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PREFACE

SoME of the following essays were read before different
societies, and some of them have appeared in the
Journal of the American Medical Association and in the
Albany Medical Annals. Many friends have desired
their publication in a more durable form and upon
these friends rests some measure of responsibility for
the present volume. The essays themselves require
little preliminary comment on the part of the author,
who cannot hope to shelter himself behind his friends
from any criticism that may be directed at the opinions
that he has endeavored to express. These opinions
will probably be found on examination to be common-
place rather than startling, and more sedative than
sensational, but the accusation of tedium also the
author must bear alone, unless some legal provision
may be discovered which will enable a process-server
to cross the Styx, summon certain shades and compel
them to accept service; for these are the gentlemen
whose opinions the author has adopted and sought to
present as his own. Indeed, a cursory review of these
pages has shown him how much there is in them of others
and how little of himself. He has been reminded of
the novel by Castillo-Solérzano entitled El Desden
vuelto Favor, in which the letter “i”’ is not to be found
from cover to cover.



vi Preface

Here then is this series of essays launched upon the
uncertain sea of public favor. Whether a prosperous
voyage or a sudden shipwreck shall befall it, does not
depend on the further skill of the builder, for beyond
the shelter of the port he cannot presume to control

“The waves that buffet or the winds that drive.”

A.5.M.C.

BENNINGTON, VERMONT,
May 10, 1914.
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Recreations of a Physician

ON SPECIALIZATION

PROFESSOR THOMPSON, some time ago, in delivering
the President’s annual address to the ‘“ British Associa-
tionfor the Advancementof Science,” deplored earnestly
what he described as ‘“‘premature specialization” as
tending to “impoverish the individual.” To the con-
demnation of specialization, as thus described, there
can be neither rejoinder nor dissent, for the term
“‘premature” prejudges the cause and implies condem-
nation in advance. This condemnation is open to the
objection of not precisely defining the boundary be-
tween what is mature and what is premature, but leaves
the decision where it is now, to the irresponsible judg-
ment of eager personal ambition. But in regard to
specialization without this qualifying adjective there
exists no such prepossession. Specialization is due,
indeed, to the development of human activities and to
the multiplication of distinct fields for the exercise of
human energies. The subdivision of these activities
into separate pursuits is both inevitable and beneficial:
inevitable, because it is due to the practical recognition

of conditions that conform to the axiom that the whole
T
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is greater than any one of its parts; and beneﬁcial,.be-
cause only by the separation of human energies into
distinct fields can the interests of the whole be advanced
and civilization progress. The records of human prog-
ress show conclusively that mainly through this divi-
sion has advancement been achieved, and this necessity
is continually reproduced and these divisions of activity
again subdivided to meet the requirements of the grow-
ing scope of human knowledge and effort.

We have a tolerably full and accurate knowledge of
a time when individual men possessed in their own
minds all the treasures of learning that their civiliza-
tion held; when every man in the community was a
critic of poetry if not a poet, and a judge of art if not
an artist; when Sophocles and Phidias submitted their
finished work to the judgment of the common people.
And it was not without trepidation that the people’s
verdict was awaited, for Herodotus tells us that the
Athenians condemned Phrynichus to pay a fine of one
thousand drachmas for producing on the stage his play
On the Capture of Miletus, because it did not conform
to the canon which they held to govern tragedy. But
each individual could only know all there was to learn
because that all was so limited. Since that time civili-
zation has developed vast stores of history, science,
literature, language, social customs, mechanic arts
that were then unknown, and it has become impossible
for any individual, however acquisitive, to equal the
scope of the Athenians.

To be sure, the world has seen in modern times some
few men with a horizon so vast that it has seemed almost
universal. Leibnitz was one. His face was turned to
all the winds of human learning, his mind is said to
have touched every point of the intellectual compass.
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Selden was accounted a prodigy of various learning in
his time. Rabelais and Burton seem to have known
all there was to learn. Camden has been called the
British Pliny. Dr. Hodgson says of Coleridge that he
“shed his light over the whole surface of human inter-
est.” Da Vinci’s learning was thought ‘ preternatural.”
When James Crichton was sixteen years old, he was
master of twelve languages. When he was nineteen,
he engaged to defend, extemporaneously and unaided,
any position in law, medicine, mathematics, philosophy,
and theology. When he was twenty-one, he publicly
challenged the famous University of Padua, offering
to confute their views in philosophy and to expose their
errors in mathematics. The arguments lasted four
days and Crichton was judged successful in every con-
tention. Two years later he was treacherously murdered.
But these men are the exceptions that prove the rule,
for if they were not exceptions they would be no longer
conspicuous, and perhaps they have been of less benefit
to civilization than many humbler men who have
trodden their narrow round of simple duty, restricted
to careful observation and accurate record.
Universality of genius, then, becoming impossible, a
division of activities became necessary, and the sepa-
rate branches of human effort became specialties. In
the manufacturing and mechanic arts, this specialization
has marvelously multiplied their benefits. Complaint
has been made that there are now no comprehensive
lawyers like Sir Edward Coke. It is because the
complex development of society has produced such an
expansion of the legal field that no one lawyer is now
able to till the whole, and law has become automatically
subdivided into many specialties,—among them inter-
national, admiralty, and criminal law; patent, probate,



4 Recreations of a Physician

and corporation law, and civil government, each of
which has its especial practitioners. The very exist-
ence of the profession of medicine proves also the
naturalness of such subdivision, for, in a large sense,
medicine and law are themselves specialties.

The statement has been often made that medicine
is an off-shoot of the church and that the thirteenth
century marks the point of time when medicine was
erected into a distinct science. The statement is mis-
leading and the date inexact. The antiquity of the
healing art is indisputable. It is true that during the
period beginning early in the seventh century, and
ending with the fall of the Moslem power in Spain, in
the middle of the thirteenth century, the intellectual
degradation of Europe reached a point where all learn-
ing among Christian people was preserved by the priests
as the only conservators of letters and science in Christ-
endom, but it is also certain that they merely preserved
and in no way improved the quality of their trust, for,
during precisely this period, <. e., from the fall of Alex-
andria in 641 to the taking of Seville in 1248, almost
exactly six centuries, polite and scientific learning fled
to Bagdad and Cordoba, and the lamp of medical
progress was carried onward in the hands of Moham-
medans. Among the names that physicians love to
honor are those of Rhazes, Avicenna the Prince of
Physicians, and Averrhoés, whose works were studied
in the famous medical schools of Paris, Montpellier, and
Padua until nearly the beginning of the eighteenth
century. It was this so-called Arabian school who dis-
covered nitric and sulphuric acids and alcohol, and they
were thus the precursors of the modern science of
chemistry.

It is interesting to recall the comparatively recent
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origin of medical specialties, for, in spite of Herodotus’s
well-known reference to the custom of the Egyptians,
and in spite of the Hippocratic refusal to cut for the
stone, which implies that lithotomy was a distinct
industry, the subdivision of medicine into specialties
seems to have started in the sixteenth century rather
than in the thirteenth.

Anatomy may be said to have begun with Vesalius.
His great work De Corporis Humani Fabrica, published
in 1543 with engravings by Giovanni, marks the incep-
tion of modern anatomy. Prior to Vesalius, the ecclesi-
astical doctrine of the resurrection of the body had
brought down upon the heads of all who desecrated the
human body by dissection after death, the anathema
of the Church. To be sure, the Church could not
always prevent disobedience, nor always punish it.
Vesalius obtained his material for the study of anatomy
by robbing the gibbets at night. Venice, in defiance
of the decrees of Boniface VIII., passed a law allowing
one dead human body to be annually used for dissec-
tion. Such, however, was the dread of the thunder of
the Church, that this law was, I believe, afterwards
annulled and anatomy continued to be taught by dis-
secting pigs. I cannot learn whether the single curved
tenaculum was then in use. Scissors certainly were
known and excavations at Pompeii in 1819 brought to
light many varieties of forceps that were used in the
first century, but the only knife known to the early
anatomists was the razor, an ignoble reminder of the
origin of the art of surgery. The invention of the
scalpel was due to either Fabricius or Cesalpinus, both
teachers of anatomy in Padua in the latter part of the
sixteenth century. Fabricius died in 1619.

Vesalius became physician to the Emperor Charles
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V.in 1543, the year his Anatomy came out, and attended
him for thirteen years. In 1556, when Charles abdi-
cated the throne and entered a monastery in Estrema-
dura, Philip II. succeeded to the Spanish throne and
brought Vesalius to Madrid, where he came necessarily
under the control of the Inquisition, then in the full
vigor of its iniquitous activity. The tale of his early
dissections was everywhere known and the Holy Office
took up his case and condemned him to death. Philip
II., not venturing to annul openly the decision of the
Church, connived at Vesalius’s escape from the king-
dom of Spain. The Church seems not to have inter-
ested itself actively to promote the progress of medicine
in the case of Vesalius.

The close connection between anatomy and surgery
appeared two years after the publication of Vesalius’s
great work, 7. e., in 1545, when Ambrose Paré’s essay
on the treatment of gunshot wounds was published in
Paris, and that great career commenced which culmi-
nated in 1573, the year after the Massacre of St. Bar-
tholomew, in the publication of his monumental work
Deux Livres de Chirurgie. Pathology also dates from
the same period with the publication, in Florence, of
Benivieni's work On the Secret Causes of Disease, in
which he describes the condition of the organs as ascer-
tained by examinations made post mortem.

It is not my purpose to enter in detail into the par-
ticular development of medical specialties, though the
field is an inviting one; nor do I now wish merely to
show that specialism is not of recent and factitiousorigin,
as many seem to have thought, but a necessary result of
the development and growth of medicine. What I do
wish to consider is the reaction of specialization on the
individual as well as its result on the profession.
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Let us say at once that the effect upon the individual
is, in concentrating his activity, to narrow his scope.
Professor Thompson notes that it tends to “impoverish
the individual.” It is essentially an involution and
not an evolution. He loses in breadth. The more
intently he devotes all his energies to the development
of his specialty, the more restricted becomes his intel-
lectual horizon. If general culture can be attained only
by the exercise of multiform and comprehensive sym-
pathies, then he who immures himself in a single cell,
must deprive himself of the wide range and varied view
that another enjoys, who seeks to enlarge and not to
limit the scope of his life, and fares at will through the
broad field of human activities. This breadth of
sympathy, this universality of interest is the purpose
and glory of universities, but a university, at least as
regards its faculty, is mainly an aggregation of special-
ists, and its highest rewards go usually to men who
devote themselves to special work. This is also true
of the greater university of the world, and must there-
fore represent the rational culmination of special
excellence.

The tendency of specialization is, however, to the
complete absorption of the individual in his work. In
the study of surgical pathology he forgets to develop
the harmony of his being, and neglects his own culture
for that of pathogenic bacteria. In the pursuit of the
infinitesimal he loses sight of the infinite, and spirit
becomes an adjunct of matter. Thus his nature is
subdued to what it works in, like the dyer’s hand. This,
it seems to me, is the tendency of specialization, and
this tendency must be more or less apparent to every
specialist. Similarly his tendency in applied science
is to utilitarianism and in religion to materialism, both
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of which are acknowledgments of a failure in moral
perception.

But the “impoverishment of the individual” is not
the purpose of specialization nor yet its principal result.
Schiller, himself a member of the medical profession,
points out the injury to the individual that is caused
by the exploitation of one faculty and the submersion
of the others. “With us,” he says, ‘“in order to obtain
the representative word of human knowledge, we must
spell it out with the help of a series of individuals,” but
he adds that it would be unjust to conceal the compen-
sations with which Nature has provided for these
individual injuries. ‘I will now readily acknowledge,”
he says, ‘“‘that little as this practical condition may suit
the interests of the individual, yet the species could in
no other way be progressive. Partial exercise of the
faculties undoubtedly leads the individual into error,
but the species into truth.” Each individual, as knowl-
edge expands and specialties increaseé, contributes less
and less toward this representative word, but the word
itself, to continue Schiller’s figure, becomes progressively
finer, more exact, and more complete, while each sub-
division becomes also more and more essential to the
perfect development of the whole. De Quincey, in his
essay On Superficial Knowledge, observes, “with regard
to Medicine, the case is no evil but a great benefit—
as long as the subdividing principle does not descend
too low to allow a perpetual re-ascent into the general-
izing principle which secures the unity of the science.”
In the separate provinces of knowledge, he says, ‘“we
are of necessity more profound than our ancestors;
but, for the same reason, less comprehensive than they.
Is it better to be a profound student or a comprehensive
one?” and he answers this question by saying, “It is
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better for the interests of the individual that the scholar
should aim at comprehensiveness, and better for the
interestsof knowledge that he should aim at profundity.”
So specialization, while impoverishing the individual,
has enriched the profession. What the specialists
have lost, medicine has gained. The artists have be-
come smaller but the art greater. The individual has
sacrificed scope to depth, ‘‘comprehensiveness” to
“profundity”’; that is, he has sacrificed himself to his
profession, but such a sacrifice ennobles the specialist.
I suppose it will not be questioned that, however
varied Sir Isaac Newton’s attainments were, he was
preéminently a specialist. ~Well, when in 1687 he
formulated the theory of gravitation, he unfolded a
thought of the divine mind,—he revealed one of the
processes of Nature. With becoming reverence, we
may say that God had enacted, from the beginning of
time, as one of the conditions of the existence of matter,
that every body in the material universe should attract
every other body with a force directly as its mass and
inversely as the square of its distance. Newton re-
vealed this law. This is science, a glimpse of God’s
purpose, a divine thought explained to us. So Epic-
tetus was a specialist on a higher plane and revealed
some of the laws of spiritual life. So, too, Pasteur, in
ascertaining the bacterial origin of disease, established
medicine on a truly scientific foundation and added a
uniformity of method, which medicine had never had,
to a uniformity of purpose, which it had always had.
Perhaps, too, in a similar way, psychology may come
to the aid of religion and formulate a universal belief
and establish a uniform system of worship. These are
the high prizes of specialization, these and others like
them. Not every specialist may bear such a message;
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it is not given to every man to reach Corinth, but every
specialist is, after the spirit, of the kin of Newton and
St. Paul and Pasteur and Wm. James.

In taking for my theme the remark of Professor
Thompson, it was not my purpose to dispute his state-
ment, but to expand it by showing that the impoverish-
ment of the individual is the result not only of premature
specialization, but, indeed, of all specialization as such.
That premature specialization degrades also the science
that is specialized is likewise incontrovertible, but I
have preferred to dwell rather upon the benefits that
accrue to science from wise and legitimate specializa-
tion,—such specialization as proposes to itself the
advancement of science only, even by the sacrifice of
the individual.

Now the question naturally arises, Is the sacrifice of
the individual inevitable, or does there exist some way
to reconcile these two seemingly opposite tendencies?
Perhaps, if we were to consider them, as regards the
individual, not as antagonistic but as complementary,
the difficulty of reconciliation will seem less hopeless,
or rather they will require not so much reconciliation
as adaptation. We may recognize the paramount
claim of medicine without wholly forfeiting the privi-
leges of the individual. This is not a divided but a
concurrent allegiance. Similarly our duties to society,
while they transcend our duty to ourselves, do not
obliterate that duty. While the principle of personal
liberty is subordinated to the supremacy of the general
welfare, it may yet be maintained that the liberty of
the individual is not thereby annulled. The two prin-
ciples coéxist in perfect concord: the general principle
is the ergon, the individual principle, the parergon;
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one the vocation, the other the avocation. The practi-
cal question is, What do we do with our leisure hours?
for Apollo’s bow is not always bent.

It is interesting to note some of the forms which this
relaxation has taken among men of eminence. Cicero
was a zealous antiquary, besides further occupying
his leisure with poetry, horticulture, and philosophy.
Boccaccio and Petrarch were enthusiastic collectors of
ancient manuscripts. There is no doubt that Francis
Bacon considered his philosophic researches subordin-
ate to his legal work, though in the latter he deserved
and achieved infamy, and in the former he established
a firm basis for the effective study of the physical
sciences. While fulfilling the humble duties of a
Bavarian priest, Mendel's recreation consisted in
experimenting with plants until he discovered the law
that governs the transmission of hereditary traits.
Thirteen years after Sir Walter Scott was admitted to
the bar, he published his first poem, The Lay of the
Last Minstrel, and thenceforth his avocation became his
vocation, to the glory of literature and perhaps without
much prejudice to the law. Virchow, the founder of
cellular pathology, employed his leisure in making a
decided impression on the politics of his country, since
for forty-five years he was a member of the Prussian
Landtag and for thirty years a member of the German
Reichstag, where he was one of the leaders of the Liberal
Party. Dr. Holmes always considered anatomy as his
vocation and literature as his amusement. Christopher
Wren was a physician who had many diversions: As-
tronomy was one and he became Professor of Astronomy
at Oxford; architecture was another and he designed the
Cathedral of St. Paul; military engineering was a third
and in 1663 he designed the fortifications of Tangier.
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Military engineering seems to have been the parer-
gon of many professional men before it became itself
a recognized specialty of military science. The forti-
fications which Michelangelo designed in a vain at-
tempt to keep the Emperor Charles V. out of Florence
are still visible in part on San Miniato. Francis I. of
France employed that delightfully audacious egoist,
Benvenuto Cellini, to fortify Paris, and afterward, on
Benvenuto’s return to Florence, he fortified that city
against the men of Siena. Cellini also says that he
was assigned by the Pope to defend the castle of San
Angelo against the imperial forces. Vasari tells us that
Andrea Pisano, the sculptor, also was engaged to fortify
Florence, and Galeazzo, the architect, to fortify the
harbor of Genoa. . Perrault, the architect who designed
the eastern facade and the colonnade of the Louvre,
was a physician, and his work is still considered the
most perfect achievement of architecture in France.

When Richard Blackmore first engaged in the study
of medicine, he asked Dr. Sydenham what books he
should read, and Sydenham directed him to read Don
Quixote, ‘‘which,” said he, “is a very good book. I
read it still.” Dr. Johnson condemns this answer by
saying: ‘‘The perverseness of mankind makes it often
mischievous in men of eminence to give way to merri-
ment; the idle and the illiterate will long shelter them-
selves under this foolish apothegm.” But the manifest
purpose of the advice was to employ idleness and to
expel illiteracy, and it would be difficult to make a
better suggestion in so few words. Candor, however,
compels us to admit that these words, coming from
Sydenham, who read no medical books at all, might
have been meant to convey the conviction that the way
to learn medicine was not by reading, but by practical
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bedside observations; and that books of general litera-
ture were of greater practical service to a physician
than any books that had been up to that time written
on medicine. This is, of course, now no longer true of
medical books.

These are some of the avocations by which men,
busied in other professional work, have benefited human-
ity. I donotintend to make a list of these by-products,
—of these periods of relaxation profitably employed
in the general interest of the race. I am merely con-
sidering the enlarged scope that such collateral and
subordinate pursuits give to the individual, opening up
to him whole spheres of personal culture, and neutraliz-
ing the tendency of specialism to contract his interests
and narrow his life to the exact boundaries of his work;
and it seems to me that the specialist may, without
prejudice to his art, emulate the example of Prospero
in laying down at times his conjurer’s wand and taking
off his magician’s mantle, while he devotes a period
of his time to his greater personal needs and looks abroad
over the world with opened eyes.

And there is one aspect of the matter that is perhaps
considered less frequently than it deserves to be, which
follows on De Quincey’s remark concerning ‘‘ the general-
izing principle that secures the unity of the science.”
A specialty is necessarily but a part of the whole, as the
eye is a part of the body, and is of value, not for itself,
but for its relation to the whole. Moreover, as each
part of the body is not only related to the body as a
whole, but also to every other part, so different branches
of science are in the same way not only related to sci-
ence—that is, to exact knowledge as a whole, but also
to all the other sciences. All departments of knowledge
are thus seen to be inter-related in the same way that
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medical specialties are inter-related, and thus each
specialty, when considered in its proper light, is seen
to be clearly dependent upon all other specialties for
their reciprocal illumination. So, it seems to me, if we
accept the truth that the researches of the specialist
are necessary to the development of science, we may not
easily dispute the converse proposition, that a knowl-
edge of the whole is equally essential to the proper
development of the specialty. Thus the various pro-
fessions themselves mutually react upon and illustrate
each other, and man, by these relations, is brought into
contact, if he will only see it, with all knowledge.
Montaigne says that ‘“‘there is so great relation among
wise men that he who dines in France nourishes his
companion in Egypt,” and the Stoics were wont to say
that “a wise man cannot so much as hold up his finger,
in what part of the world soever he may be, but all
men on the habitable earth feel themselves sustained
and uplifted thereby.” The figure may be a bit fanci-
ful but the truth is not to be questioned.

It is true, then, that if a man knows nothing but
his specialty he cannot know even that. At least he
cannot know it as it ought to be known, and it is pos-
sible that many specialists neglect to understand the
relations of their specialty to other coérdinate branches
of knowledge and to appreciate its dependence upon
them. And it is equally true that the high impulse
of our nature toward that symmetrical perfection which
on its intellectual side we call culture and on its moral
side character, is not an impulse that can be safely
stifled or thwarted.



II
PHYSICIANS AS MEN OF LETTERS

AMONG the many avocations of physicians, letters
have been by no means neglected, and the various
excursions that several of our contemporaries have
made into the spacious field of polite literature, very
naturally direct our attention to those members of
our profession who have exceeded the narrow bounds
of professional attainment, and have established them-
selves in the heart of humanity by their contributions
to humane learning. Thomas Sydenham we may
scarcely reckon among men of letters, or John Bell, or
Sir Charles Bell, or Boerhaave, or Cullen, or John Hun-
ter, or Cheselden, for they never stepped out of the
narrow paddock of medicine into the open liberty of
humane letters, although the work that some of them
accomplished in medical literature must easily show
their fitness for a broader field if they had ventured into
it. Benjamin Rush, for one, did cover a wider area
and discuss larger topics, but in him, too, the man of
letters was strictly subservient to the medical practi-
tioner, and utility and instruction were rather his aim
than sweetness and light. So few are they who have
entered literature through the gateway of medicine,
that it seems almost as if Apollo had disinherited his son
Zsculapius. Of these few, the greater part are not

15
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especially known by their achievements in the field of
medicine, for their actual connection with the profession
was casual and obscure.

John Keats, for instance, was apprenticed to a sur-
geon at Edmonton, in 1810, at the age of fifteen;
completed his apprenticeship at the age of twenty, and
went up to London in the hope of receiving hospital
instruction, “walking the hospitals,” as it was termed.
Surgery was then considered the very inferior handmaid
of medicine, and surgeons received apprentices as
silversmiths and brewsters did. In London, at the
age of twenty, he made the acquaintance of Leigh Hunt,
Hazlitt, and Shelley, and discarded the lancet for the
pen. Five years later he died, and his Lamia, Hyperion,
Ode to a Grecian Urn, and Eve of St. Agnes attest the
wisdom of his changed purpose, and set his name in the
very front rank of British poets. Plutarch tells us
that Archidamus jeered at Periander for abandoning
the glory of being an excellent physician, to gain the
repute of being a very bad poet. Mr. Keats, on the
contrary exchanged the practice of a mere mechanic
art, in which eminence was intrinsically denied him,
for an honorable seat among the greater divinities of
human genius, and it is probable that this change in
his life was due directly to the advice of Leigh Hunt,
who thus rendered a service of incomparable merit to
humanity.

Smollett, also, served his apprenticeship to a surgeon,
and, in default of any other means of subsistence, took
the berth of surgeon’s mate on a British ship-of-war.
His service lasted for several years, and he was present
at the siege of Cartagena in 1741. During this time,
as Sir Walter Scott says, he acquired ‘“‘such intimate
‘knowledge of the nautical world as enabled him to
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describe sailors with such truth and vivacity that, who-
ever has since undertaken the same task, has seemed to
copy Smollett rather than nature.” Fenimore Cooper,
Marryat, Clark Russell, and Jacobs followed, as well
as they could, in Smollett’s footsteps, but no later work
has equaled in genuine excellence the Roderick Random
and the Peregrine Pickle of the surgeon’s mate.

Goldsmith, that dissolute and improvident genius,
pursued nearly all known vocations as well as that of
medicine. He entered Trinity College, Dublin, at the
age of seventeen, and, as a sizar, paid for his tuition
and board by performing such menial duties as sweep-
ing the halls and waiting on table. These duties, while
menial, were by no means degrading, and many excel-
lent and some eminent men have been indebted to such
work for their education, but Goldsmith was never able
to learn anything, I will not say minutely, but even
with an approach to exactness. In spite of the degree
of M.D. which he pretended he had received at the
University of Padua, he maintained obstinately and
even angrily that he chewed his food by moving his
upper jaw. It would have been infinitely humiliating
to any one with less exuberant and irrepressible vanity
than Goldsmith, to realize his successive failures, which
could not, even in the partial judgment of his admirers,
be reasonably ascribed to any other cause than to his
buoyant incompetence. He was reprimanded and
plucked, disgraced and degraded in college, and although
he received his degree of Bachelor in Arts, yet a more
pitiable and less promising scholar surely never obtained
a degree from any reputable university.

He could play on the flute, and he was proficient in
singing Irish songs. After failing in the study of law,

theology, and medicine, as destitute as a beggar, he
2
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wandered over Europe, playing on the flute for supper
and bed, and living on the alms which he received at
convent gates during his ramblings. Aimless and ir-
responsible, an inveterate gambler, lazy and sensual—
for he never lost his fondness for hired embraces, and
the attractions of sexual pleasure always appealed to
him overpoweringly—he was meanwhile collecting the
material for The Traveler, The Deserted Village, and The
Vicar of Wakefield. Then came fortune and knocked
at his door. Then came friends; and such friends!
One would envy the position of a tapster or a drawer
at the “Mermaid” in Cornhill, where Shakspere,
Jonson, Fletcher, and Beaumont drank their wine and
discussed Montaigne and Rabelais; the best of us would
have been proud of a servant’s place in Button’s Coffee
House or Will’s in Russell Street, where one could have
listened to the conversation of Swift, Steele, Gay, Ad-
dison, and Arbuthnot, while they read aloud the third
book of Mr. Pope’s Dunciad, or Dr. Swift’s Tale of a
Tub; but the friends of Dr. Goldsmith at the “ Mitre”
were no less distinguished. Edmund Burke, Edward
Gibbon, David Garrick, Dr. Johnson, and Sir Joshua
Reynolds formed surely as illustrious a company of men
of letters as ever met together in esteem and affection
on this earth. They all loved him. He compiled a
History of Rome, which paid him $1500, a History of
England, which brought him $3000, and a Natural
History, for which he received $4000. His histories
were filled with distortions and inaccuracies, and his
Animated Nature with myths and canards; but the easy,
noble flow of his graceful English style covered all
imperfections in other matters, and his histories only
augmented his fame. Dr. Johnson ridiculed his pre-
tensions to writing natural history by saying that
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“Goldsmith’s knowledge of zoology was just sufficient
to enable him to distinguish between a horse and a cow.”
But the wealth of Tarapaci would have been too little
to pay his gambling debts and his improvident gifts to
his temporary mistresses, and destitution and disgrace
dogged his steps.

It seems that always, when in the lowest extreme of
penury, he recurred to the practice of medicine as a
last resource. When he had returned to England from
the strolling beggary of his continental life, he had ap-
plied to the all-powerful East India Company for a
subordinate medical berth, and had obtained it on the
strength of his own pretensions and perhaps through
the favor of some unwary patron, but he was almost
immediately dismissed, and his dismissal was doubtless
due to his incompetence to discharge his duties, for
soon afterward, having presented himself for examina-
tion for the humble position of surgeon’s mate in the
navy, he was found unfitted even for a post so subordi-
nate and was promptly rejected.

So, now, when his excesses and his gambling and his
indiscreet generosities had again impoverished him, he
started out to practice medicine, and announced his
readiness to visit, receive, and prescribe for patients.
But none came. Even his friends and admirers would
not submit themselves to his professional care. They
must have known his scanty attainments. Topham
Beauclerk recommended him pleasantly to “prescribe
only for his enemies.” In accordance with this advice,
Macaulay says, he prescribed for himself, and soon
passed beyond the reach of real physicians. He was
forty-five years old when he died. Gifted with a won-
derful literary genius, he was a parasite upon the pro-
fession of medicine.
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Warton tells us, in his History of English Poetry, that
Sir John Mandeville, the great Eastern traveler, who
has been called the ‘““father of English prose,” was a
physician, as was also Dr. Andrew Borde (1530), whose
skill in facetious discourses at country fairs gave him the
title “ Merry Andrew,” which has descended, with some
increment of scurrilous implication, to our own time.

Sir Samuel Garth was a prosperous and skillful London
physician, who supported, eagerly and ably, the pro-
posal to establish public dispensaries for the protection
of the sick poor from the greed of the apothecaries.
Indeed, he wrote a poem on the subject, called The
Dispensary, which ran through three editions in a year
and secured him fame and position. He was twenty-
nine years old when it appeared, and although he gave
cause for hope that he might eventually rival Black-
more in dullness, yet he did very little other literary
work. He, however, wrote the Epilogue for Addison’s
Cato when it was brought out at the Drury Lane
Theatre, and some years after he had the distinction
of delivering the Harveian oration. It was not because
The Dispensary was good that it had such a large initial
sale; it was because it chanced to handle a popular
theme at an opportune time. It has long since fallen
into the dim limbo of oblivion, but no other fate was
possible for the kind of poetry that it contains, some
of the best of whose lines are the following: He
marvels

“How the same nerves are fashioned to sustain
The greatest pleasure and the greatest pain;
How the dim speck of entity began
To extend its recent form and stretch to man;
How matter, by the varied shape of pores,

Or idiots frames, or solemn senators.”
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And yet Pope neglected to pillory Garth in the
Dunciad!

Sir Richard Blackmore had a worse fate, for Pope
did not scruple to include this eminent physician among
the disciples of ‘“Dullness.” Blackmore merits the
distinction of introducing perhaps the most debasing
simile that can be found in the whole range of serious
poetry, when he likens thunder to intestinal gas forcing
a vent. Blackmore speaks of the thunder—

‘‘Pent in the bowels of a frowning cloud
That cracks—as if the axis of the world
Was broke—"’

Sir Samuel Smiles, the author of Self-Help, Thrift,
and The Life of George Stephensom, took his M.D.
degree in Edinburgh in 1832, the year Sir Walter Scott
died.

Marat, the associate of Danton and Robespierre,
the ““Ami du Peuple,” the universally execrated Marat,
who was reviled by Carlyle and by all historians of the
French Revolution, the béte feroce who was feared and
hated as the embodiment of the fiercest and most blood-
thirsty faction of the Jacobins, was a physician. Born
in Neuchatel, educated in Bordeaux, we first find him
practicing his profession in a fashionable district in
London. Michelet could not discover that Marat had
any right to the title of Doctor of Medicine, but it seems
reasonably certain that he was made an M.D. of St.
Andrews University, Edinburgh. He opposed the
philosophy of Helvetius, who derived all virtues from
self-interest, and Voltaire himself did not despise him
as an antagonist. Politics, philosophy, social science,
education, and medicine were equally the themes upon
which he exercised his prolific pen. His fame as a
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physician was great; the extent of his learning was really
great. The Comte d’Artois, afterwards Charles X.,
made him physician to his guards at a good salary.
The language of his commission is interesting. It states
that d’Artois desired his services, “‘because of his good
and moral life and of his knowledge and experience
in the art of medicine.” He returned, then, to Paris,
where his influence in the scientific world was second
only, perhaps, to that of Benjamin Franklin, who often
visited him and discussed questions of light, heat, and
electricity with him. Goethe admired him. There
never lived a man more devoid of the sentiment of fear
than Marat, nor one more devoted to the prosecution
and propagation of his principles, nor, indeed, one more
implacable and relentless. This turned him into the
ruthless monster of whom the earth was well rid by the
dagger of Charlotte Corday. At his death the whole
world drew a deep breath of relief. He had become
the incubus of France.

Mark Akenside, who wrote The Pleasures of the Imagi-
nation, and whom the great Dr. Robertson admired
and courted, took his degree of M.D. in Leyden, which,
on account of the presence and prestige of the great
Boerhaave, was at that time the most famous university
in Europe. He practiced medicine first in Northamp-
ton and later in London. Then, in 1753, the University
of Cambridge bestowed on him the degree of M.D.
The next year he was elected a fellow of the College of
Physicians; in 1755 he delivered the Gulstonian lectures,
in 1756 the Croonian lectures; in 1759 he was chosen
chief physician to St. Thomas’s Hospital; in 1760 he
delivered the Harveian oration. Before this period of
professional glory, he had written The Pleasures of
Hope and the Odes, and now he increased his reputation
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by a series of essays and reviews which were published
in Dodsley’s Museum and established the repute of
that publication.

Abraham Cowley wrote an epic romance on Pyramus
and Thisbe at the age of nine, and at fourteen he pub-
lished a volume of poems which at once made him
famous. Pope says of himself that

““He lisped in numbers and the verses came,”

but Cowley is the most conspicuous instance of poetical
precocity that the world has seen. Even Milton and
Chatterton must yield to him on this point. He was a
contemporary of Milton and of Sir Thomas Browne,
a little younger than Browne and a little older than
Milton. He was noted for his varied scholarship.
Milton did not disdain to borrow from Cowley any more
than from Robert Burton, likewise a contemporary.
Cowley’s fame exceeded Milton’s as Chapman’s ex-
ceeded Shakspere’s and as Gliick’s surpassed that of
Bach, in the opinion of their contemporaries. In all
three cases posterity has reversed this judgment. Sir
John Denham, in his Ode on the Death of Cowley, com-
mends Shakspere, indeed, but proclaims his inferior-
ity to Cowley. When Dr. Johnson was invited by the
“forty first booksellers” of London to write biographi-
cal notices of the British poets, they decided that
British poetry began with Cowley, and so his is the
first of Johnson’s Lives.

Lessing, the author of Laocoén and the Dramaturgy,
was destined to the career of a physician, though he
never practiced medicine. Schiller was a regimental
surgeon. The elder Scaliger was a physician, so was
Christopher Wren; so also was Charles Lever, who
practiced medicine in Brussels and left us in Charles
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O’ Malley a better description of the battle of Waterloo
than even the more famous one by Victor Hugo. Locke
the philosopher was a physician, and so was George
Crabbe the poet.

In our own days the medical profession has contrib-
uted to literature the names of Oliver Wendell Holmes,
John Brown, William H. Drummond, Weir Mitchell,
Virchow, J. G. Holland, Clemenceau, and Conan Doyle
—names of varying excellence, and none of them, save
that of Holmes, of especial magnitude, but they are not
only the best, they seem to be all that we can offer.

There remain four names which we must consider
briefly—four of the eminent names in literature—
Rabelais, Sir Thomas Browne, John Arbuthnot, and
Holmes. For each of these a whole volume would be
inadequate. All were eminent as physicians, all
achieved enduring fame as men of letters.

Rabelais is conceded to be perhaps the most learned
man of whom we have a record. Like Gibbon, he was
the author of one book. The first complete edition of
this was published in 1567, and the next generation saw
sixty editions printed—a new edition every six months
for thirty years. Many eminent scholars have devoted
themselves entirely to explaining and annotating
Rabelais. He has been the admiration and the despair
of mankind. He is read in all tongues. After his
death none were admitted to the degree of Doctor of
Physic at Montpellier who had not first put on the gown
and cap of Dr. Rabelais, which are still preserved in
that city. To-day when the French wish to describe a
perfectly well-educated man, a man of universal at-
tainments, they do not say ‘“he has such and such
degrees,” or ‘“he belongs to the Academy,” but “he
knows his Rabelais,” as if to know one’s Rabelais were
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a higher encomium than could otherwise be expressed
in a single phrase.

Rabelais was a Franciscan monk. He resided with
the Franciscans for twenty-five years. He became
displeased with the monotonous austerities of the order,
was released from his vows by Clement VII., on applica-
tion of his friend Geoffroy d’Estissac, Bishop of Maille-
zais, and entered the order of Benedictines. Discontent
again overcame him, and a growing disgust with the
practices of the Church, and at the age of forty he
entered the University of Montpellier. He was entered
as a student in medicine on the sixteenth of September
and took his degree on the first of November of the
same year. The next year we find him lecturing pub-
licly on medicine at the university. There can be but
one explanation of the facility with which he satisfied
his teachers of his proficiency in medicine. The Univer-
sity of Montpellier was a rigorous and famous school,
and this middle-aged monk could claim no partiality
and expect no personal complaisance, but Rabelais’s
knowledge was so wide and, at the same time, so exact,
that in the course of his general reading he had uncon-
sciously prepared himself for a critical examination
even in technical subjects, and his proficiency was so
complete that the faculty of the university were com-
pelled to acknowledge his attainments and award him
his degree.

From this time he practiced medicine and wrote his
Pantagruel simultaneously. As a physician he was
honored during his life, and at his death he left a work
which for over three hundred years has been the de-
light of mankind. It is no excessive praise to say that
French literature is more indebted to Rabelais than
English literature is to Shakspere. Indeed, we can
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only imagine how greatly Shakspere himself must have
reveled in Panurge and Friar John, with whom he was
certainly acquainted.

Francis Bacon, in his Advancement of Learning, says
that, in his day,

imposture was frequently extolled and virtue decried.
Nay, the weakness and credulity of men is such that they
often prefer a mountebank or a cunning woman to a learned
physician. . . . And therefore one cannot greatly blame
physicians that they commonly study some other art or
science more than their profession. Hence, we find among
them poets, antiquaries, critics, politicians, divines, and in
each more knowing than in medicine.

And yet among Bacon's contemporaries we can discover
no man, eminent in letters, to whom this remark can
properly have been applied, for of the twenty-nine
poets and dramatists who were born between 1553 and
1586, between Anthony Munday and John Ford, Ido
not know of one who was a member of the medical
profession, Sir Thomas Browne himself being but
twenty-one years old when Bacon died in 1626.
Perhaps no man ever gave the history of his own
mind and unfolded the intricacies of his own thoughts
more fully than did Sir Thomas Browne in his Religio
Medici. Montaigne makes disclosures whose naiveté
causes a smile of pleasure that deepens almost into
affection, but you are aware of the existence of thoughts,
which you are not asked to share, and of apartments
which you are not invited to enter. Rousseau poses,
and, while commending his own virtues, confesses only
the most harmless or the most universal of faults, which
seem to lose all their odium when acknowledged by so
virtuous and so superior a being. Sir Thomas discloses
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his own mind indeed, but he seems not to observe cur-
rent events. During the whole period of the struggle
of King Charles with the Parliament, and his betrayal,
trial, and death; during the protectorate of Cromwell
and the subsequent contest between Lambert and
Monk; during the Restoration and the reign of the
Merry Monarch, Charles II., he was quietly engaged
in practicing his profession in Norwich. Of all these
momentous events he seems to have noted nothing, he
has left no written comment or reported criticism on
any one of them. They overcome him like the sum-
mer’s cloud without his special wonder. He seems to
have been obnoxious neither to the Cavaliers nor to the
Roundheads, to have accepted the usurpation of Crom-
well and the restoration of Charles with equal silence
and indifference.* The overthrow of a kingdom seems
to have held no disquietude or even interest for him.
Perhaps more than any other man then living in Eng-
land, Sir Thomas Browne, with his calm eye, his clear
mind, and his lucid style, might have explained for pos-
terity the austere virtue and the unexampled diplomacy
of Cromwell, one of the greatest and most misunder-
stood men of history, but the study of that complex
character had no attractions for him. The Hydrio-
taphia, indeed, was written at the very time (Septem-
ber 3, 1658) when Cromwell died, but the fears,
perplexities, and apprehensions that Cromwell’s death
excited are not his theme, but the discovery of some
ancient pottery that was unearthed in Norfolk.

* May it perhaps be true that Browne imitated Atticus in attaching
himself to neither party but in relieving the necessities of the individ-
uals of both? Atticus was on terms of friendship with both Casar
and Pompey, with both Hortensius and Cicero. Sir Matthew Hale
also steered a similar course during the whole continuance of the civil
war.
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Browne's Religio Medici is a book that every educated
man should read—a book that every medical man
should know. To read extracts from it would be to
emulate the pedant in Hierocles, who, having a house
for sale, carried a brick in his pocket as a sample. His
style is that of the prose writers of his age, the age of
Jeremy Taylor, of Robert Burton, of Roger L’Estrange,
of Milton, and of Bacon, that noble period of English
prose among whose masters Browne is one of the most
eminent. Highly imaginative and poetical, draped
in metaphor and laden with quotation, his style is yet
clear, majestic, and splendid. It has been declared
that “the concluding chapter of his Hydriotaphia can
hardly be paralleled in the English language for richness
of imagery and majestic pomp of diction.” Thackeray
tells us that Montaigne and Howell’s Letters were his
bedside books, books that he read o’ nights when sleep-
less. The Religio Medicti might well be the bedside
book of physicians, to be read with appreciation and
delight. i

John Arbuthnot took his degree of M.D. at Aberdeen.
He then went to London and, while waiting for patients,
supported himself by teaching mathematics. He
translated from the Dutch the essay On the Laws of
Chance, or a Method of Calculation of the Hazards of
Game. Next he wrote a critical essay On the Deluge,
another On the Usefulness of Mathematical Learning, a
monograph entitled An Argument for Divine Providence,
and in 1705 he compiled a comparative table of Greek,
Roman, and Jewish measures. Still, professional pro-
gress was slow. His reputation for learning was becom-
ing established, his fame as a wit was growing, but
patients avoided him and money was scarce. About
this time he happened to be in Epsom while Prince
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George of Denmark, the husband of Queen Anne, was
there. The Prince was taken suddenly ill and, for
want of any other physician, Arbuthnot was called in
the emergency. His delicacy, his kindliness, his com-
posure, and his skill captured the royal heart and Ar-
buthnot’s future was assured. He continued the
Prince’s physician as long as the royal patient lived.
Soon after, at the Queen’s urgent request, he was ap-
pointed her physician extraordinary, and never again
had to complain of the indifference of patients or of the
neglect of fortune. Those were happy times for liter-
ary men. Macaulay has narrated, in his essay on Dr.
Johnson, the marked favors that were lavished on
authors of the time of Queen Anne.

There was perhaps never a time [he says] when the re-
wards of literary merit were so splendid—when men who
could write well found such easy admittance into the most
distinguished society and to the highest honors of the state.

Of all the array of authors that illuminated the reign
of Queen Anne, no one exceeded Dr. Arbuthnot in the
depth of his learning, the brilliancy of his wit, or the
warmth of his heart. Dr. Johnson once remarked in
speaking of the eminent writers in Queen Anne’s reign:

I think Arbuthnot the first man among them. He was
an excellent physician, a man of deep learning and of much
humor. Addison was, to be sure, a great man, though his
learning was not profound. But his morality, his humor,
and his elegance of writing set him very high.

Thackeray admired and honored Arbuthnot above all
his contemporaries. In 1712 he wrote the famous
satire, The History of John Bull, which even now, when
the wars of Marlborough seem to belong to the dim
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background of ancient history, will well repay the
reading. The History of John Bull, whence originated
the cant phrase applied to-day to the people of Great
Britain, is a political satire, very similar in structure
and merit to Swift’s The Tale of a Tub, which was pub-
lished in 1704.

Two years later he assisted in forming the “Scrib-
lerus Club,” which also comprised Pope, Gay, Swift,
Atterbury, and Congreve, and yet the best work that
remains to us of this cluster of men is conceded to be
that of Arbuthnot. The first book of the Memoirs of
Martinus Scriblerus ranks as one of the finest pieces of
sarcastic humor in the language. His Virgilius Restau-
ratus, published with the second edition of Pope’s
Dunciad, is a remarkable fragment of emendations and
eorrections of Virgil, written in a playful vein, but with
an insight and spirit that make it almost earnest and
wholly stimulating. In 1723 he became one of the
censors of the Royal College of Physicians, and in 1727
he had the supreme honor of delivering the Harveian
oration. He died, lamented by his friends and full of
honors, in 1735, being nearly seventy years of age.

I do not desire to protract this paper unduly, but I
wish to make a single reflection upon the age of Queen
Anne. It was essentially an age of superficial affecta-
tion. Its most eminent figure was Pope, whose ascrip-
tion to himself of all the virtues blinded the eyes of
generations of men who took him at his assumed value,
but he was merely the chief among a throng of triflers,
for it was an age of triflers. His Essay on Man illus-
trates his facile versification, his skill in antithesis, and
his meager soul. His most finished poem, T%e Rape of
the Lock, is a trifle, built upon the most insignificant of
trifles, the theft of a lock of Mrs. Arabella Fermor’s
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hair. What a magnificent theme! Yet the Earl of
Roscommon surpassed him. He wrote poems On a
Young Lady's Cold, On a Dead Lap-dog,—themes not
only trivial but nauseating. The Spectator is a col-
lection of elegant trifles. Contrast Addison’s Sir Roger
de Coverley papers with Milton’s Areopagitica, or Addi-
son’s Campaign and Cato with Milton’s L’Allegro and
Il Penseroso. This change of tone and of ideals was
due primarily to the influence of Charles I1., the ‘“ Merry
Libertine,”” who attracted men to license, and afterward
to the gloomy bigotry of his brother James, who repelled
them from virtue.

Charles II. flaunted his mistresses shamelessly before
an indulgent nation. A woman of easy virtue, passing
through the royal arms, became ennobled, and Barbara
Palmer became the Duchess of Cleveland and Louise
de Querouaille, the Duchess of Portsmouth. Charles
had so little self-respect as to receive, when on the
throne, a pension that Louis XIV. had refused him when
an exile. He was bribed by a mistress whom Louis
sent him into refusing the righteous aid which Holland
expected against the unjust invasion of the French king.
Literature was degraded as public morals degenerated.
Under the Commonwealth ‘‘the Bible lay on the table
of the House of Commons, and its prohibition of swear-
ing, of drunkenness, of fornication, became part of the
law of the land. Adultery was made felony without
the benefit of clergy.” History presents no greater
contrast than exists between the morals of the Common-
wealth and those of the Restoration. Debauchery,
cynicism, sacrilege, the open display of immorality in all
its forms, succeeded to the stern virtue of the Puritans.
The Restoration was a reeling orgy of shamelessness
and brutality. Lord Rochester was a fashionable
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poet, but even the titles of some of his poems must
be left unuttered. Sir Charles Sedley was a fashionable
wit, but he was hooted and stoned by the very porters
of Covent Garden for the foulness of his language. The
Duke of Buckingham consummated the seduction of
Lady Shrewsbury by killing her husband, while the
Countess, disguised as a boy, held his horse for him and
assisted at the murder.

And this was the age that ushered in Pope, Addison,
Congreve, and Steele. In Pope there wasno tenderness
no happiness, no serenity. He was an adroit versifier.
He knew well the mechanic part of poetry, but there
was in him no human sympathy, no aspiration, no
depth, no sweetness. Even generous vices were denied
him, and as for virtues, he had only the faculty of
simulating them awkwardly. Malice and envy were
the breath of his nostrils, and sarcasm his natural
utterance. This is what made his Dunciad so good.
He wrote libels on Chandos, Aaron Hill, and Lady Mary
Wortley Montagu, and then, as Taine says, he lied
when he was obliged to disavow them. Dr. Johnson
tells us that he hardly drank tea without a stratagem.
He was never frank, always acting a part, and pretend-
ing virtues which he had heard admired.

And what is true of Pope is also true of his contem-
poraries and admirers. There were only two genuine
men among the men of letters who graced the classical
age of English literature, Swift and Arbuthnot, and
Swift was a misanthrope who passed into chronic
dementia. The only sane, clear, virile mind; the only
wholesome human heart among those who are best
described as the wits of Queen Anne’s reign was John
Arbuthnot. Addison was a man of supreme taste, and
earned the distinction accorded him by Macaulay and
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Thackeray, of making morality fashionable, which Dr.
Johnson afterward made universal. Pope was a poet
of faultless technique, Swift of magnificent intel-
lectual power, Steele of very excellent though ir-
regular impulses, but Arbuthnot alone, in addition
to these qualities, was also a man of virtue, dignity,
and nobility of sentiment—a well-poised and accom-
plished man of letters and man of the world—and yet
even Arbuthnot was a product of this shallow, frivolous
age.

There remains then, Oliver Wendell Holmes, a name
loved and venerated by two generations of physicians
and admirers. Some of us may say of him, as Ovid
says of Virgil and Scott of Burns, “Vidi tantum.” A
few of us know how genial and how courteous was his
manner, how gentle his irony, how just his criticism,
how fine his professional ideals, how nobly modest and
unobtrusive his life. There have been names more
eminent than his in letters, names more famous than
his in medicine, but neither in medicine nor in letters
has there lived a man who cultivated either with more
purity of life, more nobility of purpose, more sympathy
of heart. Dr. Johnson says that Garrick’s death
eclipsed the gayety of nations and impoverished the
public stock of harmless pleasure, but Garrick’s work
was ephemeral and his life a breath ; while Holmes’s work
was enduring and his life a continual inspiration to
earnestness and cheerfulness. What delight he has
given us! How charmingly he soothes the asperities
of life! His sincerity is as invigorating as his humor
is delicate. There is a fine aroma in all his work. It
is the aroma of virtue. We know the ‘‘ Autocrat,’’ and
the ‘Professor,” and the ‘“Poet’” as we know our
friends, and in knowing them we have enlarged the

3
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circle of our friendship. The sarcasm of coarser na-
tures becomes gentle irony in Holmes. How pleas-
antly he rebukes quackery and vice! His short lecture
on “Phrenology,” which is still too long for full quota-
tion here, is an illustration.

I shall begin, my friends, with the definition of a pseudo-
science. A pseudo-science consists of a nomenclature with
a self-adjusting arrangement, by which all positive evid-
ence, or such as favors its doctrines, is admitted, and all
negative evidence, or such as tells against it, is excluded.
It is invariably connected with some lucrative, practical
application. Its professors and practitioners are usually
shrewd people; they are very serious with the public, but
wink and laugh a good deal among themselves. The be-
lieving multitude consists of women of both sexes, feeble-
minded inquirers, political optimists, people who always get
cheated in buying horses, philanthropists who insist on
hurrying up the millennium, and others of this class, with
here and there a clergyman, less frequently a lawyer, very
rarely a physician, and almost never a horse jockey or a
member of the detective police. I did not say that phren-
logy was one of the pseudo-sciences.

A pseudo-science does not necessarily consist wholly of
lies. It may contain many truths, and even valuable ones.
The rottenest bank starts with a little specie. It puts out
a thousand promises to pay on the strength of a single
dollar, but the dollar is very commonly a good one. The
practitioners of the pseudo-sciences know that common
minds, after they have been baited with a real fact or two,
will jump at the merest rag of a lie, or even at the bare
book. . . . I did not say that it was so with phrenology.

He condemns quackery, you see, but he condemns it
with a smile, and we, with him, smile as we condemn
it. We may find purer fun in Thomas Hood than M y
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Aunt, The One Hoss Shay, or The Height of the Ridiculous,
but no simpler pathos than The Last Leaf, and no finer
fancy than The Chambered Nautilus, while his prose
recalls that of De Quincey—without its glitter, indeed,
but with a warmer utterance.

To-day, when the tendency of professional practice
is so strong toward the subdivision of activity into
ever-narrowing specialties,—when we lose in scope
what we gain in intensity, it is not amiss to raise our
eyes at times and look about us at those who have held
aloft, with equal grasp and steady hands, the two
torches of medicine and literature.



II1
BANQUO

PoRTIA was not very lucky in her suitors, and perhaps
fortune favored her in selecting Bassanio and rejecting
the Princes of Morocco and Aragon,—Hazlitt at least
objected entirely to the Prince of Morocco,—and yet,
while Bassanio may have been an attractive suitor, he
had certainly proved himself a dangerous friend.
Suppose for a moment that he had failed to win the
heiress. The Merchant of Venice would have become
a tragedy instead of a comedy, or rather, it could never
have been written at all, for perhaps even Shakspere
could not have recorded the death of Antonio without
exciting disgust instead of pity. And yet it is true
that Portia had little skill in men. No more could
she distinguish of a man than of his outward show.
Bassanio had already squandered his own estate upon
his pleasures, he had impoverished Antonio, and he
finally begged his friend for three thousand ducats
more, to buy a last stake in the great Portian lottery.
Bassanio witnessed the bond by which Antonio pledged
his life on the payment of the money, and then pro-
ceeded to forget the date of payment and the peril of
the penalty, added a few more useless servants to his
retinue, and proceeded to Belmont with a light heart
to his uncertain wooing. Bassanio, we must confess,

36
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was a perilous friend. Let us hope that Portia never
found out how selfish he really was.

In Shakspere, as in life,the finest parts are not always
taken by those who bear the highest titles, and the
subordinate characters are often drawn with a few
firm, masterly touches. They are thrust before your
eyes, living, breathing men; you feel the reality of
their presence; you listen to them eagerly, and in a
moment they are withdrawn to give place to others.
Garrulous old women, like Juliet’s nurse, breathless
messengers with eager faces, murderers steeped in the
colors of their trade, innocent children, charming
maidens,—they come suddenly before you, empty
their hearts without restraint, and vanish. Brief
their transit—briefer even than life. What a noble
list of the secondary characters could be made! Hot-
spur, Mercutio, Horatio, Gonzalo, Kent, Tranio.
And they are all as admirable for their perfect sub-
ordination as for their perfect distinctness. Dryden
mentions a tradition, which might easily reach his
time, of a declaration made by Shakspere, “that he
was obliged to kill Mercutio in the third act, lest he
should have been killed by him.” Dryden, in crediting
this tradition, failed to comprehend the significance of
Mercutio’s death, upon which, as Coleridge remarks,
the whole catastrophe depends. Without Mercutio,
Romeo and Juliet would become a comedy, as, without
Portia, The Merchant of Venice must have become a
tragedy worthy of the violent and bloody hand of
Marlowe or Kyd.

It seems that Shakspere himself was at times un-
certain whether the titles of some of his plays were
sufficiently representative, for Malone proved from the
papers of Lord Harrington, the treasurer of James I.,
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that Much Ado About Nothing was also called “Bene-
dick and Beatrix,” that the First Part of Henry IV.
was performed at court under the title ‘Hotspur,” and
that the Second Part of Henry IV. was also entitled
“Sir John Falstaff.”

But among these subordinate characters, these
stars of the second magnitude, Banquo seems to shine
with especial brilliancy. The old Scottish chronicles
associated Banquo (Bancho) with Macbeth in the
murder of Duncan. The story came down through
Fordun, Boethius, Holinshed, and George Buchanan
without any variation in this incident. In Shakspere’s
hands, however, Banquo acquires a personality that
the chronicles denied him. He is no longer an ac-
complice, he becomes the voice of Macbeth’s con-
science. Shakspere made him a frank, loyal soldier
of unstained life and of transparent rectitude of
purpose,—a gentleman in whom one might build
an absolute trust. A few swift strokes portray for
us an admirable character without ambition, with-
out guile, and, it must be confessed, without much
power of imagination. When Macbeth is thrown
into a sudden revery by the predictions of the three
weird sisters, Banquo addresses them with perfect
nonchalance:

“ My noble partner
You greet with present grace and great prediction
Of noble having and of royal hope
That he seems rapt withal; to me you speak not.
If you can look into the seeds of time,
And say which grain will grow and which will not,
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear
Your favors nor your hate.”
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Again, when Rosse enters and verifies the prediction
of the three sisters by saluting Macbeth as Thane of
Cawdor, Banquo, after exclaiming,

“What! Can the Devil speak true?”

answers his own question and replies to the insinuation
of Macbeth:

“ Oftentimes to win us to our harm,
The instruments of darkness tell us truths;
Win us with honest trifles to betray us
In deepest consequence.”

Afterward, Macbeth sounds him a little nearer,
desiring to ensnare him in his own projects, and hinting
darkly that Banquo’s concurrence will increase his
honor, and Banquo replies:

*“So I lose none
In seeking to augment it, but still keep
My bosom franchised and allegiance clear,
I shall be counselled.”

That utterance was Banquo’s death-warrant; but
even if he had known the consequences, we feel that he
would have given the same response.

Then follows the murder of Duncan,—that utmost
limit of tragic power—and in the overwhelming horror
that ensues, Banquo alone retains his sanity. Erect
and unshaken in the midst of the confusion of terror
that has submerged all of his companions, he advises
a conference and inquiry into the murder of the king.

““Let us meet
And question this most bloody piece of work
To know it further—"’
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and he adds, with a deep solemnity that sums up all
the horrible mystery of the murder:

“Pears and scruples shake us.
In the great hand of God I stand, and thence
Against the undivulg’d pretence I fight
Of treasonous malice.”

In these four brief utterances of Banquo, we learn
all that is essential to a complete knowledge of his
character. Macbeth himself gives exactly our esti-
mate of Banquo, in the soliloquy which anticipates the
entrance of the murderers:

“Qur fears in Banquo
Stick deep, and in his royalty of nature
Reigns that which would be feared. ’Tis much he dares,
And to that dauntless temper of his mind,
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valor
To act in safety. There is none but he
Whose being I do fear; and under him
My Genius is rebuked, as it is said
Mark Antony’s was by Cesar.”

It is of Macbeth that Dr. Johnson, after praising the
solemnity, grandeur, and variety of its action, remarked,
“but it has no nice discrimination of character.” The
Doctor was constitutionally incapable of understanding
that common-sense is not the measurer of genius. No
one was better fitted than he to disentangle verbal
intricacies; no one could expound more clearly the
meaning of an involved construction. His clear mind,
his exact touch, his correct judgment, illuminated
every subject that fell within the scope of his limita-
tions. His courage was shown by his defense of
Shakspere in disregarding the unities of time and place,
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but the ecstasy of love, the fury of jealousy, the in-
sanity of rage, which oppress us feeble mortals into
silence, and to which Shakspere alone has given a
distinct and adequate utterance, lay beyond the range
of Johnson's wisdom and beyond the reach of his
imagination. He was the first of the commentators
to explain the character of Polonius, as dotage en-
croaching upon wisdom, but the headlong Romeo
offended his sense of propriety. He considered the
tragedies to be labored, that Shakspere’s “ performance
seems constantly to be worse as his labor is more,”’ and
that ‘“his declamations or set speeches are commonly cold
and weak”; all of which throw a flood of light upon
Johnson, without at all obscuring the merit of Shakspere.

Few diversions can afford greater pleasure than
the cursory examination of the various readings of
Shakspere’s text, the explanation of corrupted passages
by different commentators, and the emendations that
have been proposed to clarify obscure portions of the
text. The range of ingenuity that is thus manifested,
affords extremely entertaining food for contemplation,
though the profit seems often out of all proportion to
the labor that has been expended, and where many
conjectures manifest more intrepidity than insight.
In Othello, Tago says:

*“ Oh, beware, my lord, of jealousy.
It is the green-eyed monster, which doth mock
The meat it feeds on.”

This simple passage, where ‘“the meat it feeds on”
is manifestly the man who cherishes it, has been hacked
and heckled by many commentators. Andrew Becket
remarks:
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I substitute muck, i.e. bedaub, or make foul; and this is
the true character of jealousy. For ‘“‘the green-eyed
monster,” I read ‘“‘the agreinied, i.e. sportive, monster,”
with a mixture of pleasure or satisfaction in what it is
engaged in; in which sense the word is used by our earlier
writers. The lines thus altered will be highly descriptive
of jealousy.

“It is the agreinied monster, that doth muck
The meat it feeds on.”

Zachary Jackson, on the same passage, says:

It may seem strange to my readers that a small domestic
animal may have been the mighty green-eyed monster to
which our ingenious bard alludes,—I mean the mouse.
Indeed, familiarly, it is called a little monster, but its eyes
are not to say green. However, a white mouse in Shakspere’s
time would have been a very great curiosity, and if one
had been produced with green eyes, it would have equally
attracted the notice of the naturalist, etc.

And between A. Becket and Z. Jackson there is a
whole alphabet of amusing scholiasts whose fantastic
conjectures are admirably suited to beguile the tedium
of a rainy evening. Coleridge may have had these
very gentlemen in mind when he said, “If all that has
been written by Englishmen upon Shakspere were
burned, in the want of candles, merely to enable us to
read one half of what our dramatist produced, we should
be gainers.” Still, it would be a misfortune to lose
Becket and Jackson, for while they throw but a dark
kind of light on Othello, yet they have a merit of their
own, and upon the background of Shakspere’s char-
acters, which they have obscured, appears plainly the
picture of their own miraculous stupidity. Jackson
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certainly deserves to live, if only in the pillory, for
styling Shakspere, ‘“Our ingenious Bard.” Mr. Cole-
ridge’s wish came too late. The critics, besides owing
a general resemblance to Sir Oliver Mar-test, are also
like him not to be flouted out of their calling.

The very worst suggestion that I remember to have
seen was made by Bishop Badham on a passage in
Hamlet. The Prince is explaining to Horatio and
Marcellus one of the drinking customs in Denmark:

‘“The king doth wake to-night and takes his rouse,
Keeps wassail and the swaggering upspring reels.”

The passage is clear enough as it is, though Pope
proposed to read upstart for upspring, imagining that
the upspring was the king. The subject of the verb
reels is, however, the same as that of fakes and keeps,
and the construction is perfectly regular, the last four
words meaning that the king dances the swaggering
upspring, or staggers through the clumsy Dutch dance
called by name the ‘“upspring.”” There is here
nothing obscure or conjectural, the upspring being
also alluded to by Chapman, Shakspere’s great con-
temporary. Now, then, after everything is comfort-
ably settled, along comes Bishop Badham, proposing
toread:

“Keeps wassail, and the swaggering upsy-freeze,”

in support of which suggestion he says, flippantly,
“not that I know what upsy-freeze is, or whence it is
derived,” but he is sure, or says he is, that that is what
Shakspere wrote. The Bishop knew perfectly well
what upsy-freeze meant, for Massinger had used upsy-
Jfreezy, meaning “tipsy”’ in the Virgin Martyr; Jonson
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used wupsee-Dutch in the Alchemist, and Fletcher had
used wupsy-English in the Beggars' Bush. Scott uses
a variation of the words in the Soldier’s Song in The
Lady of the Lake, while in Kenilworth, honest Mike
Lambourne proposes a toast, ‘‘Here goes it, up sey
es'—to Varney and Leicester.”

Yet all this has nothing, or very little, to do with
Shakspere and it is hardly worth the pains to search
for a meaning to put to Bishop Badham. Indeed,
the Church has not been always happy in its repre-
sentatives on the ‘“Commission of Commentators.”
Everybody knows how Bishop Warburton’s perversity
tried the patience of Coleridge, and the Reverend John
Hunter exhibits a sustained monotony of intellectual
mediocrity that seems almost beyond human hope to
emulate.

But if Badham’s conjecture is an example of the
worst possible of all textual variants, Theobald pro-
posed some changes that have procured him the ever-
lasting gratitude of all readers of Shakspere. Theobald
was one of the contemporary men of letters whom Pope
inundated with the multitudinous malignity of his
soul, and the occasion of this hatred was precisely the
matter that I am at this moment considering. Pope
had published his edition of Shakspere in 1721, in six
volumes, by subscription, at a guinea the volume. His
name sold several hundred sets of the work before it
came out, but when it began to be examined, the sales
waned, even though the price was reduced. Pope
had always felt that he incurred a disparagement in
editing the irregular plays of a poet who was so greatly
his inferior, and his vanity was dreadfully outraged in
learning that Shakspere seemed to have claims of his
own to public favor which were beyond the power of
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Pope’s reluctant patronage to influence. The fact is
susceptible of ample proof that Pope never forgot an
injury to his self-esteem, and the sting was yet rankling
in his soul when, in 1726, Theobald published some
comments of his own. The full title of this little work
was itself not free from malice and, even without its
antecedents, was easily calculated to disturb the very
unstable equilibrium of Mr. Pope. It was this:

Shakspere Restored | or a | specimen | of the | Many Errors|
as well | Committed as Unamended by Mr. Pope | in his late
Edition of the Poet | designed not only to correct the said
edition, but to restore the true reading of Shakspere in all
the editions ever yet published | by Mr. Theobald.

* “Laniatum corpore toto
Deiphobum vidi et lacerum crudeliter ora,
Ora manusque ambas.” | London | MDCCXXVL.”

Nothing surely could be intended save insult in
a title like that, that roars so loud and thunders in
the index. Even if Theobald failed to make good his
boast, the insult would remain; but Theobald did not
fail, and the insolent victory of his success was bitterly
galling to Mr. Pope, who forthwith booked his enemy
for a prominent place in the Dunciad. In spite of
the bad taste of the title-page, the felicity of some of
Theobald’s conjectures is admirable, one of them,
in Henry V., is perhaps the most brilliant restoration
ever made in any modern text. Dame Quickly is
describing the death of Sir John Falstaff. The whole
passage is so fine that it would bear quoting for itself,
but it is necessary here to show the magnificent achieve-
ment of Theobald. The quarto says:

1 “T saw Deiphobus, his body mangled with wounds and his face
cruelly disfigured, his face and both his hands.”
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’A made a finer end, and went away an it had been any
christom child; a 'parted even just between twelve and
one, even at the turning o’ the tide: for after I saw him
fumble with the sheets, and play with flowers, and smile
upon his fingers’ end, I knew there was but one way; for
his nose was as sharp as a pen, on a table of green fields.

This paragraph Rowe had passed over in silence, but
Pope stopped and tried to explain it. One of the
axioms of common-sense should have suggested to
Pope that discretion forbids the attempt to explain
what one does not himself understand. In an earlier
play, there is a scene where Pistol enters the apartment
where Falstaff and Doll Tearsheet are taking supper
together, and raises a disturbance that transcends the
limit of noise permitted even in the easy-going establish-
ment of Mistress Quickly. Sir John reproves him gently,
saying, “Pistol, I would be quiet,” to which Pistol re-
sponds, ‘‘Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif.” *This word,
neif,” says Pope, ‘‘is from nativa—that is, a woman slave
born in one’s house.” It is true that when Falstaff’s
page, once on a time, spoke of Doll Tearsheet as being
a kinswoman of his master’s, Prince Harry answered
with the unwholesome rejoinder that,if a kinswoman
at all, she must bear to him something of the same
relation that the parish heifer sustains to the town-bull,
but even that would fail to indicate that she was a
slave born in the Falstaff mansion. The children
in the London streets might have informed Mr. Pope
that neif is simply another name for fist. Bottom,
in offering to shake hands with Mounsieur Mustard-
seed, asks him to give him his neif. In the narrative
of Falstaff’s death, also, Mr. Pope proceeded to explain
what he did not comprehend. These last words, he
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said, “have crept into the text from the stage direc-
tions. A table was here directed to be brought in.
Greenfield was the name of the property man in that
time who furnished implements for the actors. ‘A
table of Greenfield’s.’” Everyone knew that the
original reading, that of the quarto, was wrong; the
1632 folio had been changed to read, ‘“a table of green
frieze,” but Theobald amended the words so happily
that one demands no other proof of their correctness
than their inherent fitness. He read, ‘“for his nose
was as sharp as a pen, an’ 'a babled of green fields.”
That was Theobald’s greatest achievement, but it is
also the highest triumph of Shaksperean conjecture.
It is more than a conjecture, it is a restitution. Dr.
Bucknill, in his Medical Knowledge of Shakspere, says
excellently of Falstaff’s death:

What a fine touch of nature there is in the old knight
‘“babbling o’ green fields” in his last delirium! The
impressions of early years, of innocent happiness, flitting
through his mind; the last of life’s memories fading into
the first, as if the twilight of eve were to touch that of
morning.

In the same year, 1768, when Johnson published his
edition of Shakspere, Lessing was writing his Drama-
turgie, which gave to Shaksperean criticism in Ger-
many, an impulse that still shows little indication of
abatement. Goethe was then in his twentieth year,
and was studying law and literature in Leipzic. In
that year Chateaubriand and Napoleon were born,
and the Reverend Laurence Sterne died. Nothing
is more interesting than the study of the works that
have issued from the German school of Shaksperean
criticism from the time of Lessing, Lenz, and Herder
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to that of Ulrici, and there is one remark of Lessing’s
that has often come to my mind when I have considered
the ascription of Shakspere’s plays to Bacon or Marlowe
or the Earl of Rutland or Barnefield. In No. 73,
Lessing remarks, in speaking of Weiss's tragedy of
Richard III., “What has been said of Homer, that it
would be easier to rob Hercules of his club than him of
a verse, can be as truly said of Shakspere.” How
hopeless, then, would seem the task of depriving him
of all his dramas! And yet there is a very reasonable
uncertainty what verses or what scenes are really his.
Some of the plays even that bear his name are of dis-
puted authenticity and bear a doubtful impress of
Shakspere’s mind. One cannot withstand the con-
viction that if we could separate the work of Shak-
spere from that of his co-laborers, we should have the
material for a perfect psychology. The converse has
now become more probable: that the perfection of
psychology may enable us to ascertain what of the work
that we to-day regard as that of Shakspere is authenti-
cally his. For there will doubtless sometime arise a sys-
tem of applied psychology that will devote its hours of
play to the elucidation of just such questions as this.
Doubtless, too, Shelley felt an intuitive premonition of
such a psychological development when he wrote:

“I am as a spirit who has dwelt
Within his heart of hearts, and I have felt
His feelings and have thought his thoughts, and known
The inmost converse of his soul, the tone
Unheard save in the silence of his blood,
When all the pulses in their multitude
Mirror the trembling calm of summer seas.
I have unlocked the golden memories
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Of his deep soul, as with a master-key,

And loosened them and bathed myself therein,
Even as an eagle in a thunder mist,

Clothing his wings with lightning.”

For Shelley’s thought holds a larger intimation than
its actual utterance expresses. It contains, if not the
recognition, at least the apprehension, of a psychical
problem that cloaks the very heart of genius and that
has been obscurely felt on many occasions and for
many centuries by other poets.

Whither the study of what we call the subconscious
mind will eventually lead us, no one may at present
affirm with any confidence of probability. With
some of its endowments we are gradually becoming
familiar through the work of those gentlemen who have
devoted their lives to the study of its phenomena.
They have enlightened us to an extent that renders
our desire for further knowledge a very imperative
one. We have been informed that the subconscious
mind is the domain of habit, that it directs those
functions that are essential to life, that it wields the
vis medicatrix mature, and that it retains indelibly
every impression that it receives, but they have not
yet told us how we may attain control of its processes,
nor have they yet formulated the laws that will guide
us even in the examination of such a question as is
here presented to us. Moreover, they must not forget
that all instruments are necessarily imperfect and that
all media distort more or less the truths that they
transmit. The nature and extent of these variations
must also be calculated. Perhaps of all recorded men,
Aristotle, Shakspere, and Franklin will seem to require
the fewest corrections for deviation.

4
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At present we may well hesitate to pronounce con-
demnation on even Titus Andronicus and Pericles
(Pyrocles), when we recall that Pope entertained a
doubt as to the genuineness of The Winter's Tale. To
be sure, Heminge and Condell omitted both Pericles
and Troilus and Cressida from the 1623 folio, but, as
Ulrici remarks: “The omission of a play from the first
folio is no proof of its spuriousness, nor does it follow,
as most critics think, that the admission of a play into
the first folio is an adequate guarantee of its genuine-
ness.” Quis custodiet custodes ? who will assure us
that the editors of the 1623 folio may not have had
occasional delirations like those of Badham, of Becket,
and of Jackson?
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ON THE SYMBOLISM OF NAMES

“What variety of herbs soever are put together in the dish, yet the
whole is called by the one name of a salad. In like manner under the
consideration of names, I will here make a salad of different articles.”

MONTAIGNE: Of Names.

“Oh! Amos Cottle! Pheebus! What a name
To fill the speaking trump of future fame!”
Lorp ByroN: English Bards and Scoich Reviewers.

“Budd Doble, whose catarrhal name
So fills the nasal trump of fame.”
O. W. HoLMEs.

A good name is a good omen.”
Roman Adage.

So far as I can discover, there is no reason in the
world, nor in the canon of the Church, which would
disqualify for ordination a candidate by the name of
Badham. However incongruous it may seem, the name
is not incompatible, I presume, with holy orders.
The bishop who ordained him had perhaps no com-
punctions, no premonitory misgivings,as he endued
him with the faculties of priesthood. The future
critic lay hidden under the robe of the candidate. Nor
did his name of ill-omen prevent Mr. Badham’s ascent
through the intermediate grades, until he himself
became a hierarch of the Anglican Church,and held
his episcopal staff in one hand, while with the other

S5t _
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he wrote comments on Hamlet that would have dimmed
the lustre of John Dennis or Elkanah Settle.

Many years before Mr. Badham put on the amethyst
ring, indeed about ten centuries before that event, and
while yet the Bishop of Rome was elected by the mixed
suffrage of priests and people—to be exact, in the year
844, a priest by the name of Boca de Porco was chosen
to occupy the Roman See. But while the respect and
admiration of his electors had willingly overlooked his
unseemly and fantastic name, which, even when
softened by the utmost amenity of translation, must
still be rendered ‘‘Pigsmouth,” he himself deemed it
fitting to assume a name more in keeping with his
office and named himself Sergius. His idea was
considered so felicitous that, with few exceptions, his
successors have followed his initiative and have changed
their names on mounting the papal throne. There
even arose a tradition that any priest who should
retain his original name after being elected pope, was
certain to die within the year, a belief which has doubt-
less conspired to render the custom practically universal.
Thus Adrian of Utrecht, who was elected pope by a
compromise, chose to retain his own name and was
known as Adrian VI., but the fatality that had been
predicted befell him. A generation afterwards, when
the grave and dignified cardinal, Marcello Cervini,
was elected pope, he insisted, in spite of the protests
and prayers of the whole College of Cardinals, on
retaining his name and chose to call himself Marcellus
II. Never did a pontificate promise greater benefits
to the Roman See, but Marcellus died suddenly on the
twenty-second day of his reign.

There seems no reason why the privilege of changing
his name should be denied to anyone. A name, nomen,
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is merely that mark by which a man is known, and
Mark Twain is more accurately the name of our re-
cently deceased humorist than Samuel Clemens.
Indeed, Mark Twain was following, perhaps uncon-
sciously, in the footsteps of many illustrious men.
“One of the most amiable of the reformers was origi-
nally named Hertz Schwartz (black earth) which he
elegantly turned into its Greek equivalent, Melanc-
thon.” Erasmus also took that name in preference
to his original name, “Gerard,” which has the meaning
of “amiable.” He is often called Desiderius Erasmus,
but the one is the Latin and the other the Greek form
of his baptismal name. A certain well-known French
writer named Guez (a beggar) felt such extreme shame
at so lowly a name that he assumed a more sonorous
one and one more in keeping with his merit and pre-
tensions, calling himself Balzac. This was the Balzac
who, besides being the most eminent prose writer of
his time, was one of the founders of the French Acad-
emy in 1635. Under his pseudonym he attained to a
celebrity that would otherwise have been denied him.
His merit was not perhaps augmented, but his fortune
was improved.

It is related of Boiardo, the Italian poet, that one
day, while hunting, the name ‘“Rodomonte”. occurred
to him as being appropriate to a character in the poem
that he was at that time engaged upon. The name
seemed to him so felicitous that he at once abandoned
the hunt and returned home, where he caused all the
village bells to ring a joyous peal in celebration of his
happy discovery. Balzac, the younger, when at a
loss for a suitable name for one of his characters, was
accustomed to wander over Paris, scanning the street
signs in search of a name that would be fitting for his
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use. Hood remarked the influence that lay in the
change of names. He wrote:

“A name?—it has more than nominal worth
And belongs to good or bad luck at birth,
As dames of a certain degree know.
In spite of his page’s hat and hose,
His page’s jacket, and buttons in rows, :
Bob only sounds like a page of prose
Till turned into Rupertino.”

D’Alembert, the mathematician, philosopher, acade-
mician, and encyclopedist seems to have had no family
name at all, or at least to have had no right to one.
Perhaps that is the reason why the Encyclopedia
Americana does not mention him. The name which
he actually bore in early life was Le Rond. This was
no name for aspiring merit—and the man who bore it
had merit. He wisely conciliated fortune by assuming
the name which he has rendered famous. Casanova
applauds the wisdom of the younger Arouet in changing
his family name for an anagram made from it, and
calling himself Voltaire (Arouet 1. j.). Indeed the
“roué’ implied in his family name might have proved
a lion in his early path. The Italian poet, Tra-
passi, also is commended for assuming the name
of Metastasio and averting the omen implied in his
original name. Henri Beyle, under the assumed name
De Stendhal, won fame which he considered hope-
less under his simple patronymic. Casanova himself
took the name, de Seingalt, but he would have been
famous under any name.

No man ever changed his name with better reason
than Paracelsus. He was called at first Bombastes,
a name of execrable significance. He took that of



On the Symbolism of Names 55

Paracelsus, which was more than a name,—it was a
title. And yet the omen was not wholly evaded, for
there was always something of pretense and bluster
in him, mingled with brilliant but erratic intuitions of
genius. He seemed to be alternately under the influ-
ence of the name which he had discarded and of that
which he had assumed. The consequence was that
he was derided by his contemporaries as a charlatan,
and exalted by his successors to an unmerited eminence.
He is believed to have introduced laudanum to the
notice of physicians.

In reading the Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy,
one finds, after perusing some two hundred pages, that
Tristram is not yet born. It is true that he had already
had a great variety of opinions. Indeed, in his ‘Koran,”
Sterne acknowledges this curious anachronism by say-
ing, “ that alas! he knew the world too well to be in a
hurry to step into it.”

Walter Shandy believed “that there was a strange
kind of magic bias, which good or bad names irresistibly
impressed upon our characters and conduct. How
many Cesars and Pompeys, he would say, by mere
inspiration of their names, have been worthy of them.”
The pedantic Mr. Shandy, having contented himself
with the simple name of Robert for his firstborn, sought
long and far for a fit name for his second. The one
that he finally selected as not only in itself the most
admirable, but as presaging wisdom and promising
success in life, was Trismegistus. It is true that by a
chain of improbable accidents the name of Trismegistus,
which he admired, became changed to Tristram, which
he abhorred, but then what son of Walter Shandy or,
for that matter, of the Reverend Laurence Sterne him-
self, could be expected to sustain and justify the name
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of Trismegistus? Such a title would have hung loose
about him like a giant’s robe upon a dwarfish thief.
That there is a ‘““magic bias’’ about some names, is
not lightly to be denied. The Romans readily saw
omens in names. Octavius Ceasar took the name
“ Augustus,” because it was one of good omen. Sue-
tonius says that when Augustus was on his way to
Actium, where the last die was to be thrown against
Antony for the empire of the world, he met a country-
man driving an ass, and when, on asking his name, the
countryman replied that his name was Eutychus
(good fortune), and that the name of his beast was
Nikon (victory), he embarked in full assurance of
success. After the battle he built a temple on the
spot where he had met the auspicious pair, and erected
in it a statue to the countryman and one to his ass, as
if they had predicted his victory. He would more
justly have consecrated also a statue to Cleopatra,
who caused the prediction to be verified. A similar
tale is told of Vespasian, whose ambition of empire was
stimulated by the unexpected entrance of a servant
named Basilides (royal), while Vespasian was alone in
the temple of Serapis offering a sacrifice for the success
of his own hopes. The Greeks thought to propitiate
the Furies under the pleasing name of ‘“The Well
Intentioned Ones’ (Eumenides), and since ill omens
were considered to come from the left hand, they
thought to avert disaster and to conciliate fortune by
calling the left hand “auspicious.” So the treacherous
Euxine was called “favorable to strangers,” and by
some lingering mysticism, the small-pox is called by
modern Greeks the eulogia or the ‘‘blessing.”
Niebuhr conjectures that the name Servius (and
consequently Servilius) does not denote a servile
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origin, but that as Manius (from mane) was a name
given to a child born in the morning, so Servius may
have been given in early times to a child born in the
evening, or at any rate late (sero) in the day. In like
manner, Lucius seems to have been first bestowed on a
child born during the sunny part (Jux) of the day.
But the legend of Servius Tullius’s birth would seem to
point to the more plausible derivation of the word,
for it is said that a slave of Tanaquil, Tarquin’s queen,
when bringing some cakes as an offering to the house-
hold deity, saw the apparition of the god in the fire on
the hearth. The priest bade her robe herself as a
bride and shut herself up in the chapel. She did so
and became with child by the god. The child was
Servius Tullius, who afterward reigned.

It would be strange if the universal superstition of
the ancients had neglected the consideration of the
“magic bias” which Sterne says dwells in names.
They took care to stop the smallest crevice and cranny
through which neglect might lead ill-fortune to their
discomfiture. It was important that none but men
with lucky names should be first enrolled for military
service, or placed in charge of any undertaking or
adventure. It was without success that Atrius Umber
offered himself as a candidate for office. His name was
his undoing; as was that of an Austrian architect, who
in vain supplicated the Emperor for reinstatement in
an office from which his name, Malacarne, (tainted
meat) had ousted him. Malacarne was Badham’s
cousin.

The City of Rome had a secret name that was never
disclosed. Macrobius says: *‘ Romant ipsius urbis nomen
Latinum ignotum esse voluerunt.” (“‘The Romans
determined that the Latin name of their city should
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be secret.””) They feared that an enemy, knowing the
true name, might summon the protecting divinity to
abandon the city and leave it defenseless. Niebuhr
plausibly conjectures that this secret name must have
been ‘“‘Quirium,”” from which the Roman citizens were
called Quirites. Romulus was worshiped under the
name Quirinus, which also points to Quirium or some
similar word as the mystic name of Rome.

There is a little town in Italy which, unlike Rome,
seems not unwilling to have its name known to the
world, since it recently mobbed the Red Cross physi-
cians and nurses, on the plea that their purpose was
to introduce the plague into Calabria. The name of
this town is Verbicaro, which is as near to ‘‘The Word
Made Flesh” as the most strenuous advocate of the
Johannine authorship of the Fourth Gospel could wish.
We Americans have nothing to offset the Calabrian
“Verbicaro,” and yet a close follower of the fall
football games must often have wondered what
would be the result of a battle between the two rival
teams of the “Sacred Heart” and of the ‘Precious
Blood.” It cannot, therefore, be justly affirmed of
us that we have done nothing to perpetuate sacred
traditions.

Some time since, being in company with other gentle-
men, there was much good sport over the names of
some of the prominent Indian chiefs. Especially was
the name of a Shoshone chief, named “One Toe Gone,”
the subject of mirth. One of those present, hearing
for the first time this uncouth and peregrine name,
lifted his voice in unkindly comment. ‘“What would
happen,” he asked, ““if some other member of the tribe
should also suffer a similar loss? He could not be called
‘ Another Toe Gone,’ because he had lost only one. Nor
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could he be properly styled ‘Second Toe Gone,’ for
a like reason, since he had merely lost his first.”

But the name of the Indian chief was quite the same
in kind as that of Mutius, who was called Scavola
because he was left-handed; or of Appius Claudius,
whose cognomen of Cacus was given to him because he
was blind*; or of Cicero, whose ancestor had a wart on
his nose; or of Cesar, because one of his family had
come into the world through an abdominal section;
or of Publius Clodius, who was surnamed Pulcher
because of his beauty; or of Pompey, who was called
Magnus from his early successes in battle; or of Scipio,
upon whom the Senate bestowed the name of Africanus
for conquering Hannibal at Zama. In times of chivalry
the same tendency gave rise to augmentations which
were conferred by the sovereign and added to an
escutcheon to signalize some especial act of heroism
or devotion; or the augmentation was a recognition of
descent, as when Henry VIII. honored the arms of
Thomas Manners, whom he created Earl of Rutland,
with an augmentation of the royal arms; or it was
granted as a mere act of courtesy, as when Louis XI.
of France granted to Piero de’ Medici the privilege of
adding the lilies of France to his coat-of-arms. The
addition of Africanus to Scipio was, properly speaking,
an augmentation, that of Cicero to the Tullii was a
mark of family distinction, that of One Toe Gone, a
name of purely personal description; but they were
all instances of the imposition of an external and for-
tuitous name, which superseded the original vocal mark

1 Tt has been assumed by historians that Appius Claudius the Censor,
one of the three greatest men of affairs that Rome produced, was him-
self blind, whereas he had merely inherited the cognomen Cacus from
an ancestor. See Mommsen'’s sketch of the Claudian gens.
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which had until then denoted the bearer. It would
seem almost grotesque to urge the resemblance between
the name of the Indian chief Little No-Good and that
of the Patriarch of Constantinople, St. John Chrysos-
tom, but they both comprise the added increment of
a descriptive surname which in one case overshadowed
the original name and in the other supplanted it.

I am not aware that anyone has attempted to
demonstrate the converse of Solomon’s proposition
that there is nothing new under the sun, but it is
perhaps equally true that there is nothing not-new
under the sun; for if the old anticipates the new, the
new just as truly perpetuates the old. That the belief
in the symbolic value of names, ‘“‘the magic bias,”
yet persists among men, is evident, among other in-
stances, from the fact that for four hundred years the
name Christian alternates with that of Frederick in
the list of Danish kings, both being esteemed fortunate
names. Thoresby (quoted in Southey’s Commonplace
Book) noted the retention in Yorkshire until nearly
the eighteenth century

of the ancient British way of using the father’s and grand-
father’s Christian name instead of a family name. Some of
them were possessed of large estates which had descended
for many generations from father to son, and yet the son
of Peter Williamson, for example, was named William
Peterson and his son in turn was called Peter Williamson
until finally the name of Peters was adopted for a family
name and thereafter remained in use.

Richardson created a character which satisfied his
ideal of an irreproachable gentleman, and he gave him
a name which he thought symbolized his absolute
perfection, Sir Charles Grandison. He considered
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this the only faultless name that ever passed human
lips. By repeating it he overcame sleeplessness, he
calmed his wrath, he satisfied his hunger, he made life
joyous. Indeed, the ‘““magic bias’” of this name, Sir
Charles Grandison, must have been greater than that
of any word revealed to Vergilius or to Hermes Tris-
megistus, since in its strength Richardson continued
to write letters a long time after he had deceased; for
even forty-five years after that event, which is usually
final with other people, six volumes of his Letters were
published by Phillips of London. Something of Sir
Charles Grandison must have appeared in the Marquis
of Lafayette to whom the name ‘Grandison-Crom-
well” was added by a French wit, though a better
name was given to Lafayette by another admirer,—
a name which is worth a whole biography, ‘Scipio
Americanus.”

Some names seem merely fantastic. Don Alvar
Nuiiez Cabeza de Vaca (cow’s head) was Governor
of Paraguay during the middle of the sixteenth century.
The name was an old and honorable one; for there was
a knight named Don Nuifio Cabeza de Vaca, a nephew
of Don Arias Gonzalo, who was in Zamora when Don
Diego Ordéiiez de Lara impeached that city for harbor-
ing the assassin of Don Sancho in 1067. Whatever
may have been the bucolic origin of Cabeza de Vaca,
there is certainly something almost penal about the
name of the Nicaraguan Ambassador, Dr. Paniagua
(Bread and Water). Still his ancestor may have won
his name, not by being a prisoner himself, but by
making others prisoners and condemning them to this
meager fare. So much more honorable in the sight
of the world is it to commit injustice than to suffer it!

A member of the present College of Cardinals bears
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the name of Vives y Tuto, which may be nearly equiva-
lent to “Alive and Well,” or “Safe and Sound.” It
should bear the cardinal whom it designates to a
wholesome and serene old age. Pérez-Galdos has a
name in his Grande Oriente which I have not met
elsewhere, Sanahuja (Holy Needle). This would be
more appropriate among the College of Cardinals than
in the sanguinary civil wars that were waged in Spain
during the second decade of the last century. But
Sanahuja had nothing to fear. His name, it need
hardly be said, was a bulwark. No bullet could hit
him, no ambuscade capture him. Though a host had
encamped against him, he must have escaped without
scathe. His name promised him protection and kept
the promise. Concealment, which is also escape, was
guaranteed to him. He had no need of fortifications.
A mere bottle of hay was a better protection for him
than moats, castlerwalls, and body-armor for others.

Everyone has admired the verses in which Mrs.
Barbauld apostrophized “‘Life”:

‘““Then steal away, give little warning,
Choose thine own time;
Say not Good-night, but in some brighter clime
Bid me Good-morning.”’

Coleridge was wont to insist playfully that the name
of the author involved an impropriety. He affirmed
that her name was ‘‘a pleonasm of nakedness. '’

In the Vie de Jeanne d ’'Arc, Anatole France mentions
a herald in the service of Richard de Bretagne, Comte
d’Etampes, whose name was “Comment Qu 'Il Soit”
(However It May Be). Quoi-Qu’ On-Dit, or Comme-
Il-Faut, also, in the days when a herald was almost an
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ambassador, would have pointed out their owners as
worthy of diplomatic missions.

Quevedo, in his Buscon, tells a good story that I have
never seen translated. Pablos was playing with his
schoolmates in the street one day, when Pontius
Aguirre, a member of the council, passed by. One
of the boys said to Pablos, ‘“Call him Pontius Pilate
and run.” So Pablos sang out, ‘“Pontius Pilate!
Pontius Pilate!” and started to run, while the coun-
cilor set out in pursuit of him with drawn sword.
Though the child ran as fast as he could, still he felt
that his pursuer was overtaking him. Suddenly,
however, the schoolhouse came in view, and Pablos,
ready to fall for terror, darted into the schoolroom with
Pontius Aguirre at his heels. Here the schoolmaster
interposed, and protected Pablos from the furious
councilor, who finally departed with the schoolmaster’s
assurance that he would punish the lad so severely
that he would never again neglect the respect due to so
distinguished a gentleman. Punctually was the pro-
mise fulfilled. Pablos was stripped and lashed without
mercy, the master asking at each stroke, ““Now will
you say Pontius Pilate again? Now let me hear you
say Pontius Pilate.” The next morning it was Pablos’s
turn to stand up before all the school and recite the
Apostles’ Creed. It was not until after he had said
“Born of the Virgin Mary,” that he began to falter.
He knew what was coming, but so terrified was he
at the recollection of the preceding day, that he stut-
tered out ““suffered under Pontius Aguirre,” and sat
down, unable to add another word.

There are doubtless to be found traitors to the
“magic bias,” but what unaccountable perversity of
propriety, what strange fatuity of inverted fitness,
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could induce a man named Dr. Hyacinth Ringrose to
write a book on Divorce? Not divorce but marriage
is the proper topic for any man who is so called. Mar-
riage, love, and paradise are the only themes that he
may fitly expound. Such a name, redolent of tran-
quil joys, a surfeit of honey and kisses, puts a man
under triple and compulsive bonds to speak only of
wedded bliss. He should not even recognize the
existence of such a thing as divorce. In the bright
lexicon of Dr. Hyacinth Ringrose, there should be no
such word as divorce. A book that anyone else might
have written without discredit, becomes in his name a
horrid blasphemy. He insults his origin, he defames
his penates, he adjures his birthright, he defies his
guardian angel. It is no palliation to urge that he
perhaps failed to perceive the silken obligations that
he so ruthlessly broke and trampled upon.

Dr. Hyacinth Ringrose may be regarded as the master
of his own fate, but what miscreant irony imposed upon
our countryman the sanguinary and strategic title of
““General,” which, like a splash of blood upon a cherub’s
face, disfigures the mellisonant name of Felix Agnus
(Happy Lamb)? Proud we may well be of our own
General Felix Agnus, and yet our pride should not
become intemperate, for after all he is a mere plagiarism,
an echo, a literal translation of the great Don Benigno
Cordero, who led the militia of Madrid to a doubtful
victory at Boteros. A friend of Benigno Cordero, and
the agent in Madrid for certain ecclesiastical founda-
tions in Spain, was named Don Felicisimo Carnicero
(Very-Prosperous Butcher). In 1849, a splendid court
of the very highest nobility was manufactured over-
night in Hayti, out of the raw material native to the
island. These proud grandees were invited to select
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their own titles, and the morning’s sun arose upon an
array of haughty and dusky dukes whose numbers
would shame Austria. Eminent above them all
towered the sublime form of the Duke of Lemonade.

The story is told of an English judge with a great
reputation as a wit who was conducting a certain case
where the accused was charged with murder.

“What is your name?” thundered the judge.

“Fillman,” he replied.

“Fillman! Fillman!” the judge roared. “Take
away the F and you become Illman. Add a K and you
become Killman. Take him away! His very name
hath hanged him.”

This manner of reaching an equitable verdict was
much admired by gentlemen of the legal profession,
one of whom made use of it a few days later in the case
of a prisoner charged with theft, which at that time
was also a capital offense.

“What is your name?” he asked, imitating the
manner as well as the method of his exemplar.

“ Jones,” replied the prisoner.

“Jones! Jones!” the judge rejoined, violently.
“Take away the J and you become Illman. Add a
K and you become Killman. Take him away and
hang him!”—and hanged he was. It is only just to
add that these two cases, or this case and a half, are
not considered to-day to constitute a valid precedent.
There has arisen in the judicial mind an uneasy sus-
picion that the second judge impaired the value of
his decision by something that resembled a flaw in
his reasoning.

That is not a very good story, I confess. Still it
illustrates the way in which a man’s name may be
perverted into an argument against him, as Cicero

3



66 Recreations of a Physician

showed in his speeches against Verres. In fact, ora-
tors have often availed themselves of such specious
methods. Archbishop Trench tells how St. Jerome, by
the use of a similar expedient, obtained a plausible
victory over his antagonist, Vigilantius, on the question
of introducing some new vigils into the ceremonial of
the Church. This question may seem to modern read-
ers a trivial matter, but the Church had so nearly
escaped shipwreck a century earlier over the introduc-
tion of an iota into the Nicene Creed, that we cannot
perhaps duly appraise its value. Anyhow, the subject
was considered, and Vigilantius, in spite of his name,
opposed vehemently any increase in the number of
vigils in the Church ritual; whereupon St. Jerome at
once proclaimed him a traitor, not only to his name but
to the Church herself, and insisted that he, the enemy
of vigils, should have been named not Vigilantius, but
rather “Dormitantius,” the “sleeper’’; and this argu-
ment gave him the victory. It is easy to find fault
with this story, as well, but one must not expect too
much of an archbishop.

Nowhere is the symbolism of names so strikingly
cultivated as in the invocation of the saints. Bayle
(in his Pensées sur la Cométe) says: ‘‘No one can
doubt that the reason why women who have some
trouble with their breasts have placed themselves
under the protection of Saint Mammard, is because of
his name. No one can doubt that for the same reason
glass-blowers and lantern-makers have chosen St.
Claire for their patron.” In his Vie de Jeanne d’Arc,
already quoted, Anatole France adds some instances
of the same superstition. ‘‘Monsieur Saint Marcoul
was thought to have especial power to heal the scrofu-
lous (qui portaient des marques au cou) who bore scars
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on the neck; Saint Claire to restore vision to the blind,
and Saint Fort to strengthen weak infants.” Scrofula
was then called ‘“ Mal Saint Marcoul,” as in England
it was known as ‘‘King’s Evil.” Saint Genou was
invoked by those who had gout in the knee.

The astounding legend of the eleven thousand virgin
martyrs of Cologne fills several pages of the Legenda
Aurea of Jacobus de Voragine. No paraphrase can
do justice to the quaint simplicity and archaic grace
of the monkish narrative. These tales were Englished
by William Caxton and, under the subtitle Lives of the
Saints, were printed by him in 1483. Some of them
are very beautiful and full of simpleand admirable
devotion. The tale of St. Ursula is given as follows:

The passion of eleven thousand virgins was hallowed in
this manner. In Britain was a Christian King named Notus
or Maurus, which engendered a daughter named Ursula.
This daughter shone full of marvelous honesty, wisdom, and
beauty, and her fame and renommee was borne all about,
And the King of England which was then right mighty, and
subdued many nations to his empire, heard the renommee
of her and said that he would be well happy if this virgin
might be coupled to his son by marriage. And the young
man had great desire and will to have her. And there was
a solemn embassy to the father of Ursula, and promised
great promises and said many fair words for to have her; and
also made many menaces if they returned vainly to their
lord. And then the King of Britain began to be much
anxious, because that she that was ennobled in the faith of
Jesu Christ should be wedded to him that adored idols,
because that he wist well she would not consent in no
manner, and also because he doubted much the cruelty of
the king. And she, that was divinely inspired, did so
much to her father that she consented to the marriage by
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such a condition, that for to solace her, he should send to
her father ten virgins, and to herself, and to those ten other
virgins, he should send to each a thousand virgins, and
should give to her space of three years for to dedicate her
virginity, and the young man should be baptized in the
faith sufficiently, so that by wise counsel and by virtue of
the condition made, he should withdraw from her his
courage. But this youngling received this condition
gladly, and hasted his father and was baptized and com-
manded all that Ursula had required should be done.

Then virgins came from all parts, and many bishops came
for to go with them in their pilgrimage, among whom was
Pantulus, Bishop of Basle, which went with them to Rome
and returned from thence with them and received martyr-
dom. Saint Gerasine, Queen of Sicily, which had made
of her husband that was a cruel tyrant a meek lamb, and
was sister of Maurice the bishop, and of Daria, mother of
Saint Ursula, to whom the father of Saint Ursula had
signified by secret letters. She, by the inspiration of God,
put herself in the way with her four daughters, Babilla,
Juliana, Victoria, and Aurea, and her little son Adrian, and
left all in the hands of his own son and came into Britain
and sailed over sea into England.

And when Ursula had converted all these virgins unto
the faith of Christ, they went all to the sea and in the
space of a day they sailed over the sea, having so good
wind that they arrived at a port of Gaul named Tielle,
and from thence came to Cologne, where an angel of our
Lord appeared to Ursula, and told her that they should
return again, the whole number to that place and there
receive the crown of martyrdom. And from thence, by the
monition of the angel, they went toward Rome. And
when they came to Basle they left there their ships and
went to Rome afoot. At the coming of whom the pope
Ciriacus was much glad, because he was born in Britain
and had many cousins among them, and he with his clerks
received them with all honor. And that same night it
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was showed to the pope that he should receive with them
the crown of martyrdom, which thing he hid in himself
and baptized many of them that were not then baptized.
And when he saw time convenable, when he had governed
the church one year and eleven weeks, and was the nine-
teenth pope after Peter, he purposed tofore all the people
and showed to them his purpose and resigned his office and
his dignity. But all men gainsaid it, and especially the
cardinals, which supposed that he trespassed, leaving the
glory of the papacy and would go after these foolish virgins,
but he would not agree to abide, but ordained an holy man
to occupy in his place, which was named Ametus. And
because he left the see apostolic against the will of the
clergy, the clerks put out his name of the catalogue of popes.
And the blessed Ciriacus issued out of the city of Rome
with this blessed company of virgins, and Vincent, priest
cardinal, and Jacobus that was come from Britain into
Antioch, and had held there seven years the dignity of the
bishop, which then had visited the pope, and was gone out
of his city and held company with these virgins, when he
heard of their coming and suffered martyrdom with them.
And Maurice, Bishop of Levicana, the city, uncle of Babilla
and Juliana, and Follarius, Bishop of Lucca, with Sulpicius,
Bishop of Ravenna, which then were come to Rome, put
them in the company of these virgins.

And then all these virgins came with the bishops to Cologne,
and found that it was besieged with the Huns. And when the
Huns saw them they began to run upon them with a great cry,
and araged like wolves on sheep, and slew all this great mul-
titude. And as I have been informed in Cologne that there
were men besides women that thilke time suffered martyrdom
fifteen thousand. So the number of this holy multitude, as
of the holy virgins and men, were twenty-six thousand, to
whom let us pray to our Lord that he have mercy on us.

It was a pity that Father Sirmond should have
thought it expedient to destroy this whole beautiful
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edifice, but he contended that the eleven thousand
virgins, to say nothing of their fifteen thousand com-
panions in martyrdom, were all created out of a blunder
arising from the name of Ursula’s single companion.
Her name was Undecimilla, and the author of this tale
read it “Undecim Millia,” thus expanding Ursula and
Undecimilla into Ursula and the Eleven Thousand
Virgin Martyrs. When Falstaff made eleven men in
buckram grow out of two, he had chapter and verse
for it, but here is a greater than Falstaff, who has made
eleven thousand virgins grow out of two, and has thrown
in, as a make-weight, a pope, many bishops, and others
to the number of fifteen thousand, with an exuberant
wealth of incident, much of which I have omitted, and
a minute particularity of detail, that place him in a very
high rank among the writers of religious romance.

Still there may have been a Saint Ursula and she may
even have passed through martyrdom in some such way
as is here narrated. But what shall we say of Saint
Kyrie Eleison and of Saint Paralipomenon whom
Peter Motteux, in his preface to Rabelais, declares to
have been regarded and invoked as saints in previous
times? In the Bollandist collection of Acta Sanctorum,
Bacchus is named among the saints, while Mercury,
the god of thieves, has the double honor of being en-
rolled under both his Roman and his Greek name.
Virgil and Plutarch are also included, though Catullus
and Apuleius are very properly omitted from the
number.

D'Israeli records an interesting mistake. He says:

Mabillon has preserved a curious blunder of some pious
Spaniards, who applied to the Pope to consecrate a day in
honor of Saint Viar. His Holiness in the voluminous cata-
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logue of saints, was ignorant of this one. The only proof
brought forward for his existence was this inscription:

S VIAR.

An antiquary, however, prevented one more festival in the
Catholic calendar, by convincing them that these letters
were only the remains of an inscription for an ancient sur-
veyor of the roads; and he expanded the inscription thus:

PREAFECTU S VIAR UM

When Aaron Burr was on trial in Richmond-on a
charge of treason against the Government of the
United States, it was thought remarkable that so excel-
lent a student of history should have expected success
in the establishment of a Southwestern Empire, since
he must have known that no man named Aaron had
ever yet mounted a throne. If Burr’s mind had been
free to think of such trifles at such a time, he might
have effectually silenced his critics with the statement,
that there had been an Aaron who had long since made
his name renowned as the most famous of the Abbaside
Caliphs of Bagdad, Aaron the Just (Harun Er Reshid).

Still there are certain names that seem to bear in
themselves good or ill fortune to kings. In the
family of Julius Cesar the name Caius predestined
its bearers to a violent death. The Roman emperors
inherited the ill omen of the name and suffered the
destiny it brought them. Caligula (Caius Cesar),
having in his turn been murdered, as was fated to him,
in the year 41, the name disappears from the records
of the Empire for nearly two hundred years—that is,
until Caius Julius Verus Maximinus seized the imperial
authority. But the fatality was yet potent, for after
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three years of rule he was in his turn murdered by his
own soldiers. In the history of England, John ista
name of ill omen. The contempt that the brother
of Richard, the Lion-hearted, encountered and deserved,
has thrown an opprobrium on the name he bore. In
France, the same name was for similar reasons con-
sidered inauspicious. The fear was so strong that when
Robert II. of Scotland, the grandson of Robert Bruce,
died, his eldest son changed his baptismal name of
John to Robert. Doubtless the career of John Baliol
had emphasized the unhappy augury by a recent and
intimate example. The omen was not thereby averted,
to be sure, for he could not have been much more un-
fortunate under his earlier name than under that
which he assumed, but that only proves that the name
was not the only cause of misfortune.

On the other hand, by the prescriptions of onomato-
mancy, Robert should have been a fortunate name in
Scotland. So Louis was formerly regarded as a name
of good omen for the kings of France. The omen
failed with Louis XVI.—the luck had run out, and
Louis XVIII. (for Louis XVII. never ruled) failed to
renew it. Ferdinand and Alfonso have been always
regarded as names of good omen in Spain. Pedro had
an excellent vogue in Aragon before the union of the
crowns. Pedro II. of Aragon is said to have been the
best king that ever wore a crown. None of the popes
has ever ventured to assume the name of Peter. This
is, of course, due to modesty and not to any fear of ill
omen. Sergius III. was named Peter before his elec-
tion, but changed it on mounting the papal throne.
So did Giovanni Pietro Caraffa, who took the name
Paul IV. So did Pietro Ottoboni, who called himself
Alexander VIII. Of Sergius III., a friend tells me that
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Baronius says that a feeling of reverence for the name
of Peter impelled him to change his name.*

The name of John was for many centuries a favorite
among the popes, more of them having reigned under
this name than under any other, but John XXII. and
John XXTII. covered themselves with such unspeakable
infamy that no one has ventured to revive this name
since Martin V. (Colonna) ascended the papal throne
in 1417. It is doubtless in humble imitation of this
papal custom that nuns assume new names when they
are professed. Much harmless mirth has arisen over
the uncouth names assumed or bestowed by the
Independents of the seventeenth century, among whom
Praise-God Barebone became eminent as much for his
personal merit as for the quaintness of his name; but
Moratin, in his El S¢ de las Niiias, mentions a teaching
Sister in a Spanish convent who, on taking her final
vows, chose to be called Mother Circumcision, and
Perez-Galdoz, in a quasi-historical work entitled Epzs-
odios Nacionales, has likewise introduced a Sister Cir-
cumcision who had a good deal of political influence
in Madrid during the troubled years of the early
Carlist intrigues.

The corruption that names undergo is a theme in
itself worthy alike of development and of regret. How
has the sonorous and magnificent Tagliaferro become
clipped and vulgarized into plain Tolliver? Theodore
too, another splendid name, become curtailed into
Tydder in Wales during the Middle Ages, and being

! (“Cum enim ille Petrus vocaretur, indignum putavit eodem se
vocari nomine, quo Christus primum ejus Sedis Pontificem, principem
Apostolorum ex Simone Petrum nominaverat.”) (‘For though his
name was Peter, he thought himself unworthy of being called by the
name which Christ had given to Simon when he named him Prince of
the apostles and first High Priest of the See of Rome.”’)
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afterward by progressive degeneration reduced to
Tudor, finally ascended the English throne in the person
of Henry VII. For this I can cite no less an authority
than Camden himself, Clarenceux king-of-arms to
Henry’s granddaughter Elizabeth.

But what shameless liberties do we daily take with
the illustrious names of the Romans! Our ancestors
always spoke of Marcus Tullius Cicero as Tully. We
have ventured to clip Horatius to Horace, Ovidius
to Ovid, Livius to Livy, Sallustius to Sallust, and
Marcus Antonius to Mark Antony. The French are
even worse offenders. Dr. Arbuthnot tells of a French
wit who, in looking over an Englishman’s library,
saw the works of Cicero. “Ak!” he exclaimed. *Ce
cher Ciceron! Je le comnois bien. C’est le méme que
Marc Tulle”” They degrade Titus Livius to Tite
Live, and have even ventured to lay violent hands
upon the Greek names which we have respected, and
Achilles becomes Achille, and Pythagoras, Pythagore.
Among the ancients themselves the opposite course
was taken. Diocles amplified his name into Dio-
clesianus, and Disraeli cites Lucian to the effect that
a man named Simon, coming into great wealth, en-
larged his name with his fortune, and called himself
Simonides.

Superstition is the child of uncertainty and want of
reflection, and so long as life presents to us unreflecting
mortals so large a range of uncertainties, superstition
will continue to constitute an important factor in
our moods and prejudices. But among those who
follow the precarious calling of sailors, these two
elements of uncertainty and irreflection are very pro-
minent. The superstitions of sailors are numerous,
minute, and potent. One does not need to bunk in
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the forecastle to become acquainted with them. They
invade the quarterdeck, sleep aft, and eat at the
captain’s table. They never die and rarely fall over-
board. Each generation of sailors transmits them in
all the fullness of detail to its successors. Some thus
run back many centuries. Merely to enumerate them
would require much time. Some are famous, and one
of them has been the occasion of a splendid effort of
genius in the hands of Coleridge. Among these
multitudinous omens of good or ill, the portentous
significance of names has not been overlooked by sailors,
whose preferences and aversions will often be found to
be directed by the good or bad luck implied in a vessel’s
name.

Boswell, having patronized the Corsicans in their
revolt against Genoa, wrote, in 1768, an Account of
Corsica, and furthermore bothered Dr. Johnson’s life
out of him by incessant diatribes against Genoa.
Johnson wrote him a kind letter in which he said:

“I write to tell you that I shall be glad to see you and
that I wish that you would empty your head of Corsica,
which I think has filled it rather too long.”

Boswell is careful to reproduce his reply to the
Doctor:

How can you bid me empty my head of Corsica? My
noble-minded friend, do you not feel for an oppressed nation
bravely struggling to be free? Consider fairly what is the
case. The Corsicans never received any kindness from the
Genoese. They never agreed to be subject to them. They
owe them nothing, and when reduced to an abject state of
slavery, by force, shall they not rise in the great cause of
liberty and break the galling yoke? And shall not every
liberal soul be warm for them? Empty my heart of Cor-
sica! Empty it of honor, empty it of humanity, empty it
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of friendship, empty it of piety! No! While I live,
Corsica, and the cause of the brave islanders, shall ever
employ much of my attention, shall ever interest me in the

sincerest manner.
JAMES BOSWELL.

Although this letter is worthy to be preserved and
kept on perpetual record as an illustration of bathos
and the mock heroic, yet a different motive impels me
to take present notice of it, for in the following year
at the great Shaksperean jubilee in Stratford, Boswell
made himself conspicuous by wearing in large letters
round his hat the name—*‘ Corsica—Boswell.”

All translations are conceded to be necessarily
inadequate. They fail to convey the exact meaning,
color, and associations which cluster about them, like
clients and friends, in their own language. A book
translated becomes a book expatriated. It may make
new friends, it has certainly lost the old ones. When
Congreve's play, The Mourning Bride, was translated
into French under the title L'Epouse du Matin, it
acquired a flavor quite distinct from the original. So
Cibber’s play, Love’s Last Shift, no longer seemed
exactly the same when it was rendered into French as
La Derniére Chemise de I'Amour. There is another
illustrious and ever-memorable instance of a translation
into French that somehow seems to miss the exact
English meaning of a well-known passage in the second
part of Henry I'V., when Morton comes to Northumber-
land and dares not tell him that Harry Hotspur is
dead. Northumberland says:

“Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless,
So dull, so dead in look, so wo-begone,
Drew Priam’s curtain in the dead of night.”
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The translator rendered the words ‘“‘so wo-begone,”
“ Ainsi, douleur, va-t'en!” of which it would be flattery
to pretend that it expresses just what Shakspere had
in mind to say and what he in fact said.

I know perfectly well that I have strayed somewhat
from my theme, but I must go still another step out
of the way, to record a translation made by a Hindoo
student of the hymn, Rock of Ages. After it was
completed, it was retrotranslated from the Hindoo
into English, and found to read:

““Very old stone, split for my benefit,
Under one of the fragments permit me to absent myself.”

To be sure, names may be more accurately translated
than is possible with ideas that are more diffuse, yet
an anecdote is related, in the Mémoires du Chevalier
de Grammont, of a Spanish ambassador to the English
court, which shows that even in the translation of names
there is a peril. The Spaniard rejoiced in the haughty
and resounding name, Don Pedro de la Silva. He
rode through the streets of London to the accompani-
ment of whispers and a subdued hum of admiration
among the people, who murmured his name to each
other with a feeling of awe. But when a wag announced
that the proud name, Don Pedro de la Silva, meant
only “Peter Wood,” derision succeeded to admiration
and taunts to respect. Indeed he was compelled to de-
part from English soil with his mission unaccomplished,
so numerous were the indignities heaped upon the
vulgar name of Peter Wood by the very citizens who
were almost ready to prostrate themselves before the
name Don Pedro de la Silva. Another Spanish
ambassador, who came on a mission during the reign
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of Elizabeth, felt humiliated when he learned that he
would be entertained by a Londoner named John
Cutts. He thought it impossible that anything but
an affront was intended him in assigning him to the
care of a simple citizen with such a name. Nor could
the profusion of hospitality with which he was welcomed
by his opulent host, reconcile him to the monosyllabic
name by which he was compelled to address him.
The proudest family of kings that ever reigned derived
their name from the lowly plant from which brooms
were made. Richard Plantagenet, the Lion-hearted,
was satirized by the name ‘‘Dick o’ the Broom.”

Some names should never be translated for it would
be to destroy them. Pelagatti and Mangiagatti,
names of eminent Italian families, ought not to be
turned into their English equivalents at all (Skincats
and Chawcats), and I am by no means sure, if slander
were an extraditable offense, that anyone who should
venture to translate them might not be compelled
to justify his versions in an Italian court of law, on a
charge of libel at least.

Cats seem to be frequent ingredients in Italian
names. The greatest work of Donatello is a statue,
in the otherwise bare piazza of Padua, of the great
fifteenth-century condottiere, Gattamelata, whose name
seems to refer to some forgotten confection of cats and
honey, and suggests, like that of Bishop Badham, an
inherent contrariety between the name and the pro-
fession of its bearer. The Italians have a pithy saying,
“ Traduttori, traditors” (translators, traitors), which
would seem to hold out little encouragement to the
further consideration of the meaning of Italian names.

When the French ambassadors sought in Castile
for a wife for Louis VIII., the choice was given them’ of
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either of two of the daughters of King Alfonzo VIII.
Doiia Urraca was the more beautiful and queenly, but
they passed her by and chose Dofia Blanca, being
convinced by her name alone that good fortune would
attend her. So fully did she justify their selection
that she became the mother of Saint Louis, and won
so entirely the love and admiration of France, that
when her son, the king, was waging war against the
Saracens, she, though seemingly doubly disqualified,
as a woman and as a foreigner, was chosen regent of the
kingdom, and not only once but several times the
destinies of France were intrusted to her keeping.
Among the French, Anne and Marie are used as
names of men as well as of women. The Constable
of France was at one time named Anne de Montmorency
or Anne de Bourbon, I forget which at this moment,
but I think the office has been borne by both of them.
Elizabeth of England was spoken of, from the strength
and decision of her character, as King Elizabeth, and
James, her successor, from possessing qualities of an
exactly opposite kind, was often alluded to in derision
as Queen James. A tradition arose in the thirteenth
century that a woman once occupied the papal throne
under the name of Pope Joan. Martin Polonus, it
seems, originated the story, which was in effect that
a woman adopted male attire, and under the name
John Anglus entered a Benedictine monastery, in
order that she might enjoy the society of her lover, who
was a monk. She went with him to Athens and learned
Greek, and afterward returned to Rome and obtained
great fame for her learning. From professor of Greek
she was raised to the papacy, for there was no suspicion
of her sex, and she exercised the power of the Church
with the admiration and respect of all. Meanwhile,
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in the midst of her splendor, she was suddenly over-
whelmed by an unmistakable intimation that her
secret relations with the monk were about to bear
fruit. An angel appeared to her one night, as her
term approached, and announced to her that she might
choose one of two alternatives: either first to hide her
condition, suffer in secret, conceal her offspring,
continue to rule the Church, and finally lose her soul;
or second, to endure the unspeakable humiliation and dis-
grace of a public disclosure, be overwhelmed with infamy,
be thrust from the Church, and at the end be admitted
toHeaven. The poorwomanhad a great and noble soul.
She chose the better part, and in token that her expiation
was acceptable to Heaven, it was granted to her to
become a mother while the public procession in which
she took part was returning to the basilica of St. John
Lateran. The story needs no refutation. It is utterly
mythical and fantastic. No one ever believed it whose
belief would have lent it credit, and yet it has a moral
value that would not dishonor the papacy.

That names have a mystic influence over those who
bear them, that a Pompey or a Casar should be impelled
by his name to great deeds, is a belief that meets some
severe blows from the hands of time and history.
“Honorius,” if names have such virtue, should protect
its bearer from personal degradation. There was an
Emperor of Rome named Honorius who ascended the
imperial throne in 395. The affairs of the Empire
were left to the direction of Stilicho, while Honorius
gave himself up to raising fowls. He had a favorite
rooster to whom he gave the name “Rome.” In 410,
when the Emperor was twenty-six years of age, the
news came to him in Milan, whither the seat of empire
had been removed, that Rome had perished.
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“Tt is impossible!” cried the Emperor, in anger and
consternation; ‘“‘an hour ago he ate his breakfast out
of my hand.”

When he was informed that it was only the city
of Rome that had been destroyed, he was greatly
relieved, but he did not fail to chide the messenger for
giving him such an unnecessary shock; after which
he went out to assure himself that the ‘“Rome” he
really cared for was safe. Honorius seems to have had
a distorted perception of relative values.

Among the names that Alexander Pope consigned
to perpetual infamy in the Dunciad, is that of Curll,
who was doubtless from his birth destined to misfortune.
He was ‘““a rascally bookseller of London,” who wrote
such unpleasant obituaries of the men of letters of his
time, under the title of biographies, that Dr. Arbuthnot
said of him that he had added a new terror to death.
In annotating the Dunciad, Arbuthnot added to the
name of Curll the statement, ‘“Edmund Curll stood
in the pillory at Charing Cross in March, 1728.” In
another place Arbuthnot said that Curll “was tossed
in a blanket and whipped by the scholars of West-
minster.”” Curll answered with a burst of indignation
against Arbuthnot, affirming that he did not stand in
the pillory in March but in February, and that he was
not tossed in a blanket but in a rug.

In writing these pages my purpose is not instruction.
Who am I, to instruct? Nor is it to establish any
system of onomatomancy, whatever that may be. It
was to furnish, on the text of Bishop Badham, an
hour’s diversion by the rambling recollection of such
names as have more or less interested me and may
perhaps interest others.

Names are not considered as possessing occult and
6
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compelling influence since John Keats, in spite of the
ridicule with which Byron sought to deluge his name,
obtained his unquestionable eminence among the best
of English poets. Camden, who has written more
exhaustively on the subject of names than anyone
else whom I have read, evidently recognized this truth,
and I cannot close this paper better than in his own
words:

Memorable is that which may be observed out of his-
tories, how that men of the self-same name have begun and
ended great States and Empires: as Cyrus, the son of
Cambyses, began the Persian Monarchy, Cyrus, the son
of Darius, ruinated the same; Darius, the son of Hystaspes,
restored it, and again Darius, the son of Arsamis, utterly
overthrew it. Philip, the son of Amyntas, especially
enlarged the Kingdom of Macedonia; Philip, the son of
Antigonus, wholly lost the same. Romulus founded
Rome, and Augustus established the Empire; Romulus
Augustulus brought both to a fall. Constantinus Magnus
first began the Empire of Constantinople; Constantinus
the last left it to the Turks and utterly lost the same.



\'s
ON ROYAL AUTHORS

WHILE that very excellent and accomplished gentle-
man, Don Quijote de la Mancha, lay in bed recovering
from his bruises, the priest and the barber, with the
approval of the niece and with the active aid of the
secular arm of the housekeeper, formed themselves
into a Congregation of the Index and proceeded to
examine the books which composed his library. Among
the half-dozen books which alone seemed to the self-
commissioned inquisitors worthy of salvation, Cer-
vantes reckoned the Palmerin de Inglaterra, not only
“because it is good in itself but because it is said to
have been written by a wise King of Portugal.” It
has long been a matter of common knowledge that
Cervantes was in error in ascribing to a King of Portu-
gal a story that was written by Luis Hurtado, but
the mere conjecture of its royal origin, which Cervantes
does not positively affirm, sufficed to insure its rescue
from the flames.

One would think that if there were an absolutely
uniform field where all men might meet in equal
competition, where the prestige of rank could not
deflect the award of justice, literature would be such
a field. One would imagine that here at least merit
alone would sway and determine judgment. But it is

8
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not quite so even here. Nothing is more general nor
indeed more legitimate than a desire for a knowledge
of the circumstances under which a book was written,
and in this incidental and collateral inquiry lies much
of the interest of the work itself. It avails us to know
that Don Quijote was conceived and partly written
while its author lay in prison. We read the circum-
stances of the author’s life into his work and they in-
crease the gentle compassion with which we contemplate
the knight of La Mancha. The history of Moliére’s
life gives a gentler, kindlier flavor to his fun, e
conditions under which Rasselas is said to have been
written form almost its entire claim to our attention.
Hood’s portrait lends delicacy to his pathos, sweetness
to his earnestness, and pungency to his humor. Dr.
Arbuthnot, in his notes to the Dunciad, copies a
quatrain about Edward Roome:

“You say that Roome diverts you with his jokes,
Yet when he writes is dull as other folks;
The reason is not very far to trace,
You lose the jest unless you see his face.”

Bunyan illustrates his own work; Cowper’s life is a
key to his poems; the mystery of “Junius” lent an
interest to his letters. Indeed, this is so generally
true that it is impossible to separate an author from his
works; and yet the distinction must be made that
whereas, with other men of letters, the early interest
centers in their work, and one afterwards seeks to
learn something of the authors themselves, yet with
royal writers the first interest lies in them, and their
books are rather of secondary concern. Henry VIIIL.’s
reply to Luther derived its weight from his position
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more than from his arguments. Jeremy Collier says
“it was written with the sceptre.”

Burton tells us that kings and emperors do not
build poems but cities. It is true that Alexandria,
Constantinople, and St. Petersburg represent a higher
effort of imperial genius than is to be discovered in any
literary works by royal authors, but these last also
have been by no means neglected. Still, the cultiva-
tion of letters, except as a pastime, has been generally
considered to constitute a derogation of royal dignity;
Julian is said to have ‘stained the imperial purple
with an author’s ink.” Themistocles glanced at the
same idea and seemed a little to disparage that softness
of mind that is imparted by the study of the finer arts
when he said disdainfully, “that he could not play
on the fiddle, but that he could make a small town a
large city.” The Stuarts, on the contrary, were all
good fiddlers, but they neglected the sterner pursuits
of kings.

The records of royalty contain the names of many
kings who never reigned. In England the title was
successfully disputed to James III., Charles III., and
Henry IX.; but also Edward V. can scarcely be said to
have reigned more than Louis XVII. of France. Some
kings were prevented from entering the proud list of
authors by being disqualified through their ignorance.
Charlemagne was one, for he “only began to learn to
write when he was advanced in life, and never thoroughly
mastered the accomplishment.” Pizarro could not
even read. It was with difficulty that he contrived to
make the rubric or paraph, which flourished on the
page, after his secretary had written his name. The-
odoric, the Emperor, was equally ignorant. He may
be said to have been the luckless wight under whose
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auspices the darkness of ignorance began, which
endured for six centuries, until the dawn of learning
and the renascence of opinion began with Abelard.
Some kings again have ruled under a different title.
During the period of the Republic, the Roman rulers
were styled Consuls, as in an earlier day Moses was
called distinctively a law-giver. To Moses, an early
group of theological historians ascribed that wonderful
code, the Pentateuch, into whose actual authorship
the wise man of to-day will forbear to inquire, for the
same reason that impelled Horace to refuse to discuss
the origin of the Amazonian customs, lest he might
become involved in troublesome disputation. To
Moses also was awarded the authorship of the book of
Job—the most magnificent comedy of the ages—which
a later generation of critics now refuses to look upon as
older than the period of the Captivity. David and his
son Solomon, however, were kings in name as well as
in fact, and their influence on literature is enduring
and intimate. The 139th Psalm, upon whose authen-
ticity I believe no doubt has as yet been cast, is one
of the most profound and magnificent of all poetic
utterances.

Cicero says that Peisistratus collected the Homeric
lays, until then scattered, and arranged them as we
have them. (Primus Homeri libros, confusos antea,
sic disposuisse dicitur ut nunc habemus.) Heraclitus
of Ephesus, surnamed the ‘“Obscure,” was of royal
descent. He wrote a book On Nature, a favorite theme
among the Asiatic Greeks, which he dedicated to
Artemis, “because he did not expect men to under-
stand it.”” He was not mistaken in his estimate of the
profundity of his work, for Socrates, being asked for
his opinion of it, replied, that “what of it he understood
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was excellent, but to get to the bottom of it would
require a diver of Delos.” It was Heraclitus who
first fell foul of the poets, declaring that Homer de-
served to be publicly scourged. So Dr. Arbuthnot
records the fact that John Dennis “called Shakspere
arascal.” So Diogenes Laértius tells us that Theocritus
of Chios wrote an epigram on Aristotle, wherein he
called him “Empty-headed Aristotle.” Still later, that
is to say about the middle of the eleventh century,
Aristotle received the distinction of being solemnly
excommunicated by the Bishop of Paris, as Selden
notes in his Table-Talk.

Athens, of course, contributed kings neither to
literature nor to history. Peisistratus was a usurper
and Heraclitus was an Ionian. Nor did the kings of
Lacedemon or of Thebes or of Macedonia amplify
literature by their contributions. Dionysius of Syra-
cuse, however, cultivated the drama sedulously, and
sent plays to be acted on the Athenian stage, to the
great sport of Athens. His son, too, the younger
Dionysius, was as great a philosopher as the father
was a poet, and after he was deposed from the
throne, made his way to Corinth, where he opened
a school.

Rome, however, had, if not kings, at least Consuls.
Cesar scoffed at the illiteracy of Sulla the Dictator,
in an innuendo which also impeached his ability to
rule,—Sulla nescivit literas, non potuit dictare. If it
be objected to Ceaesar that he was not a king, he has
himself given an answer; for when he was hailed “Rex!
Rex!” by some hired voices among the Roman popu-
lace, he, who already possessed more than royal power,
being dissatisfied with the meager shout, turned to
them and said, ““ Non sum Rex sed Cesar,”’ as if his own
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name was superior to the royal title, as indeed it has
continued to be for two thousand years. Cicero was
Consul at a time when the consulship was the supreme
office of the Roman State, and Consul a far prouder title
than king. Seneca was Consul, but at a time when the
consulship was an office of reflected and not inherent
dignity, and the Consul was powerful with a delegated
authority. Tacitus in the same way was Consul under
Nerva, and Quintilian under Domitian; Boéthius, the
author of the De Consolatione Philosophie, was Consul
under Theodoric, who put him to death as Nero did
Seneca.

In the Augustan age, everybody wrote poetry.
Horace notes the fact in the first epistle of the second
book.* Ovid gives us a multitude of names of men who
wrote poems that are now happily lost. The whole
family of the Pisones were infected, and Horace gave
them some advice that seems to have cured them.
Even Macenas and Augustus himself wrote poems.
To be sure, they were very bad ones. Montaigne
quotes the verses of the great Augustus in his essay
entitled Apology for Raimond Sebond and addressed
to Marguerite d’Angouléme, the author of the Hepta-
meron, but Hazlitt, who does not balk at Catullus or
elsewhere at Martial, refuses to translate Augustus’s
verses. Mecenas was but the minister of Augustus,
and yet he more nearly claims admittance among
royal authors by birth than by poetical merit, for
Horace mentions his descent from the ancient kings of
Etruria, and some verses that he wrote, Seneca has
dignified by preserving them for us. Perhaps the
obsequious minister was desirous not to surpass the
Emperor in merit. In this case his desire was achieved,

* % Scribimus indocti doctique poemata passim.”
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for Augustus displays an easier grace than Macenas.
Here are the minister’s verses:

““ Debilem facito manu,
Debilem pede, coxa;
Tuber astrue gibberum
Lubricos quate dentes;
Vita dum superest, bene est—'"’

which may be translated:

Paralyze me, foot and hand,

Lame me that I may not stand,
Round a hump upon my back,
Pluck my teeth from out their rack;
While the breath of life remains,
Life is sweet for all its pains.

If Henry VIIL.'’s “Assertio” was written with the
scepter, these verses of Macenas must have been
penned with a club.

The high tide of Augustan literature overflowed into
the reigns of his successors. Hume computes that
‘“‘of the first twenty Roman Emperors, counting from
Julius Caesar to Severus, above the half were authors;
and though few of them seem to have been eminent
in that profession, it is always remarked to their praise
that by their example they encouraged literature.”

Caligula is said to have had some repute as an orator.
Claudius Casar wrote a history of Tyre and Carthage,
whose theme is the most alluring and whose recovery
would be the most desirable of any of the lost Roman
writings except perhaps Varro's Amntiquities, which
was in existence up to the time of Petrarch. It has
been always a source of keen regret that no authentic
work on Carthage has come down to our days. Sallust
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says somewhere of Carthage, “prestat silere, quam
pauca dicere” (‘‘it is better to say nothing than to speak
briefly on that theme’’). Claudius took pains certainly
that his book might be transmitted to posterity, for
he endowed a chair in the Library of Alexandria for the
study of it. Hannibal’s marvelous career would have
been less a failure, if he had written the history of his
Italian wars, as Caesar did of his conquest of Gaul, and
the Greek historian who attended him in Italy lost the
greatest opportunity that ever fell to the lot of man, to
win a lofty place in the annals of literature. Claudius
also wrote a History of Rome from the Death of Julius
Cesar, in forty-three books, which is likewise lost.
Nero possessed much artistic versatility and wrote
poetry that Cruttwell thinks ‘“‘must have possessed
considerable merit.” His Troje Halosis was ridiculed
by Petronius and blistered by Juvenal. It has not
come down to us. He projected a poem on Roman
history in four hundred books, but is not known to
have begun it. In fact, work irked him. Seneca
wrote his speeches and Petronius directed his diver-
sions. Of Petronius we know perhaps too little; of
Seneca we know unfortunately too much, if it be true
that he wrote a eulogy on Messalina and a defense of
Nero’s matricidium. Nero recited his own verses
and perhaps wrote his own songs. His arbitrary
vanity was without restraint. He contended in public
with professional singers and they were too wary to
surpass their imperial antagonist. One of them,
Paris, he put to death because he sang too well, and
afterward all who contended with him were careful
to sing as badly as possible. When he sang, no one
was allowed to leave the theatre under penalty of death,
and women brought forth on the benches, while men
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counterfeited death and were carried out for burial,
as their only means of escape. It is one of the advan-
tages of supreme power that it enables an author to
compel an audience. ‘‘Qualis artifex pereo!” were
his last words. Emerson says that ‘“Carlyle liked
Nero’s death better than most history.” He was not
an indulgent patron of letters. He put Seneca to
death, he put Petronius to death, he put Lucan, his
intimate associate, to death, out of envy. He thus
prepared the way to his own supremacy in letters.

Hadrian “mortally envied poets,”— perhaps because
he also wrote poetry. He recited some of his own
verses, ‘“to his soul,” on his deathbed. Pope, thinking
to paraphrase them, substituted his own thoughts for
Hadrian’s, and wrote something entirely different.
Hadrian says nothing like

Q! the pain, the bliss, of dying!”
Here are Hadrian’s verses. They are very brief:

“ Animula vagula blandula,,
Hospes comesque corporis,
Que nunc abibis in loca,
Pallidula rigida nudula,
Nec ut soles dabis jocos?”

Ariel might have written them, if he had been pos-
sessed of a soul. To translate them in verse is not
easy, although many attempts have been made, that
of Dean Merivale being the most faithful:

“Soul of mine, pretty one, flitting one,
Guest and partner of my day,
Whither wilt thou hie away,

Pallid one, rigid one, naked one,
Never to play again, never to play?”
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I will record also my own failure:

Breath of life, so frail, so dear,

Whose mirth is hushed by sudden fear;
Tell me, whither wilt thou depart,
Guest and companion of my heart?
Why leave the comfort of thy home,
Far in sightless wilds to roam?

And perhaps the thought may be completed thus:

Whether do I go or stay,
Fall to earth or speed away?
Am I the soul or but the clay?

“One day a philosopher, having to dispute with
Hadrian, argued but lamely and came limping off.
His friends chided him for not speaking better. ‘What!’
he cried, ‘would you have me contend seriously with
one who commands thirty legions?’”’ For all his
envy of the poets, however, Hadrian, realizing the
value of the good-will of those abstracts and brief
chronicles of the time, erected in Rome an Athenzum
where they might read their works in public.

Marcus Aurelius, a dilettante Stoic, wrote some
reflections which are almost as noble and searching as
the utterances of Epictetus, the slave.

Don Jaime I., of Aragon, wrote the ‘Chronicle”
of his long and splendid reign of sixty-three years
(1213-1276), and John Forster has done it out of
Catalan into English. He was a wise old king, and
held a firm control over his turbulent nobles and his
unruly sons. Aragon seems to have been blessed above
any other country with kings that were truly great.
Don Jaime was closely related to San Fernando and to
St. Louis. His wife, Leonor, was sister to Blanca, the
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mother of St. Louis, and to Berenguela, the mother of
San Fernando, whose reign Viardot considers ‘‘the
most glorious reign of the Middle Ages.” But with
two such eminent saints in the family, Don Jaime
never aspired to the honors of sanctity. On the
contrary, he was excommunicated by the Church for
the only weakness that we can detect in that resolute,
self-contained soul,—his fondness for ladies’ society.
His marriages were as scandalous as those of Henry
VIII. of England, without the added horror of sudden
death, that attended the nuptial pleasures of Henry,
and perhaps enhanced them.

Don Alfonso el Sabio (‘““The Wise’), of Castile,
(1252-1284), was the son of San Fernando, and be-
came allied more firmly to Don Jaime I. by marrying
his daughter Violante. There is a marked likeness in
character between Don Alfonso and James I. of England.
The same wandering genius, the same sudden self-
assertion, the same lack of sustained purpose, char-
acterize both. There was little that was royal about
them but the title.

But upon literature their influence was immense
and permanent. James of England directed the trans-
lation of the Bible into the common tongue, and thus
confirmed and perfected modern English speech.
Alfonso of Castile collected and translated the whole
system of Spanish jurisprudence from Latin into the
vernacular tongue, and thus established the foundation
of Spanish law and of the Spanish language. James
was a theologian, Alfonso a jurist; but while James
confined his activities to dabbling in theology and a
little poetry and an occasional tract on subjects so
trite that there was nothing new to say on them, or so
trivial that there was no need of saying anything,
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Alfonso’s learning went far beyond the ‘“Fuero Juzgo”
and the “Siete Partidas.” Astrology, philosophy,
geometry, alchemy, occultism in all its then known
forms, the cultivation of lyric and ballad poetry,
religious chants, a general chronicle of Spain, a uni-
versal history, and a translation of the Bible into
Spanish, are to be enumerated among his achievements.
His range of literary activities was wider than that of
any other king that ever reigned, and the results were
more far-reaching and durable. His fame for learning
suggested his election as Emperor of Germany, the
highest secular honor in Christendom; but while he
was, almost beyond measure, proud of the honor thus
bestowed, yet his love of studious ease detained him
ignobly from the actual formalities of his coronation and
investiture, until the Imperial Electors were compelled
to annul his election and, passing over his competitor
as well, Richard of Cornwall, chose Rudolph of Haps-
burg Emperor, in whom originated the most powerful
and enduring race of kings that Europe has known.
Much of the work that is ascribed to Don Alfonso
was doubtless done rather under his direction than by
his personal effort. He must have had a corps of
assistants who collated the ancient Spanish laws, the
royal decrees, the ecclesiastical canons and Justinian’s
Code, and under his supervision translated the digested
product into the new Castilian tongue. Still the
“Siete Partidas” is more accurately the work of Don
Alfonso than the Code of Justinian or the Code Na-
poléon is the work of its name-father. Don Alfonso’s
Digest is not only the foundation of Spanish juris-
prudence, but constitutes the body of the law which
yet governs Spanish America. The minute considera-
tion of this great work belongs rather to jurisprudence
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than to literature, but the Cronica General de Espaiia
is a series of historical narratives from which all sub-
sequent historians of Spain have drawn copiously.
Mariana records his obligations to Don Alfonso. Some
of Don Alfonso’s verses are transcribed by Bouterwek.
They are well worth reading, but scarcely demand
translation here. They show the same facility of
rhythm and the same correctness of rime that have
always characterized Spanish verse.

The thirteenth century is one of the great periods
of the world’s history. It saw the institution of the
two great mendicant orders, that of St. Francis and
that of St. Dominic; the birth of modern thought and
poetry in the Welsh mountains and the rush of the new
spirit over all Christendom; the Vita Nuova of Dante
and the recognition of modern languages as adequate
literary instruments; the establishment of municipalities
and of the modern system of taxation and of real
property; the development of the ancient Droit d’Au-
baine into the modern law of inheritance, and the
general foundation and recognition of trade-guilds.
This century witnessed also the definitive ascendancy
of the Spaniards over the Moors, for Las Navas de
Tolosa was fought in 1212, and the capture of Cordoba,
Seville, and Valencia before the mid-century, left but
little to accomplish, although the final conquest of
Granada was delayed for two hundred years. This
century also saw the first attempt at general legislation
when, in 1223, an ordinance was passed, under Louis
VIII. of France, which was intended to curtail the civil
privileges of the Jews. The suppression of speculative
heresy has often been regarded as a blot on the fair
fame of this century, but Dr. Lawrie contends that the
purpose of the Church was less the control of religious
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vagaries, than the suppression of resistance to the
political authority of the pope. The Albigenses were
an anachronism, but what they wrote the last dawn of
reckoning shall read. These events, together with the
conquest of Oxford and Paris by the Franciscans, fell
within the scope of Don Alfonso’s life, and he himself
was one of those great agents who, acting consentane-
ously throughout Christendom, embodied the living
word of progress and light that their century was
destined to utter. Don Alfonso found no comfort in
the ancient Greek philosopher who while studying the
stars fell into a well; even his title of ‘The Wise’’ has
been disparaged, because, while he was engaged in
these lofty and noble pursuits, his son, Sancho, stole
his throne from under him and left him in the air.
Perhaps a later generation, with a higher conception
of wisdom, may yield him again the full meaning of
the title which they at present deny him.

Don Felipe II. of Spain wrote a gloss on the quatrain:

““ Contentamiento, do estas?
Que no te tiene ninguno.
Si piensa tenerte alguno
No sabe por donde vas.”’

“Where, Contentment, dost abide?
None can keep thee at his side.
He who thinks he holds thee sure
Cannot force thee to endure.”

The gloss itself has little merit. Don Felipe knew
nothing of contentment after the destruction of his
Invincible Armada.

His grandson, Don Felipe IV., has been called the
Spanish Macenas. He condescended to patronize
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Lope de Vega, Guillen de Castro, Quevedo, Calderon,
and Montalban, the great geniuses of Spanish literature.
He criticized their work and his shallow comments
actually directed their literary energies. His censure
and his praise were feared or sought as if they were
the very judgments of God. He might to-day be
considered a wiser Mecenas, if he had not, like Mece-
nas, revealed his commonplace soul in his own writings.
Schlegel praises him as a poet, but it does not seem
probable that he had seen any of the royal poetry.

Some of it, however, remains to cheer a sad world.
Here is the beginning of his sonnet on ‘“Death’:

*“ Es la muerte un efeco poderoso,
Firme su proceder mal entendido;
Amada de Mitridates vencido,
Temida de Pompeyo poderoso.’*

“Death is a tyrant of resistless power,
Bent to achieve his unforeseen design;
By Mithridates wooed with poisoned wine,
By mighty Pompey feared,—for all his power.”

It is useless to criticize such poetry. The thoughts are
commonplace, the metre faulty, and none but a king
could rhyme poderoso with poderoso. Don Felipe IV.
was the next to the last step in the Hapsburg descent
in Spain. His son, Don Carlos II., is known in the
history of his own country as ‘“The Imbecile,” after
whom came the war of the Spanish succession and a
Bourbon king, the grandson of Louis XIV.

While Don Felipe IV. was yet reigning in Spain, a
descendant of the ancient Kings of Texcoco was writing
a series of works on the history of his country and of

his ancestors. The works of Don Fernando de Alva
7
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Cortés Ixtlilxochit] form a part of the publications of
Lord Kingsborough and commemorate the achieve-
ments of a race that was adequately characterized by
Sir Arthur Helps in the remark that “the Spaniards,
in conquering Mexico, overthrew a higher civilization
than their own.” One of Ixtlilxochitl’s ancestors was
King Nezahualcoyotl, of whose poems about sixty were
in existence after the conquest. Dr. Brinton has
translated four of them into English, a few lines of one
of which I will insert here. They were written in
Mexico at about the time, 1431, when, in the market-
place of Rouen, the flames were mounting around the
devoted head of Jeanne d’Arc.

Sad it is to reflect on the prosperity and power of the old
King Tezozémoc; watered with ambition and avarice, he
grew like a willow-tree rising above the grass and flowers
of spring, rejoicing long, until at length the storm-wind
of death tore him from his roots and dashed him to the
ground. Who can see this and refrain from tears that
these various blooms and rich delights are but flowers
that pass from hand to hand?

This is very like the lament of Moschus over the death
of Bion, when he sings, ““The glory of the garden fades
to bloom again, but man, when he is once laid in the
grave, keeps an everlasting sleep.” The reflection of
the Mexican poet is perhaps finer and deeper than that
of the Greek, though it is at the same time more diffuse.
It would have been better for the credit of humanity,
if in 1431, when the Mexican King was inditing his
elegiac meditations, the holy Bishop of Beauvais had
been as innocently occupied.

The quipu of the Incas was as intractable a vehicle
for poetry, as would be the Roman numerals without



On Royal Authors 99

the alphabet. Many of the finer nuances of wit,
metaphor, and sarcasm must be lost, in an attempt to
express them by means of a string with knots tied along
at irregular intervals. The attempt may have been
made but it was foredoomed to failure. Consequently,
the race of Incas has left no literary memorial to swell
the royal contingent that the Western Hemisphere
has contributed to letters. Still, one of their descend-
ants was the younger Garcilasso de la Vega, himself
an Inca, who has written one of the most fascinating
histories ever penned. Upon this single stalk rests
all we know of the ancientikingdom of the Incas of
Peru. Garcilasso Inca died in 1616, the same year
that witnessed the deaths of Shakspere and Cervantes.
Felipe, who was soon to become Don Felipe IV., and
to write a sonnet to ‘“Death,” was at the time eleven
years old. ;

Alfred of England, whom Freeman calls ‘“‘a saint
without superstition, a scholar without ostentation,
and a conqueror without cruelty,” translated into his
own tongue one of the great books of the world, the
On the Comsolation of Philosophy by Boéthius. He
corrected the Ecclesiastical History of Bede, and started
English literature on its long and glorious path.

One of the Provengal songs which was written by
Richard I., Cceur de Lion, has been preserved. It is
said to be the one which Blondel sang while he wandered
over Europe in search of the castle where his master,
the King, was imprisoned. He finally came to the
Castle of Tribales in Austria, a prison from which no
one had ever escaped (a¢ quo carcere nullus ante dies
estos exivit), and sitting down before the castle, he sang

the first part of the song which King Richard had
written:



100 Recreations of a Physician

“Your beauty, lady fair,
None views without delight;’
But still so cold an air
No passion can excite;
Yet this I patient see
While all are shunn’d like me.”

Instantly from the barred window of the castle a voice
took up the song:

“No nymph my heart can wound
If favor she divide,
And smiles on all around
Unwilling to decide;
I'd rather hatred bear
Than love with others share.”*.

Thus Blondel found the King and, “returning to
England, made the Barons acquainted where the
King was. This happened about the year 1193.”
Richard II. also “faisoit balades et changons, rondeaulx
et lais, tres bien et bel,” as Horace Walpole mentions
in his Catalogue of the Royal and Noble Authors of Eng-
land, Scotland, and Ireland, published in 1758. Henry
VI. also wrote some simple and melancholy verses
which Walpole found to be ‘“‘not better than a saint
might compose.” Henry VI. seemed in so much better
repute as a saint than as a king or a poet, that Henry
VII. “became suitor to Pope Julius to canonize him,”
but nothing was effected.

The general opinion was that Pope Julius was too dear,
and that the King would not come up to his rates. Butitis
more probable that that Pope, who was extremely jealous

* Dr. Percy, in his Essay on the Ancient Minstrels, copies this trans-
lation from Dr. Burney's History of Music.
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of the dignity of the See of Rome, knowing that King
Henry VI. was reputed in the world abroad but for a simple
man, was afraid that it would but diminish the estimation
of that kind of honor, if there were not a distance kept
between innocents and saints. (Bacon—History of Henry
L)

Thackeray says that Addison’s Campaign was a
prize poem that won an enormous prize. Henry VIIIL.’s
answer to Luther was less an essay than an assault,
but it won a loud addition to the royal titles. ‘‘De-
fensor Fidei” was given him by Leo X. for the A ssertio
Septem Sacramentorum adversus M. Lutherum. Henry
was destined for the Church, if Arthur had not died,
and the occasion was a welcome one to display his
erudition. This, however, did not prevent much
dispute as to the authorship of the Assertion. The
opinion was current among its contemporaries that
it was probably the work of many hands. In the
Calendar of State Papers between England and Spain,
edited by Bergenrath, it is said: “The King of England
has sent a book against Luther to the pope. It is
thought that all the learned men in England have
taken part in its composition.” In the Works of John
Fisher, Bishop of Rochester, published in 1597, the
Assertion is included, being ascribed to that prelate.
Pallavicini and Clement Villecourt, the Bishop of La
Rochelle, favor Fisher’s claim. Thomson in his
Memoirs of the Court of Henry VIII. says, ‘“The world
has attributed all that is valuable in this work to the
assistance of Bishop Fisher and of Sir Thomas More.”
Many believed that More wrote it. Dr. Edward Lee,
afterward Archbishop of York, was “also credited
with this performance,” and even Luther intimates
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that the King commissioned Lee to write it. Wolsey
was suspected by even a greater number of contempo-
rary writers to be responsible for the Assertion. In
Germany, Erasmus was thought by so many scholars
to be its author that he published a labored refutation
of this ascription. But both More and Erasmus
declare that they believe Henry to have been the
author, and certainly their testimony may easily out-
weigh the conjectures of their contemporaries, much
more that of all later authorities. Bishop Fisher,
with some heat, rejects the claim that had been made
in his behalf, saying, ‘“Let Henry enjoy his own meed
of praise without participation.” More says explicitly
that his own labors were confined to making an index
to the work, and Luther, while pretending to believe
that Lee had made into a garment the cloth that the
King gave him, yet directs all the bitterness of his reply
to Henry and not to Lee. With the Assertio itself and
its clumsy arguments and its awkward Latinity, we can
have no earthly concern. Erasmus’s position at this
crisis of Christianity may be inferred from the fact
that the reply of Luther to the King was also thought
by many to be his work.

Queen Elizabeth may be suspected of deriving her
literary taste from Anne Boleyn, if the verses which
Sir John Hawkins ascribes to Anne were really hers;
for several of Elizabeth’s poems have been preserved.
Dr. Percy gives two in his Religues, one of which, with
some compunction, I transcribe:

“(Oh, Fortune! how thy restless wavering state
Hath fraught with cares my troubled witt!
Witness this present prisonn, whither fate
Could beare me, and the joys I quit.
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Thou causedest the guiltie to be losed

From bandes, wherein are innocents inclosed;
Causing the guiltles to be straite reserved

And freeing those that death hath well deserved.
But by her envie can be nothing wroughte

So God send to my foes all they have thoughte.”

She was not so proud of these verses as to send a A Copy
of them to her sister, Queen Mary.

They were written in 1555 in Woodstock, where her
sister kept her imprisoned. Woodstock had formerly
been a royal park, where Henry II. built Rosamond’s
Bower, to shield his mistress from the jealous eyes of
Eleanor of Aquitaine. Scott says it was the first
enclosed park in England. Edward, the Black Prince,
was born here in 1330, and Thomas of Woodstock in
1355. Here, too, Geoffrey Chaucer was born in 1340,
in a house by the park gates. Here, some centuries
later, Prince Charles sought refuge after the battle of
Worcester. Two generations later yet, a grateful
nation bestowed it upon the victorious Marlborough,
who renamed it “Blenheim” from the greatest of his
victories, but died before the architect, Sir John Van-
brugh, had completed the stately but vexatious pile.
Bishop Percy prefaces another poem of Elizabeth’s
with the remark, that “the slightest effusion of such
a mind deserves attention,” which must likewise
justify the transcription into this paper of the verses
just given. Elizabeth also translated a play of Euripides,
two of Isocrates’s orations, Boéthius, the Jugurtha,
and Horace’s Ars Poetica.

Elizabeth’s cousin, Mary Queen of Scots, wrote
some verses in French, which Brantéme has preserved
in his Vies des Dames Illustres. She thus belongs to
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French rather than to English royal writers. Some
of the stanzas in which she bewails the death of her
husband, Francis II., I will translate:

Be sad and sweet the song

That I in sadness make!
In grief can be no wrong,

Albeit my heart should break
While bidding, through my tears,
Farewell to happy years.

What pleased me oft before,
Increases now my pains;

Though Day throws wide his door,
Darkness within me reigns.

I only find relief

Commercing with my grief.

When in the early spring

And blossom of my years,
Such sorrows to me cling

And naught of hope appears,
I mourn my absent friend
And wish my life might end.

No object meets my eyes,
Engaging though it be,
Can make my spirits rise,
Or glad the heart of me.
Whatever greets my sight
Brings grief and not delight.

In some obscure retreat
In desert, field, or wood,
When Morning veils her feet,
Or Evening draws her hood,
My heart pours forth a moan,
That I am left alone.
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Poor little verses and poor little Queen! She was sur-
prised that God would dare to interrupt the current of
her happiness. She was just eighteen when Francis
died, and he was two years younger. To him the con-
sumptive Charles IX. succeeded, lurking behind the
curtains of the Louvre with gun in hand, to take a
pot-shot at a chance Huguenot. Mary was not the
only Scottish princess who found sorrow in France, and
who beguiled her grief by writing poetry, for one of the
saddest figures in all minor literature is the unfortunate
Margaret Stuart, who was married to the Dauphin, after-
ward King Louis XI.—that paradigm of perfidy. She
sought in poetry, not comfort, but only forgetfulness,
twelve rondels daily marking the extreme degree of her
suffering. With this key the poor Queen unlocked her
heart, but her little poems have eluded posterity. Some
of her husband’s tales have had better fortune, being
yet extant in the Cemt Nouvelles Nouvelles, to which
collection I find that the King contributed nine, Charles
of Burgundy four, while the rest are by gentlemen of
Burgundy and France.

James I. of Scotland, one of that noble and unfortu-
nate race who have transmitted unto our day the
glorious blood of Robert the Bruce, lived for eighteen
years in a prison—a goodly one—in England. His
elder brother was that Duke of Rothsay whom the
Regent, Albany, starved to death in his castle of Falk-
land. A wild young generous soul was Rothsay, who
incurred simultaneously the anger of his father the
King, the hatred of his uncle the Regent, and the
resentment of his father-in-law, Douglas the Tineman.
After his death Rothsay was found to have eaten his
hands off to appease his hunger. Tragedies were
written on him, as sad as those presenting Thebes or
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Pelops’ line. To guard the young James from a similar
fate, the old King sent him forth of the kingdom to be
educated in France. This was soon after the battle of
Shrewsbury, where Douglas joined his forces to those of
Hotspur and Worcester to withstand King Henry.
The English King caused the young prince to be cap-
tured and brought to London. For eighteen years he
remained in England, during the latter part of Henry of
Bolingbroke’s reign, all of that of Harry of Monmouth,
and for several years of the reign of Henry of Windsor.
Here in prison, or at least a prisoner, he wrote those
verses to Joanna, the daughter of the Earl of Somerset,
which won the lady for his wife, and were thus instru-
mental in opening the way for his return to his throne.

These verses were The King's Quhair, which is to say
The King's Book. A satiric poem, Christ's Kirk on the
Green, has also been ascribed to him. Warton speaks
highly of James’s poems, and George Buchanan extols
his versatile excellences.

James V. possessed the easy virtues and the artistic
graces of his family. He was pleased to wander about
his kingdom, disguised as a small farmer or ‘“‘tenant,”
and to indulge in adventures and even in intrigues
with his subjects. There is reason to believe that, like
Harun-Er-Raschid, he thus frequently righted wrongs
that were not visible from the throne, and corrected
injustice among the more humble classes of his people;
but the purpose of his wanderings was primarily his own
royal pleasure. Indeed, it must have seemed like a
re-accession to the throne, to doff the garb of a small
farmer and resume the port of a king. Scott introduces
one of these incognito excursions of James, into The
Lady of the Lake, and it is probable that The Gaberlunzie
Man was suggested by a similar incident. This poem
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and The Jolly Beggars were without doubt written by
James V. Bishop Tanner and Bishop Percy ascribe
to him also Christ's Kirk on the Green, which Sir Walter
Scott rather assigns to James I. Of Sir Walter it may
be said, as Dr. Johnson once said of Goldsmith, that
his opinion it is seldom safe to dispute; but Bannatyne,
whose manuscript was written in 1568, only twenty-six
years after the death of James V., also awards this poem
to James I. and this ascription is thus on the whole the
more probable, although by no means indisputably
certain. No dispute about the matter could have
occurred if a copy had existed earlier than 1520. The
Gaberlunzie Man, as representing the most spirited poem
contributed by royalty to literature, must be given in
full. A gaberlunzie was a beggar—what the Spanish
called a picaro.

THE GABERLUNZIE MAN

The pawky auld Carle came over the lea

Wi’ mony good-eens and days to me,

Saying, Goodwife, for your courtesy
Will ye lodge a silly poor man?

The night was cauld, the carle was wat,

And down ayont the ingle he sat,

My daughter’s shoulders he ’gan to clap,
And cadgily ranted and sang.

0O, wow! quoth he, were I as free

As first when I saw this countrie

How blyth and merry wad I be!
And I wad never think lang.

He grew canty and she grew fain;

But little did her auld minny ken

What thir slee twa together were say’n
When wooing they were sa thrang.
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And O! quo he, .as ye were as black
As ever the crown of your daddy’s hat,
"Tis I wad lay thee by my back

And awa wi’ me thou should gang.
And O! quo she, an I were as white
As ever the snaw lay on the dyke,
I'ld clad me braw and lady-like,

And awa with thee I'ld gang.

Between the twa was made a plot;
They raise a wee before the cock,
And wyliely they shot the lock,

And fast to the bent are they gane.
Up in the morn the auld wife raise,
And at her leisure put on her claithes,
Syne to the servant’s bed she gaes

To speir for the silly poor man.

She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay,
The strae was cauld, he was away,
She clapt her hands, cried Doleful day!

For some of our gear will be gane.
Some ran to coffer and some to kist,
But naught was stolen that could be missed,
She danced her lane, cried Praise be blest!

I hae lodged a leal poor man.

Since naething’s awa, as we can learn,

The kirns to kirn and milk to earn,

Gae butt the house, lass, and waken my bairn
And bid her come quickly ben.

The servant gaed where the daughter lay,

The sheets were cauld, she was away,

And fast to her goodwife can say,
She's aff with the gaberlunzie man.
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O fy! gar ride, and fy gar rin,

And haste ye, find these traitors again;

For shes be burnt and hees be slain,
The wearyful gaberlunzie man.

Some rode upon horse, some ran a fit,

The wife was wood and out o’ her wit,

She could na gang, nor yet could she sit,
But aye, did curse and did ban.

Meantime far hind out owre the lee,
For snug in a glen where none could see,
The twa, with kindly sport and glee,

Cut frae a new cheese a whang.
The priving was good, it pleased them baith,
To love her for aye, he gae her his aith.
Quo she, to leave thee, I will be laith,

My winsome gaberlunzie man.

O, kend my minny I were with you
I11 fauredly wad she crook her mou,
Sic a poor man she’d never trew

After the gaberlunzie man.
My dear, quo he, your’e yet ower young
And hae na learnt the beggar’s tongue
To follow me frae town to town,

And carry the gaberlunzie on.

Wi’ kauk and keel, I'll win your bread,
And spindles and whorles for them wha need,
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed
The gaberlunzie to carry-O.
T’ll bow my leg and crook my knee,
And draw a black clout ower my ee,
A cripple or blind they will call me,
While we shall sing and be merry-O.
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James V., it will be seen, did not, like his uncle, Henry
VIII., write with a scepter.

Zneas Sylvius, Piccolomini, was poet-laureate to
the Emperor Frederick III., and, in addition to his
often-cited Commentaries, wrote amatory and even
erotic poems. When he became Pope, he dropped the
“ Aneas” but retained the “Pius,”” becoming known as
Pius II. Many of the popes have contributed to letters,
Leo XIII. having written some particularly beauti-
ful Latin verses. His Christus adest, written on his
ninetieth birthday, reminds one of Catullus. The Hep-
tameron was written by the Queen of Navarre, Mar-
guerite d’ Angouléme, who was the sister of Francis I.
and the grandmother of Henri IV. No translation can
reproduce the exquisite charm of that beautiful French
of the sixteenth century. It lends a delightful fascina-
tion alike to Brantéome and to Clement Marot, different
as they are in all other respects. The style of the
Heptameron is so fine, so naif, so spirituelle, that it can
scarcely be described in English terms. The tenth tale
and the seventieth, especially, are wonderfully fine.
In some of them there is a touch of mysticism that seems
to recall a trace of the long-lost gaz saber of Geoffroi
Rudel and the early minstrels of Provence.

Anna Comnena finished the History of the reign of
her father, the Emperor Alexius Comnenus, a work
which her husband, Nicephorus Briennius, had brought
almost to completion. Berington considered this
History to be one of the greatest works in all Byzan-
tine literature. An earlier Emperor of Constantinople,
in fact Constantine himself, is said to have written a
work in twenty books on agriculture, which, a generation
earlier, Diocletian had neglected to do.

Of Frederick the Great, of Carmen Sylva the Queen
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of Roumania, of Queen Victoria, of our own Presidents,
and of many others, we must forbear to speak, worthy of
consideration as some of them doubtless are.

Among the works of James I. of England, the Basili-
con Doron possesses a peculiar interest. It was a book
of paternal instruction and of practical philosophy, and
was intended to serve as a guide to the youthful steps
of Prince Henry. In itself the ‘““Royal Gift’’ possesses
little merit; but as the precursor and parent of the
Icon Basilike, its title acquires importance. When
Henry died in early manhood, Charles became the heir-
apparent to the throne, and the Doron was put into his
hands to teach him his royal duties. On January 30,
1649, Charles, having reigned twenty-four years, was
put to death and a few days later the Icon Basilike was
published.

The effect of the Icon was marvelous. Milton com-
pared it to the effect that was produced on the Roman
people by the reading of Cesar’s will. The spirit of
piety, charity, and humanity that animated it, filled
all England with a passionate regret that such a king
had met such a fate. In this very fact might have been
read a presumption in favor of the King’s authorship,
for, like all of Charles’s fine actions, it came too late to
serve his cause. This is strictly true of every conces-
sion he made to Parliament, and seems to have been
habitual with him. Within two years the book ran
through forty-four editions. It is said to have con-
tributed more largely than any other cause to the
restoration of the Stuarts after Cromwell’s death.

The Icon was at once attacked. Such a weapon must
be blunted since it could not be destroyed, and for this
end Selden’s assistance was sought by the Parliament.
But Selden was too wary to venture on such an un-
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certain course, and after he had thrice refused their solici-
tation, the Parliament had recourse to the aid of Milton,
who wrote the Iconoclastes indeed, but seemed to concede
its royal authorship. Others, however, less scrupulous
than Milton or more deeply involved in the death of the
King, directed their attacks against the authenticity of
the book, and having named John Gauden as its author,
they actually succeeded in imposing that gentleman on
the world as the ‘“onlie begetter’’ of the Icon Basilike.

The present writer would be greatly in error, if he
failed to perceive his unfitness for the discussion of this
question. He had already read the Icon before taking
up in his own mind the question of its disputed authen-
ticity. The subject was still too warm for him not to
feel the glow. He labored through the whole boiling
welter from Milton to Tuckerman. In this investiga-
tion, one encounters abundant illustrations of every
variety of discussion—narrative, argumentative, con-
troversial, disputatious, polemic, acrimonious, abusive;
rising one above another in a well-graded octave; where
now logic prevails over rhetoric, and again rhetoric
disdains the aid of logic. Tuckerman’s thesis is the best
example of a purely argumentative treatment that has,
as far as I know, yet appeared. It is true that Tucker-
man decides against the King.

But, while disabling his own judgment, the present
writer finds no impropriety in calling attention to three
phases of the question, which seem not to have had
their due weight. They are the following:

The first has to do with the argument drawn from
John Gauden’s advancement. Inasmuch as Gauden
possessed no acknowledged merit, either intellectual,
spiritual, or administrative, which should suffice to
explain his sudden rise in his profession, it has been
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inferred that his advancement must be due to a grate-
ful recognition, on the part of Charles II., of his services
in writing the Icon. It is true that Gauden was made
a Doctor of Divinity, and created Bishop of Exeter,
within six months after the Restoration, and, when he
complained of the poverty of his See, was soon after-
ward translated to the richer See of Worcester; but the
inference is irrelevant. This is not reasoning, but
conjecture; or if reasoning it be, it is the same imperti-
nent reasoning that sent Galileo to prison in order to
refute his theory of the earth’s motion, and reéstablished
the validity of indulgences by burning Huss at the stake.

The second point concerns the title. This name,
Icon Basilike, might easily enough have been suggested
to the King’s mind by the title of his father’s work.
Basilikon Doron, which was his first manual of royal
instruction; but would with less likelihood occur to
another. What would be natural and familiar to
Charles himself, would seem awkward and presumptu-
ous in an obscure clergyman; in the mind of the King
there would be a filial propriety in the title, the usurpa-
tion of it by Gauden would be grotesque. But Charles
was still living, and still King, when these chapters were
penned, and his adherents could not yet anticipate his
execution. In fact, few looked for such a termination
as death at the headsman’s hands, and all England was
struck into the sudden torpor of bewilderment by the
verdict of the Parliament. Isit likely that an unknown
preacher, of a despised sect,* and too humble in station

1 Green says that Gauden was a Presbyterian, and the hostility exist-
ing at that time between this sect and the Church of England, would of
course have excluded a Presbyterian minister from access to the King.

Charles himself, in some verses which he wrote while he was im-
prisoned in Carisbrook Castle in 1648, uttered his thought freely:
8
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even to approach the antechamber of the royal apart-
ments, would have presumed to enter the very inmost
recesses of the King’s conscience, and to lay bare that
dread treasury of remorse, of hope, of piety, and of for-
giveness? A strange confirmation of this probability
was given some years later. Charles II. reigned from
1660 to 1685. He had long since been received into
the Roman Church, and died under her ministrations.
His brother, James II., was an open and avowed mem-
ber of that communion. After Charles II.’s death,
James II. wrote an apology for his brother’s apostasy.
This book I have never been able to find. Nor perhaps
has it any interest beyond its title. He called it Icon
Basilike Deutera, as if it were a sequel to the Iconm
Basilike. But if the Icon Basilike were the work of
John Gauden, the legitimacy of the Deufera was ob-
viously spurious.

James II. and his brother both affirmed that their
father wrote the Icon Basilike, and they must have had
better foundation for their belief than those who
attacked its authenticity. Their direct evidence,
however, the partial character of these remarks refuses
to consider, as well as the equally direct and almost
violent pretensions that Dr. Gauden adduced in his
own behalf. What is at present intended is a considera-
tion merely of the three propositions that I have out-
lined above. This second point seems to have much
conjectural value. James II. would never have con-
descended to dignify by his recognition the title of a
book, however meritorious in itself, that had been
written by one who was in his eyes a hated heretic. He

“The Presbyter and Independent seed
Springs with broad blades. To make Religion bleed,
Herod and Pontius Pilate are agreed.”
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must have considered the descent of the Icon Basilike
Deutera to be without blemish. No direct and merely
verbal testimony could be as strong as his adoption of
the title of his father’s work as the basis of his own.
James II. could not have borrowed the title of his book
from Dr. Gauden.

The third point consists in a comparison of the Icon
Basilike with ““ passages from the works of Dr. Gauden
which are known to be his.” Hume suggests this
consideration without laying the subject before his
readers for their own inspection. This inspection he
had himself apparently made, and he concludes that
there is a greater probability that Charles I. wrote the
Icon than that Gauden composed it.

On November 29, 1640, John Gauden, ‘‘Bachelor in
Divinity,” preached a sermon before the Honorable
House of Commons on “The Love of Truth.” 1T take
no notice of the numerous divisions and subdivisions
of the text, nor to the merely verbal quibbles that were
usual in the sermons of that day, except to remark their
absence from the pages of the Icon Basilike.

First, of Truth. That question of Pilate’s will here be
made, “ What is Truth?” I answer. It is a conformity,
agreeableness, or answerableness of our minds or things to
their Ideas, patterns, rules, or measures. As that Copy is
true which agrees with the original, that weight or measure
true which fits the standard, that impression true in wax
or paper which exactly fits the types and engravings; that
notion or perception true in the mind or sense, which
agrees with the nature of the thing or object, where they
are applied.

This is not just what one would expect of a Presby-
terian minister. Truth seems, according to Gauden,
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to consist in conformity, which is equivalent to truth
only in the minds of the Establishment.

He also wrote a Discourse on Artificial Beauty, from
the Xth chapter of which the following is taken:

Painting the Face very scandalous and so unlawful.

But (good madam) suppose Artificial Beautifying of the
face be not in itself absolutely unlawful, but may in some
countries and some cases be used by some persons privately
and soberly, without the confidence of sinning against God;
yet what shall we say to the Scandal and offense it gives
when known to many zealous Preachers and Professors here
in England, whose spirits are much grieved and offended if
they do but suspect (how much more if they palpably dis-
cern?) any Lady or Gentlewoman professing godliness
to use any paint or tincture to help their complexions?
Ought not (I beseech you) all worthy women therefore
to abstain wholly from it, because it is a thing prone
to grieve the spirits of good people, although they do
not think it absolutely a sin? Is it not better to want
a little color in the cheeks than to damp God’s spirit in
any one’s heart, or to offend one of those little ones, as
Christ speaks, by abating that good hope and joy they had
in our graces?

But Gauden’s style might improve in a few years?
Well, on January 10, 1648 (0O.S.), which was just twenty
days before the death of the King, and seventeen days
before the sentence of death was imposed, Mr. Gauden
caused to be printed by Richard Royston, a pamphlet
entitled, A Religious and Loyal Protestation, which he
had already, on January 5th of the same year, sent to
Lord Fairfax and to the General Council of War. 1
do not find that this work was ever reprinted. In the
address, “To the Reader,” he says:



On Royal Authors 117

Indeed, I am persuaded that God requires and looks for
(in the general over-awings of men’s spirits, who behold the
Army more with terror than with love and charity, which I
do not) some men speedily to assert both his righteousness
and their own uprightness amidst and against the crooked
and perverse motions of others, in this untoward Generation
which is ready to father upon God and the Christian Re-
formed Religion, one of the most adulterous, depraved, and
prodigious issues, that ever the corrupt hearts of the men of
this world conceived, their unbridled power brought forth,
or the Sun beheld.

Can you see any improvement? Is all this anything
but cant and whine and bombast? By the side of
Gauden, the style of Cromwell becomes a miracle of
seraphic clarity. Later, on page 8, in alluding to the
fear now beginning to be entertained that the King’s
blood would be shed, he continues:

That I may at last, as Joseph of Arimathea, keep myself
unspotted from it, whose voice cannot but cry as much
louder than any other man’s unjustly shed; as the blood of
Adam would have done if Cain had slain him being his
father, instead of Abel his brother.

And this uncouth Roundhead was the man whom
Charles chose, out of all the men in England, to cham-
pion the sacred cause of royalty when he himself was
gone, and to justify his memory to his people, and he
even went into the camp of his enemies to find him.
Gauden’s horror over the King’s death was very general
among the Independents and Presbyterians,—Lord
Fairfax, even, withdrawing his hand before the blow
fell.

Such is John Gauden. He seems to have gone over
to the Anglican Church when it became, at the Restora-
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tion, the avenue to preferment. He was made bishop
by Charles II., but in what manner he obtained the
favor of that erotic monarch, it is well to ignore.

The author of the Icon Basilike chose for the motto of
the book that noble sentiment which Plutarch puts into
the mouth of Alexander the Great: ‘It becomes a king
well to do good to others and to be evil spoken of.”
“ Bona agere, mala pati, regium est.”’

Chapter II. is a searching self-examination of his
motive in signing the warrant for Strafford’s death in
1641.

Chapter III. avows his reasons for going to the Com-
mons on the third of January, 1642, and demanding the
arrest of the five members.

Chapter V. treats of the advantage of triennial par-
liaments.

Chapter VII. gives the reasons for the Queen’s de-
parture from England.

Chapter IX. contains these words:

I find that I am at the same point and posture I was when
they forced me to leave Whitehall; what Tumults could not
do, an army must; which is but Tumults listed and enrolled
in a better order but to as bad an end. My recess hath
given them confidence that I may be conquered. And so I
easily may, as to any outward strength which, God knows,
is little or none at all. But I have a soul invincible through
God’s grace enabling me. Here I am sure to be a conqueror,
if God will give me such a measure of constancy as to fear
Him more than men, and to love the inward peace of my
conscience before any outward tranquillity.

Chapter XXIII. was written at the time when the
Scots gave him over to the English and he was im-
prisoned in Holmby House. He writes:
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What they call obstinacy, I know God accounts honest
constancy, from which reason and religion as well as honor,
forbid me to recede.

’Tis evident now, that it was not evil counsellors with
me, but a good conscience in me, which hath been fought
against; nor did they ever intend to bring me to my par-
liament, till they had brought my mind to their obedience.

Should I grant what some men desire, I should be such as
they wish me; not more a king, and far less both man and
Christian.

What tumults and armies could not obtain, neither shall
restraint; which though it have as little of safety to a prince,
yet it hath not more of danger.

The fear of men shall never be my snare, nor shall the
love of liberty entangle my soul; better others betray me
than myself, and that the price of my liberty should be my
conscience. The greatest injuries my enemies seek to in-
flict upon me cannot be without my own consent.

Neither liberty nor life are so dear to me as the peace of
my conscience, the honor of my crowns, and the welfare of
my people; which my word may injure more than any war
can do, while I gratify a few to oppress all.

The laws will by God’s blessing revive, with the love and
loyalty of my subjects, if I bury them not by my consent,
and cover them in that grave of dishonor and injustice
which some men’s violence hath digged for them.

If my captivity or death must be the price of their re-
demption, I grudge not to pay it. No condition can make
a king miserable, which carries not with it his soul’s, his
people’s and prosperity’s thraldom.

In the XXVIIth chapter, “To the Prince of Wales,”’
the following occurs:

It is all T have now left me, a power to forgive those that
have deprived me of all; and T thank God I have a heart to
do it, and joy as much in this grace which God hath given
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me as in all my former enjoyments; for this is a greater
argument of God’s love to me, than any prosperity can be.
Be confident, as I am, that the most of all sides who have
done amiss, have done so not out of malice, but misinfor-
mation or misapprehension of things.

Later still, in the * Meditations upon Death,” he says:

Tt is God’s indulgence which gives me the space, but man'’s
cruelty that gives me the sad occasions for these thoughts.

I am not so old as to be weary of life, nor, I hope, so bad
as to be either afraid to die or ashamed to live. True, I am
so afflicted as might make me sometimes even desire to die,
if T did not consider that it is the greatest glory of a Chris-
tian’s life to die daily, in conquering by a lively faith and
patient hopes of a better life, those partial and quotidian
deaths which kill us as it were by piecemeal, and make us
over-live our own fates.

And as to the last event, I may seem to owe more to my
enemies than to my friends; since those would put a period
to the sins and sorrows attending this miserable life, where-
with these desire I might still contend.

These passages are taken almost at random from the
Icon Basilike. The rest is as fine as what has been
quoted. Of Sir Thomas Browne’s Religio Medici,
which had been published in 1642, Coleridge said,
“The style is throughout delicious’; in 1644, Milton’s
magnificent oration for the freedom of the Press was
produced; and yet Hume, speaking of the Icon Basilike,
says: “It must be acknowledged to be the best prose
composition which, at the time of its publication, was
to be found in the English language.” I wish I had
space to copy at least the last prayer in the Icon, but
the whole book is in perfect harmony with the dignity
and submission of its royal author,
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“Who nothing common did or mean
Upon that memorable scene.”

Thus we have endeavored to develop and sustain the
countertheme to Burton’s proposition, ‘“‘that kings
build cities, not poems,” and may justly infer that,
among all who have pursued literature as an avocation,
few classes of mankind have done more for letters than
kings—whether on the throne or in prison. Indeed,
speaking generally, more and better literary work has
been done in prison, exile,and slavery thanon thethrone,
and many a poet’s progress has been through Bed-
ford jail. Terence, Epictetus, Phadrus, were slaves;
Horace’s father was a slave; Zsop, himself a fable,
has been fabled to be a slave. Cervantes, one of the
noblest of men, wrote a part of Don Quixote while in
prison in Algiers, as he himself seems to imply and as
Avellaneda expressly affirms. Jean Paul says, ‘“‘The
prisoner’s allowance is bread and water, and I had often
only the latter.” For over three hundred years, Por-
tugal has blushed to remember that Camoens died a
beggar, in Lisbon. So did Guillen de Castro, and was
buried by charity. Silvio Pellico even wrote a book,
Le Mie Prigione, on the various prisons in which he had
passed many years of his life. Sir Richard Baker wrote
his Chronicle in the Fleet, where also Howell composed
most of his ““Letters.” Sir Walter Raleigh’s History
of the World was written in the Tower, under the
shadow of death. “It was in poverty, blindness, dis-
grace, danger, and old age, ”’ says Hume, ‘“that Milton
composed his Paradise Lost.” Any one may, from his
own reading, make a list for himself, which will begin
with Homer, and end with The Ballad of Reading Gaol.
Dante wrote in prison—for what is exile but a larger
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ward?—Ovid, Seneca, Boéthius, Locke, and how many
beside?

How poverty, sickness, and misfortune mellow the
heart! Swift says, with a sad irony, that an author,
like a limbeck, will yield the better for having a rag
about him. Sweet are the uses of adversity. There
seems to be something paltry in the quest of power and
riches, when one contemplates the benefits that human-
ity has derived from misery, poverty, and shame. Per-
haps every life, whether it be passed on the throne or in
the street, may be properly considered a failure if it
succeed only as regards itself. Misfortune seems to
have brought forth nobler fruit than prosperity. It
may be that suffering is a higher state than happiness,
and that sorrow is nearer to the universal purpose than
pleasure. While the state and power of a king isolate
him from mankind, his suffering and degradation bring
him within the reach of sympathy and call forth the
spontaneous compassion of humanity. In this lies the
appeal of the Icon Basilike; to this must be referred
much of the interest that royalty excites when, for a
while, it abdicates the throne, and steps aside to enter
the arena of letters.



VI
ON THE INHERENT SPIRIT OF MEDICINE

THERE seems to exist in the minds of people in
general, a misconception of the dignity and purpose of
medicine. We have heard much of late years about
mercenary medicine, and the charge is found on inves-
tigation to be hoary with antiquity. Yet it seems that
physicians as a body have been little careful to correct
this error, in some cases have silently acknowledged its
truth, and indeed in a few instances have apparently
adopted it as a rule of professional conduct, which has
further emphasized its prevalence in the minds of the
laity. I have recently come across an item in a medical
journal, which is especially illustrative of the virulence
of this charge. In a casual clipping, the journal I speak
of reports the following scholarly invective, as uttered
trom a pulpit in a neighboring city:

It is not a profession, it is a trade that the doctors ply
to-day. It is not the practitioner of a profession who goes
into a household and demands his fee of $500 or $1000 before
he will apply the knife to the cancer, the anesthetic to the
wound. Such practices ought to be condemned from every
pulpit—every rostrum in the land. The government ought
to step in and prevent them.

I am myself of the opinion that to apply the anes-

thetic to the wound is not good surgery, and I am
123
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convinced that such coarse accusations as these the pro- -
fession of medicine throws aside like dewdrops from the

lion’s mane, yet underneath this vulgar and slovenly

violence lurks a manifest malice which wilfully mis-

represents the inherent spirit of medicine, and which,

with less bitterness and better taste, prevails widely

among men intelligent enough to comprehend their

error when it is made apparent to them, and just enough

to yield recognition to the truth when once that truth

is vindicated.

I am conscious that there would be a certain pre-
sumption in my venturing to give form to thoughts that
must often have come vaguely into the minds of many
thinking men, were it not that while the utterance of
these thoughts may be imperfect, yet it seems best that
some form should be given to them, and that the
beneficent purpose, the great achievements, and the
magnanimous spirit of our calling should be impressed
upon the minds of those who have never carefully
considered what the profession of medicine really is,
and thus elevate their appreciation of the work we do
and the ends we serve.

If the practice of medicine were, like other occupa-
tions, prosecuted for the sake of money, how many and
how great opportunities for enrichment occur, may be
conjectured by an estimate of the amount of moriey that
Von Behring, for example, might have demanded for
the use of the diphtheria antitoxin. The history of
medicine is unfortunately not absolutely free from
instances where the desire for gain has blinded physi-
cians to any higher purpose. In the early part of the
seventeenth century, the obstetric forceps, one of the
most useful of all instruments, was invented by Peter
Chamberlain, of London, but was kept as a family
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secret for many years for private gain. The use of this
instrument was restricted to his sons and a few other
persons, as Dr. Dayvis tells us, who also were pledged to
secrecy. Nearly a century afterwards, in 1721, Palfyn
invented a similar but less perfect instrument, and
exhibited it before the Paris Académie des Sciences as
something perfectly new, so well had Chamberlain’s
secret been kept. Gerrard, in his Strafford’s Letters,
says under the year 1634:

Dr. Chamberlayne, the man midwife, endeavored to erect
a lecture of midwifery, which he would have read in his
house to the licensed midwives of London, for which he was
to have one shilling for every child born in the city and sub-
urbs of London; other conditions he subjoined to this, as
bargaining beforehand for his fees in cases of necessity—
(I presume he meant ‘‘of destitution,’”) but it would re-
ceive no passage from the Bishop of London, who licenses all
the midwives of London, nor yet from the College of
Physicians.

It is an evidence of the prevalent spirit of the pro-
fession that this case stands out as such a rarity in
medical annals. The absence of cupidity among phy-
sicians is the more remarkable since the assumption of
their duties is in no way restricted to selected aspirants.
Young men, with no regard to fitness, embark upon its
study from diverse and often from unworthy, or at
least uncertain, motives, yet the inherent spirit of
medicine at length influences their lives and elevates
their aims in life.

Those misguided individuals have a very distorted
conception of the spirit of medicine who have clamored
for legislative enactments which would give to physi-
cians the right to terminate by anticipation the lives
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of patients afflicted with incurable diseases; for the
time can never arrive, so long as medicine continues to
be a profession, when to the other duties of the physician
will be added that of serving, under any conceivable
circumstances, as public executioner.

So little is the beneficent purpose of medicine under-
stood, that the profession encounters some of its most
determined opposition among the very persons whom it
endeavors to protect from disease. To an unpreju-
diced observer nothing can be more certain than that
vaccination secures immunity from smallpox, yet, with
an effrontery perhaps unparalleled in the history of
illogical vagaries, there is in existence an active as-
sociation whose purpose is to prevent vaccination. If
these people were not destitute of intelligence, they
would shrink appalled from the consequences that
would follow the success of their nefarious propaganda.
More recently, another society has been revived, that
of the anti-vivisectionists, which, encouraged by the
notoriety that the opponents of wvaccination have
achieved, has presumed to obstruct the progress of
preventive medicine by an appeal to hysterical senti-
mentalism. The one seeks to obliterate the record of
the past, the other strives to close the door to the future;
both are interesting studies in mental obliquity.

The study of medicine is an entrancing subject; its
practice requires an array of virtues whose mere con-
templation staggers the mind. One must meet violence
with gentleness, ingratitude with equanimity, insult
with fortitude, slander with silence. The physician’s
life is a daily exemplification of the Golden Rule. The
very sensitiveness that inspires sympathy with pain and
misery is a weapon in the hands of ignorance and malice
wherewith they deal dreadful wounds, wounds which
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must be endured silently. Resentment can have no
place in the physician’s mind. Equanimity must be
maintained in the face of misapprehension and abuse.

Those physicians who practice medicine for their fees
only have missed the spirit of their profession. They
are hucksters and tradesmen. Among them are those
who advertise their cures, who magnify their skill, who
vaunt their knowledge, who promise things beyond their
ken, who affect an overpowering dignity of deportment,
and who exact the uttermost farthing. These are they
who gain repute by disparaging their colleagues, who
increase their clientele by indulging in a covert sneer at
their fellow practitioners, by discrediting their diagnoses
and by criticizing their treatment. There are many
insidious methods of assailing and even of destroying
the reputation of others. Of these unworthy members
of the profession I have no wish to speak save by a
passing word. Men with paltry aims, selfish lives, and
ignoble minds may be found among all classes and in all
callings. To those who feel and appreciate the sacred
duties and the lofty responsibilities of the profession,
these sordid souls are a source of wonder as well as of
pity.

There seems a degrading impropriety in recognizing
any possible emulation between medicine and its un-
worthy parasites and imitators. In several of the
States there has been an annual struggle in the Legis-
lature to obtain for osteopathy kindred recognition to
that which the laws secure to the practice of medicine.
Christian Science has spread, of which specious travesty
of religion and medicine one may say, almost in the
words of Voltaire’s comment on the title of the “Holy
Roman Empire,” that it is neither Christian in its
spirit nor scientific in its method. The discredited
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theories of Hahnemann still find a name if not a place
in current speech, and optometrists have in several
States been permitted to conceal their incompetence
under the cloak of legislative sanction. To grosser
quacks, to lower depths of pretense and fraud, to
cancer-cures, to hypnotists, to abortion-mongers, to
venereal quacks, I shall not so much as allude. Even
their names are an offense.

Rather would I speak of those unselfish men who
look upon deformity with gentle eyes and reach out to
misery a helping hand; whom dirt and disease and
danger cannot divert from the path of duty; to whose
sympathy the cure of disease appeals as strongly as the
pleasures of sense appeal to other men; physicians who,
in their sacred mission, alleviate pain, comfort the dis-
tressed, encourage the hopeless, and uplift the degraded
victims of sensuality and crime. All the world honors
those noble men whose undaunted fortitude demon-
strated the non-infectious character of yellow fever; yet
they only presented on a larger stage the great principles
that govern and actuate the daily conduct of the aver-
age physician. Heroism is not noted as it goes modestly
on its daily rounds and performs its simple duties.

There seems to the unreflecting mind something
repulsive and almost ignoble in ministering patiently to
sufferers from loathsome diseases. There is a legend of
St. Francis, one of the greatest of recorded men, upon
which his biographers dwell with admiration, wherein
he is represented as for a time devoting himself to the
care of lepers, living with them, washing their sores, and
gently ministering to their needs. Well, are not tuber-
culosis and diphtheria and yellow fever as fatal as
leprosy? Yet a service that crowns Francis with a
halo of sanctity and sets him apart as especially holy,
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fails to excite a word of admiration when it is performed
daily for many years by those among us who devote
their lives to such service. There is no vainglory in
signalizing the devoted and modest heroism that char-
acterizes the daily lives of physicians. Perhaps it is
the greatest glory of our profession, that such devotion
is looked upon by the laity as usual and customary, as
such an essential part of our duties, so naturally ex-
pected from us and so constantly performed, that it
no longer excites comment.

An illustrious example of equanimity maintained in
the face of misapprehension may be found, where so
many admirable illustrations of virtue are found, in
Plutarch. It happened that while Alexander the Great
was in Cilicia, a short time before the great battle of
Issus, he became suddenly ill after bathing in the icy
waters of the Cydnus. None of his physicians dared
to treat him until Philip, a physician from Acarnania,
who also attended him, ventured to take the respon-
sibility of caring for him. The extent of this responsi-
bility may be recognized from the fact that when
Hephestion died of fever at Ecbatana, the physician who
attended him was crucified because his patient died.
At the time when Philip assumed the charge of his
illustrious patient, Parmenio wrote to Alexander to
beware of Philip, for he had been bribed by Darius to
kill him, and the reward that he was to receive was
stated. Alexander, after reading the letter, put it under
his pillow, and, Philip coming in with a draught that
he had prepared, he took the cup in one hand and with
the other gave Philip the letter to read, so that while
Philip was reading the accusation of Parmenio, Alex-
ander was drinking the medicine that Philip had brought
him. One knows not whether to admire most the

9
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magnanimity of Alexander, or the equanimity of Philip,
but both were suitably rewarded, for the illustrious
patient, fortunately for Philip, recovered. One hesitates
to conjecture what would have befallen Philip if Alex-
ander had died.

It was not an unusual thing for the physician to face
death when his patient died, for there was even a law
in Egypt by which the physician after the third day
was obliged to assume the risk of his patient’s death;
in which event the state avenged the patient’s misfor-
tune on the head of the physician.

These risks, fortunately for us, no longer hang over
the doctor’s head, but from others, no less real, we can-
not escape. Everyone knows the danger that surrounds
the willing ministrations of physicians. Two young
physicians of my acquaintance have, within the last
five years, caught tuberculosis from their patients.
Their pathetic fate, scarcely even among their friends,
scarcely even among their patients, excited a casual
word of sympathy; and yet less deserving men have had
altars erected to them. Among my intimate profes-
sional friends, I know of three who contracted an in-
fectious disease from their patients, and all three have
died. I am sure that men have been canonized for a
service that was less heroic.

In the hagiography of the Catholic Church we read
of a holy bishop who was after his death enrolled among
the saints, whose only recorded miracle is the following:

And on a time there came a woman over the bridge with
her lap full of eggs, and a reckless fellow struggled and
wrestled with her and brake all her eggs. And it happened
that the holy bishop came that way the same time and bade
the woman let him see her eggs, and anon he lift up his
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hand and blessed the eggs and they were made whole and
sound, ever each one, by the merits of this holy bishop, and
being then glad she thanked God and this holy man for the
miracle that was done to her.

Which, think you, was greater—this holy Bishop of
Winchester, or my three friends who met death as a
reward for their devotion to patients afflicted with a
loathsome disease?

The physicians who have met death from diphtheria,
from smallpox, from tuberculosis, in the heroic dis-
charge of duties so common as to seem trivial, cannot
be computed. Time has failed to keep a record of the
noble dead. A roster of their honored names is out of
our power. Obscure heroes, who have fallen in the
strife for humanity, fill our churchyards, where they
sleep in unacknowledged graves. St. Paul boasted
that he was a citizen of no mean city. We may boast
in the same spirit that we belong to no mean profession,
to no ignoble calling; and, while ungrateful beneficiaries
may accuse us of practicing medicine for money, we
may be sure that alike in city and in country, alike
among the homes of wealth and the hovels of destitu-
tion, there exists a great body of men who by unselfish-
ness, by fortitude, by kindness and charity, sustain
amply the traditions and fulfill worthily the scope of
our noble calling. To those men what is a money fee?
It is not time and study and care alone that they offer
to the afflicted. It is their own strength, their sleep,
their very lives that they lavish upon them, and what
is a fee in exchange? Do men sell their blood for gold?

I am making no exhaustive compilation of the bene-
fits that physicians have conferred on humanity. The
record is open for all toread. One has not to grope and
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delve to find it. It was estimated that Spencer Wells,
in one series of ovariotomies, had added 20,000 years
of life to the patients on whom he operated. Is that not
raising the dead to life? For even those who were
raised from death by Christ and His disciples were not
thereby rendered immortal. To raise one from the
dead was merely to add a few years to his life. Speak-
ing with due humility, we may say that there is no
member of our profession who has not done as much,
and many have done far more. Before the discovery of
vaccination 3,500,000 people died of smallpox in a
year in Mexico. In British India in the year 1770,
3,000,000 died of the same disease, while in Europe the
death-rate from this one disease alone averaged 200,000
a year for 1000 years. To-day it is almost a rarity.
Since the introduction of compulsory vaccination into
Germany, smallpox has practically disappeared from
that country, while in the United States it is not prob-
able that one physician in one hundred has ever seen a
case.

Who can compute the benefit of a century of vaccina-
tion? Reckon, if you can, the saving of human life
from the time when hygiene and sanitation expelled
the Black Death from Christendom—but first read
Boccaccio’s account of the plague at Florence and
Daniel Defoe’s narrative of the Great Plague of London,
and you will not need statistics to appal you. By how
much has Von Behring shorn diphtheria of its fatal
horror, and who can estimate the conservation of life
due to diphtheria antitoxin? We are all witnesses to
the general apathy shown among the laity toward the
extermination of tuberculosis, and I have seen more
than one article in the daily press imputing to Robert
Koch other than humanitarian motives, and roundly
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ridiculing him for his expressed doubt as to the trans-
missibility of bovine tuberculosis to man, as if by that
doubt he had also thrown discredit on his previous
labors. It is a curious fact that almost all human
incentives to action are due to mixed motives, and the
more complex our lives become, the less frequently do
simple motives as springs to action determine our
conduct, so that any decision is in reality a resultant of
forces. It may be that often the benefit of humanity is
at times less consciously active than the desire for rep-
utation, or social and professional standing, or popular
favor, or some other even less elevated aim, but never-
theless even if we are personally unconscious of this as
a constant determining factor in our lives, we cannot
wholly withdraw ourselves from the influence and spirit
of our calling.

It is but a few years since tuberculosis was regarded
as inevitably fatal. The belief in this fatality was
rather the cause of Keats’s death than the article in the
Quarterly to which Byron ascribed it. Keats had a
slight hemorrhage. He called for a candle and examined
the sputum. Then he sank back upon the pillow
exclaiming, ‘“ That is my death-warrant. I must die.”
He gave up hope at once. In Keats’s day the death-
rate from tuberculosis was very high; for every 10,000
of population there were forty deaths annually from this
disease, whereas to-day there are only eleven. It
would, of course, be too much to say that this vast im-
provement is due entirely to a better knowledge of the
disease, or to improved methods of treatment, since
before the year 1882, when Koch discovered the bacillus
of tuberculosis, the death-rate had already begun to
abate. Much is probably due to a modification of the
disease itself. Whatever the cause, however, there is
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reason to believe that its rapid diminution, both in
prevalence and in fatality, means its speedy elimination
from mortuary statistics. It is apparently destined,
at least in Dr. Bulstrode’s opinion, to become, in
another generation, if not entirely extinct, at least as
infrequent as typhus fever or leprosy.

Moreover, that is the end to which all the recent ad-
vances in medicine are purposely tending—to the eradi-
cation of contagious disease. Prophylaxis has become
the motto of medicine. The physician is consciously
laboring for his own elimination as an economic factor.
He is cutting away his own props, he is giving away
with open hands his own fields and forests to benefit
humanity. This is the inherent spirit of medicine.

Thackeray has a sketch, in one of his Roundabout
Papers, that each of us may easily parallel from his
personal observation.

About two years since, there was, in our or some other
city, a famous doctor, into whose consulting room crowds
came daily, so that they might be healed. Now this doctor
had a suspicion that there was something vitally wrong with
himself, and he went to consult another famous physician
at Dublin, or, it maybe, at Edinburgh. And he of Edin-
burgh punched his comrade’s sides, and listened at his
heart and lungs, and felt his pulse, I suppose, and looked at
his tongue. And when he had done, Doctor London said to
Doctor Edinburgh, ‘“Doctor, how long have I to live?”
And Doctor Edinburgh said to Doctor London, ‘Doctor,
you may last a year.”

Then Doctor London came home, knowing that what
Doctor Edinburgh had said was true. And he made up his
accounts, with man and Heaven, I trust. And he visited
his patients as usual. And he went about healing and cheer-
ing and soothing and doctoring ; and thousands of sick people
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were benefited by him. And he said not a word to his family
at home, but lived among them cheerful, and tender, and
calm, and loving, though he knew the night was at hand
when he should see them and work for them no more.

And it was winter time, and they came and told him that
some man at a distance was very sick and wanted him;and
though Doctor London knew that he was himself at death’s
door, he went to the sickman. And the doctor died, and his
family never knew until he was gone, that he had been long
aware of the inevitable doom.

There seemed to Thackeray something peculiarly
noble in this pathetic incident, but there has never been
a time, at least since the days of Boerhaave, when
physicians of this type have not abounded in the world.

A physician’s duties often surpass his professional
boundaries. As Sir Thomas Browne finely said, his
circle is more than 360 degrees. Disease is not the only
thing he has to cure. The sorrowful confessions that he
receives, the domestic tragedies that he prevents, the
broken hearts that he soothes, the ruined lives that he
restores to rectitude, who can enumerate? How mem-
ories throng upon the mind when we dwell a moment
upon these things! There is something peculiarly
tender and holy in these services, and a physician must
be not only a good man but a wise one, to direct his
patient’s feet out of the path of calamity and sin, and
into the path of life in its fullest meaning. It has been
well said that a physician’s hands should be as clean as
those of the priest who officiates at the altar.

‘“ Above all price of wealth
The Body’s jewel,—not for minds profane
Or hands, to tamper with in practice vain—
Like to a woman’s virtue is man’s health,
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A heavenly gift within a holy shrine;

To be approached and touched with serious fear,
By hands made pure and hearts of faith severe,
Even as the priesthood of the One Divine.”

These are a few of the innumerable glories of the pro-
fession of medicine. The achievements that I have
mentioned are those of four or five physicians. I can-
not speak in detail of Morton, and the discovery of
general anesthesia; of Lister, under whose teaching
septic surgery was forever abolished; of Pasteur, who
instituted the science of bacteriology. These are a part
of the heritage which to some extent we all share, that
has descended to us and will be transmitted to our suc-
cessors. This is our birthright. When we contemplate
these things, who would not be proud to be associated
with the men I have named, to be a colleague of Syden-
ham and Haller and Boerhaave and Virchow and
Pasteur? Itisnot given to us all to equal their achieve-
ments or to rival their renown, but we can at least keep
our own lives pure, our own ideals intact, our own honor
blameless, that through us the profession of medicine,
like the ancient Roman Republic, ne quid detrimenti
capiat, may sustain no harm.



VII

SOME TRANSLATIONS OF HORACE

IN 1753, just before the publication of Dr. Johnson's
Dictionary raised him to the well-merited eminence of
literary dictator in England, there came up to London,
from Cambridge, a gentleman whose arrival gave great
satisfaction to the men of letters of the capital, for the
name of Christopher Smart was already well-known
and much admired among scholars. Ten years earlier
and while yet an undergraduate, he had translated The
Ode on Saint Cecilia’s Day into Latin, and received the
warm thanks of the author, the great Mr. Pope, who
was so well-pleased with the performance of the young
student that he wrote him a letter requesting him to do
the same service to the Essay on Criticism. This also
Mr. Smart did, though he himself reaped no pecuniary
benefit from it. In 1745, the year after Pope’s death, he
became a Fellow of Pembroke College and in 1747 he
took his M.A. degree there. He chose no profession nor
studied for any, intending to earn a living by literary
work, which was to say, considering the times, that he
expected to live by his wits.

Certainly, his prospects were brighter and his ac-
knowledged attainments higher than had been the case
with any of the circle of famous men who greeted him on
his arrival in London. He was in receipt of an annual
allowance of £200 from the Duchess of Cleveland, and
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soon afterward the Government allowed him a pension
of £50 a year. Both of these, amounting to $1250
annually, were paid to him during life. From his
father I do not learn that he continued to receive any
addition to his income, nor is it probable that his wife,
whom he married the year he left Cambridge, brought
anything as her dowry.

In London, he became quickly intimate with all who
were eminent either for genius or for learning. John-
son, especially, welcomed him warmly; Garrick showed
his friendship by giving him a benefit at the Drury
Lane Theatre, and Smart quickly settled down to
serious work. He translated the fables of Phadrus
into English verse; he wrote some plays that received
more applause than they merited, and in 1756 he
brought out his prose translation of Horace, for which
the publishers paid him $500. This seems, perhaps, a
small return for such a work, but it was a large sum for
the times. The reading public was not extensive, and
the immediate sale of learned books was slow and very
limited. Yet it was ten times as much as Johnson had
himself received for any of his poetical works. Gold-
smith received but $300 for The Vicar of Wakefield, and
when his publisher gave him $500 for The Deserted
Village, he exclaimed that no poem could ever be worth
such an enormous sum and wished to return a part of it.
Moreover, if the decrease in the purchasing value of
money be considered, the sum even to-day will not seem
a trifling one. But Smart was so careless of money, he
was so heedless of the obligations that are imposed
by its use, and so impatient under the penalties that are
exacted by its neglect, that his affairs were in a con-
dition of constant and hopeless embarrassment. So,
to avoid perplexity, he incurred ruin, and, to escape dis-
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comfort, he found himself in a ‘““madhouse,” as they
very properly named the asylums for the insane in the
middle of the eighteenth century. Charles Reade has
described, in Hard Cash, the condition of such institu-
tions a hundred years later, when the spirit of humanity
had already somewhat mitigated their severity. We
will not follow Smart into his retreat; the way in which
he qualified himself for it alone engages us. Few
stranger stories are recorded in the annals of literature.

The prose translation of Horace was published in
1756. But the price paid for it seemed to him so
meager, in comparison with his inordinate expectation,
that he fell into a despondency that verged upon de-
spair. It isprobable that his eccentricities neither then,
nor at any subsequent time, warranted the diagnosis
of insanity, but soon afterward, in the expectation of
assuring his future, he fell into the merciless clutches of
the unscrupulous Gardiner, from which not even the in-
carceration in a madhouse, which resulted from the ac-
quaintance, could avail to extricate him. Still the first
step seemed innocent enough. He engaged to write
a monthly paper for The Universal Visitor.

The periodical essays of the eighteenth century had,
doubtless, more effect in smoothing the asperities of
English manners, in inculcating gentleness and modesty,
in “teaching the minor delicacies and inferior duties,”’
and in establishing good taste and propriety of conver-
sation in place of the awkwardness and indelicacy that
had up to that time disfigured current speech and
behavior in England, than all the works on virtue,
philosophy, and morality that had ever been published.
To read these delightful essays, enlivened by delicate
wit and gentle humor, was to pursue a practical course
in minor ethics. They were universally read, and,
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under their genial influence, English manners changed
visibly for the better during the century, an improve-
ment that may be reasonably ascribed in great part to
their influence. Their origin is sufficiently interesting
to detain us for a moment.

In 1703, a satire was published by a Mr. Foe, en-
titled The Shortest Way with the Dissenters, for writing
which the author was sentenced to be fined, to stand for
three days in the pillory, and to be imprisoned ‘‘during
the Queen’s pleasure.” The next year, apparently, the
Queen’s pleasure came to an end, for Mr. Foe was
enlarged from prison. He came out a new man. He
went in as Mr. Foe, he came out as Mr. Defoe, and
lived to write a circumstantial romance on 7he Great
Plague and a narrative of Robinson Crusoe, besides
many other books. Our present interest in him at this
period of his life centers in the fact that while in prison
he projected the Review, which appeared at first weekly,
then twice a week, then thrice weekly, and was written
much on the model of Roger L'Estrange’s series of po-
litical tracts that were issued during the preceding
century, under the name of the Observator. This was
in 1704.

Five years later, in 1709, Steele chose the same form
for his Tatler, and on March 1, 1711, appeared the first
number of the Spectator, which Steele regarded as a
monument to the friendship between himself and
Addison. On December 6, 1712, the Spectator came to
an end, and the next year the same writers started the
Guardian. Of the Tatler, 274 numbers were published;
of the Spectator, 555; and of the Guardian, 176. These
were the most famous members of an immense family of
similar enterprises which furnished entertainment to
London society. Fielding wrote the True Patriot, which
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ran from November, 1745, to June, 1746, the Champion,
and several others; Johnson followed the same path
with the Rambler in 1750 and the Idler in 1758; Dr.
Smollett founded the Critical Review in 1767, and the
series culminated in 1802 in the establishment of the
Edinburgh Review, the only one that has endured with-
out an intermission to our own time.

The success of some of these journals was immense.
Hundreds of them sprang up like the seed that fell upon
stony places and soon withered away because they had
no deepness of earth; but the Tatler, the Spectator, the
Guardian, and a few others, are of perennial interest and
of enduring value, containing some of the most delight-
ful essays, poems, and reviews that were ever written.
A somewhat similar demand has been appeased within
recent years by the multiplication of monthly maga-
zines, whose number and whose charm recall the jour-
nals of the eighteenth century, while confessing their
inferiority to their prototypes both in purpose and in
literary finish.

It was during the period of these journals that Gardi-
ner, the bookseller, conceived the unhappy project of
adding to their number by the monthly publication of
The Universal Visitor, and, as ill-luck would have it, he

‘fastened upon Christopher Smart to fill his pages for
him. In this enterprise, Smart was associated with a
Mr. Rolt, a gentleman otherwise unknown, and they
were to receive and divide between them the third part
of the profits arising from the venture. So far, so good.
If the contract had ended here, Smart might at least
have kept out of the madhouse. But, unfortunately,
Gardiner added a clause to the contract, by which
Smart bound himself “not to write for any other pub-
lication for an ensuing term of ninety-nine years.’
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Rolt probably signed the same agreement and bound
himself by a like obligation, but for Rolt nobody cares.
This surely was one of the strangest bargains that ever
avarice extorted from despair.

What could move the rapacious publisher to draw the
lease for this monstrous term of years [says De Quincey]
we cannot conjecture. Surely the villain might have been
content with threescore years and ten. But think of poor
Smart, two years after, upon another publisher applying
to him vainly for contributions, and angrily demanding
what possible objection could be made to offers so liberal,
being reduced to answer, ‘“No objection, sir, whatever,
except an unexpired term of ninety-seven years yet torun?”
The bookseller saw that he must not apply again in that
century; and, in fact, Smart could no longer let himself,
but must be sublet, if let at all, by the original lessee.

It never entered Smart’s head to test the validity of
such an outrageous contract by suing at law for a
release, and he was too proud to ask the advice of any
of his friends, who would gladly have assisted him in
such a strait; on the contrary, he promptly proceeded to
lose his mind and was for years immured in an asylum.

“I wrote for some months for the Visitor,” says Dr.
Johnson, “in the name of poor Smart, while he was
mad; not then knowing the terms on which he was
engaged, and thinking I was doing him a kindness.
I hoped his wits would soon return to him. Mine
returned to me, and I wrote for the Visitor no longer.”’

Such was Smart, the prose translator of Horace. It
must be added that, while he knew little of the world, he
saw less. One day a friend expostulated with him for
going about so little. “Why! I walk out every day,”
Smart replied. ‘‘Yes,” rejoined the other, ‘‘to the ale
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house; but you take good care to walk only one way.”’
“It is true,” admitted Smart, ‘“that I let them carry
me home.” But the excellence of his work has dis-
couraged imitation and daunted all later scholars.
His knowledge of the Latin tongue was as intimate as
his command of his own was admirable. For a century
and a half, Smart has been distinguished as the prose
translator of Horace.

But while the prose translation leaves little to desire
and less to amend, the same can by no means be as-
serted of any entire metrical version that has as yet
been presented to the world. Lord Lytton, Sir Philip
Francis, Professor Conington, Archdeacon Wrangham,
Sir Theodore Martin, and others have given us metrical
versions of all the odes, and an innumerable succession
of poets and scholars, from Milton to Eugene Field,
have translated single poems. No ancient poet has
tempted so many men to translate him and has repaid
them soill. The question to be asked, says a writer in
Blackwood, is:

Why the Odes of Horace should be less tractable in the
hands of the translators than almost any other ancient
work? That they have been so is allowed on all hands.
They are the opprobrium poetarum. Everybody has tried
the adventure and nobody has succeeded. It is a fine
paradox to puzzle the critics, who bawl so loudly for literal
translations. No Latin poetry is so easy to construe, none
is so plain in diction, so unambitious in sentiment, so fa-
miliar in design and subject. They by no means answer our
preconceived ideas of this kind of writing. They are not
Pindaric Odes. By the term ‘“ Ode”’ we are immediately re-
minded of the cloudy effusions of Collins and of Gray—
lofty but obscure, magnificent but cumbrous and inflated
—of a soaring and original but yet a labored and unwieldy
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sublimity; high, misty, and picturesque. This is the re-
verse of the style of Horace.

The same writer, looking about for a reason, continues:

It is the poet, in short, whom we must attempt to translate,
rather than his work. We must endeavor to make his
spirit live again in our own times, and to treat his matter
as that spirit guided the pen. Since we cannot effect a
‘‘ consubstantial,” we must strive after something like a
‘‘real,” presence.

But the poet and his work cannot be thus separated.
To the translator, the poet is his work.

Dryden thought that the translator “should be true to
his author’s sense, but truer to his fame,’’ which seems
a trifle obscure. John Conington says, ‘ The first thing
at which, as it seems to me, a Horatian translator ought
to aim, is some kind of metrical conformity to the origi-
nal,” and as the result of this judgment he gave to his
verses an apparent correspondence in length to those of
Horace, without any attempt to reproduce the Horatian
meters themselves. This is, of course, not a ‘‘metrical
conformity’ at all. He has some excellent essays, of
which his version of the Vitas hinnuleo is one of the best:

“You fly me, Chloe, as o’er trackless hills

A young fawn runs her timorous dam to find,
When empty terror thrills
Of woods and whispering wind.

Whether ’tis Spring’s first shiver, faintly heard

Through the light leaves, or lizards in the brake
The rustling leaves have stirred—
Her heart, her knees, they quake.

Yet I who chase you no grim lion am,

No tiger fell to crush you in my gripe;
Come, learn to leave your dam,
For lover’s kisses ripe.”
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and Lord Lytton has given us a better version of the
same ode, on a similar model of apparent structural
agreement:

‘“ Like a fawn dost thou fly from me, Chloe,

Like a fawn that astray on the hilltops

Her shy mother misses and seeks

Vaguely stirred by the breeze and the forest.
Sighs the coming of Spring through the leaflets?
Slips the green lizard stirring a bramble?

Her knees knock together with fear,

And her heart beats aloud in its tremor.
Nay, but not as a merciless tiger,
Or an African lion, I chase thee:

Ah! cling to a mother no more

When thy girlhood is ripe for a lover.”

but neither Mr. Conington’s iambics nor Lord Lytton’s
anapests offer any resemblance to the metrical charm
of Horace’s noble Asclepiadeans, Pherecrateans, and
Glyconics.

Milton and Horace, when considering the diversity
of human pleasures, discover a strange congruity of
observation and display similar grace and urbanitas in
their descriptions. When Horace sings,

“nunc viridi membra sub arbuto
Stratus, nunc ad aque lene caput sacre’ *—

Milton seems to complete the strain,

‘“the waters murmuring
With such concert as they keep
Entice the dewy feathered sleep.”

* “Reclining either under the green trees or at the peaceful source of
some sacred stream.”
10
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Horace says,

 Multos castra juvant et lituo tube
Permixtus sonitus’ —

and Milton responds,

““ Towered cities please us then
And the busy hum of men.”

Horace sings,

“manet sub Jove frigido
Venator tenere conjugis immemor,
Seu visa est catulis cerva fidelibus,
Seu rupit teretes Marsus aper plagas’ *—

and Milton answers,

‘¢ Oft listening how the hounds and horn
Cheerly rouse the slumbering morn,
From the side of some hoar hill,
Through the high wood echoing shrill.”

In the same spirit of thorough sympathy, Milton
translates the Quis multa, in a strain that no other
translator has excelled:

‘ What slender youth, bedewed with liquid odors,
Courts thee on roses in some pleasant cave,
Pyrrha? For whom bind’st thou
In wreaths thy golden hair.

““Plain in its neatness? O, how oft shall he
On faith and changéd gods complain, and seas
Rough with black winds, and storms
Unwonted shall admire,

" t“Camps please many, and the mingled notes of trumpet and
clarion.”

2 “The huntsman, forgetful of his tender spouse, lingers in the cold
night, if a hart is pursued by his faithful hounds, or a Marsian boar has
broken through the delicate nets.”
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“Who now enjoys thee, credulous, all gold,
Who always vacant, always amiable,
Hopes thee, of flattering gales
Unmindful! Hapless they

“ To whom thou untried seem’st fair! Me in my vowed
Picture, the sacred wall declares to have hung
My dank and dropping weeds
To the stern god of sea.”

and yet the words seem in the last stanza to have been
less condensed than crushed together, and ““potenti
maris deo” is not quite the same as “to the stern god
of sea.”

Byron had something of Horace in him, and perhaps
no better comparison between them can be found than
Byron himself has invited in his translation of the first
eight verses of the Justum et tenacem. Horace's lines
are,

“ Justum et tenacem propositi virum,
Non civium ardor prava jubentium,
Non vultus instantis tyranni,

Mente quatit solida, neque Auster

““ Dux inquieti turbidus Hadriee,
Nec fulminantis magna manus Jovis;
St fractus illabatur orbis
Impavidum ferient ruine’’ *—

* “Not the rage of the people pressing to hurtful measures, nor the
aspect of a threatening tyrant, can shake from his settled purpose a
man who is just and determined in his resolution; nor can the South
wind, that tumultuous ruler of the Adriatic, nor the mighty hand of
thundering Jove. If a crushed world should fall in upon him, the ruins
would strike him undismayed.”’—SMART.
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which Byron translates,

“The man of firm and steadfast soul
No factious clamors can control;
No threatening tyrant’s darkling brow
Can swerve him from his just intent;
Gales the warring waves which plow
By Auster on the billows spent,
To curb the Adriatic main,
Would awe his fix'd determined mind in vain.

“ Ay, and the red right arm of Jove
Hurtling his lightnings from above,
With all his terrors there unfurled,
He would unmoved, unawed, behold,
The flames of an expiring world
Again in crushing chaos rolled,
In vast promiscuous ruin hurled,
Might light his glorious funeral pile;
Still dauntless 'mid the wreck of earth he’d smile.”

Here, Horace is received according to the recipient,
and is uttered with a considerable increment of Byron.
Horace says, “If a crushed world should fall in upon
him, the ruins would strike him undismayed.” This
simple and vigorous figure Byron has expanded into
six verses. Horace uses seven words, Byron thirty-
six; Horace utters a vivid trope, Byron amplifies it
into a poem; Horace is restrained, Byron effusive; the
one is a poet, the other an orator.

And these verses of Horace are representative of his
work. You feel that there is in him as much strength
as in Byron, with much more self-control. The English-
man empties his quiver, but one divines in the Roman
poet kindly reticences and a restrained power. Such
was the ideal of Roman culture, whose only ostentation
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was the ostentation of a courtly simplicity and of a
refined indifference. There is no passion in Horace,
except as he almost raised the loyalty of friendship and
patriotism to that rank. He takes no step save upon
assured ground, and evokes no spirit that may prove
restive to his control. He is never mastered by his
emotion and always says less than he feels. His exact
value as a poet, as a satirist, and as a practitioner of life
has been long since ascertained and established, and
however tempting may be the impulse to utter new
words of appreciation, yet one cannot hope to add much
of value to what has been so often and so excellently
said. Room for one comment, indeed, remains, which
has not received due consideration, perhaps because it
involves a review of certain conditions that somewhat
offend modern prudery. This comment concerns
Horace's relations with women.

During the century between the restoration of the
House of Stuart and the death of George II., between
Lucy Walters and the Countess of Yarmouth (leaving
out the reigns of William III. and Anne), the example of
royal licentiousness found among the courtiers very
prevalent imitation. The road to the king’s favor lay
through the apartments of his mistresses, and John
Churchill was merely the most illustrious of the many
men whose path to fame led through that questionable
entrance. During precisely the same period, the mis-
tresses of the French kings, from La Valliére to Du
Barry, decided questions of state, bestowed bishoprics,
and nominated their friends to high station in the army
and navy of France; and because the Duc de Choiseul
neglected to haunt the chambers of Du Barry, the best
head in France was removed from his country’s service.
Eight hundred years earlier, the capital of Christendom
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was in the power of the two Theodoras and Marozia,
who made and deposed popes and emperors. This was
the true pornocracy, and not until the coming of Hilde-
brand did the papacy regain its moral ascendancy.
These three periods have been compared rashly with
the age of Augustus, but there is one distinction be-
tween them that invalidates the comparison, for, with
the development of Christianity, a new ideal, the ideal
of moral purity as a religious duty, had been introduced,
and now and forever after ruled the conscience of
Christendom; and the more generally the ideal of
chastity was recognized as a moral duty and a rule
of conduct, so much the greater was the degradation
resulting from its neglect or violation. Not that sexual
purity was unknown to the Romans of the Augustan
age. The admirable virtue of Lucretia, of Cornelia,
of Portia, still lived in Roman history and in Roman
tradition, and incited successive generations of noble
women to the practice of modesty and chastity; but
moral purity was as yet only a precept of philosophy
and had not become a religious duty. Among men it
was considered an intellectual attainment, among
women it was mainly the impulse of a virtuous nature.
Well, these barriers were insufficient. As a result of
neglecting this difference in moral tone between the two
epochs, moralists have visited upon Augustus and the
best of his successors the same hearty condemnation
that they have very properly lavished upon the dis-
graceful lives of Sergius III., Charles II., and Louis XV.;
while the biographers of Horace have endeavored to
mitigate his offense by the obviously inadequate ex-
pedient of diminishing the number of his mistresses.
When Augustus lay on his dying bed, he asked the
friends who surrounded him whether he had not well
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played his réle in the drama of life. Horace, too, wore a
mask, but it was not, like that of Augustus, the mask of
dissimulation, but that of repression. No one could be
more frankly outspoken than he. No shame accrued to
him from contact with the only kind of women whom his
odes celebrate, and indeed Lydia and Glycera compare
advantageously with the great ladies of Imperial Rome
—with Livia and Julia, and with their successors,
Agrippina, Drusilla, Messalina, and Poppaa. Horace,
to be sure, counsels Xanthias not to be ashamed of his
love for Phyllis, but Xanthias's shame arose from the
fact that Phyllis was a servant and not a free hetaira,and
the poet emphasizes his advice by reminding his friend
that Achilles, Ajax, and Agamemnon had also taken
slaves for their mistresses in Briseis, Tecmessa, and
Cassandra. It was not a question of morality but of
good taste. Nor is there any occasion to look askance
at Horace. We cannot see him as he was unless we
recognize his limitations, and to tell the truth about one
who told it so freely about himself is really an act of
justice. Moreover if the modern measure of propriety
were to be applied to Horace, the poet’s sportive wish
with which he concludes the third epode, to Macenas,
would cease to be playful.

Dryden translated several odes. His versions of the
Sic te diva, Vides ut alta, Beatus ille, and Tyrrhena regum
are admirable. At Dryden’s death the Exegi monu-
mentum was sung—less perhaps because his translations
had connected him with Horace, than as a fitting pro-
phecy of Dryden’s own immortality. His translation of
the Tyrrhena regum has been considered the highwater
mark of Horatian versions. In this ode Dryden is said
to have surpassed the original, but one is not consciously
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guilty of an injustice to Dryden in recalling Vadius’s
compliment to Trissotin when they are capping lauda-
tory extravagances in Les Femmes Savantes:

* Vos odes ont un air noble, galant et doux,
Qui laisse de bien loin votre Horace aprés vous.”

The Earl of Roscommon did three or four, of which
Dr. Johnson says, with his usual acuteness: ‘“His
versions of the Odes of Horace are made with great
liberty, which is not recompensed by much elegance or
vigor.” Mrs. Catherine Phillips having warmly com-
mended some of Roscommon’s poems, alluding to him
as ‘““one of the most promising young noblemen in
Ireland,” the Earl celebrated her in return, under
the name of “Orinda,” in one of his versions of the
Integer vite. It was a time when the affectation of
sentiment was esteemed above the genuine emotion,
when a compliment, to be relished, must first learn to
be insincere, and the more manifest the insincerity,
the better.

¢ Look round yonder dazzling row—""
says Mr. Congreve—

“ Who most does like an angel show,
You may be sure ’tis she.”

How many Celias, Selindas, Sabinas, Pastoras, do Ros-
common and Prior and Congreve celebrate with their
odious homage! Mrs. Phillips was Orinda, Sarah
Jennings, the Duchess of Marlborough, was Amaryllis.
But Waller surpassed them all. He endowed Lady
Dorothy Sidney with the name of Saccharin,—no,—
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Saccharissa, and poured forth at her feet verses as sweet
as her name. Lady Dorothy married the Earl of Sunder-
land and many years afterward, meeting her ancient
adorer, she asked him when he would send her some
more verses as fine as the ones she had received from
him of old. “When you are again as young and as
beautiful as you were then,’’ he replied, with less gallan-
try and more candor than perhaps the lady expected.
Does such a response throw the taint of odium over his
former protestations? With these fine gentlemen, love
is not a question of temperament but of temperature.
Roscommon, pretending to translate the Integer vite,
warbles to Orinda:

“While, ruled by a resistless fire,
Our great Orinda I admire,
The hungry wolves that see me stray
Unarmed and single, run away.

““The magic of Orinda’s name
Not only can their fierceness tame,
But if that mighty word I once rehearse,
They seem submissively to roar in verse.”

This is neither the language of love nor that of Horace.
Nor, indeed, is it a translation at all, unless one be
willing to concede Lucentio’s construction of the Hac
ibat Simots to be also a translation.

The Donec gratus Cruttwell considers to be “in an
artistic sense”” perhaps the jewel of the whole collection
of odes. “Here,” he says, “is an entire comedy played
in twenty-four lines in which the dialogue never be-
comes insipid, the action never flags.” This seems but
faint praise for this beautiful ode where every word
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gleams with life and wit. Scaliger, in an ecstasy of
admiration, said he would rather be the author of it
than be the Emperor of Rome. In the Donec gratus,
Horace comes within speaking distance of Burns.
My Spouse Nancy cannot be properly esteemed su-
perior in moral tone to the Domnec gratus, although it
records a quarrel between a man and his wife instead of
a reconciliation between two informal lovers. In fact
it jars upon one’s sense of propriety vastly more than
the ode of Horace. Humanly speaking, one would
rather live with the Roman hetaira than with the
Scottish wife. Burns describes a lis pendens and implies
that the scene is a glimpse of the unending squabbles
of ill-starred matrimony; Horace’s freer art brings to a
happy finish an amiable encounter of amorous wit and
rounds it out with an admirable perfection of reconcilia-
tion. Surely, Virtue loses half of her merit and forfeits
all of her power when she makes herself undesirable.
Herein, Horace excels Burns in morality as well as in
artistic delicacy, but this judgment concerns these two
poems only. It would be manifestly unjust to compare
Horace and Burns as poets, simply on the strength of a
contrast between the Roman poet when he is confessedly
at his best, and the Scottish poet when he is very nearly
at his worst.

It would be tedious to enumerate all the English
versions of different odes that have filled the three
centuries between Sir Philip Sidney and Mr. Clarence
Cary. They have almost all been of interest and some
of eminent merit. A careful selection was made by Mr.
Jourdain in 1903, which, on the whole, contains the
best versions that I have seen. Since the date of Mr.
Jourdain’s compilation, there has appeared a book
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entitled, Horace for Modern Readers, of which, as the
latest word on Horace, something may properly be
said. It contains many inaccuracies of statement and
many violations of good taste, the enumeration of
which would be facile but the recital tedious. The
editors “claim the merit in this work of bringing the
attention of the public to the striking poetic talent of
De Vere.” This service had been already done, several
years earlier, by Mr. Jourdain, whose collection con-
tains eleven of De Vere's translations, a number that is
only exceeded by those of Mr. Rutherford Clark, who
contributes twelve, and by those of Mr. Jourdain him-
self, who supplies sixteen. And now that I have spoken
again of Mr. Jourdain’s collection, I must confess (for
who is satisfied with mere excellence?) that I was dis-
appointed on not finding Lord Lytton represented at
all, and I think Mr. Martin's version of the Nunc est
bibendum better than Lord Derby’s. The editors of
Horace for Modern Readers say, ‘‘The wise gods keep
in Caligian darkness the events of the future.” I
wondered at first where Caligia was to be found, but,
after a long search, I discovered, in one of the lost books
of Hermes Trismegistus, that ‘“Caligia’’ was the old
and hitherto unused name for the Country of the
Chitterlings. It has been sometimes confounded with
Nephelo-Coceygia. It is bounded on the north by
Cocytus, on the east by Valhalla, on the south by
Laputa, and on the west by Scotia, which does not
refer to the Land of Bannocks, but to the country which
the Greeks called Zxotiz, or the Land of Darkness.
It is easily found, though the road is traveled less now
than formerly, thanks to Mr. Carnegie’s library scheme
to eradicate, or at least to impoverish, ignorance, for
if you start from Mohammed’s Coffin and follow the
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cocklicranes, the East Wind will bear you to the misty
confines of Caligia, where the people live in windmills
and walk about with their heads in the clouds, dis-
cussing methods for the Suppression of Vice. Horace
thought to conceal all this by giving to ‘“‘caliginosa
nocte’’ the appearance of meaning simply ‘“‘in misty
night,”” but the editors of Horace for Modern Readers
have detected its really occult significance. There are,
moreover, among the metrical versions in this book, two
guests that have not on the wedding garment. One is
the Tu ne quesieris, in which the lines occur:

‘ Let’s drink the wine our taste prefers,
Forget exhaustion of the nerves,
Our local ills
And nervine pills.”

Farther from the spirit of Horace it would be difficult to
stray, but it is a marvel of delicacy when compared
with the horrible travesty of the Lydia, dic per omnes,
whose authorship it is to be hoped the editors of Horace
for Modern Readers will never disclose. This is not a
translation, it is not a paraphrase—it would be fulsome
flattery to call it a burlesque. It seems to have been
written for a wager in a contest of vulgarity. Lest this
opinion should seem too lenient, here are the hnes
themselves, the ipsissima verba:

“ By all the gods, O Lydia,
How did you get the knack
Of making so domestical
The former agile Mack?

“ He was clever with the discus,
And when he threw the dart

The people often said, ‘This cus
Is really very smart.’
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‘“ He drove the fastest horses too,
And pulled the jagged bit;

When they attempted any tricks
He simply would say ‘nit!’
““ They once took brave Achilles
And made of him a nurse,

But Lydia—or Phyllis—
I fear you've done Mack worse.”

There it is! Let it stand, as defining the nethermost
limit of impropriety! But who, Mr. Editor, per omnes te
deos oro, who is this insufferably vulgar “Mack”? And
yet the vulgarity is not really in Mack, whoever he may
be, but in the translator, who suppresses the elegant
Sybaris and substitutes this unseemly bounder.

A writer in Blackwood is of the opinion that ‘the
difficulty in rendering the spirit of Horace's lyrics
sufficiently clear in translation is materially increased
by the resort to rhyme; not so much because the true
meaning is often sacrificed to the necessities of rhyme,
but because rhyme itself is inseparably associated with
forms of poetry, whether medieval or modern, wholly
opposed to the essential genius of classic rhythm.”
This advice Lord Lytton illustrated and Milton antici-
pated in the two translations, already given, of the
Vitas hinnuleo, of the one and of the Quis multa of the
other. Much has been said in disparagement of
rhymed translations, but not enough to deter translators
from making them. And their instinct seems to have
been a true one. English verse without rhyme gives
one the effect of diffusion and incompleteness. In the
long array of English poets, one would search vainly
for a half-dozen who have achieved success in un-
rhymed verse. It seems to lack finish. If this be true,
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it becomes the very worst possible medium in which to
reproduce the carmina operosa of Horace. Every one
recognizes in them the perfection of metrical form, and
the finest and most elaborate structure of Roman poetry
can adequately be represented, if at all, only by the
most perfect poetical analogue in our own tongue. Even
with the finish that rhyme imparts to the English
version, Horace’s Alcaics and Asclepiadeans are poorly
enough represented by the mechanical see-saw of
English iambics. .

But as respects rhyme, there is yet something more to
say. The pleasure that we receive from the regular
recurrence of similar ultimate cadences was little known
and not at all understood by the Roman poets, but
nevertheless, it was vaguely felt. Cruttwell finds the
beginnings of rhyme in the Integer vite:

““ Pone me pigris—ubi nulla campis
Arbor estiva—recreatur aura’—

and every one has admired the multitudinous rhymes in
Virgil’s challenge to Bathyllus. There can be no doubt
that the Roman poets were pleased with these conso-
nances. Admiring uncertainly the beauty of casual
rhymes, they yet had not learned to produce them
regularly and systematically. Their ear was startled
and pleased with the rounded recurrence of regular
consonance, but their mind could not clearly analyze,
nor their skill distinctly reproduce, the melodious charm.
Ovid, in the rush of hasty writing, was conscious of it;
Horace, in the ode that marks his highest lyric inspira-
tion, when his head touched the very stars, sublimi
sidera vertice, used it with true instinct. What a noble
fervor is in these lines!
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“ Qui primus alba risit adorea
Dirus per urbes Afer ut Italas,
Ceu flamma per tedas vel Eurus
Per Siculas equitavit undas.”

Suetonius, in his life of Cesar, has an epigram:

“Gallos Cesar in triumphum ducit, idem in curiam,
Galli braccos deposuerunt, latum clavum sumpserunt'’—

and it is in these perfectly finished distichs, these pol-
ished epigrams, that rhyme would certainly have found
its obvious use, if that use were understood, for it would
lend them an antithetical completeness that a longer
poem would not need. The lack of initiative among the
Roman men of letters has been often remarked. No
original form of verse arose among them. In the judg-
ment of Cesar, Cicero, Quintilian, and Scaliger, Terence
is one of the eminent poets of Rome. Well, Terence
took from the Greek both form and matter, and not
only did he openly acknowledge what it would have been
impossible for him to hide, but in the prologue to the
Heautontimoreumenos he even boasts of it. What the
Romans received they transmitted, and it was not until
three centuries after the death of Quintilian, that the
conscious addition of rhyme was first introduced into
those Latin hymns which breathe rather devotion than
poetry. Saint Jerome, who died in the year 420, quotes
some of these early Latin rhymes:
“ Qui pingit florem, non pingit floris odorem;
Si quis det mannos, ne quere in dentibus annos’—

which, by the way, seems the earliest form of the pro-
test against looking a gift horse in the mouth.

We have thus reviewed the various kinds of trans-
lations that have been up to this time made of Horace’s
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odes. Every variety of metrical form has been in turn
rejected and adopted except one, and that one has been
universally considered impracticable. So far as I know,
the attempt has never been openly made to reproduce
the original meters of the Roman poet.

There is no need to review the distinctions that are
well recognized between the quantity of Latin verse and
the accent that takes its place in English poetry. That
Latin meters can be not only represented but reproduced
is a part of the record of successful experiment. Tenny-
son’s Alcaics and Hendecasyllabics are well known, and
have been esteemed worthy of inclusion among his
published poems. Mr. Clough has some really remark-
able verses, which deserve more attention than they
seem to have received. They are Alcaics.

‘‘So spake the voice, and as with a single life
Instinct, the whole mass, fierce, irretainable,
Down on that unsuspecting host swept—
Down with the fury of winds that all night

* Upbrimming, sapping slowly the dyke, at dawn
Fall through the breach o’er holmstead and harvest, and
Heard roll a deluge; while the milkmaid
Trips in the dew, and remissly guiding

“Morn’s first uneven furrow, the farmer’s boy
Dreams out his dream. So, over the multitude
Safe-tented, uncontrolled and uncon-
trollably sped the avenger’s fury.”

Now, what if these lines were instinct, not with
nonsense, but with a luminous thought? Surely they
only need the spirit to breathe into them the breath of
life to become something more than an experiment, and
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what field so favorable for the attempt as the odes
themselves? I append, without further comment,
some of my versions, wherein I have reproduced the
Sapphics and Asclepiadeans of the original measures.

JAM SATIS

(Lesser Sapphics)

Direful hail and snow full enough from heaven

Father Jove has poured on the earth, and thunder

From his red right hand flashing down, has riven
Temples asunder,

Till the people feared lest the floods, restoring

Pyrrha’s ancient reign, should unseal their fountains,

When the seaborn herd of old Proteus, roaring,
Sought the high mountains;

When the fishes poised where the doves once nested,

When the frightened deer, all a-mort and weary,

Swam the shoreless waste where the waters rested
Soundless and dreary.

We ourselves have seen yellow Tiber rushing

Seaward down, impetuous, barriers-spurning,

Vesta's fane and towers of Numa crushing,
Cruelly turning

From his wonted course to become a ranger,

Like a boastful lord on his spouse dependant,

Moved by Rhea’s importunate grief to avenge her
Greatest descendant.

Youth, though few through guilt of their sires, shall listen
How the thirsty steel was for kinsmen whetted,
Which in Persian warfare would better glisten,

Bloodily wetted.

Ix
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What high power our doom can avert, restoring

Safety, peace to Rome ere her fall be ended?

How the holy maids may they pray, imploring
Vesta offended?

Who can purge our guilt with a charm unfailing

Sent by Jove? Apollo, come! God of healing,

Cloud engirt, thy luminous shoulders veiling,
Wisely concealing!

Or if thou wilt come, Queen of Love, auspicious,
While young Joy and gentle Desire surround thee,
Or if thou, O Mars! be to us propitious,

Pleading around thee,

Let the prayer reach thee of a race forsaken,

Rising o’er the din of ensanguined battle,

Where the Moor’s bright arms, from his horse death-shaken,
Clangorous rattle;

Or, in mortal form of transcendent beauty,

Earthward come, swift Son of fair Maia, deigning

Thine to avow the Cesar-avenging duty;
Joyously reigning,

Long delay thine airy return, sublimely

Rapt on coursers fleet of the storm-blast; rather

Life and Joy diffuse, nor from us untimely
Vanish, our Father!

Here await thee triumphs and glad ovations;

Vassal kings from Tigris and Thames and Eser,

Bearing gifts from savage and distant nations
Yield to thee—Ceesar!
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QUIS DESIDERIO

(Third Asclepiadean)

Who shall measure our tears, who be ashamed to grieve

For that head so beloved? Teach me, sad Muse, the strain

Wherewith, sung to the lyre thou didst from Jove receive,
Thy sweet voice may beguile our pain.

Lo! Quintilius lies, wrapped in eternal sleep!

Where shall Modesty search, urging a hopeless quest,

When shall Justice and Faith, Truth in her councils deep,
Find safe harbor in such a breast?

All good citizens mourned when he had passed away,

Thy tears, Virgil, and sighs plainly thy love accuse;

Vain thy sadness and grief! Vain the attempt to pray,
Such petitions the gods refuse.

What though sweeter thy voice, richer than Orpheus’
strains,
Though in pity the rocks melt and the tigers weep,
Yet Love cannot restore life to the empty veins,
When that Herald of endless sleep

His dread summons hath served, ruthless to vow or prayer,

Driving onward his dim prey to the silent shore.

Bitter fate! But, alas! we must have patience where
Love and Hope can avail no more.



VIII

SOME FEATURES OF THE SCIENCE OF MEDICINE IN THE
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY

IT must not be forgotten that in medicine as in all
progressive, and especially in all intellectually progres-
sive, pursuits any distinct period of time is the offspring
of the previous and the parent of the succeeding period.
Ideas have come over into it from its predecessors and
have been transmitted with a variable increment of
development to its successors. In this way the seven-
teenth century is the child of the sixteenth and the
parent of the eighteenth century.

In searching for a vital point about which the achieve-
ments of this period may group themselves; in seeking
the one great fact that distinguishes the seventeenth
century from those that preceded it and those that fol-
lowed it, there can be little hesitation in acknowledging
the theory of the circulation of the blood to be the most
important contribution to medical science during this
period.

Prior to the discovery of Harvey, there had been
little advance on the view taken by Praxagoras of Cos
in the third century B.C. He is believed to have dis-
covered a distinction between the arteries and the veins,
according to which the veins carried blood, while the

arteries distributed the vital spirits through the body.
164
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The greater thickness of the arterial walls was rendered
necessary by the volatile character of their contents.
The vital spirits were not fluid nor were they visible.
They did not bubble in water as air would do. Accord-
ing to this theory, the blood that passed from the cut
end of an artery, when a limb was severed, had suddenly
been absorbed from the adjacent injured parts, the vital
spirits forcing this blood violently through the severed
artery.

It would seem as if the discovery of the valves in
the veins should have opened up the way so plainly that
the remaining step might follow immediately as a conse-
quence; but it is easy to be wise after the fact. Harvey
was long perplexed. ‘I found the subject so full of
difficulties,” he says in the Exercitatio, ‘‘that I was
ready to believe with Fracastorius (motum cordis solz
Deo cognitum fuisse), that the action of the heart could
be comprehended by God alone.” He pursued the
matter for years before the whole truth was opened to
him. At length, however, he was able to give a full
account of his great discovery in his work entitled
Exercitatio Anatomica de Motu Cordis et Sanguinis in
Animalibus, but there was no bookseller in London who
would publish it. So he went over with his manuscript
to Frankfort, where in 1628 it was finally printed and
issued.

EARLY SEVENTEENTH-CENTURY SCIENCE AND MEDICAL
THEORY

It was a strange world on which burst this sudden
gleam of unaccustomed light. The belief in the trans-
mutation of metals, the search for the elixir of life,
judicial astrology, magic, and witchcraft lay like a five-
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fold incubus on the minds of men. Let us take a pass-
ing glance at the attainments of the scientific mind in
the beginning of the seventeenth century.

The belief in the transmutability of the baser metals
into gold was as firm in the seventeenth century as in
the twelfth. It was not perhaps as prevalent, but it
was as sincere, and as eagerly prosecuted. It was
stimulated, moreover, by plausible successes in the past.
Raymond Lully was said to have changed fifty thousand
pounds of some other metal into gold for Edward I.
of England, and many instances of similar success still
held out vast promises of wealth and the power that
comes from wealth to the eager hopes of the contempo-
raries of Milton and Sir Thomas Browne. The word
“element’” was current at the time in a sense so near
to that which it now bears as to obscure the essential
difference between the two actual meanings. Every-
thing was thought to consist of one or more of the four
elements then recognized—earth, water, fire, and air—
but these so-called elements themselves were not
thought of as simple, homogeneous, indivisible bodies,
which is our present conception of an element. So the
metals were regarded as compounds, and mercury
and sulphur were thought to be their constituents. The
only necessity, then, for the production of gold was a
rule that would give the requisite directions as to the
amount of the mercury and of the sulphur required,
the degree of purity that was requisite in each, and the
temperature to which the mixture was to be exposed, as
well as the period of exposure. It was stated® as
an ascertained and familiar fact that gold was com-
posed of a most pure red sulphur and of the purest
quicksilver.

1 Charles Swan, Speculum Mundi.
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This metal is only perfect; all other is corruptible. It is
concocted with sufficient heat and mixture of sulphur,
whereas all other metals, either are not so well concocted, or
else they have not the due quantity of brimstone; and be-
cause Nature in all her works seeketh the best end, she in-
tendeth of all metals to make gold; but being hindered
either for want of good mixture or good concoction, she
bringeth forth other metals. Silver is the most pure metal
next unto gold. It hath an indifferent good concoction,
but it wanteth sufficient heat in the mixture and therefore
it looketh pale. It is a metal composed of pure white
mercury and of clear white brimstone or sulphur.

This book was published in the year 1635, the year
before Harvard College was founded. Sir Thomas
Browne was then thirty years old; Milton had already
achieved fame as a lyric poet, and Charles I. had occu-
pied the throne ten years. As an indication of the
tenacity of this belief, I may add that about the be-
ginning of the nineteenth century, Dr. Girianger of
Gottingen made the confident prediction that before
the nineteenth century had closed ‘“‘the transmutation
of metals will be generally known and practiced. Every
chemist will be able to make gold.”

If the transmutation of the metals was an appeal to
men’s thirst for power through the acquisition of wealth,
judicial astrology was an attempt to gratify their
desire to know what the future would bring to them as
individuals. It is believed that alchemy gave birth to
chemistry, and astrology to astronomy ; but this is only
partly true, for in each the method has been altered,
the purpose has changed, and the result altogether
differs. But in the seventeenth century everybody
believed in astrology. It was recognized by Parliament
and accepted by Oxford and Cambridge. The author
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of the Anatomy of Melancholy, Robert Burton, an
English clergyman and a resident fellow at Cambridge,
cast his own horoscope, and his life ended at the
moment he had predicted.

Bacon, in his Essay on Prophecies, says:

When I was in France I heard from one Dr. Pena, that the
queen-mother, who was given to curious arts, caused the
king her husband’s nativity to be calculated under a false
name; and the astrologer gave a judgment that he should be
killed in a duel; at which the queen laughed, knowing her
husband to be above challenges and duels.

But he was slain in a tournament, running against a
knight named Montgomery, whose lance was split, and
a splinter ran in at the king’s beaver and killed him.
Bacon died in 1626, two years before Harvey's book
appeared.

In the year 1647, the astrologer William Lilly was
consulted by King Charles I. as to some expedient that
would ensure the royal safety. The king’s horoscope
was cast and a way pointed out by which danger might
be averted; but among the crowd of royal counselors,
he neglected to follow the advice of the astrologer, and
lost his kingdom and his life. In 1651, Lilly pub-
lished a book called Monarchy or No Monarchy, con-
taining two hieroglyphic figures, copies of which are in
my possession, which seem to foretell the plague of 1665
and the great fire that destroyed the city of London
in 1666, fifteen years after the prophecy was published.
He also predicted the exact duration of the interregnum
and foretold the date of the Restoration.

In 1665, Lilly settled at Horsham and in 1670 he was
licensed to practice medicine. Lilly’s Grammar of
Astrology was so much in vogue at Cambridge that he
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dedicated a second edition to that university. John
Kepler, who died in 1630, and who discovered that the
planetary orbits are elliptic and not circular, was not
only an astronomer, but he also advanced astrology by
developing some of its theories. He even added five
aspects to the five that were in use before his time.
There was, to be sure, a strain of mysticism in Kepler’s
nature which brought him into sympathy with occult
forces.

As the production of gold promised power, and as as-
trology foretold the future, so the elixir of life held out
a certain hope of the renewal of youth. The quest of
the elixir was becoming less general and less confident
of success, but it had not entirely died out at the middle
of the following century, for Casanova duped Mme.
D'Urfey into a belief in his ability to rejuvenate her,
and he tells the story himself. Sir Thomas Browne, a
physician of well-merited fame, acknowledged that the
desire for length of days is not an unlawful one, but
he perceived the fallacy of the attempt to procure it.
He said:

Were there any hopes to outlive vice, or a point to be
superannuated from sin, it were worthy our knees to im-
plore the days of Methuselah. But age doth not rectify
but incurvate our natures, turning bad dispositions into
worser habits and, like diseases, brings on incurable vices;
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