
July 15– “Of the Food and Diet of the English” by 
William Harrison (1587) 

The situation of our region, lying near unto the north, doth cause the heat of our 
stomachs to be of somewhat greater force: therefore our bodies do crave a little more ample 
nourishment than the inhabitants of the hotter regions are accustomed withal, whose digestive 
force is not altogether so vehement, because their internal heat is not so strong as ours, which 
is kept in by the coldness of the air that from time to time (especially in winter) doth environ our 
bodies. 
 

It is no marvel therefore that our tables are oftentimes more plentifully garnished than 
those of other nations, and this trade hath continued with us even since the very beginning. For, 
before the Romans found out and knew the way unto our country, our predecessors fed largely 
upon flesh and milk, whereof there was great abundance in this isle, because they applied their 
chief studies unto pasturage and feeding. After this manner also did our Welsh Britons order 
themselves in their diet so long as they lived of themselves, but after they became to be united 
and made equal with the English they framed their appetites to live after our manner, so that at 
this day there is very little difference between us in our diets. 
 

In Scotland likewise they have given themselves (of late years to speak of) unto very 
ample and large diet, wherein as for some respect nature doth make them equal with us, so 
otherwise they far exceed us in over much and distemperate gormandise, and so ingross their 
bodies that divers of them do oft become unapt to any other purpose than to spend their times 
in large tabling and belly cheer. Against this pampering of their carcasses doth Hector Boethius 
in his description of the country very sharply inveigh in the first chapter of that treatise. Henry 
Wardlaw also, bishop of St. Andrews, noting their vehement alteration from competent frugality 
into excessive gluttony to be brought out of England with James the First (who had been long 
time prisoner there under the fourth and fifth Henries, and at his return carried divers English 
gentlemen into his country with him, whom he very honourably preferred there), doth 
vehemently exclaim against the same in open Parliament holden at Perth, 1433, before the 
three estates, and so bringeth his purpose to pass in the end, by force of his learned 
persuasions, that a law was presently made there for the restraint of superfluous diet; amongst 
other things, baked meats (dishes never before this man's days seen in Scotland) were 
generally so provided for by virtue of this Act that it was not lawful for any to eat of the same 
under the degree of a gentleman, and those only but on high and festival days. But, alas, it was 
soon forgotten! 
 

In old time these north Britons did give themselves universally to great abstinence, and 
in time of wars their soldiers would often feed but once or twice at the most in two or three days 
(especially if they held themselves in secret, or could have no issue out of their bogs and 
marshes, through the presence of the enemy), and in this distress they used to eat a certain 
kind of confection, whereof so much as a bean would qualify their hunger above common 
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expectation. In woods moreover they lived with herbs and roots, or, if these shifts served not 
through want of such provision at hand, then used they to creep into the water or said moorish 
plots up unto the chins, and there remain a long time, only to qualify the heats of their stomachs 
by violence, which otherwise would have wrought and been ready to oppress them for hunger 
and want of sustenance. In those days likewise it was taken for a great offence over all to eat 
either goose, hare, or hen, because of a certain superstitious opinion which they had conceived 
of those three creatures; howbeit after that the Romans, I say, had once found an entrance into 
this island it was not long ere open shipwreck was made of this religious observation, so that in 
process of time so well the north and south Britons as the Romans gave over to make such 
difference in meats as they had done before. 
 

From thenceforth also unto our days, and even in this season wherein we live, there is 
no restraint of any meat either for religious sake or public order in England, but it is lawful for 
every man to feed upon whatsoever he is able to purchase, except it be upon those days 
whereon eating of flesh is especially forbidden by the laws of the realm, which order is taken 
only to the end our numbers of cattle may be the better increased and that abundance of fish 
which the sea yieldeth more generally received. Besides this, there is great consideration had in 
making this law for the preservation of the navy and maintenance of convenient numbers of 
seafaring men, both which would otherwise greatly decay if some means were not found 
whereby they might be increased. But, howsoever this case standeth, white meats, milk, butter, 
and cheese (which were never so dear as in my time, and wont to be accounted of as one of the 
chief stays throughout the island) are now reputed as food appertinent only to the inferior sort, 
whilst such as are more wealthy do feed upon the flesh of all kinds of cattle accustomed to be 
eaten, all sorts of fish taken upon our coasts and in our fresh rivers, and such diversity of wild 
and tame fowls as are either bred in our island or brought over unto us from other countries of 
the main. 
 

In number of dishes and change of meat the nobility of England (whose cooks are for the 
most part musical-headed Frenchmen and strangers) do most exceed, sith there is no day in 
manner that passeth over their heads wherein they have not only beef, mutton, veal, lamb, kid, 
pork, cony, capon, pig, or so many of these as the season yieldeth, but also some portion of the 
red or fallow deer, beside great variety of fish and wild fowl, and thereto sundry other delicates 
wherein the sweet hand of the seafaring Portugal is not wanting: so that for a man to dine with 
one of them, and to taste of every dish that standeth before him (which few used to do, but each 
one feedeth upon that mnat him best liketh for the time, the beginning of every dish 
notwithstanding being reserved unto the greatest personage that sitteth at the table, to whom it 
is drawn up still by the waiters as order requireth, and from whom it descendeth again even to 
the lower end, whereby each one may taste thereof), is rather to yield unto a conspiracy with a 
great deal of meat for the speedy suppression of natural health than the use of a necessary 
mean to satisfy himself with a competent repast to sustain his body withal. But, as this large 
feeding is not seen in their guests, no more is it in their own persons; for, sith they have daily 
much resort unto their tables (and many times unlooked for), and thereto retain great numbers 
of servants, it is very requisite and expedient for them to be somewhat plentiful in this behalf. 
 



The chief part likewise of their daily provision is brought in before them (commonly in 
silver vessels, if they be of the degree of barons, bishops, and upwards) and placed on their 
tables, fall should nothing hurt it in such manner; yet it might peradventure bunch or batter it; 
nevertheless that inconvenience were quickly to be redressed by the hammer. But whither am I 
slipped? 
 

The gentlemen and merchants keep much about one rate, and each of them contenteth 
himself with four, five, or six dishes, when they have but small resort, or peradventure with one, 
or two, or three at the most, when they have no strangers to accompany them at their tables. 
And yet their servants have their ordinary diet assigned, beside such as is left at their master's 
boards, and not appointed to be brought thither the second time, which nevertheless is often 
seen, generally in venison, lamb, or some especial dish, whereon the merchantman himself 
liketh to feed when it is cold, or peradventure for sundry causes incident to the feeder is better 
so than if it were warm or hot. To be short, at such times as the merchants do make their 
ordinary oo voluntary feasts, it is a world to see what great provision is made of all manner of 
delicate meats, from every quarter of the country, wherein, beside that they are often 
comparable herein to the nobility of the land, they will seldom regard anything that the butcher 
usually killeth, but reject the same as not worthy to come in place. In such cases also jellies of 
all colours, mixed with a variety in the representation of sundry flowers, herbs, trees, forms of 
beasts, fish, fowls, and fruits, and thereunto marchpane wrought with no small curiosity, tarts of 
divers hues, and sundry denominations, conserves of old fruits, foreign and home-bred, 
suckets, codinacs, marmalades, marchpane, sugar-bread, gingerbread, florentines, wild fowls, 
venison of all sorts, and sundry outlandish confections, altogether seasoned with sugar (which 
Pliny calleth mel ex arundinibus, a device not common nor greatly used in old time at the table, 
but only in medicine, although it grew in Arabia, India, and Sicilia), do generally bear the sway, 
besides infinite devices of our own not possible for me to remember. Of the potato, and such 
venerous roots as are brought out of Spain, Portugal, and the Indies to furnish up our banquets, 
I speak not, wherein our mures 1 of no less force, and to be had about Crosby-Ravenswath, do 
now begin to have place. 
 
[Footnote 1: Sweet cicely, sometimes miscalled myrrh. Mure is the Saxon word. At one time the 
plant was not uncommon as a salad. - W.] 
 

But among all these, the kind of meat which is obtained with most difficulty and costs, is 
commonly taken for the most delicate, and thereupon each guest will soonest desire to feed. 
And as all estates do exceed herein, I mean for strangeness and number of costly dishes, so 
these forget not to use the like excess in wine, insomuch as there is no kind to be had, neither 
anywhere more store of all sorts than in England, although we have none growing with us 
upwards, notwithstanding the daily restraints of the same but yearly to the proportion of 20,000 
or 30,000 tun and brought over unto us, whereof at great meetings there is not some store to be 
had. Neither do I mean this of small wines only, as claret, white, red French, etc., which amount 
to about fifty-six sorts, according to the number of regions from whence they came, but also of 
the thirty kinds of Italian, Grecian, Spanish, Canarian, etc., whereof vernage, catepument, 
raspis, muscadell, romnie, bastard lire, osy caprie, clary, and malmesey, are not least of all 



accompted of, because of their strength and valour. For, as I have said in meat, so, the stronger 
the wine is, the more it is desired, by means whereof, in old time, the best was called 
theologicum, because it was had from the clergy and religious men, unto whose houses many 
of the laity would often send for bottles filled with the same, being sure they would neither drink 
nor be served of the worst, or such as was any ways mingled or brewed by the vinterer: nay, the 
merchant would have thought that his soul should have gone straightway to the devil if he 
should have served them with other than the best. Furthermore, when these have had their 
course which nature yieldeth, sundry sorts of artificial stuff as ypocras and wormwood wine must 
in like manner succeed in their turns, beside stale ale and strong beer, which nevertheless bear 
the greatest brunt in drinking, and are of so many sorts and ages as it pleaseth the brewer to 
make them. 
 

The beer that is used at noblemen's tables in their fixed and standing houses is 
commonly a year old, or peradventure of two years' tunning or more; but this is not general. It is 
also brewed in March, and therefore called March beer; but, for the household, it is usually not 
under a month's age, each one coveting to have the same stale as he may, so that it be not 
sour, and his bread new as is possible, so that it be not hot. 
​  

The artificer and husbandman makes greatest account of such meat as they may 
soonest come by, and have it quickliest ready, except it be in London when the companies of 
every trade do meet on their quarter days, at which time they be nothing inferior to the nobility. 
Their food also consisteth principally in beef, and such meat as the butcher selleth - that is to 
say, mutton, veal, lamb, pork etc., whereof he findeth great store in the markets adjoining, 
beside sows, brawn, bacon, fruit, pies of fruit, fowls of sundry sorts, cheese, butter, eggs, etc., 
as the other wanteth it not at home, by his own provision which is at the best hand, and 
commonly least charge. In feasting also, this latter sort, I mean the husbandmen, do exceed 
after their manner, especially at bridals, purifications of women, and such odd meetings, where 
it is incredible to tell what meat is consumed and spent, each one bringing such a dish, or so 
many with him, as his wife and he do consult upon, but always with this consideration, that the 
lesser friend shall have the better provision. This also is commonly seen at these banquets, that 
the good man of the house is not charged with anything saving bread, drink, sauce, 
house-room, and fire. But the artificers in cities and good towns do deal far otherwise; for, albeit 
that some of them do suffer their jaws to go oft before their claws, and divers of them, by making 
good cheer, do hinder themselves and other men, yet the wiser sort can handle the matter well 
enough in these junketings, and therefore their frugality deserveth commendation. To conclude, 
both the artificer and the husbandman are sufficiently liberal, and very friendly at their tables; 
and, when they meet, they are so merry without malice, and plain without inward Italian or 
French craft and subtlety, that it would do a man good to be in company among them. Herein 
only are the inferior sort somewhat to be blamed, that, being thus assembled, their talk is now 
and then such as savoureth of scurrility and ribaldry, a thing naturally incident to carters and 
clowns, who think themselves not to be merry and welcome if their foolish veins in this behalf be 
never so little restrained. This is moreover to be added in these meetings, that if they happen to 
stumble upon a piece of venison and a cup of wine or very strong beer or ale (which latter they 
commonly provide against their appointed days), they think their cheer so great, and themselves 



to have fared so well, as the Lord Mayor of London, with whom, when their bellies be full, they 
will not often stick to make comparison, because that of a subject there is no public officer of 
any city in Europe that may compare in port and countenance with him during the time of his 
office. 
 

I might here talk somewhat of the great silence that is used at the tables of the 
honourable and wiser sort generally over all the realm (albeit that too much deserveth no 
commendation, for it belongeth to guests neither to be muti nor loquaces 2), likewise of the 
moderate eating and drinking that is daily seen, and finally of the regard that each one hath to 
keep himself from the note of surfeiting and drunkenness (for which cause salt meat, except 
beef, bacon, and pork, are not any whit esteemed, and yet these three may not be much 
powdered); but, as in rehearsal thereof I should commend the nobleman, merchant, and frugal 
artificer, so I could not clear the meaner sort of husbandmen and country inhabitants of very 
much babbling (except it be here and there some odd yeoman), with whom he is thought to be 
the merriest that talketh of most ribaldry or the wisest man that speaketh fastest among them, 
and now and then surfeiting and drunkenness which they rather fall into for want of heed taking 
than wilfully following or delighting in those errors of set mind and purpose. It may be that divers 
of them living at home, with hard and pinching diet, small drink, and some of them having 
scarce enough of that, are soonest overtaken when they come into such banquets; howbeit they 
take it generally as no small disgrace if they happen to be cupshotten, so that it is a grief unto 
them, though now sans remedy, sith the thing is done and past. If the friends also of the 
wealthier sort come to their houses from far, they are commonly so welcome till they depart as 
upon the first day of their coming; whereas in good towns and cities, as London, etc., men 
oftentimes complain of little room, and, in reward of a fat capon or plenty of beef and mutton 
largely bestowed upon them in the country, a cup of wine or beer with a napkin to wipe their lips 
and an "You are heartily welcome!" is thought to be a great entertainment; and therefore the old 
country clerks have framed this saying in that behalf, I mean upon the entertainment of 
townsmen and Londoners after the days of their abode, in this manner: 
 
"Primus jucundus, tollerabilis estque secundus, Tertius est vanus, sed fetet quatriduanus." 
 
[Footnote 2: Neither "silent" nor "garrulous."] 
 

The bread throughout the land is made of such grain as the soil yieldeth; nevertheless 
the gentility commonly provide themselves sufficiently of wheat for their own tables, whilst their 
household and poor neighbours in some shires are forced to content themselves with rye, or 
barley, yea, and in time of dearth, many with bread made either of beans, peas, or oats, or of 
altogether and some acorns among, of which scourge the poorest do soonest taste, sith they 
are least able to provide themselves of better. I will not say that this extremity is oft so well to be 
seen in time of plenty as of dearth, but, if I should, I could easily bring my trial. For, albeit that 
there be much more ground eared now almost in every place than hath been of late years, yet 
such a price of corn continueth in each town and market without any just cause (except it be 
that landlords do get licences to carry corn out of the land only to keep up the prices for their 
own private gains and ruin of the commonwealth), that the artificer and poor labouring man is 



not able to reach unto it, but is driven to content himself with horse corn I mean beans, peas, 
oats, tares, and lentils: and therefore it is a true proverb, and never so well verified as now, that 
"Hunger setteth his first foot into the horse-manger." 3 If the world last awhile after this rate, 
wheat and rye will be no grain for poor men to feed on; and some caterpillars there are that can 
say so much already. 
 
[Footnote 3: A famine at hand is first seen in the horse-manger, when the poor do fall to horse 
corn. - H.] 
 

Of bread made of wheat we have sundry sorts daily brought to the table, whereof the 
first and most excellent is the manchet, which we commonly call white bread, in Latin primarius 
panis, whereof Budeus also speaketh, in his first book De asse; and our good workmen deliver 
commonly such proportion that of the flour of one bushel with another they make forty cast of 
manchet, of which every loaf weigheth eight ounces into the oven, and six ounces out, as I have 
been informed. The second is the cheat or wheaten bread, so named because the colour 
thereof resembleth the grey or yellowish wheat, being clean and well dressed, and out of this is 
the coarsest of the bran (usually called gurgeons or pollard) taken. The ravelled is a kind of 
cheat bread also, but it retaineth more of the gross, and less of the pure substance of the wheat; 
and this, being more slightly wrought up, is used in the halls of the nobility and gentry only, 
whereas the other either is or should be baked in cities and good towns of an appointed size 
(according to such price as the corn doth bear), and by a statute provided by King John in that 
behalf. 4 The ravelled cheat therefore is generally so made that out of one bushel of meal, after 
two and twenty pounds of bran be sifted and taken from it (whereunto they add the gurgeons 
that rise from the manchet), they make thirty cast, every loaf weighing eighteen ounces into the 
oven, and sixteen ounces out; and, beside this, they so handle the matter that to every bushel of 
meal they add only two and twenty, or three and twenty, pound of water, washing also (in some 
houses) their corn before it go to the mill, whereby their manchet bread is more excellent in 
colour, and pleasing to the eye, than otherwise it would be. The next sort is named brown bread, 
of the colour of which we have two sorts one baked up as it cometh from the mill, so that neither 
the bran nor the flour are any whit diminished; this, Celsus called autopirus panis, lib. 2, and 
putteth it in the second place of nourishment. The other hath little or no flour left therein at all, 
howbeit he calleth it Panem Cibarium, and it is not only the worst and weakest of all the other 
sorts, but also appointed in old time for servants, slaves, and the inferior kind of people to feed 
upon. Hereunto likewise, because it is dry and brickle in the working (for it will hardly be made 
up handsomely into loaves), some add a portion of rye meal in our time, whereby the rough 
dryness or dry roughness thereof is somewhat qualified, and then it is named miscelin, that is, 
bread made of mingled corn, albeit that divers do sow or mingle wheat and rye of set purpose at 
the mill, or before it come there, and sell the same at the markets under the aforesaid name. 
 
[Footnote 4: The size of bread is very ill kept or not at all looked unto in the country towns or 
markets. - H.] 
 

In champaign countries much rye and barley bread is eaten, but especially where wheat 
is scant and geson. As for the difference that it is between the summer and winter wheat, most 



husbandmen know it not, sith they are neither acquainted with summer wheat nor winter barley; 
yet here and there I find of both sorts, specially in the north and about Kendal, where they call it 
March wheat, and also of summer rye, but in so small quantities as that I dare not pronounce 
them to be greatly common among us. 
 

Our drink, whose force and continuance is partly touched already, is made of barley, 
water, and hops, sodden and mingled together, by the industry of our brewers in a certain exact 
proportion. But, before our barley do come into their hands, it sustaineth great alteration, and is 
converted into malt, the making whereof I will here set down in such order as my skill therein 
may extend unto (for I am scarce a good maltster), chiefly for that foreign writers have 
attempted to describe the same, and the making of our beer, wherein they have shot so far 
wide, as the quantity of ground was between themselves and their mark. In the meantime bear 
with me, gentle reader ( beseech thee), that lead thee from the description of the plentiful diet of 
our country unto the fond report of a servile trade, or rather from a table delicately furnished into 
a musty malthouse; but such is now thy hap, wherefore I pray thee be contented. 
 

Our malt is made all the year long in some great towns; but in gentlemen's and yeomen's 
houses, who commonly make sufficient for their own expenses only, the winter half is thought 
most meet for that commodity: howbeit the malt that is made when the willow doth bud is 
commonly worst of all. Nevertheless each one endeavoureth to make it of the best barley, which 
is steeped in a cistern, in greater or less quantity, by the space of three days and three nights, 
until it be thoroughly soaked. This being done, the water is drained from it by little and little, till it 
be quite gone. Afterward they take it out, and, laying it upon the clean floor on a round heap, it 
resteth so until it be ready to shoot at the root end, which maltsters call combing. When it 
beginneth therefore to shoot in this manner, they say it is come, and then forthwith they spread 
it abroad, first thick, and afterwards thinner and thinner upon the said floor (as it combeth), and 
there it lieth (with turning every day four or five times) by the space of one and twenty days at 
the least, the workmen not suffering it in any wise to take any heat, whereby the bud end should 
spire, that bringeth forth the blade, and by which oversight or hurt of the stuff itself the malt 
would be spoiled and turn small commodity to the brewer. When it hath gone, or been turned, so 
long upon the floor, they carry it to a kiln covered with hair cloth, where they give it gentle heats 
(after they have spread it there very thin abroad) till it be dry, and in the meanwhile they turn it 
often, that it may be uniformly dried. For the more it be dried (yet must it be done with soft fire) 
the sweeter and better the malt is, and the longer it will continue, whereas, if it be not dried 
down (as they call it), but slackly handled, it will breed a kind of worm called a weevil, which 
groweth in the flour of the corn, and in process of time will so eat out itself that nothing shall 
remain of the grain but even the very rind or husk. 
 

The best malt is tried by the hardness and colour; for, if it look fresh with a yellow hue, 
and thereto will write like a piece of chalk, after you have bitten a kernel in sunder in the midst, 
then you may assure yourself that it is dried down. In some places it is dried at leisure with 
wood alone or straw alone, in others with wood and straw together; but, of all, the straw dried is 
the most excellent. For the wood-dried malt when it is brewed, beside that the drink is higher of 
colour, it doth hurt and annoy the head of him that is not used thereto, because of the smoke. 



Such also as use both indifferently do bark, cleave, and dry their wood in an oven, thereby to 
remove all moisture that should procure the fume; and this malt is in the second place, and, with 
the same likewise, that which is made with dried furze, broom, etc.: whereas, if they also be 
occupied green, they are in manner so prejudicial to the corn as is the moist wood. And thus 
much of our malts, in brewing whereof some grind the same somewhat grossly, and, in seething 
well the liquor that shall be put into it, they add to every nine quarters of malt one of headcorn 
(which consisteth of sundry grain, as wheat and oats ground). But what have I to do with this 
matter, or rather so great a quantity, wherewith I am not acquainted? Nevertheless, sith I have 
taken occasion to speak of brewing, I will exemplify in such a proportion as I am best skilled in, 
because it is the usual rate for mine own family, and once in a month practised by my wife and 
her maid-servants, who proceed withal after this manner, as she hath oft informed me. 
 

Having therefore ground eight bushels of good malt upon our quern, where the toll is 
saved, she addeth unto it half a bushel of wheat meal, and so much of oats small ground, and 
so tempereth or mixeth them with the malt that you cannot easily discern the one from the other; 
otherwise these latter would clunter, fall into lumps, and thereby become unprofitable. The first 
liquor (which is full eighty gallons, according to the proportion of our furnace) she maketh boiling 
hot, and then poureth it softly into the malt, where it resteth (but without stirring) until her second 
liquor be almost ready to boil. This done, she letteth her mash run till the malt be left without 
liquor, or at the leastwise the greatest part of the moisture, which she perceiveth by the stay and 
soft issue thereof; and by this time her second liquor in the furnace is ready to seethe, which is 
put also to the malt, as the first woort also again into the furnace, whereunto she addeth two 
pounds of the best English hops, and so letteth them seethe together by the space of two hours 
in summer or an hour and a half in winter, whereby it getteth an excellent colour, and 
continuance without impeachment or any superfluous tartness. But, before she putteth her first 
woort into the furnace, or mingleth it with the hops, she taketh out a vessel full, of eight or nine 
gallons, which she shutteth up close, and suffereth no air to come into it till it become yellow, 
and this she reserveth by itself unto further use, as shall appear hereafter, calling it brackwoort 
or charwoort, and, as she saith, it addeth also to the colour of the drink, whereby it yieldeth not 
unto amber or fine gold in hue unto the eye. By this time also her second woort is let run; and, 
the first being taken out of the furnace, and placed to cool, she returneth the middle woort unto 
the furnace, where it is stricken over, or from whence it is taken again, when it beginneth to boil, 
and mashed the second time, whilst the third liquor is heat (for there are three liquors), and this 
last put into the furnace, when the second is mashed again. When she hath mashed also the 
last liquor (and set the second to cool by the first), she letteth it run, and then seetheth it again 
with a pound and a half of new hops, or peradventure two pounds, as she seeth cause by the 
goodness or baseness of the hops, and, when it hath sodden, in summer two hours, and in 
winter an hour and a half, she striketh it also, and reserveth it unto mixture with the rest when 
time doth serve therefore. Finally, when she setteth her drink together, she addeth to her 
brackwoort or charwoort half an ounce of arras, and half a quarter of an ounce of bayberries, 
finely powdered, and then, putting the same into her woort, with a handful of wheat flour, she 
proceedeth in such usual order as common brewing requireth. Some, instead of arras and bays, 
add so much long pepper only, but, in her opinion and my liking, it is not so good as the first, 
and hereof we make three hogsheads of good beer, such (I mean) as is meet for poor men as I 



am to live withal, whose small maintenance (for what great thing is forty pounds a year, 
computatis computandis, able to perform?) may endure no deepeer cut, the charges whereof 
groweth in this manner. I value my malt at ten shillings, my wood at four shillings (which I buy), 
my hops at twenty pence, the spice at twopence, servants' wages two shillings sixpence, with 
meat and drink, and the wearing of my vessel at twenty pence, so that for my twenty shillings I 
have ten score gallons of beer or more, notwithstanding the loss in seething, which some, being 
loth to forego, do not observe the time, and therefore speed thereafter in their success, and 
worthily. The continuance of the drink is always determined after the quantity of the hops, so 
that being well hopt it lasteth longer. For it feedeth upon the hop, and holdeth out so long as the 
force of the same continueth, which being extinguished, the drink must be spent, or else it dieth 
and becometh of no value. 
 

In this trade also our brewers observe very diligently the nature of the water, which they 
daily occupy, and soil through which it passeth, for all waters are not of like goodness, sith the 
fattest standing water is always the best; for, although the waters that run by clalk or cledgy soils 
be good, and next unto the Thames water, which is the most excellent, yet the water that 
standeth in either of these is the best for us that dwell in the country, as whereon the sun lieth 
longest, and fattest fish is bred. But, of all other, the fenny and marsh is the worst, and the 
clearest spring water next unto it. In this business therefore the skilful workman doth redeem the 
iniquity of that element, by changing of his proportions, which trouble in ale (sometime our only, 
but now taken with many for old and sick men's drink) is never seen nor heard of. Howbeit, as 
the beer well sodden in the brewing, and stale, is clear and well coloured as muscadel or 
malvesey, or rather yellow as the gold noble, as our pot-knights call it, so our ale, which is not at 
all or very little sodden, and without hops, is more thick, fulsome, and of no such continuance, 
which are three notable things to be considered in that liquor. But what for that? Certes I know 
some ale-knights so much addicted thereunto that they will not cease from morrow until even to 
visit the same, cleansing house after house, till they defile themselves, and either fall quite 
under the board, or else, not daring to stir from their stools sit still pinking with their narrow eyes, 
as half sleeping, till the fume of their adversary be digested that he may go to it afresh. Such 
slights also have the alewives for the utterance of this drink that they will mix it with rosen and 
salt; but if you heat a knife red-hot, and quench it in the ale so near the bottom of the pot as you 
can put it, you shall see the rosen come forth hanging on the knife. As for the force of salt, it is 
well known by the effect, for the more the drinker tippleth, the more he may, and so doth he 
carry off a dry drunken noll to bed with him, except his luck be the better. But to my purpose. 
 

In some places of England there is a kind of drink made of apples which they call cider 
or pomage, but that of pears is called perry, and both are ground and pressed in presses made 
for the nonce. Certes these two are very common in Sussex, Kent, Worcester, and other steeds 
where these sorts of fruit do abound, howbeit they are not their only drink at all times, but 
referred unto the delicate sorts of drink, as metheglin is in Wales, whereof the Welshmen make 
no less account (and not without cause, if it be well handled) than the Greeks did of their 
ambrosia or nectar, which for the pleasantness thereof was supposed to be such as the gods 
themselves did delight in. There is a kind of swish-swash made also in Essex, and divers other 
places, with honeycombhs and water, which the homely country wives, putting some pepper 



and a little other spice among, call mead, very good in mine opinion for such as love to be loose 
bodied at large, or a little eased of the cough. Otherwise it differeth so much from the true 
metheglin as chalk from cheese. Truly it is nothing else but the washing of the combs, when the 
honey is wrung out, and one of the best things that I know belonging thereto is that they spend 
but little labour, and less cost, in making of the same, and therefore no great loss if it were never 
occupied. Hitherto of the diet of my countrymen, and somewhat more at large peradventure 
than many men will like of, wherefore I think good now to finish this tractation, and so will I when 
I have added a few other things incident unto that which goeth before, whereby the whole 
process of the same shall fully be delivered, and my promise to my friend 5 in this behalf 
performed. 
 
[Footnote 5: Holinshed. This occurs in the last of Harrison's prefatory matter. - W.] 
 

Heretofore there hath been much more time spent in eating and drinking than commonly 
is in these days; for whereas of old we had breakfast in the forenoon, beverages or nunchions 6 
after dinner, and thereto rear suppers generally when it was time to go to rest ( a toy brought 
into England by hardy Canutus, and a custom whereof Athenaeus also speaketh, lib. I, albeit 
Hippocrates speaks but of twice at the most, lib. 2, De rat vict. in feb ac). Now, these odd 
repasts - thanked be God! - are very well left, and each one in manner (except here and there 
some young, hungry stomach that cannot fast till dinner-time) contenteth himself with dinner and 
supper only. The Normans, misliking the gormandise of Canutus, ordained after their arrival that 
no table should be covered above once in the day, which Huntingdon imputeth to their avarice; 
but in the end, either waxing weary of their own frugality, or suffering the cockle of old custom to 
overgrow the good corn of their new constitution, they fell to such liberty that in often-feeding 
they surmounted Canutus surnamed the Hardy. For, whereas he covered his table but three or 
four times in the day, these spread their cloths five or six times, and in such wise as I before 
rehearsed. They brought in also the custom of long and stately sitting at meat, whereby their 
feasts resembled those ancient pontifical banquets whereof Macrobius speaketh (lib. 3, cap. 
13), and Pliny (lib. 10, cap. 10), and which for sumptuousness of fare, long sitting, and curiosity 
shewed in the same, exceeded all other men's feasting; which fondness is not yet left with us, 
notwithstanding that it proveth very beneficial for the physicians, who most abound where most 
excess and misgovernment of our bodies do appear, although it be a great expense of time, and 
worthy of reprehension. For the nobility, gentlemen, and merchantmen, especially at great 
meetings, do sit commonly till two or three of the clock at afternoon, so that with many it is a 
hard matter to rise from the table to go to evening prayer, and return from thence to come time 
enough to supper. 7 . . . 
 
[Footnote 6: This word is not obsolete. South-coast countrymen still eat nuntions and not 
luncheons. - W.] 
 
[Footnote 7: Here follows a disquisition upon the table practices of the ancients. - W.] 
 
With us the nobility, gentry, and students do ordinarily go to dinner at eleven before noon, and to 
supper at five, or between five and six at afternoon. The merchants dine and sup seldom before 



twelve at noon, and six at night, especially in London. The husbandmen dine also at high noon 
as they call it, and sup at seven or eight; but out of the term in our universities the scholars dine 
at ten. As for the poorest sort they generally dine and sup when they may, so that to talk of their 
order of repast it were but a needless matter. I might here take occasion also to set down the 
variety used by antiquity in their beginnings of their diets, wherein almost every nation had a 
several fashion, some beginning of custom (as we do in summer time) with salads at supper, 
and some ending with lettuce, some making their entry with eggs, and shutting up their tables 
with mulberries, as we do with fruit and conceits of all sorts. Divers (as the old Romans) began 
with a few crops of rue, as the Venetians did with the fish called gobius; the Belgaes with butter, 
or (as we do yet also) with butter and eggs upon fish days. But whereas we commonly begin 
with the most gross food, and end with the most delicate, the Scot, thinking much to leave the 
best for his menial servants, maketh his entrance at the best, so that he is sure thereby to leave 
the worst. We use also our wines by degrees, so that the hostess cometh last to the table: but to 
stand upon such toys would spend much time, and turn to small profit. Wherefore I will deal with 
other things more necessary for this turn. 

 



July 16– From the Quran translated by E. H. Palmer 
THE CHAPTER OF MARY. 
(XIX. Mecca.) 
IN the name of the merciful and compassionate God. 
 

K. H. Y. ‘H. Z. The mention of thy Lord's mercy to His servant Zachariah, when he called 
on his Lord with a secret calling. Said he, 'My Lord! verily, my bones are weak, and my head 
flares with hoariness;--and I never was unfortunate in my prayers to Thee, my Lord! But I fear 
my heirs after me, and my wife is barren; then grant me from Thee a successor, to be my heir 
and the heir of the family of Jacob, and make him, my Lord! acceptable.' 
 

'O Zachariah! verily, we give thee glad tidings of a son, whose name shall be John. We 
never made a namesake of his before.' 
 

Said he, 'My Lord! how can I have a son, when my wife is barren, and I have reached 
through old age to decrepitude?' 
 

He said, 'Thus says thy Lord, It is easy for Me, for I created thee at first when yet thou 
wast nothing.' 
 

Said he, 'O my Lord! make for me a sign.' He said, 'Thy sign is that thou shalt not speak 
to men for three nights (though) sound.' 
 

Then he went forth unto his people from the chamber, and he made signs to them: 
'Celebrate (God's) praises morning and evening!' 
 

'O John! take the Book with strength;' and we gave him judgment when a boy, and grace 
from us, and purity; and he was pious and righteous to his parents, and was not a rebellious 
tyrant. 
 

So peace upon him the day he was born, and the day he died, and the day he shall be 
raised up alive. 
 

And mention, in the Book, Mary; when she retired from her family into an eastern place; 
and she took a veil (to screen herself) from them; and we sent unto her our spirit; and he took 
for her the semblance of a well-made man. Said she, 'Verily, I take refuge in the Merciful One 
from thee, if thou art pious.' Said he, 'I am only a messenger of thy Lord to bestow on thee a 
pure boy.' 
 

Said she, 'How can I have a boy when no man has touched me, and when I am no 
harlot?' He said, 'Thus says thy Lord, It is easy for Me! and we will make him a sign unto man, 
and a mercy from us; for it is a decided matter.' 
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So she conceived him, and she retired with him into a remote place. And the labour 
pains came upon her at the trunk of a palm tree, and she said, 'O that I had died before this, and 
been forgotten out of mind!' and he called to her from beneath her, 'Grieve not, for thy Lord has 
placed a stream beneath thy feet; and shake towards thee the trunk of the palm tree, it will drop 
upon thee fresh dates fit to gather; so eat, and drink, and cheer thine eye; and if thou shouldst 
see any mortal say, "Verily, I have vowed to the Merciful One a fast, and I will not speak to-day 
with a human being."' 
 

Then she brought it to her people, carrying it; said they, 'O Mary! thou hast done an 
extraordinary thing! O sister of Aaron! thy father was not a bad man, nor was thy mother a 
harlot!' 
 

And she pointed to him, and they said, 'How are we to speak with one who is in the 
cradle a child?' He said, 'Verily, I am a servant of God; He has brought me the Book, and He has 
made me a prophet, and He has made me blessed wherever I be; and He has required of me 
prayer and almsgiving so long as I live, and piety towards my mother, and has not made me a 
miserable tyrant; and peace upon me the day I was born, and the day I die, and the day I shall 
be raised up alive.' 
 

That is, Jesus the son of Mary,--by the word of truth whereon ye do dispute! 
 

God could not take to himself any son! celebrated be His praise! when He decrees a 
matter He only says to it, 'BE,' and it is; and, verily, God is my Lord and your Lord, so worship 
Him; this is the right way. 
 

And the parties have disagreed amongst themselves, but woe to those who disbelieve, 
from the witnessing of the mighty day! they can hear and they can see , on the day when they 
shall come to us; but the evildoers are to-day in obvious error! 
 

And warn them of the day of sighing, when the matter is decreed while they are 
heedless, and while they do not believe. 
 

Verily, we will inherit the earth and all who are upon it, and unto us shall they return! 
 

And mention, in the Book, Abraham; verily, he was a confessor,--a prophet. When he 
said to his father, 'O my sire! why dost thou worship what can neither hear nor see nor avail thee 
aught? O my sire! verily, to me has come knowledge which has not come to thee; then follow 
me, and I will guide thee to a level way. 
 

'O my sire! serve not Satan; verily, Satan is ever a rebel against the Merciful. O my sire! 
verily, I fear that there may touch thee torment from the Merciful, and that thou mayest be a 
client of Satan.' 
 



Said he, 'What! art thou averse from my gods, O Abraham? verily, if thou dost not desist 
I will certainly stone thee; but get thee gone from me for a time!' 
 

Said he, 'Peace be upon thee! I will ask forgiveness for thee from my Lord; verily, He is 
very gracious to me: but I will part from you and what ye call on beside God, and will pray my 
Lord that I be not unfortunate in my prayer to my Lord.' 
 

And when he had parted from them and what they served beside God, we granted him 
Isaac and Jacob, and each of them we made a prophet; and we granted them of our mercy, and 
we made the tongue of truth lofty for them 1. 
 

And mention, in the Book, Moses; verily, he was sincere, and was an apostle,--a 
prophet. We called him from the right side of the mountain; and we made him draw nigh unto us 
to commune with him, and we granted him, of our mercy, his brother Aaron as a prophet. 
 

And mention, in the Book, Ishmael; verily, he was true to his promise, and was an 
apostle,--a prophet; and he used to bid his people prayers and almsgiving, and was acceptable 
in the sight of his Lord. 
 

And mention, in the Book, Idrîs ; verily, he was a confessor,--a prophet; and we raised 
him to a lofty place. 
 

These are those to whom God has been gracious, of the prophets of the seed of Adam, 
and of those whom we bore with Noah, and of the seed of Abraham and Israel, and of those we 
guided and elected; when the signs of the Merciful are read to them, they fall down adoring and 
weeping. 
 

And successors succeeded them, who lost sight of prayer and followed lusts, but they 
shall at length find themselves going wrong, except such as repent and believe and act aright; 
for these shall enter Paradise, and shall not be wronged at all,--gardens of Eden, which the 
Merciful has promised to His servants in the unseen; verily, His promise ever comes to pass! 
 

They shall hear no empty talk therein, but only 'peace;' and they shall have their 
provision therein, morning and evening; that is Paradise which we will give for an inheritance to 
those of our servants who are pious! 
 

We do not descend  save at the bidding of thy Lord; His is what is before us, and what is 
behind us, and what is between those; for thy Lord is never forgetful,--the Lord of the heavens 
and the earth, and of what is between the two; then serve Him and persevere in His service. 
Dost thou know a namesake of His? 
 

Man will say, 'What! when I have died shall I then come forth alive? Does not man then 
remember that we created him before when he was naught?' 
 



And by thy Lord! we will surely gather them together, and the devils too; then we will 
surely bring them forward around hell, on their knees! 
 

Then we will drag off from every sect whichever of them has been most bold against the 
Merciful. 
 

Then we know best which of them deserves most to be broiled therein. 
 

There is not one of you who will not go down to it,--that is settled and decided by thy 
Lord. 
 

Then we will save those who fear us; but we will leave the evildoers therein on their 
knees. 
 

And when our signs are recited to them manifest, those who misbelieve say to those 
who believe, Which of the two parties is best placed and in the best company?' 
 

And how many generations before them have we destroyed who were better off in 
property and appearance? 
 

Say, 'Whosoever is in error, let the Merciful extend to him length of days!--until they see 
what they are threatened with, whether it be the torment or whether it be the Hour, then they 
shall know who is worse placed and weakest in forces!' 
 

And those who are guided God will increase in guidance. 
 

And enduring good works are best with thy Lord for a reward, and best for restoration. 
 

Hast thou seen him who disbelieves in our signs, and says, 'I shall surely be given 
wealth and children?' 
 

Has he become acquainted with the unseen, or has he taken a compact with the 
Merciful? Not so! We will write down what he says, and we will extend to him a length of 
torment, and we will make him inherit what he says, and he shall come to us alone. They take 
other gods besides God to be their glory. Not so! They shall deny their worship and shall be 
opponents of theirs! 
 

Dost thou not see that we have sent the devils against the misbelievers, to drive them on 
to sin? but, be not thou hasty with them. Verily, we will number them a number (of days),--the 
day when we will gather the pious to the Merciful as ambassadors, and we will drive the sinners 
to hell like [paragraph continues](herds) to water! They shall not possess intercession, save he 
who has taken a compact with the Merciful. 
 



They say, 'The Merciful has taken to Himself a son:'--ye have brought a monstrous thing! 
The heavens well-nigh burst asunder thereat, and the earth is riven, and the mountains fall 
down broken, that they attribute to the Merciful a son! but it becomes not the Merciful to take to 
Himself a son! there is none in the heavens or the earth but comes to the Merciful as a servant; 
He counts them and numbers them by number,  and they are all coming to Him on the 
resurrection day singly. 
 

Verily, those who believe and act aright, to them the Merciful will give love. 
 

We have only made it easy for thy tongue that thou mayest thereby give glad tidings to 
the pious, and warn thereby a contentious people. 
 

How many a generation before them have we destroyed? Canst thou find any one of 
them, or hear a whisper of them? 
 
 

 



July 17– Phaedra by Jean Baptiste Racine (1677) 
translated by Robert Bruce Boswell 
PHAEDRA 
CHARACTERS 
 
     THESEUS, son of Aegeus and King of Athens. 
     PHAEDRA, wife of Theseus and Daughter of Minos and Pasiphae. 
     HIPPOLYTUS, son of Theseus and Antiope, Queen of the Amazons. 
     ARICIA, Princess of the Blood Royal of Athens. 
     OENONE, nurse of Phaedra. 
     THERAMENES, tutor of Hippolytus. 
     ISMENE, bosom friend of Aricia. 
     PANOPE, waiting-woman of Phaedra. 
     GUARDS. 
The scene is laid at Troezen, a town of the Peloponnesus. 
 
 
 
 
ACT I 
          SCENE I 
          HIPPOLYTUS, THERAMENES 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          My mind is settled, dear Theramenes, 
          And I can stay no more in lovely Troezen. 
          In doubt that racks my soul with mortal anguish, 
          I grow ashamed of such long idleness. 
          Six months and more my father has been gone, 
          And what may have befallen one so dear 
          I know not, nor what corner of the earth 
          Hides him. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          And where, prince, will you look for him? 
          Already, to content your just alarm, 
          Have I not cross'd the seas on either side 
          Of Corinth, ask'd if aught were known of Theseus 
          Where Acheron is lost among the Shades, 
          Visited Elis, doubled Toenarus, 
          And sail'd into the sea that saw the fall 
          Of Icarus? Inspired with what new hope, 
          Under what favour'd skies think you to trace 
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          His footsteps? Who knows if the King, your father, 
          Wishes the secret of his absence known? 
          Perchance, while we are trembling for his life, 
          The hero calmly plots some fresh intrigue, 
          And only waits till the deluded fair— 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          Cease, dear Theramenes, respect the name 
          Of Theseus. Youthful errors have been left 
          Behind, and no unworthy obstacle 
          Detains him. Phaedra long has fix'd a heart 
          Inconstant once, nor need she fear a rival. 
          In seeking him I shall but do my duty, 
          And leave a place I dare no longer see. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          Indeed! When, prince, did you begin to dread 
          These peaceful haunts, so dear to happy childhood, 
          Where I have seen you oft prefer to stay, 
          Rather than meet the tumult and the pomp 
          Of Athens and the court? What danger shun you, 
          Or shall I say what grief? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          That happy time 
          Is gone, and all is changed, since to these shores 
          The gods sent Phaedra. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          I perceive the cause 
          Of your distress. It is the queen whose sight 
          Offends you. With a step-dame's spite she schemed 
          Your exile soon as she set eyes on you. 
          But if her hatred is not wholly vanish'd, 
          It has at least taken a milder aspect. 
          Besides, what danger can a dying woman, 
          One too who longs for death, bring on your head? 
          Can Phaedra, sick'ning of a dire disease 
          Of which she will not speak, weary of life 
          And of herself, form any plots against you? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          It is not her vain enmity I fear, 
          Another foe alarms Hippolytus. 



          I fly, it must be own'd, from young Aricia, 
          The sole survivor of an impious race. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          What! You become her persecutor too! 
          The gentle sister of the cruel sons 
          Of Pallas shared not in their perfidy; 
          Why should you hate such charming innocence? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          I should not need to fly, if it were hatred. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          May I, then, learn the meaning of your flight? 
          Is this the proud Hippolytus I see, 
          Than whom there breathed no fiercer foe to love 
          And to that yoke which Theseus has so oft 
          Endured? And can it be that Venus, scorn'd 
          So long, will justify your sire at last? 
          Has she, then, setting you with other mortals, 
          Forced e'en Hippolytus to offer incense 
          Before her? Can you love? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          Friend, ask me not. 
          You, who have known my heart from infancy 
          And all its feelings of disdainful pride, 
          Spare me the shame of disavowing all 
          That I profess'd. Born of an Amazon, 
          The wildness that you wonder at I suck'd 
          With mother's milk. When come to riper age, 
          Reason approved what Nature had implanted. 
          Sincerely bound to me by zealous service, 
          You told me then the story of my sire, 
          And know how oft, attentive to your voice, 
          I kindled when I heard his noble acts, 
          As you described him bringing consolation 
          To mortals for the absence of Alcides, 
          The highways clear'd of monsters and of robbers, 
          Procrustes, Cercyon, Sciro, Sinnis slain, 
          The Epidaurian giant's bones dispersed, 
          Crete reeking with the blood of Minotaur. 
          But when you told me of less glorious deeds, 
          Troth plighted here and there and everywhere, 



          Young Helen stolen from her home at Sparta, 
          And Periboea's tears in Salamis, 
          With many another trusting heart deceived 
          Whose very names have 'scaped his memory, 
          Forsaken Ariadne to the rocks 
          Complaining, last this Phaedra, bound to him 
          By better ties,—you know with what regret 
          I heard and urged you to cut short the tale, 
          Happy had I been able to erase 
          From my remembrance that unworthy part 
          Of such a splendid record. I, in turn, 
          Am I too made the slave of love, and brought 
          To stoop so low? The more contemptible 
          That no renown is mine such as exalts 
          The name of Theseus, that no monsters quell'd 
          Have given me a right to share his weakness. 
          And if my pride of heart must needs be humbled, 
          Aricia should have been the last to tame it. 
          Was I beside myself to have forgotten 
          Eternal barriers of separation 
          Between us? By my father's stern command 
          Her brethren's blood must ne'er be reinforced 
          By sons of hers; he dreads a single shoot 
          From stock so guilty, and would fain with her 
          Bury their name, that, even to the tomb 
          Content to be his ward, for her no torch 
          Of Hymen may be lit. Shall I espouse 
          Her rights against my sire, rashly provoke 
          His wrath, and launch upon a mad career— 
 
          THERAMENES 
          The gods, dear prince, if once your hour is come, 
          Care little for the reasons that should guide us. 
          Wishing to shut your eyes, Theseus unseals them; 
          His hatred, stirring a rebellious flame 
          Within you, lends his enemy new charms. 
          And, after all, why should a guiltless passion 
          Alarm you? Dare you not essay its sweetness, 
          But follow rather a fastidious scruple? 
          Fear you to stray where Hercules has wander'd? 
          What heart so stout that Venus has not vanquish'd? 
          Where would you be yourself, so long her foe, 
          Had your own mother, constant in her scorn 
          Of love, ne'er glowed with tenderness for Theseus? 



          What boots it to affect a pride you feel not? 
          Confess it, all is changed; for some time past 
          You have been seldom seen with wild delight 
          Urging the rapid car along the strand, 
          Or, skilful in the art that Neptune taught, 
          Making th' unbroken steed obey the bit; 
          Less often have the woods return'd our shouts; 
          A secret burden on your spirits cast 
          Has dimm'd your eye. How can I doubt you love? 
          Vainly would you conceal the fatal wound. 
          Has not the fair Aricia touch'd your heart? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          Theramenes, I go to find my father. 
 
          THERAMENES 
          Will you not see the queen before you start, 
          My prince? 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          That is my purpose: you can tell her. 
          Yes, I will see her; duty bids me do it. 
          But what new ill vexes her dear Oenone? 
          SCENE II 
          HIPPOLYTUS, OENONE, THERAMENES 
          OENONE 
          Alas, my lord, what grief was e'er like mine? 
          The queen has almost touch'd the gates of death. 
          Vainly close watch I keep by day and night, 
          E'en in my arms a secret malady 
          Slays her, and all her senses are disorder'd. 
          Weary yet restless from her couch she rises, 
          Pants for the outer air, but bids me see 
          That no one on her misery intrudes. 
          She comes. 
 
          HIPPOLYTUS 
          Enough. She shall not be disturb'd, 
          Nor be confronted with a face she hates. 
          SCENE III 
          PHAEDRA, OENONE 
          PHAEDRA 
          We have gone far enough. Stay, dear Oenone; 
          Strength fails me, and I needs must rest awhile. 



          My eyes are dazzled with this glaring light 
          So long unseen, my trembling knees refuse 
          Support. Ah me! 
 
          OENONE 
          Would Heaven that our tears 
          Might bring relief! 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Ah, how these cumbrous gauds, 
          These veils oppress me! What officious hand 
          Has tied these knots, and gather'd o'er my brow 
          These clustering coils? How all conspires to add 
          To my distress! 
 
          OENONE 
          What is one moment wish'd, 
          The next, is irksome. Did you not just now, 
          Sick of inaction, bid us deck you out, 
          And, with your former energy recall'd, 
          Desire to go abroad, and see the light 
          Of day once more? You see it, and would fain 
          Be hidden from the sunshine that you sought. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Thou glorious author of a hapless race, 
          Whose daughter 'twas my mother's boast to be, 
          Who well may'st blush to see me in such plight, 
          For the last time I come to look on thee, 
          O Sun! 
 
          OENONE 
          What! Still are you in love with death? 
          Shall I ne'er see you, reconciled to life, 
          Forego these cruel accents of despair? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Would I were seated in the forest's shade! 
          When may I follow with delighted eye, 
          Thro' glorious dust flying in full career, 
          A chariot— 
 
          OENONE 
          Madam? 



 
          PHAEDRA 
          Have I lost my senses? 
          What said I? and where am I? Whither stray 
          Vain wishes? Ah! The gods have made me mad. 
          I blush, Oenone, and confusion covers 
          My face, for I have let you see too clearly 
          The shame of grief that, in my own despite, 
          O'erflows these eyes of mine. 
 
          OENONE 
          If you must blush, 
          Blush at a silence that inflames your woes. 
          Resisting all my care, deaf to my voice, 
          Will you have no compassion on yourself, 
          But let your life be ended in mid course? 
          What evil spell has drain'd its fountain dry? 
          Thrice have the shades of night obscured the heav'ns 
          Since sleep has enter'd thro' your eyes, and thrice 
          The dawn has chased the darkness thence, since food 
          Pass'd your wan lips, and you are faint and languid. 
          To what dread purpose is your heart inclined? 
          How dare you make attempts upon your life, 
          And so offend the gods who gave it you, 
          Prove false to Theseus and your marriage vows, 
          Ay, and betray your most unhappy children, 
          Bending their necks yourself beneath the yoke? 
          That day, be sure, which robs them of their mother, 
          Will give high hopes back to the stranger's son, 
          To that proud enemy of you and yours, 
          To whom an Amazon gave birth, I mean 
          Hippolytus— 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Ye gods! 
 
          OENONE 
          Ah, this reproach 
          Moves you! 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Unhappy woman, to what name 
          Gave your mouth utterance? 
 



          OENONE 
          Your wrath is just. 
          'Tis well that that ill-omen'd name can rouse 
          Such rage. Then live. Let love and duty urge 
          Their claims. Live, suffer not this son of Scythia, 
          Crushing your children 'neath his odious sway, 
          To rule the noble offspring of the gods, 
          The purest blood of Greece. Make no delay; 
          Each moment threatens death; quickly restore 
          Your shatter'd strength, while yet the torch of life 
          Holds out, and can be fann'd into a flame. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Too long have I endured its guilt and shame! 
 
          OENONE 
          Why? What remorse gnaws at your heart? What crime 
          Can have disturb'd you thus? Your hands are not 
          Polluted with the blood of innocence? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Thanks be to Heav'n, my hands are free from stain. 
          Would that my soul were innocent as they! 
 
          OENONE 
          What awful project have you then conceived, 
          Whereat your conscience should be still alarm'd? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Have I not said enough? Spare me the rest. 
          I die to save myself a full confession. 
 
          OENONE 
          Die then, and keep a silence so inhuman; 
          But seek some other hand to close your eyes. 
          Tho' but a spark of life remains within you, 
          My soul shall go before you to the Shades. 
          A thousand roads are always open thither; 
          Pain'd at your want of confidence, I'll choose 
          The shortest. Cruel one, when has my faith 
          Deceived you! Think how in my arms you lay 
          New born. For you, my country and my children 
          I have forsaken. Do you thus repay 
          My faithful service? 



 
          PHAEDRA 
          What do you expect 
          From words so bitter? Were I to break silence 
          Horror would freeze your blood. 
 
          OENONE 
          What can you say 
          To horrify me more than to behold 
          You die before my eyes? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          When you shall know 
          My crime, my death will follow none the less, 
          But with the added stain of guilt. 
 
          OENONE 
          Dear Madam, 
          By all the tears that I have shed for you, 
          By these weak knees I clasp, relieve my mind 
          From torturing doubt. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          It is your wish. Then rise. 
 
          OENONE 
          I hear you. Speak. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Heav'ns! How shall I begin? 
 
          OENONE 
          Dismiss vain fears, you wound me with distrust. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          O fatal animosity of Venus! 
          Into what wild distractions did she cast 
          My mother! 
 
          OENONE 
          Be they blotted from remembrance, 
          And for all time to come buried in silence. 
 
          PHAEDRA 



          My sister Ariadne, by what love 
          Were you betray'd to death, on lonely shores 
          Forsaken! 
 
          OENONE 
          Madam, what deep-seated pain 
          Prompts these reproaches against all your kin? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          It is the will of Venus, and I perish, 
          Last, most unhappy of a family 
          Where all were wretched. 
 
          OENONE 
          Do you love? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          I feel 
          All its mad fever. 
 
          OENONE 
          Ah! For whom? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Hear now 
          The crowning horror. Yes, I love—my lips 
          Tremble to say his name. 
 
          OENONE 
          Whom? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Know you him, 
          Son of the Amazon, whom I've oppress'd 
          So long? 
 
          OENONE 
          Hippolytus? Great gods! 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          'Tis you 
          Have named him. 
 
          OENONE 



          All my blood within my veins 
          Seems frozen. O despair! O cursed race! 
          Ill-omen'd journey! Land of misery! 
          Why did we ever reach thy dangerous shores? 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          My wound is not so recent. Scarcely had I 
          Been bound to Theseus by the marriage yoke, 
          And happiness and peace seem'd well secured, 
          When Athens show'd me my proud enemy. 
          I look'd, alternately turn'd pale and blush'd 
          To see him, and my soul grew all distraught; 
          A mist obscured my vision, and my voice 
          Falter'd, my blood ran cold, then burn'd like fire; 
          Venus I felt in all my fever'd frame, 
          Whose fury had so many of my race 
          Pursued. With fervent vows I sought to shun 
          Her torments, built and deck'd for her a shrine, 
          And there, 'mid countless victims did I seek 
          The reason I had lost; but all for naught, 
          No remedy could cure the wounds of love! 
          In vain I offer'd incense on her altars; 
          When I invoked her name my heart adored 
          Hippolytus, before me constantly; 
          And when I made her altars smoke with victims, 
          'Twas for a god whose name I dared not utter. 
          I fled his presence everywhere, but found him— 
          O crowning horror!—in his father's features. 
          Against myself, at last, I raised revolt, 
          And stirr'd my courage up to persecute 
          The enemy I loved. To banish him 
          I wore a step—dame's harsh and jealous carriage, 
          With ceaseless cries I clamour'd for his exile, 
          Till I had torn him from his father's arms. 
          I breathed once more, Oenone; in his absence 
          My days flow'd on less troubled than before, 
          And innocent. Submissive to my husband, 
          I hid my grief, and of our fatal marriage 
          Cherish'd the fruits. Vain caution! Cruel Fate! 
          Brought hither by my spouse himself, I saw 
          Again the enemy whom I had banish'd, 
          And the old wound too quickly bled afresh. 
          No longer is it love hid in my heart, 
          But Venus in her might seizing her prey. 



          I have conceived just terror for my crime; 
          I hate my life, and hold my love in horror. 
          Dying I wish'd to keep my fame unsullied, 
          And bury in the grave a guilty passion; 
          But I have been unable to withstand 
          Tears and entreaties, I have told you all; 
          Content, if only, as my end draws near, 
          You do not vex me with unjust reproaches, 
          Nor with vain efforts seek to snatch from death 
          The last faint lingering sparks of vital breath. 
          SCENE IV 
          PHAEDRA, OENONE, PANOPE 
          PANOPE 
          Fain would I hide from you tidings so sad, 
          But 'tis my duty, Madam, to reveal them. 
          The hand of death has seized your peerless husband, 
          And you are last to hear of this disaster. 
 
          OENONE 
          What say you, Panope? 
 
          PANOPE 
          The queen, deceived 
          By a vain trust in Heav'n, begs safe return 
          For Theseus, while Hippolytus his son 
          Learns of his death from vessels that are now 
          In port. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          Ye gods! 
 
          PANOPE 
          Divided counsels sway 
          The choice of Athens; some would have the prince, 
          Your child, for master; others, disregarding 
          The laws, dare to support the stranger's son. 
          'Tis even said that a presumptuous faction 
          Would crown Aricia and the house of Pallas. 
          I deem'd it right to warn you of this danger. 
          Hippolytus already is prepared 
          To start, and should he show himself at Athens, 
          'Tis to be fear'd the fickle crowd will all 
          Follow his lead. 
 



          OENONE 
          Enough. The queen, who hears you, 
          By no means will neglect this timely warning. 
          SCENE V 
          PHAEDRA, OENONE 
          OENONE 
          Dear lady, I had almost ceased to urge 
          The wish that you should live, thinking to follow 
          My mistress to the tomb, from which my voice 
          Had fail'd to turn you; but this new misfortune 
          Alters the aspect of affairs, and prompts 
          Fresh measures. Madam, Theseus is no more, 
          You must supply his place. He leaves a son, 
          A slave, if you should die, but, if you live, 
          A King. On whom has he to lean but you? 
          No hand but yours will dry his tears. Then live 
          For him, or else the tears of innocence 
          Will move the gods, his ancestors, to wrath 
          Against his mother. Live, your guilt is gone, 
          No blame attaches to your passion now. 
          The King's decease has freed you from the bonds 
          That made the crime and horror of your love. 
          Hippolytus no longer need be dreaded, 
          Him you may see henceforth without reproach. 
          It may be, that, convinced of your aversion, 
          He means to head the rebels. Undeceive him, 
          Soften his callous heart, and bend his pride. 
          King of this fertile land, in Troezen here 
          His portion lies; but as he knows, the laws 
          Give to your son the ramparts that Minerva 
          Built and protects. A common enemy 
          Threatens you both, unite them to oppose 
          Aricia. 
 
          PHAEDRA 
          To your counsel I consent. 
          Yes, I will live, if life can be restored, 
          If my affection for a son has pow'r 
          To rouse my sinking heart at such a dangerous hour. 
 

 



July 18– From A Blot In The ’Stutcheon (1843) by 
Robert Browning 
     DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
     MILDRED TRESHAM. 
     GUENDOLEN TRESHAM. 
     THOROLD, Earl Tresham. 
     AUSTIN TRESHAM. 
     HENRY, Earl Mertoun. 
     GERARD, and other retainers of Lord Tresham. 
 
     Time, 17— 
 
 
ACT I 
          SCENE I.—The Interior of a Lodge in Lord Tresham's Park. 
          Many Retainers crowded at the window, supposed to command 
          a view of the entrance to his Mansion. 
 
          GERARD, the Warrener, his back to a table on which are flagons, 
          etc. 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.  Ay, do! push, friends, and then you'll push down me! 
     —What for?  Does any hear a runner's foot 
     Or a steed's trample or a coach-wheel's cry? 
     Is the Earl come or his least poursuivant? 
     But there's no breeding in a man of you 
     Save Gerard yonder:  here's a half-place yet, 
     Old Gerard! 
 
     GERARD.  Save your courtesies, my friend.  Here is my place. 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.  Now, Gerard, out with it! 
     What makes you sullen, this of all the days 
     I' the year?  To-day that young rich bountiful 
     Handsome Earl Mertoun, whom alone they match 
     With our Lord Tresham through the country-side, 
     Is coming here in utmost bravery 
     To ask our master's sister's hand? 
 
     GERARD.                             What then? 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.  What then?  Why, you, she speaks to, if she meets 

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/2880/2880-h/2880-h.htm
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/2880/2880-h/2880-h.htm


     Your worship, smiles on as you hold apart 
     The boughs to let her through her forest walks, 
     You, always favourite for your no-deserts, 
     You've heard, these three days, how Earl Mertoun sues 
     To lay his heart and house and broad lands too 
     At Lady Mildred's feet:  and while we squeeze 
     Ourselves into a mousehole lest we miss 
     One congee of the least page in his train, 
     You sit o' one side—"there's the Earl," say I— 
     "What then?" say you! 
 
     THIRD RETAINER.        I'll wager he has let 
     Both swans he tamed for Lady Mildred swim 
     Over the falls and gain the river! 
 
     GERARD.                             Ralph, 
     Is not to-morrow my inspecting-day 
     For you and for your hawks? 
 
     FOURTH RETAINER.             Let Gerard be! 
     He's coarse-grained, like his carved black cross-bow stock. 
     Ha, look now, while we squabble with him, look! 
     Well done, now—is not this beginning, now, 
     To purpose? 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.  Our retainers look as fine— 
     That's comfort.  Lord, how Richard holds himself 
     With his white staff!  Will not a knave behind 
     Prick him upright? 
 
     FOURTH RETAINER.  He's only bowing, fool! 
     The Earl's man bent us lower by this much. 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.  That's comfort.  Here's a very cavalcade! 
 
     THIRD RETAINER.  I don't see wherefore Richard, and his troop 
     Of silk and silver varlets there, should find 
     Their perfumed selves so indispensable 
     On high days, holidays!  Would it so disgrace 
     Our family, if I, for instance, stood— 
     In my right hand a cast of Swedish hawks, 
     A leash of greyhounds in my left?— 
 
     GERARD.                              —With Hugh 



     The logman for supporter, in his right 
     The bill-hook, in his left the brushwood-shears! 
 
     THIRD RETAINER.  Out on you, crab!  What next, what next?  The Earl! 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.  Oh Walter, groom, our horses, do they match 
     The Earl's?  Alas, that first pair of the six— 
     They paw the ground—Ah Walter! and that brute 
     Just on his haunches by the wheel! 
 
     SIXTH RETAINER.                     Ay—ay! 
     You, Philip, are a special hand, I hear, 
     At soups and sauces:  what's a horse to you? 
     D'ye mark that beast they've slid into the midst 
     So cunningly?—then, Philip, mark this further; 
     No leg has he to stand on! 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.             No? that's comfort. 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.  Peace, Cook!  The Earl descends.  Well, Gerard, see 
     The Earl at least!  Come, there's a proper man, 
     I hope!  Why, Ralph, no falcon, Pole or Swede, 
     Has got a starrier eye. 
 
     THIRD RETAINER.          His eyes are blue: 
     But leave my hawks alone! 
 
     FOURTH RETAINER.           So young, and yet 
     So tall and shapely! 
 
     FIFTH RETAINER.  Here's Lord Tresham's self! 
     There now—there's what a nobleman should be! 
     He's older, graver, loftier, he's more like 
     A House's head. 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.  But you'd not have a boy 
     —And what's the Earl beside?—possess too soon 
     That stateliness? 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.  Our master takes his hand— 
     Richard and his white staff are on the move— 
     Back fall our people—(tsh!—there's Timothy 
     Sure to get tangled in his ribbon-ties, 
     And Peter's cursed rosette's a-coming off!) 



     —At last I see our lord's back and his friend's; 
     And the whole beautiful bright company 
     Close round them—in they go! 
          [Jumping down from the window-bench, and making for 
           the table and its jugs.] 
                                    Good health, long life, 
     Great joy to our Lord Tresham and his House! 
 
     SIXTH RETAINER.  My father drove his father first to court, 
     After his marriage-day—ay, did he! 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.                     God bless 
     Lord Tresham, Lady Mildred, and the Earl! 
     Here, Gerard, reach your beaker! 
 
     GERARD.                           Drink, my boys! 
     Don't mind me—all's not right about me—drink! 
 
     SECOND RETAINER [aside]. 
     He's vexed, now, that he let the show escape! 
          [To GERARD.] 
     Remember that the Earl returns this way. 
 
     GERARD.  That way? 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.    Just so. 
 
     GERARD.                       Then my way's here. 
          [Goes.] 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.                                   Old Gerard 
     Will die soon—mind, I said it!  He was used 
     To care about the pitifullest thing 
     That touched the House's honour, not an eye 
     But his could see wherein:  and on a cause 
     Of scarce a quarter this importance, Gerard 
     Fairly had fretted flesh and bone away 
     In cares that this was right, nor that was wrong, 
     Such point decorous, and such square by rule— 
     He knew such niceties, no herald more: 
     And now—you see his humour:  die he will! 
 
     SECOND RETAINER.  God help him!  Who's for the great servants' hall 
     To hear what's going on inside!  They'd follow 



     Lord Tresham into the saloon. 
 
     THIRD RETAINER.                I!— 
 
     FOURTH RETAINER.                     I!— 
     Leave Frank alone for catching, at the door, 
     Some hint of how the parley goes inside! 
     Prosperity to the great House once more! 
     Here's the last drop! 
 
     FIRST RETAINER.        Have at you!  Boys, hurrah! 
          SCENE II.—A Saloon in the Mansion 
 
          Enter LORD TRESHAM, LORD MERTOUN, AUSTIN, and GUENDOLEN 
 
     TRESHAM.  I welcome you, Lord Mertoun, yet once more, 
     To this ancestral roof of mine.  Your name 
     —Noble among the noblest in itself, 
     Yet taking in your person, fame avers, 
     New price and lustre,—(as that gem you wear, 
     Transmitted from a hundred knightly breasts, 
     Fresh chased and set and fixed by its last lord, 
     Seems to re-kindle at the core)—your name 
     Would win you welcome!— 
 
     MERTOUN.                  Thanks! 
 
     TRESHAM.                           —But add to that, 
     The worthiness and grace and dignity 
     Of your proposal for uniting both 
     Our Houses even closer than respect 
     Unites them now—add these, and you must grant 
     One favour more, nor that the least,—to think 
     The welcome I should give;—'tis given!  My lord, 
     My only brother, Austin:  he's the king's. 
     Our cousin, Lady Guendolen—betrothed 
     To Austin:  all are yours. 
 
     MERTOUN.                    I thank you—less 
     For the expressed commendings which your seal, 
     And only that, authenticates—forbids 
     My putting from me... to my heart I take 
     Your praise... but praise less claims my gratitude, 
     Than the indulgent insight it implies 



     Of what must needs be uppermost with one 
     Who comes, like me, with the bare leave to ask, 
     In weighed and measured unimpassioned words, 
     A gift, which, if as calmly 'tis denied, 
     He must withdraw, content upon his cheek, 
     Despair within his soul.  That I dare ask 
     Firmly, near boldly, near with confidence 
     That gift, I have to thank you.  Yes, Lord Tresham, 
     I love your sister—as you'd have one love 
     That lady... oh more, more I love her!  Wealth, 
     Rank, all the world thinks me, they're yours, you know, 
     To hold or part with, at your choice—but grant 
     My true self, me without a rood of land, 
     A piece of gold, a name of yesterday, 
     Grant me that lady, and you... Death or life? 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  [apart to AUSTIN].  Why, this is loving, 
     Austin! 
 
     AUSTIN.    He's so young! 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  Young?  Old enough, I think, to half surmise 
     He never had obtained an entrance here, 
     Were all this fear and trembling needed. 
 
     AUSTIN.                                   Hush! 
     He reddens. 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  Mark him, Austin; that's true love! 
     Ours must begin again. 
 
     TRESHAM.                We'll sit, my lord. 
     Ever with best desert goes diffidence. 
     I may speak plainly nor be misconceived 
     That I am wholly satisfied with you 
     On this occasion, when a falcon's eye 
     Were dull compared with mine to search out faults, 
     Is somewhat.  Mildred's hand is hers to give 
     Or to refuse. 
 
     MERTOUN.     But you, you grant my suit? 
     I have your word if hers? 
 
     TRESHAM.                   My best of words 



     If hers encourage you.  I trust it will. 
     Have you seen Lady Mildred, by the way? 
 
     MERTOUN.  I... I... our two demesnes, remember, touch, 
     I have beer used to wander carelessly 
     After my stricken game:  the heron roused 
     Deep in my woods, has trailed its broken wing 
     Thro' thicks and glades a mile in yours,—or else 
     Some eyass ill-reclaimed has taken flight 
     And lured me after her from tree to tree, 
     I marked not whither.  I have come upon 
     The lady's wondrous beauty unaware, 
     And—and then... I have seen her. 
 
     GUENDOLEN [aside to AUSTIN].  Note that mode 
     Of faltering out that, when a lady passed, 
     He, having eyes, did see her!  You had said— 
     "On such a day I scanned her, head to foot; 
     Observed a red, where red should not have been, 
     Outside her elbow; but was pleased enough 
     Upon the whole."  Let such irreverent talk 
     Be lessoned for the future! 
 
     TRESHAM.                     What's to say 
     May be said briefly.  She has never known 
     A mother's care; I stand for father too. 
     Her beauty is not strange to you, it seems— 
     You cannot know the good and tender heart, 
     Its girl's trust and its woman's constancy, 
     How pure yet passionate, how calm yet kind, 
     How grave yet joyous, how reserved yet free 
     As light where friends are—how imbued with lore 
     The world most prizes, yet the simplest, yet 
     The... one might know I talked of Mildred—thus 
     We brothers talk! 
 
     MERTOUN.           I thank you. 
 
     TRESHAM.                         In a word, 
     Control's not for this lady; but her wish 
     To please me outstrips in its subtlety 
     My power of being pleased:  herself creates 
     The want she means to satisfy.  My heart 
     Prefers your suit to her as 'twere its own. 



     Can I say more? 
 
     MERTOUN.         No more—thanks, thanks—no more! 
 
     TRESHAM.  This matter then discussed... 
 
     MERTOUN.                                 —We'll waste no breath 
     On aught less precious.  I'm beneath the roof 
     Which holds her:  while I thought of that, my speech 
     To you would wander—as it must not do, 
     Since as you favour me I stand or fall. 
     I pray you suffer that I take my leave! 
 
     TRESHAM.  With less regret 'tis suffered, that again 
     We meet, I hope, so shortly. 
 
     MERTOUN.                      We? again?— 
     Ah yes, forgive me—when shall... you will crown 
     Your goodness by forthwith apprising me 
     When... if... the lady will appoint a day 
     For me to wait on you—and her. 
 
     TRESHAM.                         So soon 
     As I am made acquainted with her thoughts 
     On your proposal—howsoe'er they lean— 
     A messenger shall bring you the result. 
 
     MERTOUN.  You cannot bind me more to you, my lord. 
     Farewell till we renew... I trust, renew 
     A converse ne'er to disunite again. 
 
     TRESHAM.  So may it prove! 
 
     MERTOUN.                    You, lady, you, sir, take 
     My humble salutation! 
 
     GUENDOLEN and AUSTIN.    Thanks! 
 
     TRESHAM.                          Within there! 
          [Servants enter.  TRESHAM conducts MERTOUN to the door. 
           Meantime AUSTIN remarks,] 
                                                      Well, 
     Here I have an advantage of the Earl, 
     Confess now!  I'd not think that all was safe 



     Because my lady's brother stood my friend! 
     Why, he makes sure of her—"do you say yes— 
     She'll not say, no,"—what comes it to beside? 
     I should have prayed the brother, "speak this speech, 
     For Heaven's sake urge this on her—put in this— 
     Forget not, as you'd save me, t'other thing,— 
     Then set down what she says, and how she looks, 
     And if she smiles, and" (in an under breath) 
     "Only let her accept me, and do you 
     And all the world refuse me, if you dare!" 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  That way you'd take, friend Austin?  What a shame 
     I was your cousin, tamely from the first 
     Your bride, and all this fervour's run to waste! 
     Do you know you speak sensibly to-day? 
     The Earl's a fool. 
 
     AUSTIN.             Here's Thorold.  Tell him so! 
 
     TRESHAM [returning].  Now, voices, voices!  'St! the lady's first! 
     How seems he?—seems he not... come, faith give fraud 
     The mercy-stroke whenever they engage! 
     Down with fraud, up with faith!  How seems the Earl? 
     A name! a blazon! if you knew their worth, 
     As you will never! come—the Earl? 
 
     GUENDOLEN.                          He's young. 
 
     TRESHAM.  What's she? an infant save in heart and brain. 
     Young!  Mildred is fourteen, remark!  And you... 
     Austin, how old is she? 
 
     GUENDOLEN.               There's tact for you! 
     I meant that being young was good excuse 
     If one should tax him... 
 
     TRESHAM.                  Well? 
 
     GUENDOLEN.                       —With lacking wit. 
 
     TRESHAM.  He lacked wit?  Where might he lack wit, so please you? 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  In standing straighter than the steward's rod 
     And making you the tiresomest harangue, 



     Instead of slipping over to my side 
     And softly whispering in my ear, "Sweet lady, 
     Your cousin there will do me detriment 
     He little dreams of:  he's absorbed, I see, 
     In my old name and fame—be sure he'll leave 
     My Mildred, when his best account of me 
     Is ended, in full confidence I wear 
     My grandsire's periwig down either cheek. 
     I'm lost unless your gentleness vouchsafes"... 
 
     TRESHAM... "To give a best of best accounts, yourself, 
     Of me and my demerits."  You are right! 
     He should have said what now I say for him. 
     Yon golden creature, will you help us all? 
     Here's Austin means to vouch for much, but you 
     —You are... what Austin only knows!  Come up, 
     All three of us:  she's in the library 
     No doubt, for the day's wearing fast.  Precede! 
 
     GUENDOLEN.  Austin, how we must—! 
 
     TRESHAM.                            Must what?  Must speak truth, 
     Malignant tongue!  Detect one fault in him! 
     I challenge you! 
 
     GUENDOLEN.        Witchcraft's a fault in him, 
     For you're bewitched. 
 
     TRESHAM.               What's urgent we obtain 
     Is, that she soon receive him—say, to-morrow—, 
     Next day at furthest. 
 
     GUENDOLEN.             Ne'er instruct me! 
 
     TRESHAM.                                   Come! 
     —He's out of your good graces, since forsooth, 
     He stood not as he'd carry us by storm 
     With his perfections!  You're for the composed 
     Manly assured becoming confidence! 
     —Get her to say, "to-morrow," and I'll give you... 
     I'll give you black Urganda, to be spoiled 
     With petting and snail-paces.  Will you?  Come! 

 



July 19– From The Discovery of Guiana (1596) by 
Sir Walter Raleigh 
THE DISCOVERY[*] OF GUIANA[+] 
     [*] Exploration 
 
     [+] The name is derived from the Guayano Indians, on the 
     Orinoco. 

On Thursday, the sixth of February, in the year 1595, we departed England, and the 
Sunday following had sight of the north cape of Spain, the wind for the most part continuing 
prosperous; we passed in sight of the Burlings, and the Rock, and so onwards for the Canaries, 
and fell with Fuerteventura the 17. of the same month, where we spent two or three days, and 
relieved our companies with some fresh meat. From thence we coasted by the Grand Canaria, 
and so to Teneriffe, and stayed there for the Lion's Whelp, your Lordship's ship, and for Captain 
Amyas Preston and the rest. But when after seven or eight days we found them not, we 
departed and directed our course for Trinidad, with mine own ship, and a small barque of 
Captain Cross's only; for we had before lost sight of a small galego on the coast of Spain, which 
came with us from Plymouth. We arrived at Trinidad the 22. of March, casting anchor at Point 
Curiapan, which the Spaniards call Punta de Gallo, which is situate in eight degrees or 
thereabouts. We abode there four or five days, and in all that time we came not to the speech of 
any Indian or Spaniard. On the coast we saw a fire, as we sailed from the Point Carao towards 
Curiapan, but for fear of the Spaniards none durst come to speak with us. I myself coasted it in 
my barge close aboard the shore and landed in every cove, the better to know the island, while 
the ships kept the channel. From Curiapan after a few days we turned up north-east to recover 
that place which the Spaniards call Puerto de los Espanoles (now Port of Spain), and the 
inhabitants Conquerabia; and as before, revictualling my barge, I left the ships and kept by the 
shore, the better to come to speech with some of the inhabitants, and also to understand the 
rivers, watering-places, and ports of the island, which, as it is rudely done, my purpose is to 
send your Lordship after a few days. From Curiapan I came to a port and seat of Indians called 
Parico, where we found a fresh water river, but saw no people. From thence I rowed to another 
port, called by the naturals Piche, and by the Spaniards Tierra de Brea. In the way between both 
were divers little brooks of fresh water, and one salt river that had store of oysters upon the 
branches of the trees, and were very salt and well tasted. All their oysters grow upon those 
boughs and sprays, and not on the ground; the like is commonly seen in other places of the 
West Indies, and elsewhere. This tree is described by Andrew Thevet, in his France Antarctique, 
and the form figured in the book as a plant very strange; and by Pliny in his twelfth book of his 
Natural History. But in this island, as also in Guiana, there are very many of them. 
 

At this point, called Tierra de Brea or Piche, there is that abundance of stone pitch that 
all the ships of the world may be therewith laden from thence; and we made trial of it in trimming 
our ships to be most excellent good, and melteth not with the sun as the pitch of Norway, and 
therefore for ships trading the south parts very profitable. From thence we went to the mountain 
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foot called Annaperima, and so passing the river Carone, on which the Spanish city was seated, 
we met with our ships at Puerto de los Espanoles or Conquerabia. 
 

This island of Trinidad hath the form of a sheephook, and is but narrow; the north part is 
very mountainous; the soil is very excellent, and will bear sugar, ginger, or any other commodity 
that the Indies yield. It hath store of deer, wild porks, fruit, fish, and fowl; it hath also for bread 
sufficient maize, cassavi, and of those roots and fruits which are common everywhere in the 
West Indies. It hath divers beasts which the Indies have not; the Spaniards confessed that they 
found grains of gold in some of the rivers; but they having a purpose to enter Guiana, the 
magazine of all rich metals, cared not to spend time in the search thereof any further. This 
island is called by the people thereof Cairi, and in it are divers nations. Those about Parico are 
called Jajo, those at Punta de Carao are of the Arwacas (Arawaks) and between Carao and 
Curiapan they are called Salvajos. Between Carao and Punta de Galera are the Nepojos, and 
those about the Spanish city term themselves Carinepagotes (Carib-people). Of the rest of the 
nations, and of other ports and rivers, I leave to speak here, being impertinent to my purpose, 
and mean to describe them as they are situate in the particular plot and description of the 
island, three parts whereof I coasted with my barge, that I might the better describe it. 
 

Meeting with the ships at Puerto de los Espanoles, we found at the landing-place a 
company of Spaniards who kept a guard at the descent; and they offering a sign of peace, I sent 
Captain Whiddon to speak with them, whom afterwards to my great grief I left buried in the said 
island after my return from Guiana, being a man most honest and valiant. The Spaniards 
seemed to be desirous to trade with us, and to enter into terms of peace, more for doubt of their 
own strength than for aught else; and in the end, upon pledge, some of them came aboard. The 
same evening there stale also aboard us in a small canoa two Indians, the one of them being a 
cacique or lord of the people, called Cantyman, who had the year before been with Captain 
Whiddon, and was of his acquaintance. By this Cantyman we understood what strength the 
Spaniards had, how far it was to their city, and of Don Antonio de Berreo, the governor, who was 
said to be slain in his second attempt of Guiana, but was not. 
 

While we remained at Puerto de los Espanoles some Spaniards came aboard us to buy 
linen of the company, and such other things as they wanted, and also to view our ships and 
company, all which I entertained kindly and feasted after our manner. By means whereof I 
learned of one and another as much of the estate of Guiana as I could, or as they knew; for 
those poor soldiers having been many years without wine, a few draughts made them merry, in 
which mood they vaunted of Guiana and the riches thereof, and all what they knew of the ways 
and passages; myself seeming to purpose nothing less than the entrance or discovery thereof, 
but bred in them an opinion that I was bound only for the relief of those English which I had 
planted in Virginia, whereof the bruit was come among them; which I had performed in my 
return, if extremity of weather had not forced me from the said coast. 
 

I found occasions of staying in this place for two causes. The one was to be revenged of 
Berreo, who the year before, 1594, had betrayed eight of Captain Whiddon's men, and took 
them while he departed from them to seek the Edward Bonaventure, which arrived at Trinidad 



the day before from the East Indies: in whose absence Berreo sent a canoa aboard the pinnace 
only with Indians and dogs inviting the company to go with them into the woods to kill a deer. 
Who like wise men, in the absence of their captain followed the Indians, but were no sooner one 
arquebus shot from the shore, but Berreo's soldiers lying in ambush had them all, 
notwithstanding that he had given his word to Captain Whiddon that they should take water and 
wood safely. The other cause of my stay was, for that by discourse with the Spaniards I daily 
learned more and more of Guiana, of the rivers and passages, and of the enterprise of Berreo, 
by what means or fault he failed, and how he meant to prosecute the same. 
 

While we thus spent the time I was assured by another cacique of the north side of the 
island, that Berreo had sent to Margarita and Cumana for soldiers, meaning to have given me a 
cassado (blow) at parting, if it had been possible. For although he had given order through all 
the island that no Indian should come aboard to trade with me upon pain of hanging and 
quartering (having executed two of them for the same, which I afterwards found), yet every night 
there came some with most lamentable complaints of his cruelty: how he had divided the island 
and given to every soldier a part; that he made the ancient caciques, which were lords of the 
country, to be their slaves; that he kept them in chains, and dropped their naked bodies with 
burning bacon, and such other torments, which I found afterwards to be true. For in the city, 
after I entered the same, there were five of the lords or little kings, which they call caciques in 
the West Indies, in one chain, almost dead of famine, and wasted with torments. These are 
called in their own language acarewana, and now of late since English, French, and Spanish, 
are come among them, they call themselves captains, because they perceive that the chiefest 
of every ship is called by that name. Those five captains in the chain were called Wannawanare, 
Carroaori, Maquarima, Tarroopanama, and Aterima. So as both to be revenged of the former 
wrong, as also considering that to enter Guiana by small boats, to depart 400 or 500 miles from 
my ships, and to leave a garrison in my back interested in the same enterprise, who also daily 
expected supplies out of Spain, I should have savoured very much of the ass; and therefore 
taking a time of most advantage, I set upon the Corps du garde in the evening, and having put 
them to the sword, sent Captain Caulfield onwards with sixty soldiers, and myself followed with 
forty more, and so took their new city, which they called St. Joseph, by break of day. They 
abode not any fight after a few shot, and all being dismissed, but only Berreo and his 
companion (the Portuguese captain Alvaro Jorge), I brought them with me aboard, and at the 
instance of the Indians I set their new city of St. Joseph on fire. The same day arrived Captain 
George Gifford with your lordship's ship, and Captain Keymis, whom I lost on the coast of Spain, 
with the galego, and in them divers gentlemen and others, which to our little army was a great 
comfort and supply. 
 

We then hasted away towards our purposed discovery, and first I called all the captains 
of the island together that were enemies to the Spaniards; for there were some which Berreo 
had brought out of other countries, and planted there to eat out and waste those that were 
natural of the place. And by my Indian interpreter, which I carried out of England, I made them 
understand that I was the servant of a queen who was the great cacique of the north, and a 
virgin, and had more caciqui under her than there were trees in that island; that she was an 
enemy to the Castellani in respect of their tyranny and oppression, and that she delivered all 



such nations about her, as were by them oppressed; and having freed all the coast of the 
northern world from their servitude, had sent me to free them also, and withal to defend the 
country of Guiana from their invasion and conquest. I shewed them her Majesty's picture, which 
they so admired and honoured, as it had been easy to have brought them idolatrous thereof. 
The like and a more large discourse I made to the rest of the nations, both in my passing to 
Guiana and to those of the borders, so as in that part of the world her Majesty is very famous 
and admirable; whom they now call EZRABETA CASSIPUNA AQUEREWANA, which is as 
much as 'Elizabeth, the Great Princess, or Greatest Commander.' This done, we left Puerto de 
los Espanoles, and returned to Curiapan, and having Berreo my prisoner, I gathered from him 
as much of Guiana as he knew. This Berreo is a gentleman well descended, and had long 
served the Spanish king in Milan, Naples, the Low Countries, and elsewhere, very valiant and 
liberal, and a gentleman of great assuredness, and of a great heart. I used him according to his 
estate and worth in all things I could, according to the small means I had. 
 

I sent Captain Whiddon the year before to get what knowledge he could of Guiana: and 
the end of my journey at this time was to discover and enter the same. But my intelligence was 
far from truth, for the country is situate about 600 English miles further from the sea than I was 
made believe it had been. Which afterwards understanding to be true by Berreo, I kept it from 
the knowledge of my company, who else would never have been brought to attempt the same. 
Of which 600 miles I passed 400, leaving my ships so far from me at anchor in the sea, which 
was more of desire to perform that discovery than of reason, especially having such poor and 
weak vessels to transport ourselves in. For in the bottom of an old galego which I caused to be 
fashioned like a galley, and in one barge, two wherries, and a ship-boat of the Lion's Whelp, we 
carried 100 persons and their victuals for a month in the same, being all driven to lie in the rain 
and weather in the open air, in the burning sun, and upon the hard boards, and to dress our 
meat, and to carry all manner of furniture in them. Wherewith they were so pestered and 
unsavoury, that what with victuals being most fish, with the wet clothes of so many men thrust 
together, and the heat of the sun, I will undertake there was never any prison in England that 
could be found more unsavoury and loathsome, especially to myself, who had for many years 
before been dieted and cared for in a sort far more differing. 
 

If Captain Preston had not been persuaded that he should have come too late to 
Trinidad to have found us there (for the month was expired which I promised to tarry for him 
there ere he could recover the coast of Spain) but that it had pleased God he might have joined 
with us, and that we had entered the country but some ten days sooner ere the rivers were 
overflown, we had adventured either to have gone to the great city of Manoa, or at least taken 
so many of the other cities and towns nearer at hand, as would have made a royal return. But it 
pleased not God so much to favour me at this time. If it shall be my lot to prosecute the same, I 
shall willingly spend my life therein. And if any else shall be enabled thereunto, and conquer the 
same, I assure him thus much; he shall perform more than ever was done in Mexico by Cortes, 
or in Peru by Pizarro, whereof the one conquered the empire of Mutezuma, the other of 
Guascar and Atabalipa. And whatsoever prince shall possess it, that prince shall be lord of more 
gold, and of a more beautiful empire, and of more cities and people, than either the king of 
Spain or the Great Turk. 



 
But because there may arise many doubts, and how this empire of Guiana is become so 

populous, and adorned with so many great cities, towns, temples, and treasures, I thought good 
to make it known, that the emperor now reigning is descended from those magnificent princes of 
Peru, of whose large territories, of whose policies, conquests, edifices, and riches, Pedro de 
Cieza, Francisco Lopez, and others have written large discourses. For when Francisco Pizarro, 
Diego Almagro and others conquered the said empire of Peru, and had put to death Atabalipa, 
son to Guayna Capac, which Atabalipa had formerly caused his eldest brother Guascar to be 
slain, one of the younger sons of Guayna Capac fled out of Peru, and took with him many 
thousands of those soldiers of the empire called orejones ("having large ears," the name given 
by the Spaniards to the Peruvian warriors, who wore ear-pendants), and with those and many 
others which followed him, he vanquished all that tract and valley of America which is situate 
between the great river of Amazons and Baraquan, otherwise called Orenoque and Maranon 
(Baraquan is the alternative name to Orenoque, Maranon to Amazons). 
 

The empire of Guiana is directly east from Peru towards the sea, and lieth under the 
equinoctial line; and it hath more abundance of gold than any part of Peru, and as many or more 
great cities than ever Peru had when it flourished most. It is governed by the same laws, and 
the emperor and people observe the same religion, and the same form and policies in 
government as were used in Peru, not differing in any part. And I have been assured by such of 
the Spaniards as have seen Manoa, the imperial city of Guiana, which the Spaniards call El 
Dorado, that for the greatness, for the riches, and for the excellent seat, it far exceedeth any of 
the world, at least of so much of the world as is known to the Spanish nation. It is founded upon 
a lake of salt water of 200 leagues long, like unto Mare Caspium. And if we compare it to that of 
Peru, and but read the report of Francisco Lopez and others, it will seem more than credible; 
and because we may judge of the one by the other, I thought good to insert part of the 120. 
chapter of Lopez in his General History of the Indies, wherein he describeth the court and 
magnificence of Guayna Capac, ancestor to the emperor of Guiana, whose very words are 
these:— 
 

"Todo el servicio de su casa, mesa, y cocina era de oro y de plata, y cuando menos de 
plata y cobre, por mas recio. Tenia en su recamara estatuas huecas de oro, que parescian 
gigantes, y las figuras al propio y tamano de cuantos animales, aves, arboles, y yerbas produce 
la tierra, y de cuantos peces cria la mar y agua de sus reynos. Tenia asimesmo sogas, costales, 
cestas, y troxes de oro y plata; rimeros de palos de oro, que pareciesen lena rajada para 
quemar. En fin no habia cosa en su tierra, que no la tuviese de oro contrahecha; y aun dizen, 
que tenian los Ingas un verjel en una isla cerca de la Puna, donde se iban a holgar, cuando 
querian mar, que tenia la hortaliza, las flores, y arboles de oro y plata; invencion y grandeza 
hasta entonces nunca vista. Allende de todo esto, tenia infinitisima cantidad de plata y oro por 
labrar en el Cuzco, que se perdio por la muerte de Guascar; ca los Indios lo escondieron, 
viendo que los Espanoles se lo tomaban, y enviaban a Espana." 
 
That is, "All the vessels of his house, table, and kitchen, were of gold and silver, and the 
meanest of silver and copper for strength and hardness of metal. He had in his wardrobe hollow 



statues of gold which seemed giants, and the figures in proportion and bigness of all the beasts, 
birds, trees, and herbs, that the earth bringeth forth; and of all the fishes that the sea or waters 
of his kingdom breedeth. He had also ropes, budgets, chests, and troughs of gold and silver, 
heaps of billets of gold, that seemed wood marked out (split into logs) to burn. Finally, there was 
nothing in his country whereof he had not the counterfeit in gold. Yea, and they say, the Ingas 
had a garden of pleasure in an island near Puna, where they went to recreate themselves, when 
they would take the air of the sea, which had all kinds of garden-herbs, flowers, and trees of 
gold and silver; an invention and magnificence till then never seen. Besides all this, he had an 
infinite quantity of silver and gold unwrought in Cuzco, which was lost by the death of Guascar, 
for the Indians hid it, seeing that the Spaniards took it, and sent it into Spain." 
 

And in the 117. chapter; Francisco Pizarro caused the gold and silver of Atabalipa to be 
weighed after he had taken it, which Lopez setteth down in these words following:—"Hallaron 
cincuenta y dos mil marcos de buena plata, y un millon y trecientos y veinte y seis mil y 
quinientos pesos de oro." Which is, "They found 52,000 marks of good silver, and 1,326,500 
pesos of gold." Now, although these reports may seem strange, yet if we consider the many 
millions which are daily brought out of Peru into Spain, we may easily believe the same. For we 
find that by the abundant treasure of that country the Spanish king vexes all the princes of 
Europe, and is become, in a few years, from a poor king of Castile, the greatest monarch of this 
part of the world, and likely every day to increase if other princes forslow the good occasions 
offered, and suffer him to add this empire to the rest, which by far exceedeth all the rest. If his 
gold now endanger us, he will then be unresistible. Such of the Spaniards as afterwards 
endeavoured the conquest thereof, whereof there have been many, as shall be declared 
hereafter, thought that this Inga, of whom this emperor now living is descended, took his way by 
the river of Amazons, by that branch which is called Papamene (The Papamene is a tributary 
not of the Amazon river but of the Meta, one of the principal tributaries of the Orinoco). For by 
that way followed Orellana, by the commandment of Gonzalo Pizarro, in the year 1542, whose 
name the river also beareth this day. Which is also by others called Maranon, although Andrew 
Thevet doth affirm that between Maranon and Amazons there are 120 leagues; but sure it is that 
those rivers have one head and beginning, and the Maranon, which Thevet describeth, is but a 
branch of Amazons or Orellana, of which I will speak more in another place. It was attempted by 
Ordas; but it is now little less than 70 years since that Diego Ordas, a Knight of the Order of 
Santiago, attempted the same; and it was in the year 1542 that Orellana discovered the river of 
Amazons; but the first that ever saw Manoa was Juan Martinez, master of the munition to 
Ordas. At a port called Morequito (probably San Miguel), in Guiana, there lieth at this day a 
great anchor of Ordas his ship. And this port is some 300 miles within the land, upon the great 
river of Orenoque. I rested at this port four days, twenty days after I left the ships at Curiapan. 

 



July 20– From Pilgrim’s Progress (1678) by John 
Bunyan 

Now he bethought himself of setting forward, and they were willing he should. But first, 
said they, let us go again into the armoury. So they did; and when they came there, they 
harnessed him from head to foot with what was of proof, lest, perhaps, he should meet with 
assaults in the way. He being, therefore, thus accoutred, walketh out with his friends to the gate, 
and there he asked the porter if he saw any pilgrims pass by. Then the porter answered, Yes. 
 

CHR. Pray, did you know him? said he. 
 

POR. I asked him his name, and he told me it was Faithful. 
 

CHR. Oh, said Christian, I know him; he is my townsman, my near neighbour; he comes 
from the place where I was born. How far do you think he may be before? 
 

POR. He is got by this time below the hill. 
 

CHR. Well, said Christian, good Porter, the Lord be with thee, and add to all thy 
blessings much increase, for the kindness that thou hast showed to me. 
 

Then he began to go forward; but Discretion, Piety, Charity, and Prudence would 
accompany him down to the foot of the hill. So they went on together, reiterating their former 
discourses, till they came to go down the hill. Then said Christian, As it was difficult coming up, 
so, so far as I can see, it is dangerous going down. Yes, said Prudence, so it is, for it is a hard 
matter for a man to go down into the Valley of Humiliation, as thou art now, and to catch no slip 
by the way; therefore, said they, are we come out to accompany thee down the hill. So he began 
to go down, but very warily; yet he caught a slip or two. 
 

Then I saw in my dream that these good companions, when Christian was gone to the 
bottom of the hill, gave him a loaf of bread, a bottle of wine, and a cluster of raisins; and then he 
went on his way. 
 

But now, in this Valley of Humiliation, poor Christian was hard put to it; for he had gone 
but a little way, before he espied a foul fiend coming over the field to meet him; his name is 
Apollyon. Then did Christian begin to be afraid, and to cast in his mind whether to go back or to 
stand his ground. But he considered again that he had no armour for his back; and therefore 
thought that to turn the back to him might give him the greater advantage with ease to pierce 
him with his darts. 
 
Christian's resolution at the approach of Apollyon 
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Therefore he resolved to venture and stand his ground; for, thought he, had I no more in 
mine eye than the saving of my life, it would be the best way to stand. 
 
So he went on, and Apollyon met him. Now the monster was hideous to behold; he was clothed 
with scales, like a fish, (and they are his pride,) he had wings like a dragon, feet like a bear, and 
out of his belly came fire and smoke, and his mouth was as the mouth of a lion. When he was 
come up to Christian, he beheld him with a disdainful countenance, and thus began to question 
with him. 
 

APOL. Whence come you? and whither are you bound? 
 

CHR. I am come from the City of Destruction, which is the place of all evil, and am going 
to the City of Zion. 
 

APOL. By this I perceive thou art one of my subjects, for all that country is mine, and I 
am the prince and god of it. How is it, then, that thou hast run away from thy king? Were it not 
that I hope thou mayest do me more service, I would strike thee now, at one blow, to the ground. 
 

CHR. I was born, indeed, in your dominions, but your service was hard, and your wages 
such as a man could not live on, "for the wages of sin is death" [Rom 6:23]; therefore, when I 
was come to years, I did, as other considerate persons do, look out, if, perhaps, I might mend 
myself. 
 
Apollyon's flattery 
 

APOL. There is no prince that will thus lightly lose his subjects, neither will I as yet lose 
thee; but since thou complainest of thy service and wages, be content to go back: what our 
country will afford, I do here promise to give thee. 
 

CHR. But I have let myself to another, even to the King of princes; and how can I, with 
fairness, go back with thee? 
 

APOL. Thou hast done in this, according to the proverb, "Changed a bad for a worse"; 
but it is ordinary for those that have professed themselves his servants, after a while to give him 
the slip, and return again to me. Do thou so too, and all shall be well. 
 

CHR. I have given him my faith, and sworn my allegiance to him; how, then, can I go 
back from this, and not be hanged as a traitor? 
 

APOL. Thou didst the same to me, and yet I am willing to pass by all, if now thou wilt yet 
turn again and go back. 
 

CHR. What I promised thee was in my nonage; and, besides, I count the Prince under 
whose banner now I stand is able to absolve me; yea, and to pardon also what I did as to my 



compliance with thee; and besides, O thou destroying Apollyon! to speak truth, I like his service, 
his wages, his servants, his government, his company, and country, better than thine; and, 
therefore, leave off to persuade me further; I am his servant, and I will follow him. 
 

APOL. Consider, again, when thou art in cool blood, what thou art like to meet with in the 
way that thou goest. Thou knowest that, for the most part, his servants come to an ill end, 
because they are transgressors against me and my ways. How many of them have been put to 
shameful deaths! and, besides, thou countest his service better than mine, whereas he never 
came yet from the place where he is to deliver any that served him out of their hands; but as for 
me, how many times, as all the world very well knows, have I delivered, either by power, or 
fraud, those that have faithfully served me, from him and his, though taken by them; and so I will 
deliver thee. 
 

CHR. His forbearing at present to deliver them is on purpose to try their love, whether 
they will cleave to him to the end; and as for the ill end thou sayest they come to, that is most 
glorious in their account; for, for present deliverance, they do not much expect it, for they stay 
for their glory, and then they shall have it when their Prince comes in his and the glory of the 
angels. 
 

APOL. Thou hast already been unfaithful in thy service to him; and how dost thou think 
to receive wages of him? 
 

CHR. Wherein, O Apollyon! have I been unfaithful to him? 
 

APOL. Thou didst faint at first setting out, when thou wast almost choked in the Gulf of 
Despond; thou didst attempt wrong ways to be rid of thy burden, whereas thou shouldst have 
stayed till thy Prince had taken it off; thou didst sinfully sleep and lose thy choice thing; thou 
wast, also, almost persuaded to go back at the sight of the lions; and when thou talkest of thy 
journey, and of what thou hast heard and seen, thou art inwardly desirous of vain-glory in all that 
thou sayest or doest. 
 

CHR. All this is true, and much more which thou hast left out; but the Prince whom I 
serve and honour is merciful, and ready to forgive; but, besides, these infirmities possessed me 
in thy country, for there I sucked them in; and I have groaned under them, been sorry for them, 
and have obtained pardon of my Prince. 
 

APOL. Then Apollyon broke out into a grievous rage, saying, I am an enemy to this 
Prince; I hate his person, his laws, and people; I am come out on purpose to withstand thee. 
 

CHR. Apollyon, beware what you do; for I am in the King's highway, the way of holiness; 
therefore take heed to yourself. 
 



APOL. Then Apollyon straddled quite over the whole breadth of the way, and said, I am 
void of fear in this matter: prepare thyself to die; for I swear by my infernal den, that thou shalt 
go no further; here will I spill thy soul. 
 

And with that he threw a flaming dart at his breast; but Christian had a shield in his hand, 
with which he caught it, and so prevented the danger of that. 
 

Then did Christian draw, for he saw it was time to bestir him; and Apollyon as fast made 
at him, throwing darts as thick as hail; by the which, notwithstanding all that Christian could do 
to avoid it, Apollyon wounded him in his head, his hand, and foot. This made Christian give a 
little back; Apollyon, therefore, followed his work amain, and Christian again took courage, and 
resisted as manfully as he could. This sore combat lasted for above half a day, even till Christian 
was almost quite spent; for you must know that Christian, by reason of his wounds, must needs 
grow weaker and weaker. 
 

Then Apollyon, espying his opportunity, began to gather up close to Christian, and 
wrestling with him, gave him a dreadful fall; and with that Christian's sword flew out of his hand. 
Then said Apollyon, I am sure of thee now. And with that he had almost pressed him to death, 
so that Christian began to despair of life; but as God would have it, while Apollyon was fetching 
of his last blow, thereby to make a full end of this good man, Christian nimbly stretched out his 
hand for his sword, and caught it, saying, "Rejoice not against me, O mine enemy; when I fall I 
shall arise" [Micah 7:8]; 
 
Christian's victory over Apollyon 
 

and with that gave him a deadly thrust, which made him give back, as one that had 
received his mortal wound. Christian perceiving that, made at him again, saying, "Nay, in all 
these things we are more than conquerors through him that loved us". [Rom. 8:37] And with that 
Apollyon spread forth his dragon's wings, and sped him away, that Christian for a season saw 
him no more. [James 4:7] 
 

In this combat no man can imagine, unless he had seen and heard as I did, what yelling 
and hideous roaring Apollyon made all the time of the fight--he spake like a dragon; and, on the 
other side, what sighs and groans burst from Christian's heart. I never saw him all the while give 
so much as one pleasant look, till he perceived he had wounded Apollyon with his two-edged 
sword; then, indeed, he did smile, and look upward; but it was the dreadfullest sight that ever I 
saw. 
 

A more unequal match can hardly be,--CHRISTIAN must fight an Angel; but you see, 
 

The valiant man by handling Sword and Shield, 
Doth make him, tho' a Dragon, quit the field. 

 



So when the battle was over, Christian said, "I will here give thanks to him that delivered 
me out of the mouth of the lion, to him that did help me against Apollyon." And so he did, 
saying-- 
 
Great Beelzebub, the captain of this fiend, 
Design'd my ruin; therefore to this end 
He sent him harness'd out: and he with rage 
That hellish was, did fiercely me engage. 
But blessed Michael helped me, and I, 
By dint of sword, did quickly make him fly. 
Therefore to him let me give lasting praise, 
And thank and bless his holy name always. 
 

Then there came to him a hand, with some of the leaves of the tree of life, the which 
Christian took, and applied to the wounds that he had received in the battle, and was healed 
immediately. He also sat down in that place to eat bread, and to drink of the bottle that was 
given him a little before; so, being refreshed, he addressed himself to his journey, with his sword 
drawn in his hand; for he said, I know not but some other enemy may be at hand. But he met 
with no other affront from Apollyon quite through this valley. 
 

Now, at the end of this valley was another, called the Valley of the Shadow of Death, and 
Christian must needs go through it, because the way to the Celestial City lay through the midst 
of it. Now, this valley is a very solitary place. The prophet Jeremiah thus describes it: "A 
wilderness, a land of deserts and of pits, a land of drought, and of the shadow of death, a land 
that no man" (but a Christian) "passed through, and where no man dwelt." [Jer. 2:6] 
 
Now here Christian was worse put to it than in his fight with Apollyon, as by the sequel you shall 
see. 
 

I saw then in my dream, that when Christian was got to the borders of the Shadow of 
Death, there met him two men, children of them that brought up an evil report of the good land 
[Num. 13], making haste to go back; to whom Christian spake as follows:-- 
 

CHR. Whither are you going? 
 

MEN. They said, Back! back! and we would have you to do so too, if either life or peace 
is prized by you. 
 

CHR. Why, what's the matter? said Christian. 
 

MEN. Matter! said they; we were going that way as you are going, and went as far as we 
durst; and indeed we were almost past coming back; for had we gone a little further, we had not 
been here to bring the news to thee. 
 



CHR. But what have you met with? said Christian. 
 

MEN. Why, we were almost in the Valley of the Shadow of Death; but that, by good hap, 
we looked before us, and saw the danger before we came to it. [Ps. 44:19; 107:10] 
 

CHR. But what have you seen? said Christian. 
 

MEN. Seen! Why, the Valley itself, which is as dark as pitch; we also saw there the 
hobgoblins, satyrs, and dragons of the pit; we heard also in that Valley a continual howling and 
yelling, as of a people under unutterable misery, who there sat bound in affliction and irons; and 
over that Valley hangs the discouraging clouds of confusion. Death also doth always spread his 
wings over it. In a word, it is every whit dreadful, being utterly without order. [Job 3:5; 10:22] 
 

CHR. Then, said Christian, I perceive not yet, by what you have said, but that this is my 
way to the desired haven. [Jer. 2:6] 
 

MEN. Be it thy way; we will not choose it for ours. So, they parted, and Christian went on 
his way, but still with his sword drawn in his hand, for fear lest he should be assaulted. 
 

I saw then in my dream, so far as this valley reached, there was on the right hand a very 
deep ditch; that ditch is it into which the blind have led the blind in all ages, and have both there 
miserably perished. [Ps. 69:14,15] Again, behold, on the left hand, there was a very dangerous 
quag, into which, if even a good man falls, he can find no bottom for his foot to stand on. Into 
that quag King David once did fall, and had no doubt therein been smothered, had not HE that 
is able plucked him out. 
 

The pathway was here also exceeding narrow, and therefore good Christian was the 
more put to it; for when he sought, in the dark, to shun the ditch on the one hand, he was ready 
to tip over into the mire on the other; also when he sought to escape the mire, without great 
carefulness he would be ready to fall into the ditch. Thus he went on, and I heard him here sigh 
bitterly; for, besides the dangers mentioned above, the pathway was here so dark, and ofttimes, 
when he lift up his foot to set forward, he knew not where or upon what he should set it next. 
 
Poor man! where art thou now? thy day is night. 
Good man, be not cast down, thou yet art right, 
Thy way to heaven lies by the gates of Hell; 
Cheer up, hold out, with thee it shall go well. 
 

About the midst of this valley, I perceived the mouth of hell to be, and it stood also hard 
by the wayside. Now, thought Christian, what shall I do? And ever and anon the flame and 
smoke would come out in such abundance, with sparks and hideous noises, (things that cared 
not for Christian's sword, as did Apollyon before), that he was forced to put up his sword, and 
betake himself to another weapon called All-prayer. [Eph. 6:18] So he cried in my hearing, "O 
Lord, I beseech thee, deliver my soul!" [Ps. 116:4] Thus he went on a great while, yet still the 



flames would be reaching towards him. Also he heard doleful voices, and rushings to and fro, so 
that sometimes he thought he should be torn in pieces, or trodden down like mire in the streets. 
This frightful sight was seen, and these dreadful noises were heard by him for several miles 
together; and, coming to a place where he thought he heard a company of fiends coming 
forward to meet him, he stopped, and began to muse what he had best to do. Sometimes he 
had half a thought to go back; then again he thought he might be half way through the valley; he 
remembered also how he had already vanquished many a danger, and that the danger of going 
back might be much more than for to go forward; so he resolved to go on. Yet the fiends 
seemed to come nearer and nearer; but when they were come even almost at him, he cried out 
with a most vehement voice, "I will walk in the strength of the Lord God!" so they gave back, and 
came no further. 
 

One thing I would not let slip. I took notice that now poor Christian was so confounded, 
that he did not know his own voice; and thus I perceived it. Just when he was come over against 
the mouth of the burning pit, one of the wicked ones got behind him, and stepped up softly to 
him, and whisperingly suggested many grievous blasphemies to him, which he verily thought 
had proceeded from his own mind. This put Christian more to it than anything that he met with 
before, even to think that he should now blaspheme him that he loved so much before; yet, if he 
could have helped it, he would not have done it; but he had not the discretion either to stop his 
ears, or to know from whence these blasphemies came. 
 

When Christian had travelled in this disconsolate condition some considerable time, he 
thought he heard the voice of a man, as going before him, saying, "Though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art with me." [Ps. 23:4] 
 
Then he was glad, and that for these reasons: 
 

First, Because he gathered from thence, that some who feared God were in this valley 
as well as himself. 
 

Secondly, For that he perceived God was with them, though in that dark and dismal 
state; and why not, thought he, with me? though, by reason of the impediment that attends this 
place, I cannot perceive it. [Job 9:11] 
 

Thirdly, For that he hoped, could he overtake them, to have company by and by. So he 
went on, and called to him that was before; but he knew not what to answer; for that he also 
thought to be alone. And by and by the day broke; then said Christian, He hath turned "the 
shadow of death into the morning". [Amos 5:8] 
 

Now morning being come, he looked back, not out of desire to return, but to see, by the 
light of the day, what hazards he had gone through in the dark. So he saw more perfectly the 
ditch that was on the one hand, and the mire that was on the other; also how narrow the way 
was which led betwixt them both; also now he saw the hobgoblins, and satyrs, and dragons of 
the pit, but all afar off, (for after break of day, they came not nigh;) yet they were discovered to 



him, according to that which is written, "He discovereth deep things out of darkness, and 
bringeth out to light the shadow of death." [Job 12:22] 
 

Now was Christian much affected with his deliverance from all the dangers of his solitary 
way; which dangers, though he feared them more before, yet he saw them more clearly now, 
because the light of the day made them conspicuous to him. And about this time the sun was 
rising, and this was another mercy to Christian; for you must note, that though the first part of 
the Valley of the Shadow of Death was dangerous, yet this second part which he was yet to go, 
was, if possible, far more dangerous; for from the place where he now stood, even to the end of 
the valley, the way was all along set so full of snares, traps, gins, and nets here, and so full of 
pits, pitfalls, deep holes, and shelvings down there, that, had it now been dark, as it was when 
he came the first part of the way, had he had a thousand souls, they had in reason been cast 
away; but, as I said just now, the sun was rising. Then said he, "His candle shineth upon my 
head, and by his light I walk through darkness." [Job 29:3] 
 

In this light, therefore, he came to the end of the valley. Now I saw in my dream, that at 
the end of this valley lay blood, bones, ashes, and mangled bodies of men, even of pilgrims that 
had gone this way formerly; and while I was musing what should be the reason, I espied a little 
before me a cave, where two giants, POPE and PAGAN, dwelt in old time; by whose power and 
tyranny the men whose bones, blood, and ashes, &c., lay there, were cruelly put to death. But 
by this place Christian went without much danger, whereat I somewhat wondered; but I have 
learnt since, that PAGAN has been dead many a day; and as for the other, though he be yet 
alive, he is, by reason of age, and also of the many shrewd brushes that he met with in his 
younger days, grown so crazy and stiff in his joints, that he can now do little more than sit in his 
cave's mouth, grinning at pilgrims as they go by, and biting his nails because he cannot come at 
them. 

 



July 21– BURRRRRNSSSS 
Holy Willie’s Prayer 
 
     “And send the godly in a pet to pray.”—Pope. 
Argument. 
 
Holy Willie was a rather oldish bachelor elder, in the parish of Mauchline, and much and justly 
famed for that polemical chattering, which ends in tippling orthodoxy, and for that spiritualized 
bawdry which refines to liquorish devotion. In a sessional process with a gentleman in 
Mauchline—a Mr. Gavin Hamilton—Holy Willie and his priest, Father Auld, after full hearing in 
the presbytery of Ayr, came off but second best; owing partly to the oratorical powers of Mr. 
Robert Aiken, Mr. Hamilton’s counsel; but chiefly to Mr. Hamilton’s being one of the most 
irreproachable and truly respectable characters in the county. On losing the process, the muse 
overheard him [Holy Willie] at his devotions, as follows:— 
 
 
     O Thou, who in the heavens does dwell, 
     Who, as it pleases best Thysel’, 
     Sends ane to heaven an’ ten to hell, 
     A’ for Thy glory, 
     And no for ony gude or ill 
     They’ve done afore Thee! 
 
     I bless and praise Thy matchless might, 
     When thousands Thou hast left in night, 
     That I am here afore Thy sight, 
     For gifts an’ grace 
     A burning and a shining light 
     To a’ this place. 
 
     What was I, or my generation, 
     That I should get sic exaltation, 
     I wha deserve most just damnation 
     For broken laws, 
     Five thousand years ere my creation, 
     Thro’ Adam’s cause? 
 
     When frae my mither’s womb I fell, 
     Thou might hae plunged me in hell, 
     To gnash my gums, to weep and wail, 
     In burnin lakes, 
     Where damned devils roar and yell, 
     Chain’d to their stakes. 
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     Yet I am here a chosen sample, 
     To show thy grace is great and ample; 
     I’m here a pillar o’ Thy temple, 
     Strong as a rock, 
     A guide, a buckler, and example, 
     To a’ Thy flock. 
 
     O Lord, Thou kens what zeal I bear, 
     When drinkers drink, an’ swearers swear, 
     An’ singin there, an’ dancin here, 
     Wi’ great and sma’; 
     For I am keepit by Thy fear 
     Free frae them a’. 
 
     But yet, O Lord! confess I must, 
     At times I’m fash’d wi’ fleshly lust: 
     An’ sometimes, too, in wardly trust, 
     Vile self gets in: 
     But Thou remembers we are dust, 
     Defil’d wi’ sin. 
 
     O Lord! yestreen, Thou kens, wi’ Meg— 
     Thy pardon I sincerely beg, 
     O! may’t ne’er be a livin plague 
     To my dishonour, 
     An’ I’ll ne’er lift a lawless leg 
     Again upon her. 
 
     Besides, I farther maun allow, 
     Wi’ Leezie’s lass, three times I trow— 
     But Lord, that Friday I was fou, 
     When I cam near her; 
     Or else, Thou kens, Thy servant true 
     Wad never steer her. 
 
     Maybe Thou lets this fleshly thorn 
     Buffet Thy servant e’en and morn, 
     Lest he owre proud and high shou’d turn, 
     That he’s sae gifted: 
     If sae, Thy han’ maun e’en be borne, 
     Until Thou lift it. 
 
     Lord, bless Thy chosen in this place, 



     For here Thou hast a chosen race: 
     But God confound their stubborn face, 
     An’ blast their name, 
     Wha bring Thy elders to disgrace 
     An’ public shame. 
 
     Lord, mind Gaw’n Hamilton’s deserts; 
     He drinks, an’ swears, an’ plays at cartes, 
     Yet has sae mony takin arts, 
     Wi’ great and sma’, 
     Frae God’s ain priest the people’s hearts 
     He steals awa. 
 
     An’ when we chasten’d him therefor, 
     Thou kens how he bred sic a splore, 
     An’ set the warld in a roar 
     O’ laughing at us;— 
     Curse Thou his basket and his store, 
     Kail an’ potatoes. 
 
     Lord, hear my earnest cry and pray’r, 
     Against that Presbyt’ry o’ Ayr; 
     Thy strong right hand, Lord, make it bare 
     Upo’ their heads; 
     Lord visit them, an’ dinna spare, 
     For their misdeeds. 
 
     O Lord, my God! that glib-tongu’d Aiken, 
     My vera heart and flesh are quakin, 
     To think how we stood sweatin’, shakin, 
     An’ p-’d wi’ dread, 
     While he, wi’ hingin lip an’ snakin, 
     Held up his head. 
 
     Lord, in Thy day o’ vengeance try him, 
     Lord, visit them wha did employ him, 
     And pass not in Thy mercy by ’em, 
     Nor hear their pray’r, 
     But for Thy people’s sake, destroy ’em, 
     An’ dinna spare. 
 
     But, Lord, remember me an’ mine 
     Wi’ mercies temp’ral an’ divine, 
     That I for grace an’ gear may shine, 



     Excell’d by nane, 
     And a’ the glory shall be thine, 
     Amen, Amen! 
 
 
 
 
 
Epitaph On Holy Willie 
 
     Here Holy Willie’s sair worn clay 
     Taks up its last abode; 
     His saul has ta’en some other way, 
     I fear, the left-hand road. 
 
     Stop! there he is, as sure’s a gun, 
     Poor, silly body, see him; 
     Nae wonder he’s as black’s the grun, 
     Observe wha’s standing wi’ him. 
 
     Your brunstane devilship, I see, 
     Has got him there before ye; 
     But haud your nine-tail cat a wee, 
     Till ance you’ve heard my story. 
 
     Your pity I will not implore, 
     For pity ye have nane; 
     Justice, alas! has gi’en him o’er, 
     And mercy’s day is gane. 
 
     But hear me, Sir, deil as ye are, 
     Look something to your credit; 
     A coof like him wad stain your name, 
     If it were kent ye did it. 
 
 
 
 
 
Death and Doctor Hornbook 
 
     A True Story 
 
     Some books are lies frae end to end, 



     And some great lies were never penn’d: 
     Ev’n ministers they hae been kenn’d, 
     In holy rapture, 
     A rousing whid at times to vend, 
     And nail’t wi’ Scripture. 
 
     But this that I am gaun to tell, 
     Which lately on a night befell, 
     Is just as true’s the Deil’s in hell 
     Or Dublin city: 
     That e’er he nearer comes oursel’ 
     ’S a muckle pity. 
 
     The clachan yill had made me canty, 
     I was na fou, but just had plenty; 
     I stacher’d whiles, but yet too tent aye 
     To free the ditches; 
     An’ hillocks, stanes, an’ bushes, kenn’d eye 
     Frae ghaists an’ witches. 
 
     The rising moon began to glowre 
     The distant Cumnock hills out-owre: 
     To count her horns, wi’ a my pow’r, 
     I set mysel’; 
     But whether she had three or four, 
     I cou’d na tell. 
 
     I was come round about the hill, 
     An’ todlin down on Willie’s mill, 
     Setting my staff wi’ a’ my skill, 
     To keep me sicker; 
     Tho’ leeward whiles, against my will, 
     I took a bicker. 
 
     I there wi’ Something did forgather, 
     That pat me in an eerie swither; 
     An’ awfu’ scythe, out-owre ae shouther, 
     Clear-dangling, hang; 
     A three-tae’d leister on the ither 
     Lay, large an’ lang. 
 
     Its stature seem’d lang Scotch ells twa, 
     The queerest shape that e’er I saw, 
     For fient a wame it had ava; 



     And then its shanks, 
     They were as thin, as sharp an’ sma’ 
     As cheeks o’ branks. 
 
     “Guid-een,” quo’ I; “Friend! hae ye been mawin, 
     When ither folk are busy sawin!”1 
     I seem’d to make a kind o’ stan’ 
     But naething spak; 
     At length, says I, “Friend! whare ye gaun? 
     Will ye go back?” 
 
     It spak right howe,—“My name is Death, 
     But be na fley’d.”—Quoth I, “Guid faith, 
     Ye’re maybe come to stap my breath; 
     But tent me, billie; 
     I red ye weel, tak care o’ skaith 
     See, there’s a gully!” 
 
     “Gudeman,” quo’ he, “put up your whittle, 
     I’m no designed to try its mettle; 
     But if I did, I wad be kittle 
     To be mislear’d; 
     I wad na mind it, no that spittle 
     Out-owre my beard.” 
 
     “Weel, weel!” says I, “a bargain be’t; 
     Come, gie’s your hand, an’ sae we’re gree’t; 
     We’ll ease our shanks an tak a seat— 
     Come, gie’s your news; 
     This while ye hae been mony a gate, 
     At mony a house.”2 
 
     [Footnote 1: This recontre happened in seed-time, 1785.—R.B.] 
 
     [Footnote 2: An epidemical fever was then raging in that 
      country.—R.B.] 
 
     “Ay, ay!” quo’ he, an’ shook his head, 
     “It’s e’en a lang, lang time indeed 
     Sin’ I began to nick the thread, 
     An’ choke the breath: 
     Folk maun do something for their bread, 
     An’ sae maun Death. 
 



     “Sax thousand years are near-hand fled 
     Sin’ I was to the butching bred, 
     An’ mony a scheme in vain’s been laid, 
     To stap or scar me; 
     Till ane Hornbook’s3 ta’en up the trade, 
     And faith! he’ll waur me. 
 
     “Ye ken Hornbook i’ the clachan, 
     Deil mak his king’s-hood in spleuchan! 
     He’s grown sae weel acquaint wi’ Buchan4 
     And ither chaps, 
     The weans haud out their fingers laughin, 
     An’ pouk my hips. 
 
     “See, here’s a scythe, an’ there’s dart, 
     They hae pierc’d mony a gallant heart; 
     But Doctor Hornbook, wi’ his art 
     An’ cursed skill, 
     Has made them baith no worth a f-t, 
     Damn’d haet they’ll kill! 
 
     “’Twas but yestreen, nae farther gane, 
     I threw a noble throw at ane; 
     Wi’ less, I’m sure, I’ve hundreds slain; 
     But deil-ma-care, 
     It just play’d dirl on the bane, 
     But did nae mair. 
 
     “Hornbook was by, wi’ ready art, 
     An’ had sae fortify’d the part, 
 
     [Footnote 3: This gentleman, Dr. Hornbook, is professionally 
     a brother of the sovereign Order of the Ferula; but, by 
     intuition and inspiration, is at once an apothecary, 
     surgeon, and physician.—R.B.] 
 
     [Footnote 4: Burchan’s Domestic Medicine.—R.B.] 
 
     That when I looked to my dart, 
     It was sae blunt, 
     Fient haet o’t wad hae pierc’d the heart 
     Of a kail-runt. 
 
     “I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 



     I near-hand cowpit wi’ my hurry, 
     But yet the bauld Apothecary 
     Withstood the shock; 
     I might as weel hae tried a quarry 
     O’ hard whin rock. 
 
     “Ev’n them he canna get attended, 
     Altho’ their face he ne’er had kend it, 
     Just—in a kail-blade, an’ sent it, 
     As soon’s he smells ’t, 
     Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 
     At once he tells ’t. 
 
     “And then, a’ doctor’s saws an’ whittles, 
     Of a’ dimensions, shapes, an’ mettles, 
     A’ kind o’ boxes, mugs, an’ bottles, 
     He’s sure to hae; 
     Their Latin names as fast he rattles 
     as A B C. 
 
     “Calces o’ fossils, earths, and trees; 
     True sal-marinum o’ the seas; 
     The farina of beans an’ pease, 
     He has’t in plenty; 
     Aqua-fontis, what you please, 
     He can content ye. 
 
     “Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 
     Urinus spiritus of capons; 
     Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings, 
     Distill’d per se; 
     Sal-alkali o’ midge-tail clippings, 
     And mony mae.” 
 
     “Waes me for Johnie Ged’s5 Hole now,” 
      Quoth I, “if that thae news be true! 
     His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew, 
     Sae white and bonie, 
     Nae doubt they’ll rive it wi’ the plew; 
     They’ll ruin Johnie!” 
 
     The creature grain’d an eldritch laugh, 
     And says “Ye needna yoke the pleugh, 
     Kirkyards will soon be till’d eneugh, 



     Tak ye nae fear: 
     They’ll be trench’d wi’ mony a sheugh, 
     In twa-three year. 
 
     “Whare I kill’d ane, a fair strae-death, 
     By loss o’ blood or want of breath 
     This night I’m free to tak my aith, 
     That Hornbook’s skill 
     Has clad a score i’ their last claith, 
     By drap an’ pill. 
 
     “An honest wabster to his trade, 
     Whase wife’s twa nieves were scarce weel-bred 
     Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 
     When it was sair; 
     The wife slade cannie to her bed, 
     But ne’er spak mair. 
 
     “A country laird had ta’en the batts, 
     Or some curmurring in his guts, 
     His only son for Hornbook sets, 
     An’ pays him well: 
     The lad, for twa guid gimmer-pets, 
     Was laird himsel’. 
 
     “A bonie lass—ye kend her name— 
     Some ill-brewn drink had hov’d her wame; 
     She trusts hersel’, to hide the shame, 
     In Hornbook’s care; 
     Horn sent her aff to her lang hame, 
     To hide it there. 
 
     [Footnote 5: The grave-digger.—R.B.] 
 
     “That’s just a swatch o’ Hornbook’s way; 
     Thus goes he on from day to day, 
     Thus does he poison, kill, an’ slay, 
     An’s weel paid for’t; 
     Yet stops me o’ my lawfu’ prey, 
     Wi’ his damn’d dirt: 
 
     “But, hark! I’ll tell you of a plot, 
     Tho’ dinna ye be speakin o’t; 
     I’ll nail the self-conceited sot, 



     As dead’s a herrin; 
     Neist time we meet, I’ll wad a groat, 
     He gets his fairin!” 
 
     But just as he began to tell, 
     The auld kirk-hammer strak the bell 
     Some wee short hour ayont the twal’, 
     Which rais’d us baith: 
     I took the way that pleas’d mysel’, 
     And sae did Death. 
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