
Sep 30– From “Manners” by Ralph Waldo Emerson
(1844)
"How near to good is what is fair!
Which we no sooner see,
But with the lines and outward air
Our senses taken be.
Again yourselves compose,
And now put all the aptness on
Of Figure, that Proportion
Or Color can disclose;
That if those silent arts were lost,
Design and Picture, they might boast
From you a newer ground,
Instructed by the heightening sense
Of dignity and reverence
In their true motions found."

BEN JONSON

Half the world, it is said, knows not how the other half live. Our Exploring Expedition saw
the Feejee islanders getting their dinner off human bones; and they are said to eat their own
wives and children. The husbandry of the modern inhabitants of Gournou (west of old Thebes)
is philosophical to a fault. To set up their housekeeping, nothing is requisite but two or three
earthern pots, a stone to grind meal, and a mat which is the bed. The house, namely, a tomb, is
ready without rent or taxes. No rain can pass through the roof, and there is no door, for there is
no want of one, as there is nothing to lose. If the house do not please them, they walk out and
enter another, as there are several hundreds at their command. "It is somewhat singular," adds
Belzoni, to whom we owe this account, "to talk of happiness among people who live in
sepulchres, among the corpses and rags of an ancient nation which they know nothing of." In
the deserts of Borgoo, the rock-Tibboos still dwell in caves, like cliff-swallows, and the language
of these negroes is compared by their neighbors to the shrieking of bats, and to the whistling of
birds. Again, the Bornoos have no proper names; individuals are called after their height,
thickness, or other accidental quality, and have nicknames merely. But the salt, the dates, the
ivory, and the gold, for which these horrible regions are visited, find their way into countries,
where the purchaser and consumer can hardly be ranked in one race with these cannibals and
man-stealers; countries where man serves himself with metals, wood, stone, glass, gum, cotton,
silk, and wool; honors himself with architecture; writes laws, and contrives to execute his will
through the hands of many nations; and, especially, establishes a select society, running
through all the countries of intelligent men, a self-constituted aristocracy, or fraternity of the best,
which, without written law or exact usage of any kind, perpetuates itself, colonizes every
new-planted island, and adopts and makes its own whatever personal beauty or extraordinary
native endowment anywhere appears.
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What fact more conspicuous in modern history, than the creation of the gentleman?
Chivalry is that, and loyalty is that, and, in English literature, half the drama, and all the novels,
from Sir Philip Sidney to Sir Walter Scott, paint this figure. The word gentleman, which, like the
word Christian, must hereafter characterize the present and the few preceding centuries, by the
importance attached to it, is a homage to personal and incommunicable properties. Frivolous
and fantastic additions have got associated with the name, but the steady interest of mankind in
it must be attributed to the valuable properties which it designates. An element which unites all
the most forcible persons of every country; makes them intelligible and agreeable to each other,
and is somewhat so precise, that it is at once felt if an individual lack the masonic sign, cannot
be any casual product, but must be an average result of the character and faculties universally
found in men. It seems a certain permanent average; as the atmosphere is a permanent
composition, whilst so many gases are combined only to be decompounded. Comme il faut, is
the Frenchman's description of good society, as we must be. It is a spontaneous fruit of talents
and feelings of precisely that class who have most vigor, who take the lead in the world of this
hour, and, though far from pure, far from constituting the gladdest and highest tone of human
feeling, is as good as the whole society permits it to be. It is made of the spirit, more than of the
talent of men, and is a compound result, into which every great force enters as an ingredient,
namely, virtue, wit, beauty, wealth, and power.

There is something equivocal in all the words in use to express the excellence of
manners and social cultivation, because the quantities are fluxional, and the last effect is
assumed by the senses as the cause. The word gentleman has not any correlative abstract to
express the quality. Gentility is mean, and gentilesse is obsolete. But we must keep alive in the
vernacular, the distinction between fashion, a word of narrow and often sinister meaning, and
the heroic character which the gentleman imports. The usual words, however, must be
respected: they will be found to contain the root of the matter. The point of distinction in all this
class of names, as courtesy, chivalry, fashion, and the like, is, that the flower and fruit, not the
grain of the tree, are contemplated. It is beauty which is the aim this time, and not worth. The
result is now in question, although our words intimate well enough the popular feeling, that the
appearance supposes a substance. The gentleman is a man of truth, lord of his own actions,
and expressing that lordship in his behavior, not in any manner dependent and servile either on
persons, or opinions, or possessions. Beyond this fact of truth and real force, the word denotes
good-nature or benevolence: manhood first, and then gentleness. The popular notion certainly
adds a condition of ease and fortune; but that is a natural result of personal force and love, that
they should possess and dispense the goods of the world. In times of violence, every eminent
person must fall in with many opportunities to approve his stoutness and worth; therefore every
man's name that emerged at all from the mass in the feudal ages, rattles in our ear like a
flourish of trumpets. But personal force never goes out of fashion. That is still paramount today,
and, in the moving crowd of good society, the men of valor and reality are known, and rise to
their natural place. The competition is transferred from war to politics and trade, but the
personal force appears readily enough in these new arenas.



Power first, or no leading class. In politics and in trade, bruisers and pirates are of better
promise than talkers and clerks. God knows that all sorts of gentlemen knock at the door; but
whenever used in strictness, and with any emphasis, the name will be found to point at original
energy. It describes a man standing in his own right, and working after untaught methods. In a
good lord, there must first be a good animal, at least to the extent of yielding the incomparable
advantage of animal spirits. The ruling class must have more, but they must have these, giving
in every company the sense of power, which makes things easy to be done which daunt the
wise. The society of the energetic class, in their friendly and festive meetings, is full of courage,
and of attempts, which intimidate the pale scholar. The courage which girls exhibit is like a battle
of Lundy's Lane, or a sea-fight. The intellect relies on memory to make some supplies to face
these extemporaneous squadrons. But memory is a base mendicant with basket and badge, in
the presence of these sudden masters. The rulers of society must be up to the work of the
world, and equal to their versatile office: men of the right Caesarian pattern, who have great
range of affinity. I am far from believing the timid maxim of Lord Falkland, ("that for ceremony
there must go two to it; since a bold fellow will go through the cunningest forms,") and am of
opinion that the gentleman is the bold fellow whose forms are not to be broken through; and
only that plenteous nature is rightful master, which is the complement of whatever person it
converses with. My gentleman gives the law where he is; he will outpray saints in chapel,
outgeneral veterans in the field, and outshine all courtesy in the hall. He is good company for
pirates, and good with academicians; so that it is useless to fortify yourself against him; he has
the private entrance to all minds, and I could as easily exclude myself, as him. The famous
gentlemen of Asia and Europe have been of this strong type: Saladin, Sapor, the Cid, Julius
Caesar, Scipio, Alexander, Pericles, and the lordliest personages. They sat very carelessly in
their chairs, and were too excellent themselves, to value any condition at a high rate.

A plentiful fortune is reckoned necessary, in the popular judgment, to the completion of
this man of the world: and it is a material deputy which walks through the dance which the first
has led. Money is not essential, but this wide affinity is, which transcends the habits of clique
and caste, and makes itself felt by men of all classes. If the aristocrat is only valid in fashionable
circles, and not with truckmen, he will never be a leader in fashion; and if the man of the people
cannot speak on equal terms with the gentleman, so that the gentleman shall perceive that he is
already really of his own order, he is not to be feared. Diogenes, Socrates, and Epaminondas,
are gentlemen of the best blood, who have chosen the condition of poverty, when that of wealth
was equally open to them. I use these old names, but the men I speak of are my
contemporaries. Fortune will not supply to every generation one of these well-appointed knights,
but every collection of men furnishes some example of the class: and the politics of this country,
and the trade of every town, are controlled by these hardy and irresponsible doers, who have
invention to take the lead, and a broad sympathy which puts them in fellowship with crowds, and
makes their action popular.

The manners of this class are observed and caught with devotion by men of taste. The
association of these masters with each other, and with men intelligent of their merits, is mutually
agreeable and stimulating. The good forms, the happiest expressions of each, are repeated and
adopted. By swift consent, everything superfluous is dropped, everything graceful is renewed.



Fine manners show themselves formidable to the uncultivated man. They are a subtler science
of defence to parry and intimidate; but once matched by the skill of the other party, they drop the
point of the sword,-—points and fences disappear, and the youth finds himself in a more
transparent atmosphere, wherein life is a less troublesome game, and not a misunderstanding
rises between the players. Manners aim to facilitate life, to get rid of impediments, and bring the
man pure to energize. They aid our dealing and conversation, as a railway aids travelling, by
getting rid of all avoidable obstructions of the road, and leaving nothing to be conquered but
pure space. These forms very soon become fixed, and a fine sense of propriety is cultivated
with the more heed, that it becomes a badge of social and civil distinctions. Thus grows up
Fashion, an equivocal semblance, the most puissant, the most fantastic and frivolous, the most
feared and followed, and which morals and violence assault in vain.

There exists a strict relation between the class of power, and the exclusive and polished
circles. The last are always filled or filling from the first. The strong men usually give some
allowance even to the petulances of fashion, for that affinity they find in it. Napoleon, child of the
revolution, destroyer of the old noblesse, never ceased to court the Faubourg St. Germain:
doubtless with the feeling, that fashion is a homage to men of his stamp. Fashion, though in a
strange way, represents all manly virtue. It is virtue gone to seed: it is a kind of posthumous
honor. It does not often caress the great, but the children of the great: it is a hall of the Past. It
usually sets its face against the great of this hour. Great men are not commonly in its halls: they
are absent in the field: they are working, not triumphing. Fashion is made up of their children; of
those, who, through the value and virtue of somebody, have acquired lustre to their name,
marks of distinction, means of cultivation and generosity, and, in their physical organization, a
certain health and excellence, which secures to them, if not the highest power to work, yet high
power to enjoy. The class of power, the working heroes, the Cortez, the Nelson, the Napoleon,
see that this is the festivity and permanent celebration of such as they; that fashion is funded
talent; is Mexico, Marengo, and Trafalgar beaten out thin; that the brilliant names of fashion run
back to just such busy names as their own, fifty or sixty years ago. They are the sowers, their
sons shall be the reapers, and their sons, in the ordinary course of things, must yield the
possession of the harvest to new competitors with keener eyes and stronger frames. The city is
recruited from the country. In the year 1805, it is said, every legitimate monarch in Europe was
imbecile. The city would have died out, rotted, and exploded, long ago, but that it was reinforced
from the fields. It is only country which came to town day before yesterday, that is city and court
today.

Aristocracy and fashion are certain inevitable results. These mutual selections are
indestructible. If they provoke anger in the least favored class, and the excluded majority
revenge themselves on the excluding minority, by the strong hand, and kill them, at once a new
class finds itself at the top, as certainly as cream rises in a bowl of milk: and if the people should
destroy class after class, until two men only were left, one of these would be the leader, and
would be involuntarily served and copied by the other. You may keep this minority out of sight
and out of mind, but it is tenacious of life, and is one of the estates of the realm. I am the more
struck with this tenacity, when I see its work. It respects the administration of such unimportant
matters, that we should not look for any durability in its rule. We sometimes meet men under



some strong moral influence, as, a patriotic, a literary, a religious movement, and feel that the
moral sentiment rules man and nature. We think all other distinctions and ties will be slight and
fugitive, this of caste or fashion, for example; yet come from year to year, and see how
permanent that is, in this Boston or New York life of man, where, too, it has not the least
countenance from the law of the land. Not in Egypt or in India a firmer or more impassable line.
Here are associations whose ties go over, and under, and through it, a meeting of merchants, a
military corps, a college-class, a fire-club, a professional association, a political, a religious
convention; — the persons seem to draw inseparably near; yet, that assembly once dispersed,
its members will not in the year meet again. Each returns to his degree in the scale of good
society, porcelain remains porcelain, and earthen earthen. The objects of fashion may be
frivolous, or fashion may be objectless, but the nature of this union and selection can be neither
frivolous nor accidental. Each man's rank in that perfect graduation depends on some symmetry
in his structure, or some agreement in his structure to the symmetry of society. Its doors unbar
instantaneously to a natural claim of their own kind. A natural gentleman finds his way in, and
will keep the oldest patrician out, who has lost his intrinsic rank. Fashion understands itself;
good-breeding and personal superiority of whatever country readily fraternize with those of
every other. The chiefs of savage tribes have distinguished themselves in London and Paris, by
the purity of their tournure.

To say what good of fashion we can, — it rests on reality, and hates nothing so much as
pretenders; — to exclude and mystify pretenders, and send them into everlasting 'Coventry,' is
its delight. We contemn, in turn, every other gift of men of the world; but the habit even in little
and the least matters, of not appealing to any but our own sense of propriety, constitutes the
foundation of all chivalry. There is almost no kind of self-reliance, so it be sane and
proportioned, which fashion does not occasionally adopt, and give it the freedom of its saloons.
A sainted soul is always elegant, and, if it will, passes unchallenged into the most guarded ring.
But so will Jock the teamster pass, in some crisis that brings him thither, and find favor, as long
as his head is not giddy with the new circumstance, and the iron shoes do not wish to dance in
waltzes and cotillons. For there is nothing settled in manners, but the laws of behavior yield to
the energy of the individual. The maiden at her first ball, the country-man at a city dinner,
believes that there is a ritual according to which every act and compliment must be performed,
or the failing party must be cast out of this presence. Later, they learn that good sense and
character make their own forms every moment, and speak or abstain, take wine or refuse it,
stay or go, sit in a chair or sprawl with children on the floor, or stand on their head, or what else
soever, in a new and aboriginal way: and that strong will is always in fashion, let who will be
unfashionable. All that fashion demands is composure, and self-content. A circle of men
perfectly well-bred would be a company of sensible persons, in which every man's native
manners and character appeared. If the fashionist have not this quality, he is nothing. We are
such lovers of self-reliance, that we excuse in a man many sins, if he will show us a complete
satisfaction in his position, which asks no leave to be, of mine, or any man's good opinion. But
any deference to some eminent man or woman of the world, forfeits all privilege of nobility. He is
an underling: I have nothing to do with him; I will speak with his master. A man should not go
where he cannot carry his whole sphere or society with him, — not bodily, the whole circle of his
friends, but atmospherically. He should preserve in a new company the same attitude of mind



and reality of relation, which his daily associates draw him to, else he is shorn of his best
beams, and will be an orphan in the merriest club. "If you could see Vich Ian Vohr with his tail
on!—" But Vich Ian Vohr must always carry his belongings in some fashion, if not added as
honor, then severed as disgrace.

There will always be in society certain persons who are mercuries of its approbation, and
whose glance will at any time determine for the curious their standing in the world. These are
the chamberlains of the lesser gods. Accept their coldness as an omen of grace with the loftier
deities, and allow them all their privilege. They are clear in their office, nor could they be thus
formidable, without their own merits. But do not measure the importance of this class by their
pretension, or imagine that a fop can be the dispenser of honor and shame. They pass also at
their just rate; for how can they otherwise, in circles which exist as a sort of herald's office for
the sifting of character?

As the first thing man requires of man, is reality, so, that appears in all the forms of
society. We pointedly, and by name, introduce the parties to each other. Know you before all
heaven and earth, that this is Andrew, and this is Gregory; — they look each other in the eye;
they grasp each other's hand, to identify and signalize each other. It is a great satisfaction. A
gentleman never dodges: his eyes look straight forward, and he assures the other party, first of
all, that he has been met. For what is it that we seek, in so many visits and hospitalities? Is it
your draperies, pictures, and decorations? Or, do we not insatiably ask, Was a man in the
house? I may easily go into a great household where there is much substance, excellent
provision for comfort, luxury, and taste, and yet not encounter there any Amphitryon, who shall
subordinate these appendages. I may go into a cottage, and find a farmer who feels that he is
the man I have come to see, and fronts me accordingly. It was therefore a very natural point of
old feudal etiquette, that a gentleman who received a visit, though it were of his sovereign,
should not leave his roof, but should wait his arrival at the door of his house. No house, though
it were the Thuilleries, or the Escurial, is good for anything without a master. And yet we are not
often gratified by this hospitality. Every body we know surrounds himself with a fine house, fine
books, conservatory, gardens, equipage, and all manner of toys, as screens to interpose
between himself and his guest. Does it not seem as if man was of a very sly, elusive nature, and
dreaded nothing so much as a full rencontre front to front with his fellow? It were unmerciful, I
know, quite to abolish the use of these screens, which are of eminent convenience, whether the
guest is too great, or too little. We call together many friends who keep each other in play, or, by
luxuries and ornaments we amuse the young people, and guard our retirement. Or if,
perchance, a searching realist comes to our gate, before whose eye we have no care to stand,
then again we run to our curtain, and hide ourselves as Adam at the voice of the Lord God in
the garden. Cardinal Caprara, the Pope's legate at Paris, defended himself from the glances of
Napoleon, by an immense pair of green spectacles. Napoleon remarked them, and speedily
managed to rally them off: and yet Napoleon, in his turn, was not great enough with eight
hundred thousand troops at his back, to face a pair of freeborn eyes, but fenced himself with
etiquette, and within triple barriers of reserve: and, as all the world knows from Madame de
Stael, was wont, when he found himself observed, to discharge his face of all expression. But
emperors and rich men are by no means the most skilful masters of good manners. No rentroll



nor army-list can dignify skulking and dissimulation: and the first point of courtesy must always
be truth, as really all the forms of good-breeding point that way.



Oct 1– From The Prince by Niccolo Machiavelli
(1532) translated by Ninian Hill Thomson
X.. How the Strength of All Princedoms Should Be Measured

IN examining the character of these Princedoms, another circumstance has to be
considered, namely, whether the Prince is strong enough, if occasion demands, to stand alone,
or whether he needs continual help from others. To make the matter clearer, I pronounce those
to be able to stand alone who, with the men and money at their disposal, can get together an
army fit to take the field against any assailant; and, conversely, I judge those to be in constant
need of help who cannot take the field against their enemies, but are obliged to retire behind
their walls, and to defend themselves there. Of the former I have already spoken, and shall
speak again as occasion may require. As to the latter there is nothing to be said, except to
exhort such Princes to strengthen and fortify the towns in which they dwell, and take no heed of
the country outside. For whoever has thoroughly fortified his town, and put himself on such a
footing with his subjects as I have already indicated and shall hereafter speak of, will always be
attacked with much circumspection; for men are always averse to enterprises that are attended
with difficulty, and it is impossible not to foresee difficulties in attacking a Prince whose town is
strongly fortified and who is not hated by his subjects.

The towns of Germany enjoy great freedom. Having little territory, they render obedience
to the Emperor only when so disposed, fearing neither him nor any other neighbouring power.
For they are so fortified that it is plain to every one that it would be a tedious and difficult task to
reduce them, since all of them are protected by moats and suitable ramparts, are well supplied
with artillery, and keep their public magazines constantly stored with victual, drink and fuel,
enough to last them for a year. Besides which, in order to support the poorer class of citizens
without public loss, they lay in a common stock of materials for these to work on for a year, in
the handicrafts which are the life and sinews of such cities, and by which the common people
live. Moreover, they esteem military exercises and have many regulations for their maintenance.

A Prince, therefore, who has a strong city, and who does not make himself hated, can
not be attacked, or should he be so, his assailant will come badly off; since human affairs are so
variable that it is almost impossible for any one to keep an army posted in leaguer for a whole
year without interruption of some sort. Should it be objected that if the citizens have
possessions outside the town, and see them burned, they will lose patience, and that
self-interest, together with the hardships of a protracted siege, will cause them to forget their
loyalty; I answer that a capable and courageous Prince will always overcome these difficulties,
now, by holding out hopes to his subjects that the evil will not be of long continuance; now, by
exciting their fears of the enemy’s cruelty; and, again, by dexterously silencing those who seem
to him too forward in their complaints. Moreover, it is to be expected that the enemy will burn
and lay waste the country immediately on their arrival, at a time when men’s minds are still
heated and resolute for defence. And for this very reason the Prince ought the less to fear,
because after a few days, when the first ardour has abated, the injury is already done and
suffered, and cannot be undone; and the people will now, all the more readily, make common
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cause with their Prince from his seeming to be under obligations to them, their houses having
been burned and their lands wasted in his defence. For it is the nature of men to incur obligation
as much by the benefits they render as by those they receive.

Wherefore, if the whole matter be well considered, it ought not to be difficult for a prudent
Prince, both at the outset and afterwards, to maintain the spirits of his subjects during a siege;
provided always that victuals and other means of defence do not run short.

XI.. Of Ecclesiastical Princedoms
IT now only remains for me to treat of Ecclesiastical Princedoms, all the difficulties in

respect of which precede their acquisition. For they are acquired by merit or good fortune, but
are maintained without either; being upheld by the venerable ordinances of Religion, which are
all of such a nature and efficacy that they secure the authority of their Princes in whatever way
they may act or live. These Princes alone have territories which they do not defend, and
subjects whom they do not govern; yet their territories are not taken from them through not
being defended, nor are their subjects concerned at not being governed, or led to think of
throwing off their allegiance; nor is it in their power to do so. Accordingly these Princedoms
alone are secure and happy. But inasmuch as they are sustained by agencies of a higher nature
than the mind of man can reach, I forbear to speak of them: for since they are set up and
supported by God himself, he would be a rash and presumptuous man who should venture to
discuss them.

Nevertheless, should any one ask me how it comes about that the temporal power of the
Church, which before the time of Alexander was looked on with contempt by all the Potentates
of Italy, and not only by those so styling themselves, but by every Baron and Lordling however
insignificant, has now reached such a pitch of greatness that the King of France trembles before
it, and that it has been able to drive him out of Italy and to crush the Venetians; though the
causes be known, it seems to me not superfluous to call them in some measure to recollection.

Before Charles of France passed into Italy, that country was under the control of the
Pope, the Venetians, the King of Naples, the Duke of Milan, and the Florentines. Two chief
objects had to be kept in view by all these powers: first, that no armed foreigner should be
allowed to invade Italy; second, that no one of their own number should be suffered to extend
his territory. Those whom it was especially needed to guard against, were the Pope and the
Venetians. To hold back the Venetians it was necessary that all the other States should
combine, as was done for the defence of Ferrara; while to restrain the Pope, use was made of
the Roman Barons, who being divided into two factions, the Orsini and Colonnesi, had constant
cause for feud with one another, and standing with arms in their hands under the very eyes of
the Pontiff, kept the Popedom feeble and insecure.

And although there arose from time to time a courageous Pope like Sixtus, neither his
prudence nor his good fortune could free him from these embarrassments. The cause whereof
was the shortness of the lives of the Popes. For in the ten years, which was the average
duration of a Pope’s life, he could barely succeed in humbling one of these factions; so that if,



for instance, one Pope had almost exterminated the Colonnesi, he was followed by another,
who being the enemy of the Orsini had no time to rid himself of them, but so far from completing
the destruction of the Colonnesi, restored them to life. This led to the temporal authority of the
Popes being little esteemed in Italy.

Then came Alexander VI, who more than any of his predecessors showed what a Pope
could effect with money and arms, achieving by the instrumentality of Duke Valentino, and by
taking advantage of the coming of the French into Italy, all those successes which I have
already noticed in speaking of the actions of the Duke. And although his object was to
aggrandize, not the Church but the Duke, what he did turned to the advantage of the Church,
which after his death, and after the Duke had been put out of the way, became the heir of his
labours.

After him came Pope Julius, who found the Church strengthened by the possession of
the whole of Romagna, and the Roman Barons exhausted and their factions shattered under
the blows of Pope Alexander. He found also a way opened for the accumulation of wealth,
which before the time of Alexander no one had followed. These advantages Julius not only used
but added to. He undertook the conquest of Bologna, the overthrow of the Venetians, and the
expulsion of the French from Italy; in all which enterprises he succeeded, and with the greater
glory to himself in that whatever he did, was done to strengthen the Church and not to
aggrandize any private person. He succeeded, moreover, in keeping the factions of the Orsini
and Colonnesi within the same limits as he found them; and, though some seeds of
insubordination may still have been left among them, two causes operated to hold them in
check; first, the great power of the Church, which overawed them, and second, their being
without Cardinals, who had been the cause of all their disorders. For these factions while they
have Cardinals among them can never be at rest, since it is they who foment dissension both in
Rome and out of it, in which the Barons are forced to take part, the ambition of the Prelates thus
giving rise to tumult and discord among the Barons.

His Holiness, Pope Leo, has consequently found the Papacy most powerful; and from
him we may hope, that as his predecessors made it great with arms, he will render it still greater
and more venerable by his benignity and other countless virtues.

XII.. How Many Different Kinds of Soldiers There Are, and of Mercenaries
HAVING spoken particularly of all the various kinds of Princedom whereof at the outset I

proposed to treat, considered in some measure what are the causes of their strength and
weakness, and pointed out the methods by which men commonly seek to acquire them, it now
remains that I should discourse generally concerning the means for attack and defence of which
each of these different kinds of Princedom may make use.

I have already said that a Prince must lay solid foundations, since otherwise he will
inevitably be destroyed. Now the main foundations of all States, whether new, old, or mixed, are
good laws and good arms. But since you cannot have the former without the latter, and where



you have the latter, are likely to have the former, I shall here omit all discussion on the subject of
laws, and speak only of arms.

I say then that the arms wherewith a Prince defends his State are either his own
subjects, or they are mercenaries, or they are auxiliaries, or they are partly one and partly
another. Mercenaries and auxiliaries are at once useless and dangerous, and he who holds his
State by means of mercenary troops can never be solidly or securely seated. For such troops
are disunited, ambitious, insubordinate, treacherous, insolent among friends, cowardly before
foes, and without fear of God or faith with man. Whenever they are attacked defeat follows; so
that in peace you are plundered by them, in war by your enemies. And this because they have
no tie or motive to keep them in the field beyond their paltry pay, in return for which it would be
too much to expect them to give their lives. They are ready enough, therefore, to be your
soldiers while you are at peace, but when war is declared they make off and disappear. I ought
to have little difficulty in getting this believed, for the present ruin of Italy is due to no other cause
than her having for many years trusted to mercenaries, who though heretofore they may have
helped the fortunes of some one man, and made a show of strength when matched with one
another, have always revealed themselves in their true colours so soon as foreign enemies
appeared. Hence it was that Charles of France was suffered to conquer Italy with chalk; and he
who said our sins were the cause, said truly, though it was not the sins he meant, but those
which I have noticed. And as these were the sins of Princes, they it is who have paid the
penalty.

But I desire to demonstrate still more clearly the untoward character of these forces.
Captains of mercenaries are either able men or they are not. If they are, you cannot trust them,
since they will always seek their own aggrandizement, either by overthrowing you who are their
master, or by the overthrow of others contrary to your desire. On the other hand, if your captain
be not an able man the chances are you will be ruined. And if it be said that whoever has arms
in his hands will act in the same way whether he be a mercenary or no, I answer that when
arms have to be employed by a Prince or a Republic, the Prince ought to go in person to take
command as captain, the Republic should send one of her citizens, and if he prove incapable
should change him, but if he prove capable should by the force of the laws confine him within
proper bounds. And we see from experience that both Princes and Republics when they depend
on their own arms have the greatest success, whereas from employing mercenaries nothing but
loss results. Moreover, a Republic trusting to her own forces, is with greater difficulty than one
which relies on foreign arms brought to yield obedience to a single citizen. Rome and Sparta
remained for ages armed and free. The Swiss are at once the best armed and the freest people
in the world.

Of mercenary arms in ancient times we have an example in the Carthaginians, who at
the close of their first war with Rome, were well-nigh ruined by their hired troops, although these
were commanded by Carthaginian citizens. So too, when, on the death of Epaminondas, the
Thebans made Philip of Macedon captain of their army, after gaining a victory for them, he
deprived them of their liberty. The Milanese, in like manner, when Duke Filippo died, took
Francesco Sforza into their pay to conduct the war against the Venetians. But he, after defeating



the enemy at Caravaggio, combined with them to overthrow the Milanese, his masters. His
father too while in the pay of Giovanna, Queen of Naples, suddenly left her without troops,
obliging her, in order to save her kingdom, to throw herself into the arms of the King of Aragon.

And if it be said that in times past the Venetians and the Florentines have extended their
dominions by means of these arms, and that their captains have served them faithfully, without
seeking to make themselves their masters, I answer that in this respect the Florentines have
been fortunate, because among those valiant captains who might have given them cause for
fear, some have not been victorious, some have had rivals, and some have turned their
ambition in other directions.

Among those not victorious, was Giovanni Acuto, whose fidelity, since he was
unsuccessful, was not put to the proof: but any one may see, that had he been victorious the
Florentines must have been entirely in his hands. The Sforzas, again, had constant rivals in the
Bracceschi, so that the one following was a check upon the other; moreover, the ambition of
Francesco was directed against Milan, while that of Braccio was directed against the Church
and the kingdom of Naples. Let us turn, however, to what took place lately. The Florentines
chose for their captain Paolo Vitelli, a most prudent commander, who had raised himself from
privacy to the highest renown in arms. Had he been successful in reducing Pisa, none can deny
that the Florentines would have been completely in his power, for they would have been ruined
had he gone over to their enemies, while if they retained him they must have submitted to his
will.

Again, as to the Venetians, if we consider the growth of their power, it will be seen that
they conducted their affairs with glory and safety so long as their subjects of all ranks, gentle
and simple alike, valiantly bore arms in their wars; as they did before they directed their
enterprises landwards. But when they took to making war by land, they forsook those methods
in which they excelled and were content to follow the customs of Italy.

At first, indeed, in extending their possessions on the mainland, having as yet but little
territory and being held in high repute, they had not much to fear from their captains; but when
their territories increased, which they did under Carmagnola, they were taught their mistake. For
as they had found him a most valiant and skillful leader when, under his command, they
defeated the Duke of Milan, and, on the other hand, saw him slack in carrying on the war, they
made up their minds that no further victories were to be had under him; and because, through
fear of losing what they had gained, they could not discharge him, to secure themselves against
him they were forced to put him to death. After him they have had for captains, Bartolommeo of
Bergamo, Roberto of San Severino, the Count of Pitigliano, and the like, under whom their
danger has not been from victories, but from defeats; as, for instance, at Vaila, where they lost
in a single day what it had taken the efforts of eight hundred years to acquire. For the gains
resulting from mercenary arms are slow, and late, and inconsiderable, but the losses sudden
and astounding.



And since these examples have led me back to Italy, which for many years past has
been defended by mercenary arms, I desire to go somewhat deeper into the matter, in order
that the causes which led to the adoption of these arms being seen, they may the more readily
be corrected. You are to understand, then, that when in these later times the Imperial control
began to be rejected by Italy, and the temporal power of the Pope to be more thought of, Italy
suddenly split up into a number of separate States. For many of the larger cities took up arms
against their nobles, who, with the favour of the Emperor, had before kept them in subjection,
and were supported by the Church with a view to add to her temporal authority: while in many
others of these cities, private citizens became rulers. Hence Italy, having passed almost entirely
into the hands of the Church and of certain Republics, the former made up of priests, the latter
of citizens unfamiliar with arms, began to take foreigners into her pay.

The first who gave reputation to this service was Alberigo of Conio in Romagna, from
whose school of warlike training descended, among others, Braccio and Sforza, who in their
time were the arbiters of Italy; after whom came all those others who down to the present hour
have held similar commands, and to whose merits we owe it that our country has been overrun
by Charles, plundered by Louis, wasted by Ferdinand, and insulted by the Swiss.

The first object of these mercenaries was to bring foot soldiers into disrepute, in order to
enhance the merit of their own followers; and this they did, because lacking territory of their own
and depending on their profession for their support, a few foot soldiers gave them no
importance, while for a large number they were unable to provide. For these reasons they had
recourse to horsemen, a less retinue of whom was thought to confer distinction, and could be
more easily maintained. And the matter went to such a length, that in an army of twenty
thousand men, not two thousand foot soldiers were to be found. Moreover, they spared no
endeavour to relieve themselves and their men from fatigue and danger, not killing one another
in battle, but making prisoners who were afterwards released without ransom. They would
attack no town by night; those in towns would make no sortie by night against a besieging army.
Their camps were without rampart or trench. They had no winter campaigns. All which
arrangements were sanctioned by their military rules, contrived by them, as I have said already,
to escape fatigue and danger; but the result of which has been to bring Italy into servitude and
contempt.



Oct 2– From The Voyage of The Beagle by Charles
Darwin (1839)

During my stay at Bahia Blanca, while waiting for the Beagle, the place was in a constant
state of excitement, from rumours of wars and victories, between the troops of Rosas and the
wild Indians. One day an account came that a small party forming one of the postas on the line
to Buenos Ayres, had been found all murdered. The next day three hundred men arrived from
the Colorado, under the command of Commandant Miranda. A large portion of these men were
Indians (mansos, or tame), belonging to the tribe of the Cacique Bernantio. They passed the
night here; and it was impossible to conceive anything more wild and savage than the scene of
their bivouac. Some drank till they were intoxicated; others swallowed the steaming blood of the
cattle slaughtered for their suppers, and then, being sick from drunkenness, they cast it up
again, and were besmeared with filth and gore.

Nam simul expletus dapibus, vinoque sepultus Cervicem inflexam posuit, jacuitque per antrum
Immensus, saniem eructans, ac frusta cruenta Per somnum commixta mero.

In the morning they started for the scene of the murder, with orders to follow the "rastro,"
or track, even if it led them to Chile. We subsequently heard that the wild Indians had escaped
into the great Pampas, and from some cause the track had been missed. One glance at the
rastro tells these people a whole history. Supposing they examine the track of a thousand
horses, they will soon guess the number of mounted ones by seeing how many have cantered;
by the depth of the other impressions, whether any horses were loaded with cargoes; by the
irregularity of the footsteps, how far tired; by the manner in which the food has been cooked,
whether the pursued travelled in haste; by the general appearance, how long it has been since
they passed. They consider a rastro of ten days or a fortnight, quite recent enough to be hunted
out. We also heard that Miranda struck from the west end of the Sierra Ventana, in a direct line
to the island of Cholechel, situated seventy leagues up the Rio Negro. This is a distance of
between two and three hundred miles, through a country completely unknown. What other
troops in the world are so independent? With the sun for their guide, mare's flesh for food, their
saddle-cloths for beds,—as long as there is a little water, these men would penetrate to the end
of the world.

A few days afterwards I saw another troop of these banditti-like soldiers start on an
expedition against a tribe of Indians at the small Salinas, who had been betrayed by a prisoner
cacique. The Spaniard who brought the orders for this expedition was a very intelligent man. He
gave me an account of the last engagement at which he was present. Some Indians, who had
been taken prisoners, gave information of a tribe living north of the Colorado. Two hundred
soldiers were sent; and they first discovered the Indians by a cloud of dust from their horses'
feet, as they chanced to be travelling. The country was mountainous and wild, and it must have
been far in the interior, for the Cordillera were in sight. The Indians, men, women, and children,
were about one hundred and ten in number, and they were nearly all taken or killed, for the
soldiers sabre every man. The Indians are now so terrified that they offer no resistance in a
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body, but each flies, neglecting even his wife and children; but when overtaken, like wild
animals, they fight against any number to the last moment. One dying Indian seized with his
teeth the thumb of his adversary, and allowed his own eye to be forced out sooner than
relinquish his hold. Another, who was wounded, feigned death, keeping a knife ready to strike
one more fatal blow. My informer said, when he was pursuing an Indian, the man cried out for
mercy, at the same time that he was covertly loosing the bolas from his waist, meaning to whirl it
round his head and so strike his pursuer. "I however struck him with my sabre to the ground,
and then got off my horse, and cut his throat with my knife." This is a dark picture; but how much
more shocking is the unquestionable fact, that all the women who appear above twenty years
old are massacred in cold blood! When I exclaimed that this appeared rather inhuman, he
answered, "Why, what can be done? they breed so!"

Every one here is fully convinced that this is the most just war, because it is against
barbarians. Who would believe in this age that such atrocities could be committed in a Christian
civilized country? The children of the Indians are saved, to be sold or given away as servants, or
rather slaves for as long a time as the owners can make them believe themselves slaves; but I
believe in their treatment there is little to complain of.

In the battle four men ran away together. They were pursued, one was killed, and the
other three were taken alive. They turned out to be messengers or ambassadors from a large
body of Indians, united in the common cause of defence, near the Cordillera. The tribe to which
they had been sent was on the point of holding a grand council, the feast of mare's flesh was
ready, and the dance prepared: in the morning the ambassadors were to have returned to the
Cordillera. They were remarkably fine men, very fair, above six feet high, and all under thirty
years of age. The three survivors of course possessed very valuable information and to extort
this they were placed in a line. The two first being questioned, answered, "No se" (I do not
know), and were one after the other shot. The third also said "No se;" adding, "Fire, I am a man,
and can die!" Not one syllable would they breathe to injure the united cause of their country! The
conduct of the above-mentioned cacique was very different; he saved his life by betraying the
intended plan of warfare, and the point of union in the Andes. It was believed that there were
already six or seven hundred Indians together, and that in summer their numbers would be
doubled. Ambassadors were to have been sent to the Indians at the small Salinas, near Bahia
Blanca, whom I have mentioned that this same cacique had betrayed. The communication,
therefore, between the Indians, extends from the Cordillera to the coast of the Atlantic.

General Rosas's plan is to kill all stragglers, and having driven the remainder to a
common point, to attack them in a body, in the summer, with the assistance of the Chilenos.
This operation is to be repeated for three successive years. I imagine the summer is chosen as
the time for the main attack, because the plains are then without water, and the Indians can only
travel in particular directions. The escape of the Indians to the south of the Rio Negro, where in
such a vast unknown country they would be safe, is prevented by a treaty with the Tehuelches
to this effect;—that Rosas pays them so much to slaughter every Indian who passes to the
south of the river, but if they fail in so doing, they themselves are to be exterminated. The war is
waged chiefly against the Indians near the Cordillera; for many of the tribes on this eastern side



are fighting with Rosas. The general, however, like Lord Chesterfield, thinking that his friends
may in a future day become his enemies, always places them in the front ranks, so that their
numbers may be thinned. Since leaving South America we have heard that this war of
extermination completely failed.

Among the captive girls taken in the same engagement, there were two very pretty
Spanish ones, who had been carried away by the Indians when young, and could now only
speak the Indian tongue. From their account they must have come from Salta, a distance in a
straight line of nearly one thousand miles. This gives one a grand idea of the immense territory
over which the Indians roam: yet, great as it is, I think there will not, in another half-century, be a
wild Indian northward of the Rio Negro. The warfare is too bloody to last; the Christians killing
every Indian, and the Indians doing the same by the Christians. It is melancholy to trace how the
Indians have given way before the Spanish invaders. Schirdel says that in 1535, when Buenos
Ayres was founded, there were villages containing two and three thousand inhabitants. Even in
Falconer's time (1750) the Indians made inroads as far as Luxan, Areco, and Arrecife, but now
they are driven beyond the Salado. Not only have whole tribes been exterminated, but the
remaining Indians have become more barbarous: instead of living in large villages, and being
employed in the arts of fishing, as well as of the chase, they now wander about the open plains,
without home or fixed occupation.

I heard also some account of an engagement which took place, a few weeks previously
to the one mentioned, at Cholechel. This is a very important station on account of being a pass
for horses; and it was, in consequence, for some time the head-quarters of a division of the
army. When the troops first arrived there they found a tribe of Indians, of whom they killed
twenty or thirty. The cacique escaped in a manner which astonished every one. The chief
Indians always have one or two picked horses, which they keep ready for any urgent occasion.
On one of these, an old white horse, the cacique sprung, taking with him his little son. The horse
had neither saddle nor bridle. To avoid the shots, the Indian rode in the peculiar method of his
nation namely, with an arm round the horse's neck, and one leg only on its back. Thus hanging
on one side, he was seen patting the horse's head, and talking to him. The pursuers urged
every effort in the chase; the Commandant three times changed his horse, but all in vain. The
old Indian father and his son escaped, and were free. What a fine picture one can form in one's
mind,—the naked, bronze-like figure of the old man with his little boy, riding like a Mazeppa on
the white horse, thus leaving far behind him the host of his pursuers!

I saw one day a soldier striking fire with a piece of flint, which I immediately recognised
as having been a part of the head of an arrow. He told me it was found near the island of
Cholechel, and that they are frequently picked up there. It was between two and three inches
long, and therefore twice as large as those now used in Tierra del Fuego: it was made of
opaque cream-coloured flint, but the point and barbs had been intentionally broken off. It is well
known that no Pampas Indians now use bows and arrows. I believe a small tribe in Banda
Oriental must be excepted; but they are widely separated from the Pampas Indians, and border
close on those tribes that inhabit the forest, and live on foot. It appears, therefore, that these



arrow-heads are antiquarian relics of the Indians, before the great change in habits consequent
on the introduction of the horse into South America.



Oct 3– From The Canterbury Tales by Geoffrey
Chaucer (~1400)
Here bygynneth the Book of the tales of Caunterbury
Whan that Aprille with his shoures soote,
The droghte of March hath perced to the roote,
And bathed every veyne in swich licóur
Of which vertú engendred is the flour;
Whan Zephirus eek with his swete breeth
Inspired hath in every holt and heeth
The tendre croppes, and the yonge sonne
Hath in the Ram his halfe cours y-ronne,
And smale foweles maken melodye,
That slepen al the nyght with open ye,
So priketh hem Natúre in hir corages,
Thanne longen folk to goon on pilgrimages,
And palmeres for to seken straunge strondes,
To ferne halwes, kowthe in sondry londes;
And specially, from every shires ende
Of Engelond, to Caunterbury they wende,
The hooly blisful martir for to seke,
That hem hath holpen whan that they were seeke.

Bifil that in that seson on a day,
In Southwerk at the Tabard as I lay,
Redy to wenden on my pilgrymage
To Caunterbury with ful devout corage,
At nyght were come into that hostelrye
Wel nyne and twenty in a compaignye
Of sondry folk, by áventure y-falle
In felaweshipe, and pilgrimes were they alle,
That toward Caunterbury wolden ryde.
The chambres and the stables weren wyde,
And wel we weren esed atte beste.
And shortly, whan the sonne was to reste,
So hadde I spoken with hem everychon,
That I was of hir felaweshipe anon,
And made forward erly for to ryse,
To take oure wey, ther as I yow devyse.

But nathelees, whil I have tyme and space,
Er that I ferther in this tale pace,
Me thynketh it acordaunt to resoun
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To telle yow al the condicioun
Of ech of hem, so as it semed me,
And whiche they weren and of what degree,
And eek in what array that they were inne;
And at a Knyght than wol I first bigynne.

A Knyght ther was, and that a worthy man,
That fro the tyme that he first bigan
To riden out, he loved chivalrie,
Trouthe and honóur, fredom and curteisie.
Ful worthy was he in his lordes werre,
And thereto hadde he riden, no man ferre,
As wel in cristendom as in hethenesse,
And evere honóured for his worthynesse.
At Alisaundre he was whan it was wonne;
Ful ofte tyme he hadde the bord bigonne
Aboven alle nacions in Pruce.
In Lettow hadde he reysed and in Ruce,—
No cristen man so ofte of his degree.
In Gernade at the seege eek hadde he be
Of Algezir, and riden in Belmarye.
At Lyeys was he, and at Satalye,
Whan they were wonne; and in the Grete See
At many a noble armee hadde he be.

At mortal batailles hadde he been fiftene,
And foughten for oure feith at Tramyssene
In lyste thries, and ay slayn his foo.
This ilke worthy knyght hadde been also
Somtyme with the lord of Palatye
Agayn another hethen in Turkye;
And evermoore he hadde a sovereyn prys.
And though that he were worthy, he was wys,
And of his port as meeke as is a mayde.
He nevere yet no vileynye ne sayde,
In al his lyf, unto no maner wight.
He was a verray, parfit, gentil knyght.

But for to tellen yow of his array,
His hors weren goode, but he was nat gay;
Of fustian he wered a gypon
Al bismótered with his habergeon;
For he was late y-come from his viage,
And wente for to doon his pilgrymage.



With hym ther was his sone, a yong Squiér,
A lovyere and a lusty bacheler,
With lokkes crulle as they were leyd in presse.
Of twenty yeer of age he was, I gesse.
Of his statúre he was of evene lengthe,
And wonderly delyvere and of greet strengthe.
And he hadde been somtyme in chyvachie
In Flaundres, in Artoys, and Pycardie,
And born hym weel, as of so litel space,
In hope to stonden in his lady grace.
Embrouded was he, as it were a meede
Al ful of fresshe floures whyte and reede.
Syngynge he was, or floytynge, al the day;
He was as fressh as is the month of May.
Short was his gowne, with sleves longe and wyde;
Wel koude he sitte on hors and faire ryde;
He koude songes make and wel endite,
Juste and eek daunce, and weel purtreye and write.
So hoote he lovede that by nyghtertale
He sleep namoore than dooth a nyghtyngale.
Curteis he was, lowely and servysáble,
And carf biforn his fader at the table.

A Yeman hadde he and servántz namo
At that tyme, for hym liste ride soo;
And he was clad in cote and hood of grene.
A sheef of pecock arwes bright and kene,
Under his belt he bar ful thriftily—
Wel koude he dresse his takel yemanly;
His arwes drouped noght with fetheres lowe—
And in his hand he baar a myghty bowe.
A not-heed hadde he, with a broun viságe.
Of woodecraft wel koude he al the uságe.
Upon his arm he baar a gay bracér,
And by his syde a swerd and a bokeler,
And on that oother syde a gay daggere,
Harneised wel and sharp as point of spere;
A Cristophere on his brest of silver sheene.
An horn he bar, the bawdryk was of grene.
A forster was he, soothly as I gesse.

Ther was also a Nonne, a Prioresse,
That of hir smylyng was ful symple and coy;



Hire gretteste ooth was but by seinte Loy,
And she was cleped madame Eglentyne.
Ful weel she soong the service dyvyne,
Entuned in hir nose ful semely;
And Frenssh she spak ful faire and fetisly,
After the scole of Stratford atte Bowe,
For Frenssh of Parys was to hire unknowe.
At mete wel y-taught was she with-alle:
She leet no morsel from hir lippes falle,
Ne wette hir fyngres in hir sauce depe.
Wel koude she carie a morsel and wel kepe
Thát no drope ne fille upon hire brist;
In curteisie was set ful muchel hir list.
Hire over-lippe wyped she so clene
That in hir coppe ther was no ferthyng sene
Of grece, whan she dronken hadde hir draughte.
Ful semely after hir mete she raughte.
And sikerly she was of greet desport,
And ful plesáunt and amyable of port,
And peyned hire to countrefete cheere
Of court, and been estatlich of manere,
And to ben holden digne of reverence.
But for to speken of hire conscience,
She was so charitable and so pitous
She wolde wepe if that she saugh a mous
Kaught in a trappe, if it were deed or bledde.
Of smale houndes hadde she, that she fedde
With rosted flessh, or milk and wastel breed;
But soore wepte she if oon of hem were deed,
Or if men smoot it with a yerde smerte;
And al was conscience and tendre herte.

Ful semyly hir wympul pynched was;
Hire nose tretys, her eyen greye as glas,
Hir mouth ful smal and ther-to softe and reed;
But sikerly she hadde a fair forheed;
It was almoost a spanne brood, I trowe;
For, hardily, she was nat undergrowe.
Ful fetys was hir cloke, as I was war;
Of smal coral aboute hire arm she bar
A peire of bedes, gauded al with grene,
And ther-on heng a brooch of gold ful sheene,
On which ther was first write a crowned A,
And after, Amor vincit omnia.



Another Nonne with hire hadde she,
That was hire chapeleyne, and Preestes thre.

A Monk ther was, a fair for the maistrie,
An outridere, that lovede venerie;
A manly man, to been an abbot able.
Ful many a deyntee hors hadde he in stable;
And whan he rood, men myghte his brydel heere
Gýnglen in a whistlynge wynd als cleere,
And eek as loude, as dooth the chapel belle,
Ther as this lord was kepere of the celle.
The reule of seint Maure or of seint Beneit,
By-cause that it was old and som-del streit,—
This ilke Monk leet olde thynges pace,
And heeld after the newe world the space.
He yaf nat of that text a pulled hen
That seith that hunters ben nat hooly men,
Ne that a monk, whan he is recchelees,
Is likned til a fissh that is waterlees,—
This is to seyn, a monk out of his cloystre.
But thilke text heeld he nat worth an oystre;
And I seyde his opinioun was good.
What sholde he studie and make hymselven wood,
Upon a book in cloystre alwey to poure,
Or swynken with his handes and labóure,
As Austyn bit? How shal the world be served?
Lat Austyn have his swynk to him reserved.
Therfore he was a prikasour aright:
Grehoundes he hadde, as swift as fowel in flight;
Of prikyng and of huntyng for the hare
Was al his lust, for no cost wolde he spare.
I seigh his sleves y-púrfiled at the hond
With grys, and that the fyneste of a lond;
And for to festne his hood under his chyn
He hadde of gold y-wroght a curious pyn;
A love-knotte in the gretter ende ther was.
His heed was balled, that shoon as any glas,
And eek his face, as he hadde been enoynt.
He was a lord ful fat and in good poynt;
His eyen stepe, and rollynge in his heed,
That stemed as a forneys of a leed;
His bootes souple, his hors in greet estaat.
Now certeinly he was a fair prelaat.



He was nat pale, as a forpyned goost:
A fat swan loved he best of any roost.
His palfrey was as broun as is a berye.

A Frere ther was, a wantowne and a merye,
A lymytour, a ful solémpne man.
In alle the ordres foure is noon that kan
So muchel of daliaunce and fair langage.
He hadde maad ful many a mariage
Of yonge wommen at his owene cost.
Unto his ordre he was a noble post.
Ful wel biloved and famulier was he
With frankeleyns over al in his contree,
And eek with worthy wommen of the toun;
For he hadde power of confessioun,
As seyde hym-self, moore than a curát,
For of his ordre he was licenciat.
Ful swetely herde he confessioun,
And plesaunt was his absolucioun.
He was an esy man to yeve penaunce
There as he wiste to have a good pitaunce;
For unto a povre ordre for to yive
Is signe that a man is wel y-shryve;
For, if he yaf, he dorste make avaunt
He wiste that a man was répentaunt;
For many a man so hard is of his herte
He may nat wepe al-thogh hym soore smerte.
Therfore in stede of wepynge and preyéres
Men moote yeve silver to the povre freres.
His typet was ay farsed full of knyves
And pynnes, for to yeven faire wyves.
And certeinly he hadde a murye note:
Wel koude he synge and pleyen on a rote;
Of yeddynges he baar outrely the pris.
His nekke whit was as the flour-de-lys;
Ther-to he strong was as a champioun.
He knew the tavernes wel in every toun,
And everich hostiler and tappestere
Bet than a lazar or a beggestere;
For unto swich a worthy man as he
Acorded nat, as by his facultee,
To have with sike lazars aqueyntaunce;
It is nat honest, it may nat avaunce
Fór to deelen with no swich poraille,



But al with riche and selleres of vitaille.
And over-al, ther as profit sholde arise,
Curteis he was and lowely of servyse.
Ther nas no man nowher so vertuous.
He was the beste beggere in his hous;
[And yaf a certeyn ferme for the graunt,
Noon of his brethren cam ther in his haunt;]
For thogh a wydwe hadde noght a sho,
So plesaunt was his In principio,
Yet wolde he have a ferthyng er he wente:
His purchas was wel bettre than his rente.
And rage he koude, as it were right a whelpe.
In love-dayes ther koude he muchel helpe,
For there he was nat lyk a cloysterer
With a thredbare cope, as is a povre scolér,
But he was lyk a maister, or a pope;
Of double worstede was his semycope,
That rounded as a belle, out of the presse.
Somwhat he lipsed for his wantownesse,
To make his Englissh sweete upon his tonge;
And in his harpyng, whan that he hadde songe,
His eyen twynkled in his heed aryght
As doon the sterres in the frosty nyght.
This worthy lymytour was cleped Hubérd.

A Marchant was ther with a forked berd,
In motteleye, and hye on horse he sat;
Upon his heed a Flaundryssh bevere hat;
His bootes clasped faire and fetisly.
His resons he spak ful solémpnely,
Sownynge alway thencrees of his wynnyng.
He wolde the see were kept for any thing
Bitwixe Middelburgh and Orewelle.
Wel koude he in eschaunge sheeldes selle.
This worthy man ful wel his wit bisette;
Ther wiste no wight that he was in dette,
So estatly was he of his gouvernaunce,
With his bargaynes and with his chevyssaunce.
For sothe he was a worthy man with-alle,
But, sooth to seyn, I noot how men hym calle.

A Clerk ther was of Oxenford also,
That unto logyk hadde longe y-go.
As leene was his hors as is a rake,



And he nas nat right fat, I undertake,
But looked holwe, and ther-to sobrely.
Ful thredbare was his overeste courtepy;
For he hadde geten hym yet no benefice,
Ne was so worldly for to have office;
For hym was lévere háve at his beddes heed
Twénty bookes, clad in blak or reed,
Of Aristotle and his philosophie,
Than robes riche, or fíthele, or gay sautrie.
But al be that he was a philosophre,
Yet hadde he but litel gold in cofre;
But al that he myghte of his freendes hente
On bookes and on lernynge he it spente,
And bisily gan for the soules preye
Of hem that yaf hym wher-with to scoleye.
Of studie took he moost cure and moost heede.
Noght o word spak he moore than was neede;
And that was seyd in forme and reverence,
And short and quyk and ful of hy senténce.
Sownynge in moral vertu was his speche;
And gladly wolde he lerne and gladly teche.

A Sergeant of the Lawe, war and wys,
That often hadde been at the Parvys,
Ther was also, ful riche of excellence.
Discreet he was, and of greet reverence—
He semed swich, his wordes weren so wise.
Justice he was ful often in assise,
By patente, and by pleyn commissioun.
For his science and for his heigh renoun,
Of fees and robes hadde he many oon.
So greet a purchasour was nowher noon:
Al was fee symple to hym in effect;
His purchasyng myghte nat been infect.
Nowher so bisy a man as he ther nas,
And yet he semed bisier than he was.
In termes hadde he caas and doomes alle
That from the tyme of kyng William were falle.
Ther-to he koude endite and make a thyng,
Ther koude no wight pynche at his writyng;
And every statut koude he pleyn by rote.
He rood but hoomly in a medlee cote,
Girt with a ceint of silk, with barres smale;
Of his array telle I no lenger tale.



A Frankeleyn was in his compaignye.
Whit was his berd as is the dayesye;
Of his complexioun he was sangwyn.
Wel loved he by the morwe a sop in wyn;
To lyven in delit was evere his wone,
For he was Epicurus owene sone,
That heeld opinioun that pleyn delit
Was verraily felicitee parfit.
An housholdere, and that a greet, was he;
Seint Julian he was in his contree.
His breed, his ale, was alweys after oon;
A bettre envyned man was nowher noon.
Withoute bake mete was nevere his hous,
Of fissh and flessh, and that so plentevous,
It snewed in his hous of mete and drynke,
Of alle deyntees that men koude thynke,
After the sondry sesons of the yeer;
So chaunged he his mete and his soper.
Ful many a fat partrich hadde he in muwe,
And many a breem and many a luce in stuwe.
Wo was his cook but if his sauce were
Poynaunt and sharp, and redy al his geere.



Oct 4– From “Demosthenes” from Plutarch’s Lives
translated by Dryden and revised by Arthur Hugh
Clough
Nor was this all, but he also made his conversation with people
abroad, his common speech, and his business, subservient to his
studies, taking from hence occasions and arguments as matter to
work upon. For as soon as he was parted from his company, down
he would go at once into his study, and run over everything in
order that had passed, and the reasons that might be alleged for
and against it. Any speeches, also, that he was present at, he
would go over again with himself, and reduce into periods; and
whatever others spoke to him, or he to them, he would correct,
transform, and vary several ways. Hence it was, that he was
looked upon as a person of no great natural genius, but one who
owed all the power and ability he had in speaking to labor and
industry. Of the truth of which it was thought to be no small
sign, that he was very rarely heard to speak upon the occasion,
but though he were by name frequently called upon by the people,
as he sat in the assembly, yet he would not rise unless he had
previously considered the subject, and came prepared for it. So
that many of the popular pleaders used to make it a jest against
him; and Pytheas once, scoffing at him, said that his arguments
smelt of the lamp. To which Demosthenes gave the sharp answer,
"It is true, indeed, Pytheas, that your lamp and mine are not
conscious of the same things." To others, however, he would not
much deny it, but would admit frankly enough, that he neither
entirely wrote his speeches beforehand, nor yet spoke wholly
extempore. And he would affirm, that it was the more truly
popular act to use premeditation, such preparation being a kind
of respect to the people; whereas, to slight and take no care
how what is said is likely to be received by the audience, shows
something of an oligarchical temper, and is the course of one
that intends force rather than persuasion. Of his want of
courage and assurance to speak off-hand, they make it also
another argument, that when he was at a loss, and discomposed,
Demades would often rise up on the sudden to support him, but he
was never observed to do the same for Demades.

Whence then, may some say, was it, that Aeschines speaks of him
as a person so much to be wondered at for his boldness in
speaking? Or, how could it be, when Python, the Byzantine,
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"with so much confidence and such a torrent of words inveighed
against" the Athenians, that Demosthenes alone stood up to
oppose him? Or, when Lamachus, the Myrinaean, had written a
panegyric upon king Philip and Alexander, in which he uttered
many things in reproach of the Thebans and Olynthians, and at
the Olympic Games recited it publicly, how was it, that he,
rising up, and recounting historically and demonstratively what
benefits and advantages all Greece had received from the Thebans
and Chalcidians, and on the contrary, what mischiefs the
flatterers of the Macedonians had brought upon it, so turned the
minds of all that were present that the sophist, in alarm at the
outcry against him, secretly made his way out of the assembly?
But Demosthenes, it should seem, regarded other points in the
character of Pericles to be unsuited to him; but his reserve and
his sustained manner, and his forbearing to speak on the sudden,
or upon every occasion, as being the things to which principally
he owed his greatness, these he followed, and endeavored to
imitate, neither wholly neglecting the glory which present
occasion offered, nor yet willing too often to expose his
faculty to the mercy of chance. For, in fact, the orations
which were spoken by him had much more of boldness and
confidence in them than those that he wrote, if we may believe
Eratosthenes, Demetrius the Phalerian, and the Comedians.
Eratosthenes says that often in his speaking he would be
transported into a kind of ecstasy, and Demetrius, that he
uttered the famous metrical adjuration to the people,

By the earth, the springs, the rivers, and the streams,

as a man inspired, and beside himself. One of the comedians
calls him a rhopoperperethras, and another scoffs at him for
his use of antithesis: —

And what he took, took back; a phrase to please
The very fancy of Demosthenes.

Unless, indeed, this also is meant by Antiphanes for a jest upon
the speech on Halonesus, which Demosthenes advised the Athenians
not to take at Philip's hands, but to take back.

All, however, used to consider Demades, in the mere use of his
natural gifts, an orator impossible to surpass, and that in what
he spoke on the sudden, he excelled all the study and
preparation of Demosthenes. And Ariston the Chian, has recorded



a judgment which Theophrastus passed upon the orators; for being
asked what kind of orator he accounted Demosthenes, he answered,
"Worthy of the city of Athens;" and then, what he thought of
Demades, he answered, "Above it." And the same philosopher
reports, that Polyeuctus, the Sphettian, one of the Athenian
politicians about that time, was wont to say that Demosthenes
was the greatest orator, but Phocion the ablest, as he expressed
the most sense in the fewest words. And, indeed, it is related,
that Demosthenes himself, as often as Phocion stood up to plead
against him, would say to his acquaintance, "Here comes the
knife to my speech." Yet it does not appear whether he had this
feeling for his powers of speaking, or for his life and
character, and meant to say that one word or nod from a man who
was really trusted, would go further than a thousand lengthy
periods from others.

Demetrius, the Phalerian, tells us, that he was informed by
Demosthenes himself, now grown old, that the ways he made use of
to remedy his natural bodily infirmities and defects were such
as these; his inarticulate and stammering pronunciation he
overcame and rendered more distinct by speaking with pebbles in
his mouth; his voice he disciplined by declaiming and reciting
speeches or verses when he was out of breath, while running or
going up steep places; and that in his house he had a large
looking-glass, before which he would stand and go through his
exercises. It is told that someone once came to request his
assistance as a pleader, and related how he had been assaulted
and beaten. "Certainly," said Demosthenes, "nothing of the kind
can have happened to you." Upon which the other, raising his
voice, exclaimed loudly, "What, Demosthenes, nothing has been
done to me?" "Ah," replied Demosthenes, "now I hear the voice
of one that has been injured and beaten." Of so great
consequence towards the gaining of belief did he esteem the tone
and action of the speaker. The action which he used himself was
wonderfully pleasing to the common people; but by well-educated
people, as, for example, by Demetrius, the Phalerian, it was
looked upon as mean, humiliating, and unmanly. And Hermippus
says of Aesion, that, being asked his opinion concerning the
ancient orators and those of his own time, he answered that it
was admirable to see with what composure and in what high style
they addressed themselves to the people; but that the orations
of Demosthenes, when they are read, certainly appear to be
superior in point of construction, and more effective. His
written speeches, beyond all question, are characterized by



austere tone and by their severity. In his extempore retorts
and rejoinders, he allowed himself the use of jest and mockery.
When Demades said, "Demosthenes teach me! So might the sow
teach Minerva!" he replied, "Was it this Minerva, that was
lately found playing the harlot in Collytus?" When a thief,
who had the nickname of the Brazen, was attempting to upbraid
him for sitting up late, and writing by candlelight, "I know
very well," said he, "that you had rather have all lights out;
and wonder not, O ye men of Athens, at the many robberies which
are committed, since we have thieves of brass and walls of
clay." But on these points, though we have much more to
mention, we will add nothing at present. We will proceed to
take an estimate of his character from his actions and his life
as a statesman.

His first entering into public business was much about the time
of the Phocian war, as himself affirms, and may be collected
from his Philippic orations. For of these, some were made after
that action was over, and the earliest of them refer to its
concluding events. It is certain that he engaged in the
accusation of Midias when he was but two and thirty years old,
having as yet no interest or reputation as a politician. And
this it was, I consider, that induced him to withdraw the
action, and accept a sum of money as a compromise. For of
himself

He was no easy or good-natured man,

but of a determined disposition, and resolute to see himself
righted; however, finding it a hard matter and above his
strength to deal with Midias, a man so well secured on all sides
with money, eloquence, and friends, he yielded to the entreaties
of those who interceded for him. But had he seen any hopes or
possibility of prevailing, I cannot believe that three thousand
drachmas could have taken off the edge of his revenge. The
object which he chose for himself in the commonwealth was noble
and just, the defense of the Grecians against Philip; and in
this he behaved himself so worthily that he soon grew famous,
and excited attention everywhere for his eloquence and courage
in speaking. He was admired through all Greece, the king of
Persia courted him, and by Philip himself he was more esteemed
than all the other orators. His very enemies were forced to
confess that they had to do with a man of mark; for such a
character even Aeschines and Hyperides give him, where they



accuse and speak against him.

So that I cannot imagine what ground Theopompus had to say, that
Demosthenes was of a fickle, unsettled disposition, and could
not long continue firm either to the same men or the same
affairs; whereas the contrary is most apparent, for the same
party and post in politics which he held from the beginning, to
these he kept constant to the end; and was so far from leaving
them while he lived, that he chose rather to forsake his life
than his purpose. He was never heard to apologize for shifting
sides like Demades, who would say, he often spoke against
himself, but never against the city; nor as Melanopus, who,
being generally against Callistratus, but being often bribed off
with money, was wont to tell the people, "The man indeed is my
enemy, but we must submit for the good of our country;" nor
again as Nicodemus, the Messenian, who having first appeared on
Cassander's side, and afterwards taken part with Demetrius, said
the two things were not in themselves contrary, it being always
most advisable to obey the conqueror. We have nothing of this
kind to say against Demosthenes, as one who would turn aside or
prevaricate, either in word or deed. There could not have been
less variation in his public acts if they had all been played,
so to say, from first to last, from the same score. Panaetius,
the philosopher, said, that most of his orations are so written,
as if they were to prove this one conclusion, that what is
honest and virtuous is for itself only to be chosen; as that of
the Crown, that against Aristocrates, that for the Immunities,
and the Philippics; in all which he persuades his
fellow-citizens to pursue not that which seems most pleasant,
easy, or profitable; but declares over and over again, that they
ought in the first place to prefer that which is just and
honorable, before their own safety and preservation. So that if
he had kept his hands clean, if his courage for the wars had
been answerable to the generosity of his principles, and the
dignity of his orations, he might deservedly have his name
placed, not in the number of such orators as Moerocles,
Polyeuctus, and Hyperides, but in the highest rank with Cimon,
Thucydides, and Pericles.

Certainly amongst those who were contemporary with him, Phocion,
though he appeared on the less commendable side in the
commonwealth, and was counted as one of the Macedonian party,
nevertheless, by his courage and his honesty, procured himself a
name not inferior to those of Ephialtes, Aristides, and Cimon.



But Demosthenes, being neither fit to be relied on for courage
in arms, as Demetrius says, nor on all sides inaccessible to
bribery (for how invincible soever he was against the gifts of
Philip and the Macedonians, yet elsewhere he lay open to
assault, and was overpowered by the gold which came down from
Susa and Ecbatana), was therefore esteemed better able to
recommend than to imitate the virtues of past times. And yet
(excepting only Phocion), even in his life and manners, he far
surpassed the other orators of his time. None of them addressed
the people so boldly; he attacked the faults, and opposed
himself to the unreasonable desires of the multitude, as may be
seen in his orations. Theopompus writes, that the Athenians
having by name selected Demosthenes, and called upon him to
accuse a certain person, he refused to do it; upon which the
assembly being all in an uproar, he rose up and said, "Your
counselor, whether you will or no, O ye men of Athens, you shall
always have me; but a sycophant or false accuser, though you
would have me, I shall never be." And his conduct in the case
of Antiphon was perfectly aristocratical; whom, after he had
been acquitted in the assembly, he took and brought before the
court of Areopagus, and, setting at naught the displeasure of
the people, convicted him there of having promised Philip to
burn the arsenal; whereupon the man was condemned by that
court, and suffered for it. He accused, also, Theoris, the
priestess, amongst other misdemeanors, of having instructed and
taught the slaves to deceive and cheat their masters, for which
the sentence of death passed upon her, and she was executed.

The oration which Apollodorus made use of, and by it carried the
cause against Timotheus, the general, in an action of debt, it
is said was written for him by Demosthenes; as also those
against Phormion and Stephanus, in which latter case he was
thought to have acted dishonorably, for the speech which
Phormion used against Apollodorus was also of his making; he, as
it were, having simply furnished two adversaries out of the same
shop with weapons to wound one another. Of his orations
addressed to the public assemblies, that against Androtion, and
those against Timocrates and Aristocrates, were written for
others, before he had come forward himself as a politician.
They were composed, it seems, when he was but seven or eight and
twenty years old. That against Aristogiton, and that for the
Immunities, he spoke himself, at the request, as he says, of
Ctesippus, the son of Chabrias, but, as some say, out of
courtship to the young man's mother. Though, in fact, he did



not marry her, for his wife was a woman of Samos, as Demetrius,
the Magnesian, writes, in his book on Persons of the same Name.
It is not certain whether his oration against Aeschines, for
Misconduct as Ambassador, was ever spoken; although Idomeneus
says that Aeschines wanted only thirty voices to condemn him.
But this seems not to be correct, at least so far as may be
conjectured from both their orations concerning the Crown; for
in these, neither of them speaks clearly or directly of it, as a
cause that ever came to trial. But let others decide this
controversy.

It was evident, even in time of peace, what course Demosthenes
would steer in the commonwealth; for whatever was done by the
Macedonian, he criticized and found fault with, and upon all
occasions was stirring up the people of Athens, and inflaming
them against him. Therefore, in the court of Philip, no man was
so much talked of, or of so great account as he; and when he
came thither, one of the ten ambassadors who were sent into
Macedonia, though all had audience given them, yet his speech
was answered with most care and exactness. But in other
respects, Philip entertained him not so honorably as the rest,
neither did he show him the same kindness and civility with
which he applied himself to the party of Aeschines and
Philocrates. So that, when the others commended Philip for his
able speaking, his beautiful person, nay, and also for his good
companionship in drinking, Demosthenes could not refrain from
caviling at these praises; the first, he said, was a quality
which might well enough become a rhetorician, the second a
woman, and the last was only the property of a sponge; no one of
them was the proper commendation of a prince.

But when things came at last to war, Philip on the one side
being not able to live in peace, and the Athenians, on the other
side, being stirred up by Demosthenes, the first action he put
them upon was the reducing of Euboea, which, by the treachery of
the tyrants, was brought under subjection to Philip. And on his
proposition, the decree was voted, and they crossed over thither
and chased the Macedonians out of the island. The next, was the
relief of the Byzantines and Perinthians, whom the Macedonians
at that time were attacking. He persuaded the people to lay
aside their enmity against these cities, to forget the offenses
committed by them in the Confederate War, and to send them such
succors as eventually saved and secured them. Not long after,
he undertook an embassy through the States of Greece, which he



solicited and so far incensed against Philip, that, a few only
excepted, he brought them all into a general league. So that,
besides the forces composed of the citizens themselves, there
was an army consisting of fifteen thousand foot and two thousand
horse, and the money to pay these strangers was levied and
brought in with great cheerfulness. On which occasion it was,
says Theophrastus, on the allies requesting that their
contributions for the war might be ascertained and stated,
Crobylus, the orator, made use of the saying, "War can't be fed
at so much a day." Now was all Greece up in arms, and in great
expectation what would be the event. The Euboeans, the
Achaeans, the Corinthians, the Megarians, the Leucadians, and
Corcyraeans, their people and their cities, were all joined
together in a league. But the hardest task was yet behind, left
for Demosthenes, to draw the Thebans into this confederacy with
the rest. Their country bordered next upon Attica, they had
great forces for the war, and at that time they were accounted
the best soldiers of all Greece, but it was no easy matter to
make them break with Philip, who, by many good offices, had so
lately obliged them in the Phocian war; especially considering
how the subjects of dispute and variance between the two cities
were continually renewed and exasperated by petty quarrels,
arising out of the proximity of their frontiers.

But after Philip, being now grown high and puffed up with his
good success at Amphissa, on a sudden surprised Elatea and
possessed himself of Phocis, and the Athenians were in a great
consternation, none durst venture to rise up to speak, no one
knew what to say, all were at a loss, and the whole assembly in
silence and perplexity, in this extremity of affairs,
Demosthenes was the only man who appeared, his counsel to them
being alliance with the Thebans. And having in other ways
encouraged the people, and, as his manner was, raised their
spirits up with hopes, he, with some others, was sent ambassador
to Thebes. To oppose him, as Marsyas says, Philip also sent
thither his envoys, Amyntas and Clearellus, two Macedonians,
besides Daochus, a Thessalian, and Thrasydaeus. Now the
Thebans, in their consultations, were well enough aware what
suited best with their own interest, but everyone had before
his eyes the terrors of war, and their losses in the Phocian
troubles were still recent: but such was the force and power of
the orator, fanning up, as Theopompus says, their courage, and
firing their emulation, that casting away every thought of
prudence, fear, or obligation, in a sort of divine possession,



they chose the path of honor, to which his words invited them.
And this success, thus accomplished by an orator, was thought to
be so glorious and of such consequence, that Philip immediately
sent heralds to treat and petition for a peace: all Greece was
aroused, and up in arms to help. And the commanders-in-chief,
not only of Attica, but of Boeotia, applied themselves to
Demosthenes, and observed his directions. He managed all the
assemblies of the Thebans, no less than those of the Athenians;
he was beloved both by the one and by the other, and exercised
the same supreme authority with both; and that not by unfair
means, or without just cause, as Theopompus professes, but
indeed it was no more than was due to his merit.



Oct 5– “University Life at Athens” by John Henry
Newman (1852)

However apposite may have been the digression into which I was led when I had got
about half through the foregoing Chapter, it has had the inconvenience of what may be called
running me off the rails; and now that I wish to proceed from the point at which it took place, I
shall find some trouble, if I may continue the metaphor, in getting up the steam again, or if I may
change it, in getting into the swing of my subject.

It has been my desire, were I able, to bring before the reader what Athens may have
been, viewed as what we have since called a University; and to do this, not with any purpose of
writing a panegyric on a heathen city, or of denying its many deformities, or of concealing what
was morally base in what was intellectually great, but just the contrary, of representing things as
they really were; so far, that is, as to enable him to see what a University is, in the very
constitution of society and in its own idea, what is its nature and object, and what it needs of aid
and support external to itself to complete that nature and to secure that object.

So now let us fancy our Scythian, or Armenian, or African, or Italian, or Gallic student,
after tossing on the Saronic waves, which would be his more ordinary course to Athens, at last
casting anchor at Piraeus. He is of any condition or rank of life you please, and may be made to
order, from a prince to a peasant. Perhaps he is some Cleanthes, who has been a boxer in the
public games. How did it ever cross his brain to betake himself to Athens in search of wisdom?
or, if he came thither by accident, how did the love of it ever touch his heart? But so it was, to
Athens he came with three drachms in his girdle, and he got his livelihood by drawing water,
carrying loads, and the like servile occupations. He attached himself, of all philosophers, to
Zeno the Stoic,—to Zeno, the most high-minded, the most haughty of speculators; and out of
his daily earnings the poor scholar brought his master the daily sum of an obolus, in payment for
attending his lectures. Such progress did he make, that on Zeno's death he actually was his
successor in his school; and, if my memory does not play me false, he is the author of a hymn to
the Supreme Being, which is one of the noblest effusions of the kind in classical poetry. Yet,
even when he was the head of a school, he continued in his illiberal toil as if he had been a
monk; and, it is said, that once, when the wind took his pallium, and blew it aside, he was
discovered to have no other garment at all;—something like the German student who came up
to Heidelberg with nothing upon him but a great coat and a pair of pistols.

Or it is another disciple of the Porch,—Stoic by nature, earlier than by profession,—who
is entering the city; but in what different fashion he comes! It is no other than Marcus, Emperor
of Rome and philosopher. Professors long since were summoned from Athens for his service,
when he was a youth, and now he comes, after his victories in the battle field, to make his
acknowledgments at the end of life, to the city of wisdom, and to submit himself to an initiation
into the Eleusinian mysteries.
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Or it is a young man of great promise as an orator, were it not for his weakness of chest,
which renders it necessary that he should acquire the art of speaking without over-exertion, and
should adopt a delivery sufficient for the display of his rhetorical talents on the one hand, yet
merciful to his physical resources on the other. He is called Cicero; he will stop but a short time,
and will pass over to Asia Minor and its cities, before he returns to continue a career which will
render his name immortal; and he will like his short sojourn at Athens so well, that he will take
good care to send his son thither at an earlier age than he visited it himself.

But see where comes from Alexandria (for we need not be very solicitous about
anachronisms), a young man from twenty to twenty-two, who has narrowly escaped drowning
on his voyage, and is to remain at Athens as many as eight or ten years, yet in the course of
that time will not learn a line of Latin, thinking it enough to become accomplished in Greek
composition, and in that he will succeed. He is a grave person, and difficult to make out; some
say he is a Christian, something or other in the Christian line his father is for certain. His name is
Gregory, he is by country a Cappadocian, and will in time become preëminently a theologian,
and one of the principal Doctors of the Greek Church.

Or it is one Horace, a youth of low stature and black hair, whose father has given him an
education at Rome above his rank in life, and now is sending him to finish it at Athens; he is
said to have a turn for poetry: a hero he is not, and it were well if he knew it; but he is caught by
the enthusiasm of the hour, and goes off campaigning with Brutus and Cassius, and will leave
his shield behind him on the field of Philippi.

Or it is a mere boy of fifteen: his name Eunapius; though the voyage was not long, sea
sickness, or confinement, or bad living on board the vessel, threw him into a fever, and, when
the passengers landed in the evening at Piraeus, he could not stand. His countrymen who
accompanied him, took him up among them and carried him to the house of the great teacher of
the day, Proaeresius, who was a friend of the captain's, and whose fame it was which drew the
enthusiastic youth to Athens. His companions understand the sort of place they are in, and, with
the license of academic students, they break into the philosopher's house, though he appears to
have retired for the night, and proceed to make themselves free of it, with an absence of
ceremony, which is only not impudence, because Proaeresius takes it so easily. Strange
introduction for our stranger to a seat of learning, but not out of keeping with Athens; for what
could you expect of a place where there was a mob of youths and not even the pretence of
control; where the poorer lived any how, and got on as they could, and the teachers themselves
had no protection from the humours and caprices of the students who filled their lecture-halls?
However, as to this Eunapius, Proaeresius took a fancy to the boy, and told him curious stories
about Athenian life. He himself had come up to the University with one Hephaestion, and they
were even worse off than Cleanthes the Stoic; for they had only one cloak between them, and
nothing whatever besides, except some old bedding; so when Proaeresius went abroad,
Hephaestion lay in bed, and practised himself in oratory; and then Hephaestion put on the
cloak, and Proaeresius crept under the coverlet. At another time there was so fierce a feud
between what would be called "town and gown" in an English University, that the Professors did
not dare lecture in public, for fear of ill treatment.



But a freshman like Eunapius soon got experience for himself of the ways and manners
prevalent in Athens. Such a one as he had hardly entered the city, when he was caught hold of
by a party of the academic youth, who proceeded to practise on his awkwardness and his
ignorance. At first sight one wonders at their childishness; but the like conduct obtained in the
medieval Universities; and not many months have passed away since the journals have told us
of sober Englishmen, given to matter-of-fact calculations, and to the anxieties of money-making,
pelting each other with snowballs on their own sacred territory, and defying the magistracy,
when they would interfere with their privilege of becoming boys. So I suppose we must attribute
it to something or other in human nature. Meanwhile, there stands the new-comer, surrounded
by a circle of his new associates, who forthwith proceed to frighten, and to banter, and to make
a fool of him, to the extent of their wit. Some address him with mock politeness, others with
fierceness; and so they conduct him in solemn procession across the Agora to the Baths; and
as they approach, they dance about him like madmen. But this was to be the end of his trial, for
the Bath was a sort of initiation; he thereupon received the pallium, or University gown, and was
suffered by his tormentors to depart in peace. One alone is recorded as having been exempted
from this persecution; it was a youth graver and loftier than even St. Gregory himself: but it was
not from his force of character, but at the instance of Gregory, that he escaped. Gregory was his
bosom-friend, and was ready in Athens to shelter him when he came. It was another Saint and
Doctor; the great Basil, then, (it would appear,) as Gregory, but a catechumen of the Church.

But to return to our freshman. His troubles are not at an end, though he has got his gown
upon him. Where is he to lodge? whom is he to attend? He finds himself seized, before he well
knows where he is, by another party of men, or three or four parties at once, like foreign porters
at a landing, who seize on the baggage of the perplexed stranger, and thrust half a dozen cards
into his unwilling hands. Our youth is plied by the hangers-on of professor this, or sophist that,
each of whom wishes the fame or the profit of having a houseful. We will say that he escapes
from their hands,—but then he will have to choose for himself where he will put up; and, to tell
the truth, with all the praise I have already given, and the praise I shall have to give, to the city
of mind, nevertheless, between ourselves, the brick and wood which formed it, the actual
tenements, where flesh and blood had to lodge (always excepting the mansions of great men of
the place), do not seem to have been much better than those of Greek or Turkish towns, which
are at this moment a topic of interest and ridicule in the public prints. A lively picture has lately
been set before us of Gallipoli. Take, says the writer, a multitude of the dilapidated outhouses
found in farm-yards in England, of the rickety old wooden tenements, the cracked, shutterless
structures of planks and tiles, the sheds and stalls, which our bye lanes, or fish-markets, or
river-sides can supply; tumble them down on the declivity of a bare bald hill; let the spaces
between house and house, thus accidentally determined, be understood to form streets, winding
of course for no reason, and with no meaning, up and down the town; the roadway always
narrow, the breadth never uniform, the separate houses bulging or retiring below, as
circumstances may have determined, and leaning forward till they meet overhead;—and you
have a good idea of Gallipoli. I question whether this picture would not nearly correspond to the
special seat of the Muses in ancient times. Learned writers assure us distinctly that the houses
of Athens were for the most part small and mean; that the streets were crooked and narrow; that



the upper stories projected over the roadway; and that staircases, balustrades, and doors that
opened outwards, obstructed it;—a remarkable coincidence of description. I do not doubt at all,
though history is silent, that that roadway was jolting to carriages, and all but impassable; and
that it was traversed by drains, as freely as any Turkish town now. Athens seems in these
respects to have been below the average cities of its time. "A stranger," says an ancient, "might
doubt, on the sudden view, if really he saw Athens."

I grant all this, and much more, if you will; but, recollect, Athens was the home of the
intellectual, and beautiful; not of low mechanical contrivances, and material organization. Why
stop within your lodgings counting the rents in your wall or the holes in your tiling, when nature
and art call you away? You must put up with such a chamber, and a table, and a stool, and a
sleeping board, any where else in the three continents; one place does not differ from another
indoors; your magalia in Africa, or your grottos in Syria are not perfection. I suppose you did not
come to Athens to swarm up a ladder, or to grope about a closet: you came to see and to hear,
what hear and see you could not elsewhere. What food for the intellect is it possible to procure
indoors, that you stay there looking about you? do you think to read there? where are your
books? do you expect to purchase books at Athens—you are much out in your calculations.
True it is, we at this day, who live in the nineteenth century, have the books of Greece as a
perpetual memorial; and copies there have been, since the time that they were written; but you
need not go to Athens to procure them, nor would you find them in Athens. Strange to say,
strange to the nineteenth century, that in the age of Plato and Thucydides, there was not, it is
said, a bookshop in the whole place: nor was the book trade in existence till the very time of
Augustus. Libraries, I suspect, were the bright invention of Attalus or the Ptolemies; I doubt
whether Athens had a library till the reign of Hadrian. It was what the student gazed on, what he
heard, what he caught by the magic of sympathy, not what he read, which was the education
furnished by Athens.

He leaves his narrow lodging early in the morning; and not till night, if even then, will he
return. It is but a crib or kennel,—in which he sleeps when the weather is inclement or the
ground damp; in no respect a home. And he goes out of doors, not to read the day's newspaper,
or to buy the gay shilling volume, but to imbibe the invisible atmosphere of genius, and to learn
by heart the oral traditions of taste. Out he goes; and, leaving the tumble-down town behind
him, he mounts the Acropolis to the right, or he turns to the Areopagus on the left. He goes to
the Parthenon to study the sculptures of Phidias; to the temple of the Dioscuri to see the
paintings of Polygnotus. We indeed take our Sophocles or Aeschylus out of our coat-pocket;
but, if our sojourner at Athens would understand how a tragic poet can write, he must betake
himself to the theatre on the south, and see and hear the drama literally in action. Or let him go
westward to the Agora, and there he will hear Lysias or Andocides pleading, or Demosthenes
haranguing. He goes farther west still, along the shade of those noble planes, which Cimon has
planted there; and he looks around him at the statues and porticos and vestibules, each by itself
a work of genius and skill, enough to be the making of another city. He passes through the city
gate, and then he is at the famous Ceramicus; here are the tombs of the mighty dead; and here,
we will suppose, is Pericles himself, the most elevated, the most thrilling of orators, converting a
funeral oration over the slain into a philosophical panegyric of the living.



Onwards he proceeds still; and now he has come to that still more celebrated Academe,
which has bestowed its own name on Universities down to this day; and there he sees a sight
which will be graven on his memory till he dies. Many are the beauties of the place, the groves,
and the statues, and the temple, and the stream of the Cephissus flowing by; many are the
lessons which will be taught him day after day by teacher or by companion; but his eye is just
now arrested by one object; it is the very presence of Plato. He does not hear a word that he
says; he does not care to hear; he asks neither for discourse nor disputation; what he sees is a
whole, complete in itself, not to be increased by addition, and greater than anything else. It will
be a point in the history of his life; a stay for his memory to rest on, a burning thought in his
heart, a bond of union with men of like mind, ever afterwards. Such is the spell which the living
man exerts on his fellows, for good or for evil. How nature impels us to lean upon others,
making virtue, or genius, or name, the qualification for our doing so! A Spaniard is said to have
travelled to Italy, simply to see Livy; he had his fill of gazing, and then went back again home.
Had our young stranger got nothing by his voyage but the sight of the breathing and moving
Plato, had he entered no lecture-room to hear, no gymnasium to converse, he had got some
measure of education, and something to tell of to his grandchildren.

But Plato is not the only sage, nor the sight of him the only lesson to be learned in this
wonderful suburb. It is the region and the realm of philosophy. Colleges were the inventions of
many centuries later; and they imply a sort of cloistered life, or at least a life of rule, scarcely
natural to an Athenian. It was the boast of the philosophic statesman of Athens, that his
countrymen achieved by the mere force of nature and the love of the noble and the great, what
other people aimed at by laborious discipline; and all who came among them were submitted to
the same method of education. We have traced our student on his wanderings from the
Acropolis to the Sacred Way; and now he is in the region of the schools. No awful arch, no
window of many-coloured lights marks the seats of learning there or elsewhere; philosophy lives
out of doors. No close atmosphere oppresses the brain or inflames the eyelid; no long session
stiffens the limbs. Epicurus is reclining in his garden; Zeno looks like a divinity in his porch; the
restless Aristotle, on the other side of the city, as if in antagonism to Plato, is walking his pupils
off their legs in his Lyceum by the Ilyssus. Our student has determined on entering himself as a
disciple of Theophrastus, a teacher of marvellous popularity, who has brought together two
thousand pupils from all parts of the world. He himself is of Lesbos; for masters, as well as
students, come hither from all regions of the earth,—as befits a University. How could Athens
have collected hearers in such numbers, unless she had selected teachers of such power? it
was the range of territory, which the notion of a University implies, which furnished both the
quantity of the one, and the quality of the other. Anaxagoras was from Ionia, Carneades from
Africa, Zeno from Cyprus, Protagoras from Thrace, and Gorgias from Sicily. Andromachus was
a Syrian, Proaeresius an Armenian, Hilarius a Bithynian, Philiscus a Thessalian, Hadrian a
Syrian. Rome is celebrated for her liberality in civil matters; Athens was as liberal in intellectual.
There was no narrow jealousy, directed against a Professor, because he was not an Athenian;
genius and talent were the qualifications; and to bring them to Athens, was to do homage to it
as a University. There was a brotherhood and a citizenship of mind.



Mind came first, and was the foundation of the academical polity; but it soon brought
along with it, and gathered round itself, the gifts of fortune and the prizes of life. As time went
on, wisdom was not always sentenced to the bare cloak of Cleanthes; but beginning in rags, it
ended in fine linen. The Professors became honourable and rich; and the students ranged
themselves under their names, and were proud of calling themselves their countrymen. The
University was divided into four great nations, as the medieval antiquarian would style them;
and in the middle of the fourth century, Proaeresius was the leader or proctor of the Attic,
Hephaestion of the Oriental, Epiphanius of the Arabic, and Diophantus of the Pontic. Thus the
Professors were both patrons of clients, and hosts and proxeni of strangers and visitors, as well
as masters of the schools: and the Cappadocian, Syrian, or Sicilian youth who came to one or
other of them, would be encouraged to study by his protection, and to aspire by his example.

Even Plato, when the schools of Athens were not a hundred years old, was in
circumstances to enjoy the otium cum dignitate. He had a villa out at Heraclea; and he left his
patrimony to his school, in whose hands it remained, not only safe, but fructifying, a marvellous
phenomenon in tumultuous Greece, for the long space of eight hundred years. Epicurus too had
the property of the Gardens where he lectured; and these too became the property of his sect.
But in Roman times the chairs of grammar, rhetoric, politics, and the four philosophies, were
handsomely endowed by the State; some of the Professors were themselves statesmen or high
functionaries, and brought to their favourite study senatorial rank or Asiatic opulence.

Patrons such as these can compensate to the freshman, in whom we have interested
ourselves, for the poorness of his lodging and the turbulence of his companions. In every thing
there is a better side and a worse; in every place a disreputable set and a respectable, and the
one is hardly known at all to the other. Men come away from the same University at this day,
with contradictory impressions and contradictory statements, according to the society they have
found there; if you believe the one, nothing goes on there as it should be: if you believe the
other, nothing goes on as it should not. Virtue, however, and decency are at least in the minority
everywhere, and under some sort of a cloud or disadvantage; and this being the case, it is so
much gain whenever an Herodes Atticus is found, to throw the influence of wealth and station
on the side even of a decorous philosophy. A consular man, and the heir of an ample fortune,
this Herod was content to devote his life to a professorship, and his fortune to the patronage of
literature. He gave the sophist Polemo about eight thousand pounds, as the sum is calculated,
for three declamations. He built at Athens a stadium six hundred feet long, entirely of white
marble, and capable of admitting the whole population. His theatre, erected to the memory of
his wife, was made of cedar wood curiously carved. He had two villas, one at Marathon, the
place of his birth, about ten miles from Athens, the other at Cephissia, at the distance of six; and
thither he drew to him the élite, and at times the whole body of the students. Long arcades,
groves of trees, clear pools for the bath, delighted and recruited the summer visitor. Never was
so brilliant a lecture-room as his evening banqueting-hall; highly connected students from Rome
mixed with the sharp-witted provincial of Greece or Asia Minor; and the flippant sciolist, and the
nondescript visitor, half philosopher, half tramp, met with a reception, courteous always, but
suitable to his deserts. Herod was noted for his repartees; and we have instances on record of
his setting down, according to the emergency, both the one and the other.



A higher line, though a rarer one, was that allotted to the youthful Basil. He was one of
those men who seem by a sort of fascination to draw others around them even without wishing
it. One might have deemed that his gravity and his reserve would have kept them at a distance;
but, almost in spite of himself, he was the centre of a knot of youths, who, pagans as most of
them were, used Athens honestly for the purpose for which they professed to seek it; and,
disappointed and displeased with the place himself, he seems nevertheless to have been the
means of their profiting by its advantages. One of these was Sophronius, who afterwards held a
high office in the State: Eusebius was another, at that time the bosom-friend of Sophronius, and
afterwards a Bishop. Celsus too is named, who afterwards was raised to the government of
Cilicia by the Emperor Julian. Julian himself, in the sequel of unhappy memory, was then at
Athens, and known at least to St. Gregory. Another Julian is also mentioned, who was
afterwards commissioner of the land tax. Here we have a glimpse of the better kind of society
among the students of Athens; and it is to the credit of the parties composing it, that such young
men as Gregory and Basil, men as intimately connected with Christianity, as they were well
known in the world, should hold so high a place in their esteem and love. When the two saints
were departing, their companions came around them with the hope of changing their purpose.
Basil persevered; but Gregory relented, and turned back to Athens for a season.



Oct 6– Reflections On The Revolution In France by
Edmund Burke (1790)

A man is fallen indeed, when he is thus flattered. The anodyne draught of oblivion, thus
drugged, is well calculated to preserve a galling wakefulness, and to feed the living ulcer of a
corroding memory. Thus to administer the opiate potion of amnesty, powdered with all the
ingredients of scorn and contempt, is to hold to his lips, instead of "the balm of hurt minds," the
cup of human misery full to the brim, and to force him to drink it to the dregs.

Yielding to reasons at least as forcible as those which were so delicately urged in the
compliment on the new year, the king of France will probably endeavor to forget these events
and that compliment. But History, who keeps a durable record of all our acts, and exercises her
awful censure over the proceedings of all sorts of sovereigns, will not forget either those events,
or the era of this liberal refinement in the intercourse of mankind. History will record, that, on the
morning of the sixth of October, 1789, the king and queen of France, after a day of confusion,
alarm, dismay, and slaughter, lay down, under the pledged security of public faith, to indulge
nature in a few hours of respite, and troubled, melancholy repose. From this sleep the queen
was first startled by the voice of the sentinel at her door, who cried out to her to save herself by
flight,—that this was the last proof of fidelity he could give,—that they were upon him, and he
was dead. Instantly he was cut down. A band of cruel ruffians and assassins, reeking with his
blood, rushed into the chamber of the queen, and pierced with a hundred strokes of bayonets
and poniards the bed, from whence this persecuted woman had but just time to fly almost
naked, and, through ways unknown to the murderers, had escaped to seek refuge at the feet of
a king and husband not secure of his own life for a moment.

This king, to say no more of him, and this queen, and their infant children, (who once
would have been the pride and hope of a great and generous people,) were then forced to
abandon the sanctuary of the most splendid palace in the world, which they left swimming in
blood, polluted by massacre, and strewed with scattered limbs and mutilated carcasses. Thence
they were conducted into the capital of their kingdom. Two had been selected from the
unprovoked, unresisted, promiscuous slaughter which was made of the gentlemen of birth and
family who composed the king's body-guard. These two gentlemen, with all the parade of an
execution of justice, were cruelly and publicly dragged to the block, and beheaded in the great
court of the palace. Their heads were stuck upon spears, and led the procession; whilst the
royal captives who followed in the train were slowly moved along, amidst the horrid yells, and
shrilling screams, and frantic dances, and infamous contumelies, and all the unutterable
abominations of the furies of hell, in the abused shape of the vilest of women. After they had
been made to taste, drop by drop, more than the bitterness of death, in the slow torture of a
journey of twelve miles, protracted to six hours, they were, under a guard composed of those
very soldiers who had thus conducted them through this famous triumph, lodged in one of the
old palaces of Paris, now converted into a Bastile for kings.

https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/15679/pg15679-images.html#REFLECTIONS
https://www.gutenberg.org/cache/epub/15679/pg15679-images.html#REFLECTIONS


Is this a triumph to be consecrated at altars, to be commemorated with grateful
thanksgiving, to be offered to the Divine Humanity with fervent prayer and enthusiastic
ejaculation?—These Theban and Thracian orgies, acted in France, and applauded only in the
Old Jewry, I assure you, kindle prophetic enthusiasm in the minds but of very few people in this
kingdom: although a saint and apostle, who may have revelations of his own, and who has so
completely vanquished all the mean superstitions of the heart, may incline to think it pious and
decorous to compare it with the entrance into the world of the Prince of Peace, proclaimed in an
holy temple by a venerable sage, and not long before not worse announced by the voice of
angels to the quiet innocence of shepherds.

At first I was at a loss to account for this fit of unguarded transport. I knew, indeed, that
the sufferings of monarchs make a delicious repast to some sort of palates. There were
reflections which might serve to keep this appetite within some bounds of temperance. But
when I took one circumstance into my consideration, I was obliged to confess that much
allowance ought to be made for the society, and that the temptation was too strong for common
discretion: I mean, the circumstance of the Io Pæan of the triumph, the animating cry which
called for "all the BISHOPS to be hanged on the lamp-posts," might well have brought forth a
burst of enthusiasm on the foreseen consequences of this happy day. I allow to so much
enthusiasm some little deviation from prudence. I allow this prophet to break forth into hymns of
joy and thanksgiving on an event which appears like the precursor of the Millennium, and the
projected Fifth Monarchy, in the destruction of all Church establishments. There was, however,
(as in all human affairs there is,) in the midst of this joy, something to exercise the patience of
these worthy gentlemen, and to try the long-suffering of their faith. The actual murder of the king
and queen, and their child, was wanting to the other auspicious circumstances of this "beautiful
day". The actual murder of the bishops, though called for by so many holy ejaculations, was
also wanting. A group of regicide and sacrilegious slaughter was, indeed, boldly sketched, but it
was only sketched. It unhappily was left unfinished, in this great history-piece of the massacre of
innocents. What hardy pencil of a great master, from the school of the rights of men, will finish it,
is to be seen hereafter. The age has not yet the complete benefit of that diffusion of knowledge
that has undermined superstition and error; and the king of France wants another object or two
to consign to oblivion, in consideration of all the good which is to arise from his own sufferings,
and the patriotic crimes of an enlightened age.

Although this work of our new light and knowledge did not go to the length that in all
probability it was intended it should be carried, yet I must think that such treatment of any
human creatures must be shocking to any but those who are made for accomplishing
revolutions. But I cannot stop here. Influenced by the inborn feelings of my nature, and not
being illuminated by a single ray of this new-sprung modern light, I confess to you, Sir, that the
exalted rank of the persons suffering, and particularly the sex, the beauty, and the amiable
qualities of the descendant of so many kings and emperors, with the tender age of royal infants,
insensible only through infancy and innocence of the cruel outrages to which their parents were
exposed, instead of being a subject of exultation, adds not a little to my sensibility on that most
melancholy occasion.



I hear that the august person who was the principal object of our preacher's triumph,
though he supported himself, felt much on that shameful occasion. As a man, it became him to
feel for his wife and his children, and the faithful guards of his person that were massacred in
cold blood about him; as a prince, it became him to feel for the strange and frightful
transformation of his civilized subjects, and to be more grieved for them than solicitous for
himself. It derogates little from his fortitude, while it adds infinitely to the honor of his humanity. I
am very sorry to say it, very sorry indeed, that such personages are in a situation in which it is
not unbecoming in us to praise the virtues of the great.

I hear, and I rejoice to hear, that the great lady, the other object of the triumph, has borne
that day, (one is interested that beings made for suffering should suffer well,) and that she bears
all the succeeding days, that she bears the imprisonment of her husband, and her own captivity,
and the exile of her friends, and the insulting adulation of addresses, and the whole weight of
her accumulated wrongs, with a serene patience, in a manner suited to her rank and race, and
becoming the offspring of a sovereign distinguished for her piety and her courage; that, like her,
she has lofty sentiments; that she feels with the dignity of a Roman matron; that in the last
extremity she will save herself from the last disgrace; and that, if she must fall, she will fall by no
ignoble hand.

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw the queen of France, then the
Dauphiness, at Versailles; and surely never lighted on this orb, which she hardly seemed to
touch, a more delightful vision. I saw her just above the horizon, decorating and cheering the
elevated sphere she just began to move in,—glittering like the morning-star, full of life and
splendor and joy. Oh! what a revolution! and what an heart must I have, to contemplate without
emotion that elevation and that fall! Little did I dream, when she added titles of veneration to
those of enthusiastic, distant, respectful love, that she should ever be obliged to carry the sharp
antidote against disgrace concealed in that bosom! little did I dream that I should have lived to
see such disasters fallen upon her in a nation of gallant men, in a nation of men of honor, and of
cavaliers! I thought ten thousand swords must have leaped from their scabbards to avenge
even a look that threatened her with insult. But the age of chivalry is gone. That of sophisters,
economists, and calculators has succeeded; and the glory of Europe is extinguished forever.
Never, never more, shall we behold that generous loyalty to rank and sex, that proud
submission, that dignified obedience, that subordination of the heart, which kept alive, even in
servitude itself, the spirit of an exalted freedom! The unbought grace of life, the cheap defence
of nations, the nurse of manly sentiment and heroic enterprise, is gone! It is gone, that
sensibility of principle, that chastity of honor, which felt a stain like a wound, which inspired
courage whilst it mitigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it touched, and under which vice
itself lost half its evil by losing all its grossness!

This mixed system of opinion and sentiment had its origin in the ancient chivalry; and the
principle, though varied in its appearance by the varying state of human affairs, subsisted and
influenced through a long succession of generations, even to the time we live in. If it should ever
be totally extinguished, the loss, I fear, will be great. It is this which has given its character to



modern Europe. It is this which has distinguished it under all its forms of government, and
distinguished it to its advantage, from the states of Asia, and possibly from those states which
flourished in the most brilliant periods of the antique world. It was this, which, without
confounding ranks, had produced a noble equality, and handed it down through all the
gradations of social life. It was this opinion which mitigated kings into companions, and raised
private men to be fellows with kings. Without force or opposition, it subdued the fierceness of
pride and power; it obliged sovereigns to submit to the soft collar of social esteem, compelled
stern authority to submit to elegance, and gave a domination, vanquisher of laws, to be subdued
by manners.

But now all is to be changed. All the pleasing illusions which made power gentle and
obedience liberal, which harmonized the different shades of life, and which by a bland
assimilation incorporated into politics the sentiments which beautify and soften private society,
are to be dissolved by this new conquering empire of light and reason. All the decent drapery of
life is to be rudely torn off. All the superadded ideas, furnished from the wardrobe of a moral
imagination, which the heart owns and the understanding ratifies, as necessary to cover the
defects of our naked, shivering nature, and to raise it to dignity in our own estimation, are to be
exploded, as a ridiculous, absurd, and antiquated fashion.

On this scheme of things, a king is but a man, a queen is but a woman, a woman is but
an animal,—and an animal not of the highest order. All homage paid to the sex in general as
such, and without distinct views, is to be regarded as romance and folly. Regicide, and parricide,
and sacrilege, are but fictions of superstition, corrupting jurisprudence by destroying its
simplicity. The murder of a king, or a queen, or a bishop, or a father, are only common
homicide,—and if the people are by any chance or in any way gainers by it, a sort of homicide
much the most pardonable, and into which we ought not to make too severe a scrutiny.

On the scheme of this barbarous philosophy, which is the offspring of cold hearts and
muddy understandings and which is as void of solid wisdom as it is destitute of all taste and
elegance, laws are to be supported only by their own terrors, and by the concern which each
individual may find in them from his own private speculations, or can spare to them from his own
private interests. In the groves of their academy, at the end of every visto, you see nothing but
the gallows. Nothing is left which engages the affections on the part of the commonwealth. On
the principles of this mechanic philosophy, our institutions can never be embodied, if I may use
the expression, in persons,—so as to create in us love, veneration, admiration, or attachment.
But that sort of reason which banishes the affections is incapable of filling their place. These
public affections, combined with manners, are required sometimes as supplements, sometimes
as correctives, always as aids to law. The precept given by a wise man, as well as a great critic,
for the construction of poems, is equally true as to states:—"Non satis est pulchra esse
poemata, dulcia sunto." There ought to be a system of manners in every nation which a
well-formed mind would be disposed to relish. To make us love our country, our country ought to
be lovely.



But power, of some kind or other, will survive the shock in which manners and opinions
perish; and it will find other and worse means for its support. The usurpation, which, in order to
subvert ancient institutions, has destroyed ancient principles, will hold power by arts similar to
those by which it has acquired it. When the old feudal and chivalrous spirit of fealty, which, by
freeing kings from fear, freed both kings and subjects from the precautions of tyranny, shall be
extinct in the minds of men, plots and assassinations will be anticipated by preventive murder
and preventive confiscation, and that long roll of grim and bloody maxims which form the
political code of all power not standing on its own honor and the honor of those who are to obey
it. Kings will be tyrants from policy, when subjects are rebels from principle.

When ancient opinions and rules of life are taken away, the loss cannot possibly be
estimated. From that moment we have no compass to govern us, nor can we know distinctly to
what port we steer. Europe, undoubtedly, taken in a mass, was in a flourishing condition the day
on which your Revolution was completed. How much of that prosperous state was owing to the
spirit of our old manners and opinions is not easy to say; but as such causes cannot be
indifferent in their operation, we must presume, that, on the whole, their operation was
beneficial.

We are but too apt to consider things in the state in which we find them, without
sufficiently adverting to the causes by which they have been produced, and possibly may be
upheld. Nothing is more certain than that our manners, our civilization, and all the good things
which are connected with manners and with, civilization, have, in this European world of ours,
depended for ages upon two principles, and were, indeed, the result of both combined: I mean
the spirit of a gentleman, and the spirit of religion. The nobility and the clergy, the one by
profession, and the other by patronage, kept learning in existence, even in the midst of arms
and confusions, and whilst governments were rather in their causes than formed. Learning paid
back what it received to nobility and to priesthood, and paid it with usury, by enlarging their
ideas, and by furnishing their minds. Happy, if they had all continued to know their indissoluble
union, and their proper place! Happy, if learning, not debauched by ambition, had been satisfied
to continue the instructor, and not aspired to be the master! Along with its natural protectors and
guardians, learning will be cast into the mire and trodden down under the hoofs of a swinish
multitude.

If, as I suspect, modern letters owe more than they are always willing to own to ancient
manners, so do other interests which we value full as much as they are worth. Even commerce,
and trade, and manufacture, the gods of our economical politicians, are themselves perhaps but
creatures, are themselves but effects, which, as first causes, we choose to worship. They
certainly grew under the same shade in which learning flourished. They, too, may decay with
their natural protecting principles. With you, for the present at least, they all threaten to
disappear together. Where trade and manufactures are wanting to a people, and the spirit of
nobility and religion remains, sentiment supplies, and not always ill supplies, their place; but if
commerce and the arts should be lost in an experiment to try how well a state may stand
without these old fundamental principles, what sort of a thing must be a nation of gross, stupid,



ferocious, and at the same time poor and sordid barbarians, destitute of religion, honor, or
manly pride, possessing nothing at present, and hoping for nothing hereafter?

I wish you may not be going fast, and by the shortest cut, to that horrible and disgustful
situation. Already there appears a poverty of conception, a coarseness and vulgarity, in all the
proceedings of the Assembly and of all their instructors. Their liberty is not liberal. Their science
is presumptuous ignorance. Their humanity is savage and brutal.

It is not clear whether in England we learned those grand and decorous principles and
manners, of which considerable traces yet remain, from you, or whether you took them from us.
But to you, I think, we trace them best. You seem to me to be gentis incunabula nostræ. France
has always more or less influenced manners in England; and when your fountain is choked up
and polluted, the stream will not run long or not run clear with us, or perhaps with any nation.
This gives all Europe, in my opinion, but too close and connected a concern in what is done in
France. Excuse me, therefore, if I have dwelt too long on the atrocious spectacle of the sixth of
October, 1789, or have given too much scope to the reflections which have arisen in my mind
on occasion of the most important of all revolutions, which may be dated from that day: I mean a
revolution in sentiments, manners, and moral opinions. As things now stand, with everything
respectable destroyed without us, and an attempt to destroy within us every principle of respect,
one is almost forced to apologize for harboring the common feelings of men.

Why do I feel so differently from the Reverend Dr. Price, and those of his lay flock who
will choose to adopt the sentiments of his discourse?—For this plain reason: Because it is
natural I should; because we are so made as to be affected at such spectacles with melancholy
sentiments upon the unstable condition of mortal prosperity, and the tremendous uncertainty of
human greatness; because in those natural feelings we learn great lessons; because in events
like these our passions instruct our reason; because, when kings are hurled from their thrones
by the Supreme Director of this great drama, and become the objects of insult to the base and
of pity to the good, we behold such disasters in the moral as we should behold a miracle in the
physical order of things. We are alarmed into reflection; our minds (as it has long since been
observed) are purified by terror and pity; our weak, unthinking pride is humbled under the
dispensations of a mysterious wisdom. Some tears might be drawn from me, if such a spectacle
were exhibited on the stage. I should be truly ashamed of finding in myself that superficial,
theatric sense of painted distress, whilst I could exult over it in real life. With such a perverted
mind, I could never venture to show my face at a tragedy. People would think the tears that
Garrick formerly, or that Siddons not long since, have extorted from me, were the tears of
hypocrisy; I should know them to be the tears of folly.


