they could only approach with their smallest vessels, and that not near 
enough;—besides, their shot fell sometimes among our troops. It did some good, however! It 
broke the French lines, and raised our courage. Away it went. Helter-skelter! topsy-turvy! all 
struck dead, or forced into the water; the fellows were drowned the moment they tasted the 
water, while we Hollanders dashed in after them. Being amphibious, we were as much in our 
element as frogs, and hacked away at the enemy, and shot them down as if they had been 
ducks. The few who struggled through, were struck dead in their flight by the peasant women, 
armed with hoes and pitchforks. His Gallic majesty was compelled at once to hold out his paw 
and make peace. And that peace you owe to us, to the great Egmont. 
 
All. Hurrah, for the great Egmont! Hurrah! Hurrah! 
 
Jetter. Had they but appointed him Regent, instead of Margaret of Parma! 
 
Soest. Not so! Truth is truth! I'll not hear Margaret abused. Now it is my turn. Long live our 
gracious lady! 
 
All. Long life to her! 
 
Soest. Truly, there are excellent women in that family. Long live the Regent! 
 
Jetter. Prudent is she, and moderate in all she does; if she would only not hold so fast and stiffly 
with the priests. It is partly her fault, too, that we have the fourteen new mitres in the land. Of 
what use are they, I should like to know? Why, that foreigners may be shoved into the good 
benefices, where formerly abbots were chosen out of the chapters! And we're to believe it's for 
the sake of religion. We know better. Three bishops were enough for us; things went on decently 
and reputably. Now each must busy himself as if he were needed; and this gives rise every 
moment to dissensions and ill-will. And the more you agitate the matter, so much the worse it 
grows. (They drink.) 
 
Soest. But it was the will of the king; she cannot alter it, one way or another. 
 
Jetter. Then we may not even sing the new psalms; but ribald songs, as many as we please. 
And why? There is heresy in them, they say, and heaven knows what. I have sung some of 
them, however; they are new, to be sure, but I see no harm in them. 
 
Buyck. Ask their leave, forsooth! In our province, we sing just what we please. That's because 
Count Egmont is our stadtholder, who does not trouble himself about such matters. In Ghent, 



Ypres, and throughout the whole of Flanders, anybody sings them that chooses. (Aloud to 
Ruysum.) There is nothing more harmless than a spiritual song—Is there, father? 
 
Ruysum. What, indeed! It is a godly work, and truly edifying. 
 
Jetter. They say, however, that they are not of the right sort, not of their sort, and, since it is 
dangerous, we had better leave them alone. The officers of the Inquisition are always lurking 
and spying about; many an honest fellow has already fallen into their clutches. They had not 
gone so far as to meddle with conscience! If they will not allow me to do what I like, they might 
at least let me think and sing as I please. 
 
Soest. The Inquisition won't do here. We are not made like the Spaniards, to let our consciences 
be tyrannized over. The nobles must look to it, and clip its wings betimes. 
 
Jetter. It is a great bore. Whenever it comes into their worships' heads to break into my house, 
and I am sitting there at my work, humming a French psalm, thinking nothing about it, neither 
good nor bad—singing it just because it is in my throat;—forthwith I'm a heretic, and am clapped 
into prison. Or if I am passing through the country, and stand near a crowd listening to a new 
preacher, one of those who have come from Germany; instantly I'm called a rebel, and am in 
danger of losing my head! Have you ever heard one of these preachers? 
 
Soest. Brave fellows! Not long ago, I heard one of them preach in a field, before thousands and 
thousands of people. A different sort of dish he gave us from that of our humdrum preachers, 
who, from the pulpit, choke their hearers with scraps of Latin. He spoke from his heart; told us 
how we had till now been led by the nose, how we had been kept in darkness, and how we 
might procure more light;—ay, and he proved it all out of the Bible. 
 
Jetter. There may be something in it. I always said as much, and have often pondered over the 
matter. It has long been running in my head. 
 
Buyck. All the people run after them. 
 
Soest. No wonder, since they hear both what is good and what is new. 
 
Jetter. And what is it all about? Surely they might let every one preach after his own fashion. 
 
Buyck. Come, sirs! While you are talking, you; forget the wine and the Prince of Orange. 
 
Jetter. We must not forget him. He's a very wall of defence. In thinking of him, one fancies, that 
if one could only hide behind him, the devil himself could not get at one. Here's to William of 
Orange! Hurrah! 
 
All. Hurrah! Hurrah! 
 



Soest. Now, grey-beard, let's have your toast. 
 
Ruysum. Here's to old soldiers! To all soldiers! War for ever! 
 
Buyck. Bravo, old fellow. Here's to all soldiers. War for ever! 
 
Jetter. War! War! Do ye know what ye are shouting about? That it should slip glibly from your 
tongue is natural enough; but what wretched work it is for us, I have not words to tell you. To be 
stunned the whole year round by the beating of the drum; to hear of nothing except how one 
troop marched here, and another there; how they came over this height, and halted near that 
mill; how many were left dead on this field, and how many on that; how they press forward, and 
how one wins, and another loses, without being able to comprehend what they are fighting 
about; how a town is taken, how the citizens are put to the sword, and how it fares with the poor 
women and innocent children. This is a grief and a trouble, and then one thinks every moment, 
"Here they come! It will be our turn next." 
 
Soest. Therefore every citizen must be practised in the use of arms. 
 
Jetter. Fine talking, indeed, for him who has a wife and children. And yet I would rather hear of 
soldiers than see them. 
 
Buyck. I might take offence at that. 
 
Jetter. It was not intended for you, countryman. When we got rid of the Spanish garrison, we 
breathed freely again. 
 
Soest. Faith! They pressed on you heavily enough. 
 
Jetter. Mind your own business. 
 
Soest. They came to sharp quarters with you. 
 
Jetter. Hold your tongue. 
 
Soest. They drove him out of kitchen, cellar, chamber—and bed. (They laugh.) 
 
Jetter. You are a blockhead. 
 
Buyck. Peace, sirs! Must the soldier cry peace? Since you will not hear anything about us, let us 
have a toast of your own—a citizen's toast. 
 
Jetter. We're all ready for that! Safety and peace! 
 
Soest. Order and freedom! 



 
Buyck. Bravo! That will content us all. 
 
(They ring their glasses together, and joyously repeat the words, but in such a manner that each 
utters a different sound, and it becomes a kind of chant. The old man listens, and at length joins 
in.) 
 
All. Safety and peace! Order and freedom! 
 

 



June 5– “Of the Rent of Land” from The Wealth of 
Nations by Adam Smith (1776) 
 
PART I. Of the Produce of Land Which Always Affords Rent 
 

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

 
But land, in almost any situation, produces a greater quantity of food than what is 

sufficient to maintain all the labour necessary for bringing it to market, in the most liberal way in 
which that labour is ever maintained. The surplus too is always more than sufficient to replace 
the stock which employed that labour, together with its profits. Something, therefore, always 
remains for a rent to the landlord. 
 

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

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

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

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

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

By the extension besides of cultivation the unimproved wilds become insufficient to 
supply the demand for butcher’s-meat. A great part of the cultivated lands must be employed in 
rearing and fattening cattle, of which the price, therefore, must be sufficient to pay, not only the 
labour necessary for tending them, but the rent which the landlord and the profit which the 
farmer could have drawn from such land employed in tillage. The cattle bred upon the most 
uncultivated moors, when brought to the same market, are, in proportion to their weight or 
goodness, sold at the same price as those which are reared upon the most improved land. The 
proprietors of those moors profit by it, and raise the rent of their land in proportion to the price of 



their cattle. It is not more than a century ago that in many parts of the highlands of Scotland, 
butcher’s-meat was a cheap or cheaper than even bread made of oat-meal. The union opened 
the market of England to the highland cattle. Their ordinary price is at present about three times 
greater than at the beginning of the century, and the rents of many highland estates have been 
tripled and quadrupled in the same time. In almost every part of Great Britain a pound of the 
best butcher’s-meat is, in the present times, generally worth more than two pounds of the best 
white bread; and in plentiful years it is sometimes worth three or four pounds. 
 

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

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

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

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



brought to the Roman market from Latium, or the ancient territory of Rome, and must have 
discouraged its cultivation in that country. 
 

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The advantage which the landlord derives from such improvements seems at no time to 
have been greater than what was sufficient to compensate the original expence of making them. 
In the ancient husbandry, after the vineyard, a well-watered kitchen garden seems to have been 



the part of the farm which was supposed to yield the most valuable produce. But Democritus, 
who wrote upon husbandry about two thousand years ago, and who was regarded by the 
ancients as one of the fathers of art, thought they did not act wisely who enclosed a kitchen 
garden. The profit, he said, would not compensate the expence of a stone wall; and bricks (he 
meant, I suppose, bricks baked in the sun) mouldered with the rain, and the winter storm, and 
required continual repairs. Columella, who reports this judgment of Democritus, does not 
controvert it, but proposes a very frugal method of enclosing with a hedge of brambles and 
briars, which, he says, he had found by experience to be both a lasting and an impenetrable 
fence; but which, it seems, was not commonly known in the time of Democritus. Palladius 
adopts the opinion of Columella, which had before been recommended by Varro. In the 
judgment of those ancient improvers, the produce of a kitchen garden had, it seems, been little 
more than sufficient to pay the extraordinary culture and the expence of watering; for in 
countries so near the sun, it was thought proper, in those times as in the present, to have the 
command of a stream of water, which could be conducted to every bed in the garden. Through 
the greater part of Europe, a kitchen garden is not at present supposed to deserve a better 
enclosure than that recommended by Columella. In Great Britain, and some other northern 
countries, the finer fruits cannot be brought to perfection but by the assistance of a wall. Their 
price, therefore, in such countries, must be sufficient to pay the expence of building and 
maintaining what they cannot be had without. The fruit-wall frequently surrounds the kitchen 
garden, which thus enjoys the benefit of an enclosure which its own produce could seldom pay 
for. 

 



June 6– From Two Years Before The Mast by 
Richard Dana (1840) 

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

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

It was this weather and sailing that brought to my mind a little incident that occurred on 
board the Pilgrim, while we were in the same latitude. We were going along at a great rate, dead 
before the wind, with studding-sails out on both sides, alow and aloft, on a dark night, just after 
midnight, and everything was as still as the grave, except the washing of the water by the 
vessel's side; for, being before the wind, with a smooth sea, the little brig, covered with canvas, 
was doing great business, with very little noise. The other watch was below, and all our watch, 
except myself and the man at the wheel, were asleep under the lee of the boat. The second 
mate, who came out before the mast, and was always very thick with me, had been holding a 
yarn with me, and just gone aft to his place on the quarter-deck, and I had resumed my usual 
walk to and from the windlass-end, when, suddenly, we heard a loud scream coming from 
ahead, apparently directly from under the bows. The darkness, and complete stillness of the 
night, and the solitude of the ocean, gave to the sound a dreadful and almost supernatural 
effect. I stood perfectly still, and my heart beat quick. 
 

The sound woke up the rest of the watch, who stood looking at one another. "What, in 
the name of God, is that?" said the second mate, coming slowly forward. The first thought I had 
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was, that it might be a boat, with the crew of some wrecked vessel, or perhaps the boat of some 
whaleship, out over night, and we had run them down in the darkness. Another scream, but less 
loud than the first. This started us, and we ran forward, and looked over the bows, and over the 
sides, to leeward, but nothing was to be seen or heard. What was to be done. Call the captain, 
and heave the ship aback? Just at this moment, in crossing the forecastle, one of the men saw 
a light below, and looking down the scuttle, saw the watch all out of their berths, and afoul of 
one poor fellow, dragging him out of his berth, and shaking him, to wake him out of a nightmare. 
 

They had been waked out of their sleep, and as much alarmed at the scream as we 
were, and were hesitating whether to come on deck, when the second sound, coming directly 
from one of the berths, revealed the cause of the alarm. The fellow got a good shaking for the 
trouble he had given. We made a joke of the matter and we could well laugh, for our minds were 
not a little relieved by its ridiculous termination. 
 

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

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

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

[1] On removing the cat-head, after the ship arrived at Boston, it was found that there 
were two holes under it which had been bored for the purpose of driving tree-nails, and which, 
accidentally, had not been plugged up when the cat-head was placed over them. This was 
sufficient to account for the leak, and for our not having been able to discover and stop it. 
 

[2] The customs as to the allowance of "grub" are very nearly the same in all American 
merchantmen. Whenever a pig is killed, the sailors have one mess from it. The rest goes to the 
cabin. The smaller live stock, poultry, etc., they never taste. 
 

And, indeed, they do not complain of this, for it would take a great deal to supply them 
with a good meal, and without the accompaniments, (which could hardly be furnished to them,) 
it would not be much better than salt beef. But even as to the salt beef, they are scarcely dealt 
fairly with; for whenever a barrel is opened, before any of the beef is put into the harness-cask, 



the steward comes up, and picks it all over, and takes out the best pieces, (those that have any 
fat in them) for the cabin. 
 

This was done in both the vessels I was in, and the men said that it was usual in other 
vessels. Indeed, it is made no secret, but some of the crew are usually called to help in 
assorting and putting away the pieces. By this arrangement the hard, dry pieces, which the 
sailors call "old horse," come to their share. 
 

There is a singular piece of rhyme, traditional among sailors, which they say over such 
pieces of beef. I do not know that it ever appeared in print before. When seated round the kid, if 
a particularly bad piece is found, one of them takes it up, and addressing it, repeats these lines:  

 
"Old horse! old horse! what brought you here?" 
—"From Sacarap to Portland pier 
I've carted stone this many a year: 
Till, killed by blows and sore abuse, 
They salted me down for sailors' use. 
The sailors they do me despise: 
They turn me over and damn my eyes; 
Cut off my meat, and pick my bones, 
And pitch the rest to Davy Jones." 
 

There is a story current among seamen, that a beef-dealer was convicted, at Boston, of 
having sold old horse for ship's stores, instead of beef, and had been sentenced to be confined 
in jail, until he should eat the whole of it; and that he is now lying in Boston jail. I have heard this 
story often, on board other vessels beside those of our own nation. It is very generally believed, 
and is always highly commended, as a fair instance of retaliatory justice. 
 
CHAPTER XXXI 
BAD PROSPECTS—FIRST TOUCH OF CAPE HORN—ICEBERGS—TEMPERANCE 
SHIPS—LYING-UP—ICE—DIFFICULTY ON BOARD—CHANGE OF COURSE—STRAITS OF 
MAGELLAN 

There now began to be a decided change in the appearance of things. The days 
became shorter and shorter; the sun running lower in its course each day, and giving less and 
less heat; and the nights so cold as to prevent our sleeping on deck; the Magellan Clouds in 
sight, of a clear night; the skies looking cold and angry; and, at times, a long, heavy, ugly sea, 
setting in from the southwards told us what we were coming to. Still, however, we had a fine, 
strong breeze, and kept on our way, under as much sail as our ship would bear. Toward the 
middle of the week, the wind hauled to the southward, which brought us upon a taut bowline, 
made the ship meet, nearly head on, the heavy swell which rolled from that direction; and there 
was something not at all encouraging in the manner in which she met it. Being so deep and 
heavy, she wanted the buoyancy which should have carried her over the seas, and she dropped 
heavily into them, the water washing over the decks; and every now and then, when an 
unusually large sea met her fairly upon the bows, she struck it with a sound as dead and heavy 



as that with which a sledge-hammer falls upon the pile, and took the whole of it in upon the 
forecastle, and rising, carried it aft in the scuppers, washing the rigging off the pins, and carrying 
along with it everything which was loose on deck. She had been acting in this way all of our 
forenoon watch below; as we could tell by the washing of the water over our heads, and the 
heavy breaking of the seas against her bows, (with a sound as though she were striking against 
a rock,) only the thickness of the plank from our heads, as we lay in our berths, which are 
directly against the bows. At eight bells, the watch was called, and we came on deck, one hand 
going aft to take the wheel, and another going to the galley to get the grub for dinner. I stood on 
the forecastle, looking at the seas, which were rolling high, as far as the eye could reach, their 
tops white with foam, and the body of them of a deep indigo blue, reflecting the bright rays of 
the sun. Our ship rose slowly over a few of the largest of them, until one immense fellow came 
rolling on, threatening to cover her, and which I was sailor enough to know, by "the feeling of 
her" under my feet, she would not rise over. I sprang upon the knight-heads, and seizing hold of 
the fore-stay with my hands, drew myself upon it. My feet were just off the stanchion, when she 
struck fairly into the middle of the sea, and it washed her fore and aft, burying her in the water. 
As soon as she rose out of it, I looked aft, and everything forward of the main-mast, except the 
long-boat, which was griped and double-lashed down to the ring-bolts, was swept off clear. The 
galley, the pig-sty, the hen-coop, and a large sheep-pen which had been built upon the 
forehatch, were all gone, in the twinkling of an eye—leaving the deck as clean as a chin 
new-reaped—and not a stick left, to show where they had stood. In the scuppers lay the galley, 
bottom up, and a few boards floating about, the wreck of the sheep-pen,—and half a dozen 
miserable sheep floating among them, wet through, and not a little frightened at the sudden 
change that had come upon them. As soon as the sea had washed by, all hands sprung out of 
the forecastle to see what had become of the ship and in a few moments the cook and old Bill 
crawled out from under the galley, where they had been lying in the water, nearly smothered, 
with the galley over them. Fortunately, it rested against the bulwarks, or it would have broken 
some of their bones. When the water ran off, we picked the sheep up, and put them in the 
long-boat, got the galley back in its place, and set things a little to rights; but, had not our ship 
had uncommonly high bulwarks and rail, everything must have been washed overboard, not 
excepting Old Bill and the cook. 
 

Bill had been standing at the galley-door, with the kid of beef in his hand for the 
forecastle mess, when, away he went, kid, beef, and all. He held on to the kid till the last, like a 
good fellow, but the beef was gone, and when the water had run off, we saw it lying high and 
dry, like a rock at low tide—nothing could hurt that. We took the loss of our beef very easily, 
consoling ourselves with the recollection that the cabin had more to lose than we; and chuckled 
not a little at seeing the remains of the chicken-pie and pan-cakes floating in the scuppers. "This 
will never do!" was what some said, and every one felt. Here we were, not yet within a thousand 
miles of the latitude of Cape Horn, and our decks swept by a sea not one half so high as we 
must expect to find there. Some blamed the captain for loading his ship so deep, when he knew 
what he must expect; while others said that the wind was always southwest, off the Cape, in the 
winter; and that, running before it, we should not mind the seas so much. When we got down 
into the forecastle, Old Bill, who was somewhat of a croaker,—having met with a great many 
accidents at sea—said that if that was the way she was going to act, we might as well make our 



wills, and balance the books at once, and put on a clean shirt. "'Vast there, you bloody old owl! 
You're always hanging out blue lights! You're frightened by the ducking you got in the scuppers, 
and can't take a joke! What's the use in being always on the look-out for Davy Jones?" "Stand 
by!" says another, "and we'll get an afternoon watch below, by this scrape;" but in this they were 
disappointed, for at two bells, all hands were called and set to work, getting lashings upon 
everything on deck; and the captain talked of sending down the long top-gallant masts; but, as 
the sea went down toward night, and the wind hauled abeam, we left them standing, and set the 
studding-sails. 
 
The next day, all hands were turned-to upon unbending the old sails, and getting up the new 
ones; for a ship, unlike people on shore, puts on her best suit in bad weather. The old sails were 
sent down, and three new topsails, and new fore and main courses, jib, and fore-topmast 
staysail, which were made on the coast, and never had been used, were bent, with a complete 
set of new earings, robands and reef-points; and reef-tackles were rove to the courses, and 
spilling-lines to the top-sails. These, with new braces and clew-lines, fore and aft, gave us a 
good suit of running rigging. 
 

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

Sunday, June 26th, when, having a fine, clear day, the captain got a lunar observation, 
as well as his meridian altitude, which made us in lat. 47° 50' S., long. 113° 49' W.; Cape Horn 
bearing, according to my calculation, E. S. E. 1/2 E., and distant eighteen hundred miles. 
 

Monday, June 27th. During the first part of this day, the wind continued fair, and, as we 
were going before it, it did not feel very cold, so that we kept at work on deck, in our common 
clothes and round jackets. Our watch had an afternoon watch below, for the first time since 
leaving San Diego, and having inquired of the third mate what the latitude was at noon, and 
made our usual guesses as to the time she would need, to be up with the Horn, we turned-in, 
for a nap. We were sleeping away "at the rates of knots," when three knocks on the scuttle, and 
"All hands ahoy!" started us from our berths. What could be the matter? It did not appear to be 
blowing hard, and looking up through the scuttle, we could see that it was a clear day, overhead; 
yet the watch were taking in sail. 
 

We thought there must be a sail in sight, and that we were about to heave-to and speak 
her; and were just congratulating ourselves upon it—for we had seen neither sail nor land since 
we had left port—when we heard the mate's voice on deck, (he turned-in "all standing," and was 
always on deck the moment he was called,) singing out to the men who were taking in the 



studding-sails, and asking where his watch were. We did not wait for a second call, but tumbled 
up the ladder; and there, on the starboard bow, was a bank of mist, covering sea and sky, and 
driving directly for us. I had seen the same before, in my passage round in the Pilgrim, and 
knew what it meant, and that there was no time to be lost. We had nothing on but thin clothes, 
yet there was not a moment to spare, and at it we went. 
 

The boys of the other watch were in the tops, taking in the top-gallant studding-sails, and 
the lower and topmast studding-sails were coming down by the run. It was nothing but "haul 
down and clew up," until we got all the studding-sails in, and the royals, flying-jib, and mizen 
top-gallant sail furled, and the ship kept off a little, to take the squall. The fore and main 
top-gallant sails were still on her, for the "old man" did not mean to be frightened in broad 
daylight, and was determined to carry sail till the last minute. 
 

We all stood waiting for its coming, when the first blast showed us that it was not be 
trifled with. Rain, sleet, snow, and wind, enough to take our breath from us, and make the 
toughest turn his back to windward! The ship lay nearly over on her beam-ends; the spars and 
rigging snapped and cracked; and her top-gallant masts bent like whip-sticks. "Clew up the fore 
and main top-gallant sails!" shouted the captain, and all hands sprang to the clewlines. The 
decks were standing nearly at an angle of forty-five degrees, and the ship going like a mad 
steed through the water, the whole forward part of her in a smother of foam. The halyards were 
let go and the yard clewed down, and the sheets started, and in a few minutes the sails 
smothered and kept in by clewlines and buntlines.—"Furl 'em, sir?" asked the mate.—"Let go 
the topsail halyards, fore and aft!" shouted the captain, in answer, at the top of his voice. Down 
came the topsail yards, the reef-tackles were manned and hauled out, and we climbed up to 
windward, and sprang into the weather rigging. The violence of the wind, and the hail and sleet, 
driving nearly horizontally across the ocean, seemed actually to pin us down to the rigging. It 
was hard work making head against them. One after another, we got out upon the yards. And 
here we had work to do; for our new sails, which had hardly been bent long enough to get the 
starch out of them, were as stiff as boards, and the new earings and reef-points, stiffened with 
the sleet, knotted like pieces of iron wire. Having only our round jackets and straw hats on, we 
were soon wet through, and it was every moment growing colder. Our hands were soon 
stiffened and numbed, which, added to the stiffness of everything else, kept us a good while on 
the yard. After we had got the sail hauled upon the yard, we had to wait a long time for the 
weather earing to be passed; but there was no fault to be found, for French John was at the 
earing, and a better sailor never laid out on a yard; so we leaned over the yard, and beat our 
hands upon the sail to keep them from freezing. At length the word came—"Haul out to 
leeward,"—and we seized the reef-points and hauled the band taut for the lee earing. "taut 
band—Knot away," and we got the first reef fast, and were just going to lay down, when—"Two 
reefs—two reefs!" shouted the mate, and we had a second reef to take, in the same way. When 
this was fast, we laid down on deck, manned the halyards to leeward, nearly up to our knees in 
water, set the topsail, and then laid aloft on the main topsail yard, and reefed that sail in the 
same manner; for, as I have before stated, we were a good deal reduced in numbers, and, to 
make it worse, the carpenter, only two days before, cut his leg with an axe, so that he could not 
go aloft. This weakened us so that we could not well manage more than one topsail at a time, in 



such weather as this, and, of course, our labor was doubled. From the main topsail yard, we 
went upon the main yard, and took a reef in the mainsail. No sooner had we got on deck, 
than—"Lay aloft there, mizen-top-men, and close-reef the mizen topsail!" This called me; and 
being nearest to the rigging, I got first aloft, and out to the weather earing. English Ben was on 
the yard just after me, and took the lee earing, and the rest of our gang were soon on the yard, 
and began to fist the sail, when the mate considerately sent up the cook and steward, to help 
us. I could now account for the long time it took to pass the other earings, for, to do my best, 
with a strong hand to help me at the dog's ear, I could not get it passed until I heard them 
beginning to complain in the bunt. One reef after another we took in, until the sail was 
close-reefed, when we went down and hoisted away at the halyards. In the mean time, the jib 
had been furled and the staysail set, and the ship, under her reduced sail, had got more upright 
and was under management; but the two top-gallant sails were still hanging in the buntlines, 
and slatting and jerking as though they would take the masts out of her. We gave a look aloft, 
and knew that our work was not done yet; and, sure enough, no sooner did the mate see that 
we were on deck, than—"Lay aloft there, four of you, and furl the top-gallant sails!" This called 
me again, and two of us went aloft, up the fore rigging, and two more up the main, upon the 
top-gallant yards. 
 

The shrouds were now iced over, the sleet having formed a crust or cake round all the 
standing rigging, and on the weather side of the masts and yards. When we got upon the yard, 
my hands were so numb that I could not have cast off the knot of the gasket to have saved my 
life. We both lay over the yard for a few seconds, beating our hands upon the sail, until we 
started the blood into our fingers' ends, and at the next moment our hands were in a burning 
heat. My companion on the yard was a lad, who came out in the ship a weak, puny boy, from 
one of the Boston schools,—"no larger than a spritsail sheet knot," nor "heavier than a paper of 
lamp-black," and "not strong enough to haul a shad off a gridiron," but who was now "as long as 
a spare topmast, strong enough to knock down an ox, and hearty enough to eat him." We fisted 
the sail together, and after six or eight minutes of hard hauling and pulling and beating down the 
sail, which was as stiff as sheet iron, we managed to get it furled; and snugly furled it must be, 
for we knew the mate well enough to be certain that if it got adrift again, we should be called up 
from our watch below, at any hour of the night, to furl it. 
 

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



was after dark when we got through, and we were not a little pleased to hear four bells struck, 
which sent us below for two hours, and gave us each a pot of hot tea with our cold beef and 
bread, and, what was better yet, a suit of thick, dry clothing, fitted for the weather, in place of our 
thin clothes, which were wet through and now frozen stiff. 
 

 



June 7– Hamlet Act IV Scene V by William 
Shakespeare (1600) 

SCENE V. Elsinore. A room in the Castle. 

Enter QUEEN, HORATIO and a GENTLEMAN. 

QUEEN.​
I will not speak with her. 

GENTLEMAN.​
She is importunate, indeed distract.​
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

QUEEN.​
What would she have? 

GENTLEMAN.​
She speaks much of her father; says she hears​
There’s tricks i’ th’ world, and hems, and beats her heart,​
Spurns enviously at straws, speaks things in doubt,​
That carry but half sense. Her speech is nothing,​
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move​
The hearers to collection; they aim at it,​
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts,​
Which, as her winks, and nods, and gestures yield them,​
Indeed would make one think there might be thought,​
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily.​
’Twere good she were spoken with, for she may strew​
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

QUEEN.​
Let her come in. 

[Exit GENTLEMAN.] 

To my sick soul, as sin’s true nature is,​
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss.​
So full of artless jealousy is guilt,​
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 

Enter OPHELIA. 

OPHELIA.​
Where is the beauteous Majesty of Denmark? 

QUEEN.​
How now, Ophelia? 
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OPHELIA.​
[Sings.]​
   How should I your true love know​
     From another one?​
   By his cockle hat and staff​
     And his sandal shoon. 

QUEEN.​
Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 

OPHELIA.​
Say you? Nay, pray you mark.​
[Sings.]​
   He is dead and gone, lady,​
     He is dead and gone,​
   At his head a grass green turf,​
     At his heels a stone. 

QUEEN.​
Nay, but Ophelia— 

OPHELIA.​
Pray you mark.​
[Sings.]​
   White his shroud as the mountain snow. 

Enter KING. 

QUEEN.​
Alas, look here, my lord! 

OPHELIA.​
[Sings.]​
     Larded all with sweet flowers;​
   Which bewept to the grave did not go​
     With true-love showers. 

KING.​
How do you, pretty lady? 

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

KING.​
Conceit upon her father. 

OPHELIA.​
Pray you, let’s have no words of this; but when they ask you what it means, say you this:​
[Sings.]​
   Tomorrow is Saint Valentine’s day,​



     All in the morning betime,​
   And I a maid at your window,​
     To be your Valentine. 

   Then up he rose and donn’d his clothes,​
     And dupp’d the chamber door,​
   Let in the maid, that out a maid​
     Never departed more. 

KING.​
Pretty Ophelia! 

OPHELIA.​
Indeed la, without an oath, I’ll make an end on’t.​
[Sings.]​
   By Gis and by Saint Charity,​
     Alack, and fie for shame!​
   Young men will do’t if they come to’t;​
     By Cock, they are to blame. 

   Quoth she, before you tumbled me,​
     You promis’d me to wed.​
   So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun,​
     An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

KING.​
How long hath she been thus? 

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

[Exit.] 

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

[Exit HORATIO.] 

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs​
All from her father’s death. O Gertrude, Gertrude,​
When sorrows come, they come not single spies,​
But in battalions. First, her father slain;​
Next, your son gone; and he most violent author​
Of his own just remove; the people muddied,​
Thick, and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers​
For good Polonius’ death; and we have done but greenly​
In hugger-mugger to inter him. Poor Ophelia​
Divided from herself and her fair judgement,​



Without the which we are pictures or mere beasts.​
Last, and as much containing as all these,​
Her brother is in secret come from France,​
Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds,​
And wants not buzzers to infect his ear​
With pestilent speeches of his father’s death,​
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar’d,​
Will nothing stick our person to arraign​
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this,​
Like to a murdering piece, in many places​
Gives me superfluous death. 

[A noise within.] 

QUEEN.​
Alack, what noise is this? 

KING.​
Where are my Switzers? Let them guard the door. 

Enter a GENTLEMAN. 

What is the matter? 

GENTLEMAN.​
Save yourself, my lord.​
The ocean, overpeering of his list,​
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste​
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head,​
O’erbears your offices. The rabble call him lord,​
And, as the world were now but to begin,​
Antiquity forgot, custom not known,​
The ratifiers and props of every word,​
They cry ‘Choose we! Laertes shall be king!’​
Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds,​
‘Laertes shall be king, Laertes king.’ 

QUEEN.​
How cheerfully on the false trail they cry.​
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs. 

[A noise within.] 

KING.​
The doors are broke. 

Enter LAERTES, armed; DANES following. 

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



Danes.​
No, let’s come in. 

LAERTES.​
I pray you, give me leave. 

DANES.​
We will, we will. 

[They retire without the door.] 

LAERTES.​
I thank you. Keep the door. O thou vile king,​
Give me my father. 

QUEEN.​
Calmly, good Laertes. 

LAERTES.​
That drop of blood that’s calm proclaims me bastard;​
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the harlot​
Even here between the chaste unsmirched brow​
Of my true mother. 

KING.​
What is the cause, Laertes,​
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like?—​
Let him go, Gertrude. Do not fear our person.​
There’s such divinity doth hedge a king,​
That treason can but peep to what it would,​
Acts little of his will.—Tell me, Laertes,​
Why thou art thus incens’d.—Let him go, Gertrude:—​
Speak, man. 

LAERTES.​
Where is my father? 

KING.​
Dead. 

QUEEN.​
But not by him. 

KING.​
Let him demand his fill. 

LAERTES.​
How came he dead? I’ll not be juggled with.​
To hell, allegiance! Vows, to the blackest devil!​
Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit!​
I dare damnation. To this point I stand,​



That both the worlds, I give to negligence,​
Let come what comes; only I’ll be reveng’d​
Most throughly for my father. 

KING.​
Who shall stay you? 

LAERTES.​
My will, not all the world.​
And for my means, I’ll husband them so well,​
They shall go far with little. 

KING.​
Good Laertes,​
If you desire to know the certainty​
Of your dear father’s death, is’t writ in your revenge​
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe,​
Winner and loser? 

LAERTES.​
None but his enemies. 

KING.​
Will you know them then? 

LAERTES.​
To his good friends thus wide I’ll ope my arms;​
And, like the kind life-rendering pelican,​
Repast them with my blood. 

KING.​
Why, now you speak​
Like a good child and a true gentleman.​
That I am guiltless of your father’s death,​
And am most sensibly in grief for it,​
It shall as level to your judgement ’pear​
As day does to your eye. 

DANES.​
[Within.] Let her come in. 

LAERTES.​
How now! What noise is that? 

Re-enter OPHELIA, fantastically dressed with straws and flowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains. Tears seven times salt,​
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye.​
By heaven, thy madness shall be paid by weight,​
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May!​
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia!​



O heavens, is’t possible a young maid’s wits​
Should be as mortal as an old man’s life?​
Nature is fine in love, and where ’tis fine,​
It sends some precious instance of itself​
After the thing it loves. 

OPHELIA.​
[Sings.]​
   They bore him barefac’d on the bier,​
   Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny​
   And on his grave rain’d many a tear.—​
   Fare you well, my dove! 

LAERTES.​
Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge,​
It could not move thus. 

OPHELIA.​
You must sing ‘Down a-down, and you call him a-down-a.’ O, how the wheel becomes it! It is the 
false steward that stole his master’s daughter. 

LAERTES.​
This nothing’s more than matter. 

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

LAERTES.​
A document in madness, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 

OPHELIA.​
There’s fennel for you, and columbines. There’s rue for you; and here’s some for me. We may 
call it herb of grace o’ Sundays. O you must wear your rue with a difference. There’s a daisy. I 
would give you some violets, but they wither’d all when my father died. They say he made a 
good end.​
[Sings.]​
   For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy. 

LAERTES.​
Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself​
She turns to favour and to prettiness. 

OPHELIA.​
[Sings.]​
   And will he not come again?​
   And will he not come again?​
     No, no, he is dead,​



     Go to thy death-bed,​
   He never will come again. 

   His beard was as white as snow,​
   All flaxen was his poll.​
     He is gone, he is gone,​
     And we cast away moan.​
   God ha’ mercy on his soul. 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God b’ wi’ ye. 
[Exit.] 

LAERTES.​
Do you see this, O God? 

KING.​
Laertes, I must commune with your grief,​
Or you deny me right. Go but apart,​
Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will,​
And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and me.​
If by direct or by collateral hand​
They find us touch’d, we will our kingdom give,​
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours​
To you in satisfaction; but if not,​
Be you content to lend your patience to us,​
And we shall jointly labour with your soul​
To give it due content. 

LAERTES.​
Let this be so;​
His means of death, his obscure burial,—​
No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o’er his bones,​
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation,—​
Cry to be heard, as ’twere from heaven to earth,​
That I must call’t in question. 

KING.​
So you shall.​
And where th’offence is let the great axe fall.​
I pray you go with me. 

[Exeunt.]



June 8– From The Journal of John Woolman (1774) 
1772 
XII 
Attends the Yearly Meeting in London—Then proceeds towards Yorkshire—Visits Quarterly and 
other Meetings in the Counties of Hertford, Warwick, Oxford, Nottingham, York, and 
Westmoreland—Returns to Yorkshire—Instructive Observations and Letters—Hears of the 
Decease of William Hunt—Some Account of him—The Author’s Last Illness and Death at York. 
ON the 8th of sixth month, 1772, we landed at London, and I went straightway to the Yearly 
Meeting of ministers and elders, which had been gathered, I suppose, about half an hour. ​   
1 
  In this meeting my mind was humbly contrite. In the afternoon the meeting for business was 
opened, which by adjournments held near a week. In these meetings I often felt a living concern 
for the establishment of Friends in the pure life of truth. My heart was enlarged in the meetings 
of ministers, that for business, and in several meetings for public worship, and I felt my mind 
united in true love to the faithful laborers now gathered at this Yearly Meeting. On the 15th I 
went to a Quarterly Meeting at Hertford.​    
  First of seventh month.—I have been at Quarterly Meetings at Sherrington, Northampton, 
Banbury, and Shipton, and have had sundry meetings between. My mind hath been bowed 
under a sense of Divine goodness manifested among us; my heart hath been often enlarged in 
true love, both among ministers and elders and in public meetings, and through the Lord’s 
goodness I believe it hath been a fresh visitation to many, in particular to the youth.​    
  Seventeenth.—I was this day at Birmingham; I have been at meetings at Coventry, Warwick, in 
Oxfordshire, and sundry other places, and have felt the humbling hand of the Lord upon me; but 
through his tender mercies I find peace in the labors I have gone through.​   
  Twenty-sixth.—I have continued travelling northward, visiting meetings. Was this day at 
Nottingham; the fore-noon meeting was especially, through Divine love, a heart-tendering 
season. Next day I had a meeting in a Friend’s family, which, through the strengthening arm of 
the Lord, was a time to be thankfully remembered.​    
  Second of eighth month and first of the week.—I was this day at Sheffield, a large inland town. 
I was at sundry meetings last week, and feel inward thankfulness for that Divine support which 
hath been graciously extended to me. On the 9th I was at Rushworth. I have lately passed 
through some painful labor, but have been comforted under a sense of that Divine visitation 
which I feel extended towards many young people.​    
  Sixteenth of eighth month and the first of the week, I was at Settle. It hath of late been a time 
of inward poverty, under which my mind hath been preserved in a watchful, tender state, feeling 
for the mind of the Holy Leader, and I find peace in the labors I have passed through.​    
  On inquiry in many places I find the price of rye about five shillings; wheat, eight shillings per 
bushel; oatmeal, twelve shillings for a hundred and twenty pounds; mutton from threepence to 
fivepence per pound; bacon from sevenpence to ninepence; cheese from fourpence to 
sixpence; butter from eightpence to tenpence; house-rent for a poor man from twenty-five 
shillings to forty shillings per year, to be paid weekly; wood for fire very scarce and dear; coal in 
some places two shillings and sixpence per hundredweight; but near the pits not a quarter so 
much. O, may the wealthy consider the poor!​    
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  The wages of laboring men in several counties toward London at tenpence per day in common 
business, the employer finds small beer and the laborer finds his own food; but in harvest and 
hay time wages are about one shilling per day, and the laborer hath all his diet. In some parts of 
the north of England poor laboring men have their food where they work, and appear in 
common to do rather better than nearer London. Industrious women who spin in the factories 
get some fourpence, some fivepence, and so on to six, seven, eight, nine, or ten pence per day, 
and find their own house-room and diet. Great numbers of poor people live chiefly on bread and 
water in the southern parts of England, as well as in the northern parts; and there are many 
poor children not even taught to read. May those who have abundance lay these things to heart!​   
  Stage-coaches frequently go upwards of one hundred miles in twenty-four hours; and I have 
heard Friends say in several places that it is common for horses to be killed with hard driving, 
and that many others are driven till they grow blind. Post-boys pursue their business, each one 
to his stage, all night through the winter. Some boys who ride long stages suffer greatly in winter 
nights, and at several places I have heard of their being frozen to death. So great is the hurry in 
the spirit of this world, that in aiming to do business quickly and to gain wealth the creation at 
this day doth loudly groan.​    
  As my journey hath been without a horse, I have had several offers of being assisted on my 
way in these stagecoaches, but have not been in them; nor have I had freedom to send letters 
by these posts in the present way of riding, the stages being so fixed, and one boy dependent 
on another as to time, and going at great speed, that in long cold winter nights the poor boys 
suffer much. I heard in America of the way of these posts, and cautioned Friends in the General 
Meeting of ministers and elders at Philadelphia, and in the Yearly Meeting of ministers and 
elders in London, not to send letters to me on any common occasion by post. And though on 
this account I may be likely not to hear so often from my family left behind, yet for righteousness’ 
sake I am, through Divine favor, made content.​    
  I have felt great distress of mind since I came on this island, on account of the members of our 
Society being mixed with the world in various sorts of traffic, carried on in impure channels. 
Great is the trade to Africa for slaves; and for the loading of these ships a great number of 
people are employed in their factories, among whom are many of our Society. Friends in early 
times refused on a religious principle to make or trade in superfluities, of which we have many 
testimonies on record; but for want of faithfulness, some, whose examples were of note in our 
Society, gave way, from which others took more liberty. Members of our Society worked in 
superfluities, and bought and sold them, and thus dimness of sight came over many; at length 
Friends got into the use of some superfluities in dress and in the furniture of their houses, which 
hath spread from less to more, till superfluity of some kinds is common among us.​    
  In this declining state many look at the example of others and too much neglect the pure 
feeling of truth. Of late years a deep exercise hath attended my mind, that Friends may dig 
deep, may carefully cast forth the loose matter and get down to the rock, the sure foundation, 
and there hearken to that Divine voice which gives a clear and certain sound; and I have felt in 
that which doth not receive, that if Friends who have known the truth keep in that tenderness of 
heart where all views of outward gain are given up, and their trust is only in the Lord, he will 
graciously lead some to be patterns of deep self-denial in things relating to trade and handicraft 
labor; and others who have plenty of the treasures of this world will be examples of a plain 



frugal life, and pay wages to such as they may hire more liberally than is now customary in 
some places.​    
  Twenty-third of eighth month.—I was this day at Preston Patrick, and had a comfortable 
meeting. I have several times been entertained at the houses of Friends, who had sundry things 
about them that had the appearance of outward greatness, and as I have kept inward, way hath 
opened for conversation with such in private, in which Divine goodness hath favored us together 
with heart-tendering times.​    
  Twenty-sixth of eighth month.—Being now at George Crosfield’s, in the county of 
Westmoreland, I feel a concern to commit to writing the following uncommon circumstance.​    
  In a time of sickness, a little more than two years and a half ago, I was brought so near the 
gates of death that I forgot my name. Being then desirous to know who I was, I saw a mass of 
matter of a dull gloomy color between the south and the east, and was informed that this mass 
was human beings in as great misery as they could be, and live, and that I was mixed with 
them, and that henceforth I might not consider myself as a distinct or separate being. In this 
state I remained several hours. I then heard a soft melodious voice, more pure and harmonious 
than any I had heard with my ears before; I believed it was the voice of an angel who spake to 
the other angels; the words were, “John Woolman is dead.” I soon remembered that I was once 
John Woolman, and being assured that I was alive in the body, I greatly wondered what that 
heavenly voice could mean. I believed beyond doubting that it was the voice of an holy angel, 
but as yet it was a mystery to me.​    
  I was then carried in spirit to the mines where poor oppressed people were digging rich 
treasures for those called Christians, and heard them blaspheme the name of Christ, at which I 
was grieved, for his name to me was precious. I was then informed that these heathens were 
told that those who oppressed them were the followers of Christ, and they said among 
themselves, “If Christ directed them to use us in this sort, then Christ is a cruel tyrant.”​    
  All this time the song of the angel remained a mystery; and in the morning, my dear wife and 
some others coming to my bedside, I asked them if they knew who I was, and they telling me I 
was John Woolman, thought I was light-headed, for I told them not what the angel said, nor was 
I disposed to talk much to any one, but was very desirous to get so deep that I might understand 
this mystery.​    
  My tongue was often so dry that I could not speak till I had moved it about and gathered some 
moisture, and as I lay still for a time I at length felt a Divine power prepare my mouth that I could 
speak, and I then said, “I am crucified with Christ, nevertheless I live; yet not I, but Christ liveth 
in me. And the life which I now live in the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved 
me and gave himself for me.” Then the mystery was opened and I perceived there was joy in 
heaven over a sinner who had repented, and that the language “John Woolman is dead,” meant 
no more than the death of my own will.​    
  My natural understanding now returned as before, and I saw that people setting off their tables 
with silver vessels at entertainments was often stained with worldly glory, and that in the present 
state of things I should take heed how I fed myself out of such vessels. Going to our Monthly 
Meeting soon after my recovery, I dined at a Friend’s house where drink was brought in silver 
vessels, and not in any other. Wanting something to drink, I told him my case with weeping, and 
he ordered some drink for me in another vessel. I afterwards went through the same exercise in 
several Friends’ houses in America, as well as in England, and I have cause to acknowledge 



with humble reverence the loving-kindness of my Heavenly Father, who hath preserved me in 
such a tender frame of mind, that none, I believe, have ever been offended at what I have said 
on that subject.​    
  After this sickness I spake not in public meetings for worship for nearly one year, but my mind 
was very often in company with the oppressed slaves as I sat in meetings; and though under his 
dispensation I was shut up from speaking, yet the spring of the gospel ministry was many times 
livingly opened in me, and the Divine gift operated by abundance of weeping, in feeling the 
oppression of this people. It being so long since I passed through this dispensation, and the 
matter remaining fresh and lively in my mind, I believe it safest for me to commit it to writing.​    
  Thirtieth of eighth month.—This morning I wrote a letter in substance as follows:— BELOVED 
FRIEND,—My mind is often affected as I pass along under a sense of the state of many poor 
people who sit under that sort of ministry which requires much outward labor to support it; and 
the loving-kindness of our Heavenly Father in opening a pure gospel ministry in this nation hath 
often raised thankfulness in my heart to him. I often remember the conflicts of the faithful under 
persecution, and now look at the free exercise of the pure gift uninterrupted by outward laws, as 
a trust committed to us, which requires our deepest gratitude and most careful attention. I feel a 
tender concern that the work of reformation so prosperously carried on in this land within a few 
ages past may go forward and spread among the nations, and may not go backward through 
dust gathering on our garments, who have been called to a work so great and so precious.​    
  Last evening during thy absence I had a little opportunity with some of thy family, in which I 
rejoiced, and feeling a sweetness on my mind towards thee, I now endeavor to open a little of 
the feeling I had there.​    
  I have heard that you in these parts have at certain seasons Meetings of Conference in 
relation to Friends living up to our principles, in which several meetings unite in one. With this I 
feel unity, having in some measure felt truth lead that way among Friends in America, and I 
have found, my dear friend, that in these labors all superfluities in our own living are against us. 
I feel that pure love towards thee in which there is freedom.​   
  I look at that precious gift bestowed on thee with awfulness before Him who gave it, and feel a 
desire that we may be so separated to the gospel of Christ, that those things which proceed 
from the spirit of this world may have no place among us. 
Thy friend, 
JOHN WOOLMAN. 
   
  I rested a few days in body and mind with our friend, Jane Crosfield, who was once in America. 
On the sixth day of the week I was at Kendal, in Westmoreland, and at Greyrig Meeting the 30th 
day of the month, and first of the week. I have known poverty of late, and have been graciously 
supported to keep in the patience, and am thankful under a sense of the goodness of the Lord 
towards those who are of a contrite spirit.​    
  Sixth of ninth month and first of the week.—I was this day at Counterside, a large 
meeting-house, and very full. Through the opening of pure love, it was a strengthening time to 
me, and I believe to many more.​    
  Thirteenth of ninth month.—This day I was at Leyburn, a small meeting; but, the towns-people 
coming in, the house was crowded. It was a time of heavy labor, and I believe was a profitable 
meeting. At this place I heard that my kinsman, William Hunt, from North Carolina, who was on 



a religious visit to Friends in England, departed this life on the 9th of this month, of the 
small-pox, at Newcastle. He appeared in the ministry when a youth, and his labors therein were 
of good savor. He travelled much in that work in America. I once heard him say in public 
testimony, that his concern in that visit was to be devoted to the service of Christ so fully that he 
might not spend one minute in pleasing himself, which words, joined with his example, was a 
means of stirring up the pure mind in me.​    
  Having of late often travelled in wet weather through narrow streets in towns and villages, 
where dirtiness under foot and the scent arising from that filth which more or less infects the air 
of all thickly settled towns were disagreeable; and, being but weakly, I have felt distress both in 
body and mind with that which is impure. In these journeys I have been where much cloth hath 
been dyed, and have, at sundry times, walked over ground where much of their dye-stuffs has 
drained away. This hath produced a longing in my mind that people might come into cleanness 
of spirit, cleanness of person, and cleanness about their houses and garments.​    
  Some of the great carry delicacy to a great height themselves, and yet real cleanliness is not 
generally promoted. Dyes being invented partly to please the eye and partly to hide dirt, I have 
felt in this weak state, when travelling in dirtiness, and affected with unwholesome scents, a 
strong desire that the nature of dyeing cloth to hide dirt may be more fully considered.​    
  Washing our garments to keep them sweet is cleanly, but it is the opposite to real cleanliness 
to hide dirt in them. Through giving way to hiding dirt in our garments a spirit which would 
conceal that which is disagreeable is strengthened. Real cleanliness becometh a holy people; 
but hiding that which is not clean by coloring our garments seems contrary to the sweetness of 
sincerity. Through some sorts of dyes cloth is rendered less useful. And if the value of 
dye-stuffs, and expense of dyeing, and the damage done to cloth, were all added together, and 
that cost applied to keeping all sweet and clean, how much more would real cleanliness prevail.​     
On this visit to England I have felt some instructions sealed on my mind, which I am concerned 
to leave in writing for the use of such as are called to the station of a minister of Christ.​    
  Christ being the Prince of Peace, and we being no more than ministers, it is necessary for us 
not only to feel a concern in our first going forth, but to experience the renewing thereof in the 
appointment of meetings. I felt a concern in America to prepare for this voyage, and being 
through the mercy of God brought safe hither, my heart was like a vessel that wanted vent. For 
several weeks after my arrival, when my mouth was opened in meetings, it was like the raising 
of a gate in a water-course when a weight of water lay upon it. In these labors there was a fresh 
visitation to many, especially to the youth; but sometimes I felt poor and empty, and yet there 
appeared a necessity to appoint meetings. In this I was exercised to abide in the pure life of 
truth, and in all my labors to watch diligently against the motions of self in my own mind.​    
  I have frequently found a necessity to stand up when the spring of the ministry was low, and to 
speak from the necessity in that which subjecteth the will of the creature; and herein I was 
united with the suffering seed, and found inward sweetness in these mortifying labors. As I have 
been preserved in a watchful attention to the divine Leader, under these dispensations 
enlargement at times hath followed, and the power of truth hath risen higher in some meetings 
than I ever knew it before through me. Thus I have been more and more instructed as to the 
necessity of depending, not upon a concern which I felt in America to come on a visit to 
England, but upon the daily instructions of Christ, the Prince of Peace.​    



  Of late I have sometimes felt a stop in the appointment of meetings, not wholly, but in part: and 
I do not feel liberty to appoint them so quickly, one after another, as I have done heretofore. The 
work of the ministry being a work of Divine love, I feel that the openings thereof are to be waited 
for in all our appointments. O, how deep is Divine wisdom! Christ puts forth his ministers and 
goeth before them; and O, how great is the danger of departing from the pure feeling of that 
which leadeth safely! Christ knoweth the state of the people, and in the pure feeling of the 
gospel ministry their states are opened to his servants. Christ knoweth when the fruit-bearing 
branches themselves have need of purging. O that these lessons may be remembered by me! 
and that all who appoint meetings may proceed in the pure feeling of duty!​   
  I have sometimes felt a necessity to stand up, but that spirit which is of the world hath so much 
prevailed in many, and the pure life of truth hath been so pressed down, that I have gone 
forward, not as one travelling in a road cast up and well prepared, but as a man walking through 
a miry place in which are stones here and there safe to step on, but so situated that one step 
being taken, time is necessary to see where to step next. Now I find that in a state of pure 
obedience the mind learns contentment in appearing weak and foolish to that wisdom which is 
of the world; and in these lowly labors, they who stand in a low place and are rightly exercised 
under the cross will find nourishment. The gift is pure; and while the eye is single in attending 
thereto the understanding is preserved clear; self is kept out. We rejoice in filling up that which 
remains of the afflictions of Christ for his body’s sake, which is the church.​   
  The natural man loveth eloquence, and many love to hear eloquent orations, and if there be 
not a careful attention to the gift, men who have once labored in the pure gospel ministry, 
growing weary of suffering, and ashamed of appearing weak, may kindle a fire, compass 
themselves about with sparks, and walk in the light, not of Christ, who is under suffering, but of 
that fire which they in departing from the gift have kindled, in order that those hearers who have 
left the meek, suffering state for worldly wisdom may be warmed with this fire and speak highly 
of their labors. That which is of God gathers to God, and that which is of the world is owned by 
the world.​    
  In this journey a labor hath attended my mind, that the ministers among us may be preserved 
in the meek, feeling life of truth, where we may have no desire but to follow Christ and to be with 
him, that when he is under suffering, we may suffer with him, and never desire to rise up in 
dominion, but as he, by the virtue of his own spirit, may raise us.​    
Note 1. There is a story told of his first appearance in England which I have from my friend, 
William J. Allinson, editor of the Friends’ Review, and which he assures me is well 
authenticated. The vessel reached London on the morning of the fifth day of the week, and John 
Woolman, knowing that the meeting was then in session, lost no time in reaching it. Coming in 
late and unannounced, his peculiar dress and manner excited attention and apprehension that 
he was an itinerant enthusiast. He presented his certificate from Friends in America, but the 
dissatisfaction still remained, and some one remarked that perhaps the stranger Friend might 
feel that his dedication of himself to this apprehended service was accepted, without further 
labor, and that he might now feel free to return to his home. John Woolman sat silent for a 
space, seeking the unerring counsel of Divine Wisdom. He was profoundly affected by the 
unfavorable reception he met with, and his tears flowed freely. In the love of Christ and his 
fellow-men he had, at a painful sacrifice, taken his life in his hands, and left behind the peace 
and endearments of home. That love still flowed out toward the people of England; must it 



henceforth be pent up in his own heart? He rose at last, and stated that he could not feel himself 
released from his prospect of labor in England. Yet he could not travel in the ministry without the 
unity of Friends; and while that was withheld he could not feel easy to be of any cost to them. 
He could not go back as had been suggested; but he was acquainted with a mechanical trade, 
and while the impediment to his services continued he hoped Friends would be kindly willing to 
employ him in such business as he was capable of, that he might not be chargeable to any. A 
deep silence prevailed over the assembly, many of whom were touched by the wise simplicity of 
the stranger’s words and manner. After a season of waiting, John Woolman felt that words were 
given him to utter as a minister of Christ. The spirit of his Master bore witness to them in the 
hearts of his hearers. When he closed, the Friend who had advised against his further service 
rose up and humbly confessed his error, and avowed his full unity with the stranger. All doubt 
was removed; there was a general expression of unity and sympathy, and John Woolman, 
owned by his brethren, passed on to his work. There is no portrait of John Woolman; and had 
photography been known in his day it is not at all probable that the sun-artist would have been 
permitted to delineate his features. That, while eschewing all superfluity and expensive luxury, 
he was scrupulously neat in his dress and person may be inferred from his general character 
and from the fact that one of his serious objections to dyed clothing was that it served to conceal 
uncleanness, and was, therefore, detrimental to real purity. It is, however, quite probable that his 
outer man, on the occasion referred to, was suggestive of a hasty toilet in the crowded 
steerage.—Note from the edition published by Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co. 
 

 



June 9– David’s Psalms, American Standard Version 
translation (1901) 
PSALMS 23 
A Psalm of David. 
1Jehovah is my shepherd; I shall not want. 
2He maketh me to lie down in green pastures; 
He leadeth me beside still waters. 
3He restoreth my soul: 
He guideth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake. 
4Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, 
I will fear no evil; for thou art with me; 
Thy rod and thy staff, they comfort me. 
5Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: 
Thou hast anointed my head with oil; 
My cup runneth over. 
6Surely goodness and lovingkindness shall follow me all the days of my life; 
And I shall dwell in the house of Jehovah for ever. 
 
PSALMS 24 
A Psalm of David. 
1The earth is Jehovah’s, and the fulness thereof; 
The world, and they that dwell therein. 
2For he hath founded it upon the seas, 
And established it upon the floods. 
3Who shall ascend into the hill of Jehovah? 
And who shall stand in his holy place? 
4He that hath clean hands, and a pure heart; 
Who hath not lifted up his soul unto falsehood, 
And hath not sworn deceitfully. 
5He shall receive a blessing from Jehovah, 
And righteousness from the God of his salvation. 
6This is the generation of them that seek after him, 
That seek thy face, even Jacob. 
[Selah 
7Lift up your heads, O ye gates; 
And be ye lifted up, ye everlasting doors: 
And the King of glory will come in. 
8Who is the King of glory? 
Jehovah strong and mighty, 
Jehovah mighty in battle. 
9Lift up your heads, O ye gates; 
Yea, lift them up, ye everlasting doors: 
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And the King of glory will come in. 
10Who is this King of glory? 
Jehovah of hosts, 
He is the King of glory. 
[Selah 
 
PSALMS 25 
A Psalm of David. 
1Unto thee, O Jehovah, do I lift up my soul. 
2O my God, in thee have I trusted, 
Let me not be put to shame; 
Let not mine enemies triumph over me. 
3Yea, none that wait for thee shall be put to shame: 
They shall be put to shame that deal treacherously without cause. 
4Show me thy ways, O Jehovah; 
Teach me thy paths. 
5Guide me in thy truth, and teach me; 
For thou art the God of my salvation; 
For thee do I wait all the day. 
6Remember, O Jehovah, thy tender mercies and thy lovingkindness; 
For they have been ever of old. 
7Remember not the sins of my youth, nor my transgressions: 
According to thy lovingkindness remember thou me, 
For thy goodness’ sake, O Jehovah. 
8Good and upright is Jehovah: 
Therefore will he instruct sinners in the way. 
9The meek will he guide in justice; 
And the meek will he teach his way. 
10All the paths of Jehovah are lovingkindness and truth 
Unto such as keep his covenant and his testimonies. 
11For thy name’s sake, O Jehovah, 
Pardon mine iniquity, for it is great. 
12What man is he that feareth Jehovah? 
Him shall he instruct in the way that he shall choose. 
13His soul shall dwell at ease; 
And his seed shall inherit the land. 
14The friendship of Jehovah is with them that fear him; 
And he will show them his covenant. 
15Mine eyes are ever toward Jehovah; 
For he will pluck my feet out of the net. 
16Turn thee unto me, and have mercy upon me; 
For I am desolate and afflicted. 
17The troubles of my heart are enlarged: 
Oh bring thou me out of my distresses. 



18Consider mine affliction and my travail; 
And forgive all my sins. 
19Consider mine enemies, for they are many; 
And they hate me with cruel hatred. 
20Oh keep my soul, and deliver me: 
Let me not be put to shame, for I take refuge in thee. 
21Let integrity and uprightness preserve me, 
For I wait for thee. 
22Redeem Israel, O God, 
Out of all his troubles. 
 
PSALMS 26 
A Psalm of David. 
1Judge me, O Jehovah, for I have walked in mine integrity: 
I have trusted also in Jehovah without wavering. 
2Examine me, O Jehovah, and prove me; 
Try my heart and my mind. 
3For thy lovingkindness is before mine eyes; 
And I have walked in thy truth. 
4I have not sat with men of falsehood; 
Neither will I go in with dissemblers. 
5I hate the assembly of evil-doers, 
And will not sit with the wicked. 
6I will wash my hands in innocency: 
So will I compass thine altar, O Jehovah; 
7That I may make the voice of thanksgiving to be heard, 
And tell of all thy wondrous works. 
8Jehovah, I love the habitation of thy house, 
And the place where thy glory dwelleth. 
9Gather not my soul with sinners, 
Nor my life with men of blood; 
10In whose hands is wickedness, 
And their right hand is full of bribes. 
11But as for me, I will walk in mine integrity: 
Redeem me, and be merciful unto me. 
12My foot standeth in an even place: 
In the congregations will I bless Jehovah. 
 
PSALMS 27 
A Psalm of David. 
1Jehovah is my light and my salvation; 
Whom shall I fear? 
Jehovah is the strength of my life; 
Of whom shall I be afraid? 



2When evil-doers came upon me to eat up my flesh, 
Even mine adversaries and my foes, they stumbled and fell. 
3Though a host should encamp against me, 
My heart shall not fear: 
Though war should rise against me, 
Even then will I be confident. 
4One thing have I asked of Jehovah, that will I seek after: 
That I may dwell in the house of Jehovah all the days of my life, 
To behold the beauty of Jehovah, 
And to inquire in his temple. 
5For in the day of trouble he will keep me secretly in his pavilion: 
In the covert of his tabernacle will he hide me; 
He will lift me up upon a rock. 
6And now shall my head be lifted up above mine enemies round about me; 
And I will offer in his tabernacle sacrifices of joy; 
I will sing, yea, I will sing praises unto Jehovah. 
7Hear, O Jehovah, when I cry with my voice: 
Have mercy also upon me, and answer me. 
8 When thou saidst, Seek ye my face; my heart said unto thee, 
Thy face, Jehovah, will I seek. 
9Hide not thy face from me; 
Put not thy servant away in anger: 
Thou hast been my help; 
Cast me not off, neither forsake me, O God of my salvation. 
10When my father and my mother forsake me, 
Then Jehovah will take me up. 
11Teach me thy way, O Jehovah; 
And lead me in a plain path, 
Because of mine enemies. 
12Deliver me not over unto the will of mine adversaries: 
For false witnesses are risen up against me, 
And such as breathe out cruelty. 
13 I had fainted, unless I had believed to see the goodness of Jehovah 
In the land of the living. 
14Wait for Jehovah: 
Be strong, and let thy heart take courage; 
Yea, wait thou for Jehovah. 
 
PSALMS 28 
A Psalm of David. 
1Unto thee, O Jehovah, will I call: 
My rock, be not thou deaf unto me; 
Lest, if thou be silent unto me, 
I become like them that go down into the pit. 



2Hear the voice of my supplications, when I cry unto thee, 
When I lift up my hands toward thy holy oracle. 
3Draw me not away with the wicked, 
And with the workers of iniquity; 
That speak peace with their neighbors, 
But mischief is in their hearts. 
4Give them according to their work, and according to the wickedness of their doings: 
Give them after the operation of their hands; 
Render to them their desert. 
5Because they regard not the works of Jehovah, 
Nor the operation of his hands, 
He will break them down and not build them up. 
6Blessed be Jehovah, 
Because he hath heard the voice of my supplications. 
7Jehovah is my strength and my shield; 
My heart hath trusted in him, and I am helped: 
Therefore my heart greatly rejoiceth; 
And with my song will I praise him. 
8Jehovah is their strength, 
And he is a stronghold of salvation to his anointed. 
9Save thy people, and bless thine inheritance: 
Be their shepherd also, and bear them up for ever. 
 
PSALMS 29 
A Psalm of David. 
1Ascribe unto Jehovah, O ye sons of the mighty, 
Ascribe unto Jehovah glory and strength. 
2Ascribe unto Jehovah the glory due unto his name; 
Worship Jehovah in holy array. 
3The voice of Jehovah is upon the waters: 
The God of glory thundereth, 
Even Jehovah upon many waters. 
4The voice of Jehovah is powerful; 
The voice of Jehovah is full of majesty. 
5The voice of Jehovah breaketh the cedars; 
Yea, Jehovah breaketh in pieces the cedars of Lebanon. 
6He maketh them also to skip like a calf; 
Lebanon and Sirion like a young wild-ox. 
7The voice of Jehovah cleaveth the flames of fire. 
8The voice of Jehovah shaketh the wilderness; 
Jehovah shaketh the wilderness of Kadesh. 
9The voice of Jehovah maketh the hinds to calve, 
And strippeth the forests bare: 
And in his temple everything saith, Glory. 



10Jehovah sat as King at the Flood; 
Yea, Jehovah sitteth as King for ever. 
11Jehovah will give strength unto his people; 
Jehovah will bless his people with peace. 
 
PSALMS 30 
A Psalm; a Song at the Dedication of the House. A Psalm of David. 
1I will extol thee, O Jehovah; for thou hast raised me up, 
And hast not made my foes to rejoice over me. 
2O Jehovah my God, 
I cried unto thee, and thou hast healed me. 
3O Jehovah, thou hast brought up my soul from Sheol; 
Thou hast kept me alive, that I should not go down to the pit. 
4Sing praise unto Jehovah, O ye saints of his, 
And give thanks to his holy memorial name. 
5For his anger is but for a moment; 
His favor is for a life-time: 
Weeping may tarry for the night, 
But joy cometh in the morning. 
6As for me, I said in my prosperity, 
I shall never be moved. 
7Thou, Jehovah, of thy favor hadst made my mountain to stand strong: 
Thou didst hide thy face; I was troubled. 
8I cried to thee, O Jehovah; 
And unto Jehovah I made supplication: 
9What profit is there in my blood, when I go down to the pit? 
Shall the dust praise thee? shall it declare thy truth? 
10Hear, O Jehovah, and have mercy upon me: 
Jehovah, be thou my helper. 
11Thou hast turned for me my mourning into dancing; 
Thou hast loosed my sackcloth, and girded me with gladness; 
12To the end that my glory may sing praise to thee, and not be silent. 
O Jehovah my God, I will give thanks unto thee for ever. 
 
PSALMS 31 
For the Chief Musician. A Psalm of David. 
1In thee, O Jehovah, do I take refuge; 
Let me never be put to shame: 
Deliver me in thy righteousness. 
2Bow down thine ear unto me; deliver me speedily: 
Be thou to me a strong rock, 
A house of defence to save me. 
3For thou art my rock and my fortress; 
Therefore for thy name’s sake lead me and guide me. 



4Pluck me out of the net that they have laid privily for me; 
For thou art my stronghold. 
5Into thy hand I commend my spirit: 
Thou hast redeemed me, O Jehovah, thou God of truth. 
6I hate them that regard lying vanities; 
But I trust in Jehovah. 
7I will be glad and rejoice in thy lovingkindness; 
For thou hast seen my affliction: 
Thou hast known my soul in adversities; 
8And thou hast not shut me up into the hand of the enemy; 
Thou hast set my feet in a large place. 
9Have mercy upon me, O Jehovah, for I am in distress: 
Mine eye wasteth away with grief, yea, my soul and my body. 
10For my life is spent with sorrow, 
And my years with sighing: 
My strength faileth because of mine iniquity, 
And my bones are wasted away. 
11Because of all mine adversaries I am become a reproach, 
Yea, unto my neighbors exceedingly, 
And a fear to mine acquaintance: 
They that did see me without fled from me. 
12I am forgotten as a dead man out of mind: 
I am like a broken vessel. 
13For I have heard the defaming of many, 
Terror on every side: 
While they took counsel together against me, 
They devised to take away my life. 
14But I trusted in thee, O Jehovah: 
I said, Thou art my God. 
15My times are in thy hand: 
Deliver me from the hand of mine enemies, and from them that persecute me. 
16Make thy face to shine upon thy servant: 
Save me in thy lovingkindness. 
17Let me not be put to shame, O Jehovah; for I have called upon thee: 
Let the wicked be put to shame, let them be silent in Sheol. 
18Let the lying lips be dumb, 
Which speak against the righteous insolently, 
With pride and contempt. 
19Oh how great is thy goodness, 
Which thou hast laid up for them that fear thee, 
Which thou hast wrought for them that take refuge in thee, 
Before the sons of men! 
20In the covert of thy presence wilt thou hide them from the plottings of man: 
Thou wilt keep them secretly in a pavilion from the strife of tongues. 



21Blessed be Jehovah; 
For he hath showed me his marvellous lovingkindness in a strong city. 
22As for me, I said in my haste, 
I am cut off from before thine eyes: 
Nevertheless thou heardest the voice of my supplications, 
When I cried unto thee. 
23Oh love Jehovah, all ye his saints: 
Jehovah preserveth the faithful, 
And plentifully rewardeth him that dealeth proudly. 
24Be strong, and let your heart take courage, 
All ye that hope in Jehovah. 
 
PSALMS 32 
A Psalm of David. Maschil. 
1Blessed is he whose transgression is forgiven, 
Whose sin is covered. 
2Blessed is the man unto whom Jehovah imputeth not iniquity, 
And in whose spirit there is no guile. 
3When I kept silence, my bones wasted away 
Through my groaning all the day long. 
4For day and night thy hand was heavy upon me: 
My moisture was changed as with the drought of summer. 
[Selah 
5I acknowledged my sin unto thee, 
And mine iniquity did I not hide: 
I said, I will confess my transgressions unto Jehovah; 
And thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin. 
[Selah 
6For this let every one that is godly pray unto thee in a time when thou mayest be found: 
Surely when the great waters overflow they shall not reach unto him. 
7Thou art my hiding-place; thou wilt preserve me from trouble; 
Thou wilt compass me about with songs of deliverance. 
[Selah 
8I will instruct thee and teach thee in the way which thou shalt go: 
I will counsel thee with mine eye upon thee. 
9Be ye not as the horse, or as the mule, which have no understanding; 
Whose trappings must be bit and bridle to hold them in, 
Else they will not come near unto thee. 
10Many sorrows shall be to the wicked; 
But he that trusteth in Jehovah, lovingkindness shall compass him about. 
11Be glad in Jehovah, and rejoice, ye righteous; 
And shout for joy, all ye that are upright in heart. 
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