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INTRODUCTION 
 
This textbook, Literature of the Modern Era,  is part of a series of literature textbooks 
exploring the history of extra-Biblical literature, published by The Puritans’ Home 
School Curriculum ( www.puritans.net ).  The series consists of anthologies of extra-
Biblical literature, divided into four eras: ancient, medieval, reformation, and modern.  
By ‘ancient’ is meant that period when paganism reigned in most of the cultures of the 
world.  By ‘medieval’ is meant that era when Christianity, at least in the nominal sense, 
became a dominant religion of the nations, especially those of Europe, yet the Bible upon 
which Christianity is based became increasingly shrouded to the people.   By 
‘reformation’ is meant that era when nominal Christianity re-discovered the Bible as the 
foundation of knowledge, and sought to implement it as such in the world.  And, finally, 
by ‘modern’ is meant that era when secular humanism became the ascendant cultural 
force, in place of Biblical Christianity, yet the attainments of the Protestant Reformation 
were not lost in the awareness of the people.  So in this textbook we focus upon the 
literature of that era when man by and large abandoned Biblical Christianity for 
humanism. 
 
Each chapter in this texbook’s anthology of modern literature will include prefatory 
background information along with excerpts from the work itself.    
 
Virtually all of the contents of Literature of the Modern Era are available on the internet.  
Literature of the Modern Era gives the website addresses of the literature so students 
wanting to study certain works more in depth may do so.  There is now a plethora of such 
resources available on the internet.  And we hope a course using Literature of the Modern 
Era as the textbook will encourage further study by students, using these resources. 
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CHAPTER 1 : THE DISCOURSE ON METHOD BY RENE 
DESCARTES  

 
 
Background Information 
 
Following the era of Protestant Reformation, there was a great spiritual declension that 
progressively overtook the nations of the world, especially in the West.  There was an 
abandonment of the great principles which marked the Reformation.  Its effects were felt 
in literature as well as many other disciplines.  
 
René Descartes (1596 –1650) was a notable “Enlightenment” thinker who paved the way 
into the modern era.  He was a noted French philosopher, mathematician, and scientist. 
Dubbed the "Founder of Modern Philosophy" and the "Father of Modern Mathematics," 
he ranks as one of the most important and influential thinkers of modern times.   Though 
a life-long Roman Catholic, Descartes spent much of his life in Protestant nations like the 
Netherlands and Sweden.  It is to their shame that they tolerated such a corrupter of 
religion in the Protestant nations. 
 

One of his most famous and influential works is The Discourse on Method, excerpted 
below.   The Discourse on Method is best known as the source of the famous quotation 
"cogito ergo sum", "I think, therefore I am." In addition, it contains Descartes' first 
introduction of the Cartesian coordinate system.   With this work, the idea of skepticism 
was revived from the ancients such as Sextus Empiricus and modified to account for a 
truth that Descartes found to be incontrovertible. Descartes started his line of reasoning 
by doubting everything, so as to assess the world from a fresh perspective, clear of any 
preconceived notions.  In other words, he rejected man’s reliance on God’s revealed 
word, placing his own intellect on a higher plain.  With this false start, denying the 
necessity of presuppositional faith in the word of God, it was inevitable that his 
philosophy would be thoroughly anti-scriptural and humanistic.  This false start forms the 
foundation of secular humanism which has characterized the modern era. 

 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
 DISCOURSE ON THE METHOD OF RIGHTLY CONDUCTING THE REASON, 
                   AND SEEKING TRUTH IN THE SCIENCES    by Rene Descartes 
…. 
 
PART IV 
 
I am in doubt as to the propriety of making my first meditations in the 
place above mentioned matter of discourse; for these are so metaphysical, 
and so uncommon, as not, perhaps, to be acceptable to every one.  And yet, 
that it may be determined whether the foundations that I have laid are 
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sufficiently secure, I find myself in a measure constrained to advert to 
them.  I had long before remarked that, in relation to practice, it is 
sometimes necessary to adopt, as if above doubt, opinions which we discern 
to be highly uncertain, as has been already said; but as I then desired to 
give my attention solely to the search after truth, I thought that a 
procedure exactly the opposite was called for, and that I ought to reject 
as absolutely false all opinions in regard to which I could suppose the 
least ground for doubt, in order to ascertain whether after that there 
remained aught in my belief that was wholly indubitable.  Accordingly, 
seeing that our senses sometimes deceive us, I was willing to suppose that 
there existed nothing really such as they presented to us; and because 
some men err in reasoning, and fall into paralogisms, even on the simplest 
matters of geometry, I, convinced that I was as open to error as any 
other, rejected as false all the reasonings I had hitherto taken for 
demonstrations; and finally, when I considered that the very same thoughts 
(presentations) which we experience when awake may also be experienced 
when we are asleep, while there is at that time not one of them true, I 
supposed that all the objects (presentations) that had ever entered into 
my mind when awake, had in them no more truth than the illusions of my 
dreams.  But immediately upon this I observed that, whilst I thus wished to 
think that all was false, it was absolutely necessary that I, who thus 
thought, should be somewhat; and as I observed that this truth, I think, 
therefore I am (COGITO ERGO SUM), was so certain and of such evidence that 
no ground of doubt, however extravagant, could be alleged by the sceptics 
capable of shaking it, I concluded that I might, without scruple, accept 
it as the first principle of the philosophy of which I was in search 
 
In the next place, I attentively examined what I was and as I observed 
that I could suppose that I had no body, and that there was no world nor 
any place in which I might be; but that I could not therefore suppose that 
I was not; and that, on the contrary, from the very circumstance that I 
thought to doubt of the truth of other things, it most clearly and 
certainly followed that I was; while, on the other hand, if I had only 
ceased to think, although all the other objects which I had ever imagined 
had been in reality existent, I would have had no reason to believe that I 
existed; I thence concluded that I was a substance whose whole essence or 
nature consists only in thinking, and which, that it may exist, has need 
of no place, nor is dependent on any material thing; so that " I," that is 
to say, the mind by which I am what I am, is wholly distinct from the 
body, and is  even more easily known than the latter, and is such, that 
although the latter were not, it would still continue to be all that it is. 
 
After this I inquired in general into what is essential I to the truth and 
certainty of a proposition; for since I had discovered one which I knew to 
be true, I thought that I must likewise be able to discover the ground of 
this certitude.  And as I observed that in the words I think, therefore I 
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am, there is nothing at all which gives me assurance of their truth beyond 
this, that I see very clearly that in order to think it is necessary to 
exist, I concluded that I might take, as a general rule, the principle, 
that all the things which we very clearly and distinctly conceive are 
true, only observing, however, that there is some difficulty in rightly 
determining the objects which we distinctly conceive. 
 
In the next place, from reflecting on the circumstance that I doubted, and 
that consequently my being was not wholly perfect (for I clearly saw that 
it was a greater perfection to know than to doubt), I was led to inquire 
whence I had learned to think of something more perfect than myself; and I 
clearly recognized that I must hold this notion from some nature which in 
reality was more perfect.  As for the thoughts of many other objects 
external to me, as of the sky, the earth, light, heat, and a thousand 
more, I was less at a loss to know whence these came; for since I remarked 
in them nothing which seemed to render them superior to myself, I could 
believe that, if these were true, they were dependencies on my own nature, 
in so far as it possessed a certain perfection, and, if they were false, 
that I held them from nothing, that is to say, that they were in me 
because of a certain imperfection of my nature.  But this could not be the 
case with-the idea of a nature more perfect than myself; for to receive it 
from nothing was a thing manifestly impossible; and, because it is not 
less repugnant that the more perfect should be an effect of, and 
dependence on the less perfect, than that something should proceed from 
nothing, it was equally impossible that I could hold it from myself: 
accordingly, it but remained that it had been placed in me by a nature 
which was in reality more perfect than mine, and which even possessed 
within itself all the perfections of which I could form any idea; that is 
to say, in a single word, which was God.  And to this I added that, since I 
knew some perfections which I did not possess, I was not the only being in 
existence (I will here, with your permission, freely use the terms of the 
schools); but, on the contrary, that there was of necessity some other 
more perfect Being upon whom I was dependent, and from whom I had received 
all that I possessed; for if I had existed alone, and independently of 
every other being, so as to have had from myself all the perfection, 
however little, which I actually possessed, I should have been able, for 
the same reason, to have had from myself the whole remainder of 
perfection, of the want of which I was conscious, and thus could of myself 
have become infinite, eternal, immutable, omniscient, all-powerful, and, 
in fine, have possessed all the perfections which I could recognize in 
God.  For in order to know the nature of God (whose existence has been 
established by the preceding reasonings), as far as my own nature 
permitted, I had only to consider in reference to all the properties of 
which I found in my  mind some idea, whether their possession was a mark 
of perfection; and I was assured that no one which indicated any 
imperfection was in him, and that none of the rest was awanting.  Thus I 
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perceived that doubt, inconstancy,  sadness, and such like, could not be 
found in God, since I myself would have been happy to be free from them. 
Besides, I had ideas of many sensible and corporeal things; for although I 
might suppose that I was dreaming, and that all which I saw or imagined 
was false, I could not, nevertheless, deny that the ideas were in reality 
in my thoughts.  But, because I had already very clearly recognized in 
myself that the intelligent nature is distinct from the corporeal, and as 
I observed that all composition is an evidence of dependency, and that a 
state of dependency is manifestly a state of imperfection, I therefore 
determined that it could not be a perfection in God to be compounded of 
these two natures and that consequently he was not so compounded; but that 
if there were any bodies in the world, or even any intelligences, or other 
natures that were not wholly perfect, their existence depended on his power 
in such a way that they could not subsist without him for a single moment. 
 
I was disposed straightway to search for other truths and when I had 
represented to myself the object of the geometers, which I conceived to be 
a continuous body or a space indefinitely extended in length, breadth, and 
height or depth, divisible into divers parts which admit of different 
figures and sizes, and of being moved or transposed in all manner of ways 
(for all this the geometers suppose to be in the object they contemplate), 
I went over some of their simplest demonstrations.  And, in the first 
place, I observed, that the great certitude which by common consent is 
accorded to these demonstrations, is founded solely upon this, that they 
are clearly conceived in accordance with the rules I have already laid 
down In the next place, I perceived that there was nothing at all in these 
demonstrations which could assure me of the existence of their object: 
thus, for example, supposing a triangle to be given, I distinctly 
perceived that its three angles were necessarily equal to two right 
angles, but I did not on that account perceive anything which could assure 
me that any triangle existed:  while, on the contrary, recurring to the 
examination of the idea of a Perfect Being, I found that the existence of 
the Being was comprised in the idea in the same way that the equality of 
its three angles to two right angles is comprised in the idea of a 
triangle, or as in the idea of a sphere, the equidistance of all points on 
its surface from the center, or even still more clearly; and that 
consequently it is at least as certain that God, who is this Perfect 
Being, is, or exists, as any demonstration of geometry can be. 
 
But the reason which leads many to persuade them selves that there is a 
difficulty in knowing this truth, and even also in knowing what their mind 
really is, is that they never raise their thoughts above sensible objects, 
and are so accustomed to consider nothing except by way of imagination, 
which is a mode of thinking limited to material objects, that all that is 
not imaginable seems to them not intelligible.  The truth of this is 
sufficiently manifest from the single circumstance, that the philosophers 
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of the schools accept as a maxim that there is nothing in the 
understanding which was not previously in the senses, in which however it 
is certain that the ideas of God and of the soul have never been; and it 
appears to me that they who make use of their imagination to comprehend 
these ideas do exactly the some thing as if, in order to hear sounds or 
smell odors, they strove to avail themselves of their eyes; unless indeed 
that there is this difference, that the sense of sight does not afford us 
an inferior assurance to those of smell or hearing; in place of which, 
neither our imagination nor our senses can give us assurance of anything 
unless our understanding intervene. 
 
Finally, if there be still persons who are not sufficiently persuaded of 
the existence of God and of the soul, by the reasons I have adduced, I am 
desirous that they should know that all the other propositions, of the 
truth of which they deem themselves perhaps more assured, as that we have 
a body, and that there exist stars and an earth, and such like, are less 
certain; for, although we have a moral assurance of these things, which is 
so strong that there is an appearance of extravagance in doubting of their 
existence, yet at the same time no one, unless his intellect is impaired, 
can deny, when the question relates to a metaphysical certitude, that 
there is sufficient reason to exclude entire assurance, in the observation 
that when asleep we can in the same way imagine ourselves possessed of 
another body and that we see other stars and another earth, when there is 
nothing of the kind.  For how do we know that the thoughts which occur in 
dreaming are false rather than those other which we experience when awake, 
since the former are often not less vivid and distinct than the latter? 
And though men of the highest genius study this question as long as they 
please, I do not believe that they will be able to give any reason which 
can be sufficient to remove this doubt, unless they presuppose the 
existence of God.  For, in the first place even the principle which I have 
already taken as a rule, viz., that all the things which we clearly and 
distinctly conceive are true, is certain only because God is or exists and 
because he is a Perfect Being, and because all that we possess is derived 
from him:  whence it follows that our ideas or notions, which to the extent 
of their clearness and distinctness are real, and proceed from God, must 
to that extent be true.  Accordingly, whereas we not infrequently have ideas 
or notions in which some falsity is contained, this can only be the case with 
such as are to some extent confused and obscure, and in this proceed from 
nothing (participate of negation), that is, exist in us thus confused because 
we are not wholly perfect.  And it is evident that it is not less repugnant 
that falsity or imperfection, in so far as it is imperfection, should proceed 
from God, than that truth or perfection should proceed from nothing.  But if 
we did not know that all which we possess of real and true proceeds from a 
Perfect and Infinite Being, however clear and distinct our ideas might be, 
we should have no ground on that account for the assurance that they possessed 
the perfection of being true. 
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But after the knowledge of God and of the soul has rendered us certain of 
this rule, we can easily understand that the truth of the thoughts we 
experience when awake, ought not in the slightest degree to be called in 
question on account of the illusions of our dreams.  For if it happened 
that an individual, even when asleep, had some very distinct idea, as, for 
example, if a geometer should discover some new demonstration, the 
circumstance of his being asleep would not militate against its truth; and 
as for the most ordinary error of our dreams, which consists in their 
representing to us various objects in the same way as our external senses, 
this is not prejudicial, since it leads us very properly to suspect the 
truth of the ideas of sense; for we are not infrequently deceived in the 
same manner when awake; as when persons in the jaundice see all objects 
yellow, or when the stars or bodies at a great distance appear to us much 
smaller than they are.  For, in fine, whether awake or asleep, we ought 
never to allow ourselves to be persuaded of the truth of anything unless 
on the evidence of our reason.  And it must be noted that I say of our 
reason, and not of our imagination or of our senses:  thus, for example, 
although we very clearly see the sun, we ought not therefore to determine 
that it is only of the size which our sense of sight presents; and we may 
very distinctly imagine the head of a lion joined to the body of a goat, 
without being therefore shut up to the conclusion that a chimaera exists; 
for it is not a dictate of reason that what we thus see or imagine is in 
reality existent; but it plainly tells us that all our ideas or notions 
contain in them some truth; for otherwise it could not be that God, who is 
wholly perfect and veracious, should have placed them in us.  And because 
our reasonings are never so clear or so complete during sleep as when we 
are awake, although sometimes the acts of our imagination are then as 
lively and distinct, if not more so than in our waking moments, reason 
further dictates that, since all our thoughts cannot be true because of 
our partial imperfection, those possessing truth must infallibly be found 
in the experience of our waking moments rather than in that of our dreams… 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext93/dcart10.txt   
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CHAPTER 2 :  ETHICS OF BARUCH SPINOZA 

Background Information 
 
Another immigrant into the Protestant nation of the Netherlands who helped to corrupt 
the religion of the Protestant nations was Baruch Spinoza (1632 –1677).  Spinoza was a 
Jewish-Dutch philosopher. He is considered one of the leading rationalists of 17th-
century philosophy and, by virtue of his magnum opus the Ethics (excerpted below), one 
of the definitive secular humanist ethicists. His writings, like those of his fellow 
rationalists, reveal considerable mathematical training and facility. Spinoza was a lens 
crafter by trade, an exciting engineering field at the time because of great discoveries 
being made by telescopes. The full impact of his work only took effect some time after 
his death and after the publication of his Opera Posthuma. He is now seen as having 
prepared the way for the 18th century Enlightenment, and as a founder of modern biblical 
criticism. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

 
PART I 

CONCERNING GOD.�
 

DEFINITIONS.  

    I. By that which is self-caused, I mean that of which the essence involves existence, 
or that of which the nature is only conceivable as existent. 

    II. A thing is called finite after its kind, when it can be limited by another thing of 
the same nature; for instance, a body is called finite because we always conceive 
another greater body. So, also, a thought is limited by another thought, but a body is 
not limited by thought, nor a thought by body. 

    III. By substance, I mean that which is in itself, and is conceived through itself; in 
other words, that of which a conception can be formed independently of any other 
conception. 

    IV. By attribute, I mean that which the intellect perceives as constituting the 
essence of substance. 

    V. By mode, I mean the modifications ["Affectiones"] of substance, or that which 
exists in, and is conceived through, something other than itself. 

    VI. By God, I mean a being absolutely infinite--that is, a substance consisting in 
infinite attributes, of which each expresses eternal and infinite essentiality. 
    Explanation.--I say absolutely infinite, not infinite after its kind: for, of a thing 
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infinite only after its kind, infinite attributes may be denied; but that which is 
absolutely infinite, contains in its essence whatever expresses reality, and involves no 
negation.  

    VII. That thing is called free, which exists solely by the necessity of its own nature, 
and of which the action is determined by itself alone. On the other hand, that thing is 
necessary, or rather constrained, which is determined by something external to itself 
to a fixed and definite method of existence or action. 

    VIII. By eternity, I mean existence itself, in so far as it is conceived necessarily to 
follow solely from the definition of that which is eternal. 
    Explanation.--Existence of this kind is conceived as an eternal truth, like the 
essence of a thing, and, therefore, cannot be explained by means of continuance or 
time, though continuance may be conceived without a beginning or end. 

AXIOMS.  

    I. Everything which exists, exists either in itself or in something else. 

    II. That which cannot be conceived through anything else must be conceived 
through itself. 

    III. From a given definite cause an effect necessarily follows; and, on the other 
hand, if no definite cause be granted, it is impossible that an effect can follow. 

    IV. The knowledge of an effect depends on and involves the knowledge of a cause. 

    V. Things which have nothing in common cannot be understood, the one by means 
of the other; the conception of one does not involve the conception of the other. 

    VI. A true idea must correspond with its ideate or object. 

    VII. If a thing can be conceived as non-existing, its essence does not involve 
existence. 

  

PROPOSITIONS. 

PROP. I. Substance is by nature prior to its modifications. 
Proof.--This is clear from Def. iii. and v.  

  

PROP. II. Two substances whose attributes are different have nothing in common. 
Proof.--Also evident from Def. iii. For each must exist in itself, and be conceived through itself; 
in other words, the conception of one does not imply the conception of the other.  

  

PROP. III. Things which have nothing in common cannot be one the cause of the 
other. 
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Proof.--If they have nothing in common, it follows that one cannot be apprehended by means of 
the other (Ax. v.), and, therefore, one cannot be the cause of the other (Ax. iv.).  Q.E.D.  

  

PROP. IV. Two or more distinct things are distinguished one from the other either by 
the difference of the attributes of the substances, or by the difference of their 
modifications. 
Proof.--Everything which exists, exists either in itself or in something else (Ax. i.),--that is (by 
Def. iii. and v.), nothing is granted in addition to the understanding, except substance and its 
modifications. Nothing is, therefore, given besides the understanding, by which several things 
may be distinguished one from the other, except the substances, or, in other words (see Ax. iv.), 
their attributes and modifications.  Q.E.D.  

  

PROP. V. There cannot exist in the universe two or more substances having the same 
nature or attribute. 
Proof.--If several distinct substances be granted, they must be distinguished one from the other, 
either by the difference of their attributes, or by the difference of their modifications (Prop. iv.). 
If only by the difference of their attributes, it will be granted that there cannot be more than one 
with an identical attribute. If by the difference of their modifications--as substance is naturally 
prior to its modifications (Prop. i.),--it follows that setting the modifications aside, and 
considering substance in itself, that is truly (Def. iii. and vi.), there cannot be conceived one 
substance different from another,--that is (by Prop. iv.), there cannot be granted several 
substances, but one substance only.  Q.E.D.  

  

PROP. VI. One substance cannot be produced by another substance. 
Proof.--It is impossible that there should be in the universe two substances with an identical 
attribute, i. e., which have anything common to them both (Prop. ii.), and, therefore (Prop. iii.), 
one cannot be the cause of another, neither can one be produced by the other.   Q.E.D.  
Corollary.--Hence it follows that a substance cannot be produced by anything external to itself. 
For in the universe nothing is granted, save substances and their modifications (as appears from 
Ax. i. and Def. iii. and v.). Now (by the last Prop.) substance cannot be produced by another 
substance, therefore it cannot be produced by anything external itself.  Q. E. D.  This is shown 
still more readily by the absurdity of the contradictory. For, if substance be produced by an 
external cause, the knowledge of it would depend on the knowledge of its cause (Ax. iv.), and 
(by Def. iii.) it would itself not be substance.  

  

PROP. VII. Existence belongs to the nature of substance. 
Proof.-- Substance cannot be produced by anything external (Corollary, Prop. vi.), it must, 
therefore, be its own cause--that is, its essence necessarily involves existence, or existence 
belongs to its nature.  Q.E.D.  
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PROP. VIII. Every substance is necessarily infinite. 
Proof.--There can be only one substance with an identical attribute, and existence follows from 
its nature (Prop. vii.); its nature, therefore, involves existence, either as finite or infinite. It does 
not exist as finite, for (by Def. ii.) it would then be limited by something else of the same kind, 
which would also necessarily exist (Prop. vii.); and there would be two substances with an 
identical attribute, which is absurd (Prop. v.). It therefore exists as infinite.  Q.E.D.  
Note I.--As finite existence involves a partial negation, and infinite existence is the absolute 
affirmation of the given nature, it follows (solely from Prop. vii.) that every substance is 
necessarily infinite.  

Note II.--No doubt it will be difficult for those who think about things loosely, and have not been 
accustomed to know them by their primary causes, to comprehend the demonstrations of Prop. 
vii.: for such persons make no distinction between the modifications of substances and the 
substances themselves, and are ignorant of the manner in which things are produced; hence they 
attribute to substances the beginning which they observe in natural objects. Those who are 
ignorant of true causes, make complete confusion--think that trees might talk just as well as men-
-that men might be formed from stones as well as from seed; and imagine that any form might be 
changed into any other. So, also, those who confuse the two natures, divine and human, readily 
attribute human passions to the deity, especially so long as they do not know how passions 
originate in the mind. But, if people would consider the nature of substance, they would have no 
doubt about the truth of Prop. vii. In fact, this proposition would be a universal axiom, and 
accounted a truism. For, by substance, would be understood that which is in itself, and is 
conceived through itself--that is, something of which the conception requires not the conception 
of anything else; whereas modifications exist in something external to themselves, and a 
conception of them is formed by means of a conception of the thing in which they exist. 
Therefore, we may have true ideas of non-existent modifications; for, although they may have no 
actual existence apart from the conceiving intellect, yet their essence is so involved in something 
external to themselves that they may through it be conceived. Whereas the only truth substances 
can have, external to the intellect, must consist in their existence, because they are conceived 
through themselves. Therefore, for a person to say that he has a clear and distinct--that is, a true--
idea of a substance, but that he is not sure whether such substance exists, would be the same as if 
he said that he had a true idea, but was not sure whether or no it was false (a little consideration 
will make this plain); or if any one affirmed that substance is created, it would be the same as 
saying that a false idea was true--in short, the height of absurdity. It must, then, necessarily be 
admitted that the existence of substance as its essence is an eternal truth. And we can hence 
conclude by another process of reasoning--that there is but one such substance. I think that this 
may profitably be done at once; and, in order to proceed regularly with the demonstration, we 
must premise:--  
    1. The true definition of a thing neither involves nor expresses anything beyond the nature of 
the thing defined. From this it follows that--  
    2. No definition implies or expresses a certain number of individuals, inasmuch as it expresses 
nothing beyond the nature of the thing defined. For instance, the definition of a triangle 
expresses nothing beyond the actual nature of a triangle: it does not imply any fixed number of 
triangles.  
    3. There is necessarily for each individual existent thing a cause why it should exist.  
    4. This cause of existence must either be contained in the nature and definition of the thing 
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defined, or must be postulated apart from such definition.  
    It therefore follows that, if a given number of individual things exist in nature, there must be 
some cause for the existence of exactly that number, neither more nor less. For example, if 
twenty men exist in the universe (for simplicity's sake, I will suppose them existing 
simultaneously, and to have had no predecessors), and we want to account for the existence of 
these twenty men, it will not be enough to show the cause of human existence in general; we 
must also show why there are exactly twenty men, neither more nor less: for a cause must be 
assigned for the existence of each individual. Now this cause cannot be contained in the actual 
nature of man, for the true definition of man does not involve any consideration of the number 
twenty. Consequently, the cause for the existence of these twenty men, and, consequently, of 
each of them, must necessarily be sought externally to each individual. Hence we may lay down 
the absolute rule, that everything which may consist of several individuals must have an external 
cause. And, as it has been shown already that existence appertains to the nature of substance, 
existence must necessarily be included in its definition; and from its definition alone existence 
must be deducible. But from its definition (as we have shown, Notes ii., iii.), we cannot infer the 
existence of several substances; therefore it follows that there is only one substance of the same 
nature.  Q.E.D.  

… 

PART V 
ON THE POWER OF THE UNDERSTANDING, OR OF 

HUMAN FREEDOM.�
 

PREFACE.  

AT length I pass to the remaining portion of my Ethics, which is concerned with the way 
leading to freedom. I shall therefore treat therein of the power of the reason, showing how far 
the reason can control the emotions, and what is the nature of Mental Freedom or Blessedness; 
we shall then be able to see, how much more powerful the wise man is than the ignorant. It is 
no part of my design to point out the method and means whereby the understanding may be 
perfected, nor to show the skill whereby the body may be so tended, as to be capable of the due 
performance of its functions. The latter question lies in the province of Medicine, the former in 
the province of Logic. Here, therefore, I repeat, I shall treat only of the power of the mind, or 
of reason; and I shall mainly show the extent and nature of its dominion over the emotions, for 
their control and moderation. That we do not possess absolute dominion over them, I have 
already shown. Yet the Stoics have thought, that the emotions depended absolutely on our will, 
and that we could absolutely govern them. But these philosophers were compelled, by the 
protest of experience, not from their own principles, to confess, that no slight practice and zeal 
is needed to control and moderate them: and this someone endeavoured to illustrate by the 
example (if I remember rightly) of two dogs, the one a house-dog and the other a hunting-dog. 
For by long training it could be brought about, that the house-dog should become accustomed 
to hunt, and the hunting-dog to cease from running after hares. To this opinion Descartes not a 
little inclines. For he maintained, that the soul or mind is specially united to a particular part of 
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the brain, namely, to that part called the pineal gland, by the aid of which the mind is enabled 
to feel all the movements which are set going in the body, and also external objects, and which 
the mind by a simple act of volition can put in motion in various ways. He asserted, that this 
gland is so suspended in the midst of the brain, that it could be moved by the slightest motion 
of the animal spirits: further, that this gland is suspended in the midst of the brain in as many 
different manners, as the animal spirits can impinge thereon; and, again, that as many different 
marks are impressed on the said gland, as there are different external objects which impel the 
animal spirits towards it; whence it follows, that if the will of the soul suspends the gland in a 
position, wherein it has already been suspended once before by the animal spirits driven in one 
way or another, the gland in its turn reacts on the said spirits, driving and determining them to 
the condition wherein they were, when repulsed before by a similar position of the gland. He 
further asserted, that every act of mental volition is united in nature to a certain given motion of 
the gland. For instance, whenever anyone desires to look at a remote object, the act of volition 
causes the pupil of the eye to dilate, whereas, if the person in question had only thought of the 
dilatation of the pupil, the mere wish to dilate it would not have brought about the result, 
inasmuch as the motion of the gland, which serves to impel the animal spirits towards the optic 
nerve in a way which would dilate or contract the pupil, is not associated in nature with the 
wish to dilate or contract the pupil, but with the wish to look at remote or very near objects. 
Lastly, he maintained that, although every motion of the aforesaid gland seems to have been 
united by nature to one particular thought out of the whole number of our thoughts from the 
very beginning of our life, yet it can nevertheless become through habituation associated with 
other thoughts; this he endeavours to prove in the Passions del l'âme, I. 50. He thence 
concludes, that there is no soul so weak, that it cannot, under proper direction, acquire absolute 
power over its passions. For passions as defined by him are "perceptions, or feelings, or 
disturbances of the soul, which are referred to the soul as species, and which (mark the 
expression) are produced, preserved, and strengthened through some movement of the spirits." 
(Passions del l'âme, I. 27.) But, seeing that we can join any motion of the gland, or 
consequently of the spirits, to any volition, the determination of the will depends entirely on 
our own powers; if, therefore, we determine our will with sure and firm decisions in the 
direction to which we wish our actions to tend, and associate the motions of the passions which 
we wish to acquire with the said decisions, we shall acquire an absolute dominion over our 
passions.Such is the doctrine of this illustrious philosopher (in so far as I gather it from his own 
words); it is one which, had it been less ingenious, I could hardly believe to have proceeded 
from so great a man. Indeed, I am lost in wonder, that a philosopher, who had stoutly asserted, 
that he would draw no conclusions which do not follow from self-evident premisses, and would 
affirm nothing which he did not clearly and distinctly perceive, and who had so often taken to 
task the scholastics for wishing to explain obscurities through occult qualities, could maintain a 
hypothesis, beside which occult qualities are commonplace. What does he understand, I ask, by 
the union of the mind and the body? What clear and distinct conception has he got of thought 
in most intimate union with a certain particle of extended matter? Truly I should like him to 
explain this union through its proximate cause. What clear and distinct conception has he got of 
thought in most intimate union with a certain particle of extended matter? What clear and 
distinct conception has he got of thought in most intimate union with a certain particle of 
extended matter? But he had so distinct a conception of mind being distinct from body, that he 
could not assign any particular cause of the union between the two, or of the mind itself, but 
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was obliged to have recourse to the cause of the whole universe, that is to God. Further, I 
should much like to know, what degree of motion the mind can impart to this pineal gland, and 
with what force can it hold it suspended? For I am in ignorance, whether this gland can be 
agitated more slowly or more quickly by the mind than by the animal spirits, and whether the 
motions of the passions, which we have closely united with firm decisions, cannot be again 
disjoined therefrom by physical causes; in which case it would follow that, although the mind 
firmly intended to face a given danger, and had united to this decision the motions of boldness, 
yet at the sight of the danger the gland might become suspended in a way, which would 
preclude the mind thinking of anything except running away. In truth, as there is no common 
standard of volition and motion, so is there no comparison possible between the powers of the 
mind and the power or strength of the body; consequently the strength of one cannot in any 
wise be determined by the strength of the other. We may also add, that there is no gland 
discoverable in the midst of the brain, so placed that it can thus easily be set in motion in so 
many ways, and also that all the nerves are not prolonged so far as the cavities of the brain. 
Lastly, I omit all the assertions which he makes concerning the will and its freedom, inasmuch 
as I have abundantly proved that his premisses are false. Therefore, since the power of the 
mind, as I have shown above, is defined by the understanding only, we shall determine solely 
by the knowledge of the mind the remedies against the emotions, which I believe all have had 
experience of, but do not accurately observe or distinctly see, and from the same basis we shall 
deduce all those conclusions, which have regard to the mind's blessedness.  

AXIOMS.  

    I. If two contrary actions be started in the same subject, a change must necessarily 
take place, either in both, or in one of the two, and continue until they cease to be 
contrary. 

    II. The power of an effect is defined by the power of its cause, in so far as its 
essence is explained or defined by the essence of its cause. 
    (This axiom is evident from III. vii.) 

  

PROPOSITIONS. 

PROP. I. Even as thoughts and the ideas of things are arranged and associated in 
the mind, so are the modifications of body or the images of things precisely in the 
same way arranged and associated in the body.  
Proof.--The order and connection of ideas is the same (II. vii.) as the order and connection of 
things, and vice versa the order and connection of things is the same (II. vi. Coroll. and II. vii.) 
as the order and connection of ideas. Wherefore, even as the order and connection of ideas in 
the mind takes place according to the order and association of modifications of the body (II. 
xviii.), so vice versa (III. ii.) the order and connection of modifications of the body takes place 
in accordance with the manner, in which thoughts and the ideas of things are arranged and 
associated in the mind.  Q.E.D.  
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PROP. II. If we remove a disturbance of the spirit, or emotion, from the thought of 
an external cause, and unite it to other thoughts then will the love or hatred towards 
that external cause, and also the vacillations of spirit which arise from these 
emotions, be destroyed.  
Proof.--That, which constitutes the reality of love or hatred, is pleasure or pain, accompanied 
by the idea of an external cause (Def. of the Emotions, vi. vii.); wherefore, when this cause is 
removed, the reality of love or hatred is removed with it; therefore these emotions and those 
which arise therefrom are destroyed.  Q.E.D.  

  

PROP. III. An emotion, which is a passion, ceases to be a passion, as soon as we 
form a clear and distinct idea thereof.  
Proof.--An emotion, which is a passion, is a confused idea (by the general Def. of the 
Emotions). If, therefore, we form a clear and distinct idea of a given emotion, that idea will 
only be distinguished from the emotion, in so far as it is referred to the mind only, by reason 
(II. xxi. and note); therefore (III. iii.), the emotion will cease to be a passion.  Q.E.D.  

Corollary.--An emotion therefore becomes more under our control, and the mind is less passive 
in respect to it, in proportion as it is more known to us.  

  

PROP. IV. There is no modification of the body, whereof we cannot form some clear 
and distinct conception.  
Proof.--Properties which are common to all things can only be conceived adequately (II. 
xxxviii.); therefore (II. xii. and Lemma ii after II. xiii.) there is no modification of the body, 
whereof we cannot form some clear and distinct conception.  Q.E.D.  

Corollary.--Hence it follows that there is no emotion, whereof we cannot form some clear and 
distinct conception. For an emotion is the idea of a modification of the body (by the general 
Def. of the Emotions), and must therefore (by the preceding Prop.) involve some clear and 
distinct conception. 

Note.--Seeing that there is nothing which is not followed by an effect (I. xxxvi.), and that we 
clearly and distinctly understand whatever follows from an idea, which in us is adequate (II. 
xl.), it follows that everyone has the power of clearly and distinctly understanding himself and 
his emotions, if not absolutely, at any rate in part, and consequently of bringing it about, that he 
should become less subject to them. To attain this result, therefore, we must chiefly direct our 
efforts to acquiring, as far as possible, a clear and distinct knowledge of every emotion, in 
order that the mind may thus, through emotion, be determined to think of those things which it 
clearly and distinctly perceives, and wherein it fully acquiesces: and thus that the emotion itself 
may be separated from the thought of an external cause, and may be associated with true 
thoughts; whence it will come to pass, not only that love, hatred, &c. will be destroyed (V. ii.), 
but also that the appetites or desires, which are wont to arise from such emotion, will become 
incapable of being excessive (IV. lxi.). For it must be especially remarked, that the appetite 
through which a man is said to be active, and that through which he is said to be passive is one 
and the same. For instance, we have shown that human nature is so constituted, that everyone 
desires his fellow-men to live after his own fashion (III. xxxi. note); in a man, who is not 
guided by reason, this appetite is a passion which is called ambition, and does not greatly differ 



 21

guided by reason, this appetite is a passion which is called ambition, and does not greatly differ 
from pride; whereas in a man, who lives by the dictates of reason, it is an activity or virtue 
which is called piety (IV. xxxvii note i. and second proof). In like manner all appetites or 
desires are only passions, in so far as they spring from inadequate ideas; the same results are 
accredited to virtue, when they are aroused or generated by adequate ideas. For all desires, 
whereby we are determined to any given action, may arise as much from adequate as from 
inadequate ideas (IV. lix.). Than this remedy for the emotions (to return to the point from 
which I started), which consists in a true knowledge thereof, nothing more excellent, being 
within our power, can be devised. For the mind has no other power save that of thinking and of 
forming, adequate ideas, as we have shown above (III. iii.). 

  

PROP. V. An emotion towards a thing, which we conceive simply, and not as 
necessary, or as contingent, or as possible, is, other conditions being equal, greater 
than any other emotion.  
Proof.--An emotion towards a thing, which we conceive to be free, is greater than one towards 
what we conceive to be necessary (III. xlix.), and, consequently, still greater than one towards 
what we conceive as possible, or contingent (IV. xi.). But to conceive a thing as free can be 
nothing else than to conceive it simply, while we are in ignorance of the causes whereby it has 
been determined to action (II. xxxv. note); therefore, an emotion towards a thing which we 
conceive simply is, other conditions being equal, greater than one, which we feel towards what 
is necessary, possible, or contingent, and, consequently, it is the greatest of all  Q.E.D.  

  

PROP. VI. The mind has greater power over the emotions and is less subject 
thereto, in so far as it understands all things as necessary.  
Proof.--The mind understands all things to be necessary (I. xxix.) and to be determined to 
existence and operation by an infinite chain of causes; therefore (by the foregoing Proposition), 
it thus far brings it about, that it is less subject to the emotions arising therefrom, and (III. 
xlviii.) feels less emotion towards the things themselves.  Q.E.D.  

Note.--The more this knowledge, that things are necessary, is applied to particular things, 
which we conceive more distinctly and vividly, the greater is the power of the mind over the 
emotions, as experience also testifies. For we see, that the pain arising from the loss of any 
good is mitigated, as soon as the man who has lost it perceives, that it could not by any means 
have been preserved. So also we see that no one pities an infant, because it cannot speak, walk, 
or reason, or lastly, because it passes so many years, as it were, in unconsciousness. Whereas, 
if most people were born full-grown and only one here and there as an infant, everyone would 
pity the infants; because infancy would not then be looked on as a state natural and necessary, 
but as a fault or delinquency in Nature; and we may note several other instances of the same 
sort. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work 

http://frank.mtsu.edu/~rbombard/RB/Spinoza/ethica-front.html  
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 CHAPTER 3 : JOHN BUNYAN’S PILGRIM’S PROGRESS 
 
Background Information 
 

Though the modern era has been dominated by secular humanist literature, it has not been 
bereft of Protestant literature.  Among the more famous Protestant works early in the 
modern era (or arguably classified as the end of the Reformation era) was John Bunyan’s 
Pilgrim’s Progress.   

John Bunyan had very little schooling. He followed his father in the tinker's trade, and he 
served in the parliamentary army from 1644 to 1647. Bunyan married in 1649 and lived 
in Elstow until 1655, when his wife died. He then moved to Bedford, and married again 
in 1659.    Like many others during his time, John Bunyan succumbed to various Baptist 
doctrinal errors, and he was received into the Baptist church in Bedford by immersion in 
1653.  In 1655, Bunyan became a deacon and began preaching. In 1658 he was indicted 
for preaching without a license. The authorities were fairly tolerant of him for a while, 
and he did not suffer imprisonment until November of 1660, when he was taken to the 
county jail in Silver Street, Bedford, and there confined (with the exception of a few 
weeks in 1666) for 12 years until January 1672. Bunyan afterward became pastor of the 
Bedford church. In March of 1675 he was again imprisoned for preaching publicly 
without a license, this time being held in the Bedford town jail. In just six months this 
time he was freed, (no doubt the authorities were growing weary of providing Bunyan 
with free shelter and food) and he was not bothered again by the authorities.  On a trip to 
London, John Bunyan caught a severe cold, and he died at the house of a friend at Snow 
Hill on August 31, 1688. His grave lies in the cemetery at Bunhill Fields in London.  

John Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress was first printed in England in 1678.  Since Bunyan’s 
time, The Pilgrim’s Progress, which recounts the allegorical journey of its hero 
“Christian” away from the “City of Destruction” on his way to the “Celestial City,” has 
become one of the most reprinted books ever.   

The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
 THE FIRST STAGE 

As I walked through the wilderness of this world, I lighted on a certain place where was a 
den,3 and laid me down in that place to sleep; and as I slept, I dreamed a dream. I 
dreamed, and behold, I saw a man clothed with rags, standing in a certain place, with his 
face from his own house, a book in his hand, and a great burden upon his back. Isa 64:6; 
Luke 14:33; Psalm 38:4. I looked and saw him open the book, and read therein; and as he 
read, he wept and trembled; and not being able longer to contain, he brake out with a 
lamentable cry, saying, “What shall I do?” Acts 2:37; 16:30; Habak 1:2,3. 

In this plight, therefore, he went home, and restrained himself as long as he could, that his 
wife and children should not perceive his distress; but he could not be silent long, 
because that his trouble increased. Wherefore at length he brake his mind to his wife and 
children; and thus he began to talk to them: “O, my dear wife,” said he, “and you the 
children of my bowels, I, your dear friend, am in myself undone by reason of a burden 
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that lieth hard upon me; moreover, I am certainly informed that this our city will be burnt 
with fire from heaven; in which fearful overthrow, both myself, with thee my wife, and 
you my sweet babes, shall miserably come to ruin, except (the which yet I see not) some 
way of escape can be found whereby we may be delivered.” At this his relations were 
sore amazed; not for that they believed that what he had said to them was true, but 
because they thought that some frenzy distemper had got into his head; therefore, it 
drawing towards night, and they hoping that sleep might settle his brains, with all haste 
they got him to bed. But the night was as troublesome to him as the day; wherefore, 
instead of sleeping, he spent it in sighs and tears. So when the morning was come, they 
would know how he did. He told them, “Worse and worse:” he also set to talking to them 
again; but they began to be hardened. They also thought to drive away his distemper by 
harsh and surly carriage to him; sometimes they would deride, sometimes they would 
chide, and sometimes they would quite neglect him. Wherefore he began to retire himself 
to his chamber to pray for and pity them, and also to condole his own misery; he would 
also walk solitarily in the fields, sometimes reading, and sometimes praying: and thus for 
some days he spent his time. 

Now I saw, upon a time, when he was walking in the fields, that he was (as he was wont) 
reading in his book, and greatly distressed in his mind; and as he read, he burst out, as he 
had done before, crying, “What shall I do to be saved?” Acts 16:30,31. 

I saw also that he looked this way, and that way, as if he would run; yet he stood still 
because (as I perceived) he could not tell which way to go. I looked then, and saw a man 
named Evangelist coming to him, and he asked, “Wherefore dost thou cry?” 

He answered, “Sir, I perceive, by the book in my hand, that I am condemned to die, and 
after that to come to judgment, Heb. 9:27; and I find that I am not willing to do the first, 
Job 10: 21,22, nor able to do the second.” Ezek. 22:14. 

Then said Evangelist, “Why not willing to die, since this life is attended with so many 
evils?” The man answered, “Because, I fear that this burden that is upon my back will 
sink me lower than the grave, and I shall fall into Tophet. Isa. 30:33. And Sir, if I be not 
fit to go to prison, I am not fit to go to judgment, and from thence to execution; and the 
thoughts of these things make me cry.” 

Then said Evangelist, “If this be thy condition, why standest thou still?” He answered, 
“Because I know not whither to go.” Then he gave him a parchment roll, and there was 
written within, “Fly from the wrath to come.” Matt. 3:7. 

The man therefore read it, and looking upon Evangelist very carefully, said, “Whither 
must I fly?” Then said Evangelist, (pointing with his finger over a very wide field,) “Do 
you see yonder wicket-gate?” Matt. 7:13,14. The man said, “No.” Then said the other, 
“Do you see yonder shining light?” Psalm 119:105; 2 Pet. 1:19. He said, “I think I do.” 
Then said Evangelist, “Keep that light in your eye, and go up directly thereto, so shalt 
thou see the gate; at which, when thou knockest, it shall be told thee what thou shalt do.” 
So I saw in my dream that the man began to run. Now he had not run far from his own 
door when his wife and children, perceiving it, began to cry after him to return; but the 
man put his fingers in his ears, and ran on crying, Life! life! eternal life! Luke 14:26. So 
he looked not behind him, Gen. 19:17, but fled towards the middle of the plain. 
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The neighbors also came out to see him run, Jer. 20:10; and as he ran, some mocked, 
others threatened, and some cried after him to return; and among those that did so, there 
were two that were resolved to fetch him back by force. The name of the one was 
Obstinate and the name of the other Pliable. Now by this time the man was got a good 
distance from them; but, however, they were resolved to pursue him, which they did, and 
in a little time they overtook him. Then said the man, “Neighbors, wherefore are you 
come?” They said, “To persuade you to go back with us.” But he said, “That can by no 
means be: you dwell,” said he, “in the city of Destruction, the place also where I was 
born: I see it to be so; and dying there, sooner or later, you will sink lower than the grave, 
into a place that burns with fire and brimstone: be content, good neighbors, and go along 
with me.” 

OBSTINATE: What, said Obstinate, and leave our friends and our comforts behind us! 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, said Christian, (for that was his name,) because that all which you 
forsake is not worthy to be compared with a little of that I am seeking to enjoy, 2 Cor. 
4:18; and if you will go along with me, and hold it, you shall fare as I myself; for there, 
where I go, is enough and to spare. Luke 15:17. Come away, and prove my words. 

OBSTINATE: What are the things you seek, since you leave all the world to find them? 

CHRISTIAN: I seek an inheritance incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not away, 1 
Peter 1:4; and it is laid up in heaven, and safe there, Heb. 11:16, to be bestowed, at the 
time appointed, on them that diligently seek it. Read it so, if you will, in my book. 

OBSTINATE: Tush, said Obstinate, away with your book; will you go back with us or 
no? 

CHRISTIAN: No, not I, said the other, because I have laid my hand to the plough. Luke 
9:62. 

OBSTINATE: Come then, neighbor Pliable, let us turn again, and go home without him: 
there is a company of these crazy-headed coxcombs, that when they take a fancy by the 
end, are wiser in their own eyes than seven men that can render a reason. 

PLIABLE: Then said Pliable, Don’t revile; if what the good Christian says is true, the 
things he looks after are better than ours: my heart inclines to go with my neighbor. 

OBSTINATE: What, more fools still! Be ruled by me, and go back; who knows whither 
such a brain-sick fellow will lead you? Go back, go back, and be wise. 

CHRISTIAN: Nay, but do thou come with thy neighbor Pliable; there are such things to 
be had which I spoke of, and many more glories besides. If you believe not me, read here 
in this book, and for the truth of what is expressed therein, behold, all is confirmed by the 
blood of Him that made it. Heb. 9: 17-21. 

PLIABLE: Well, neighbor Obstinate, said Pliable, I begin to come to a point; I intend to 
go along with this good man, and to cast in my lot with him: but, my good companion, do 
you know the way to this desired place? 

CHRISTIAN: I am directed by a man whose name is Evangelist, to speed me to a little 
gate that is before us, where we shall receive instructions about the way. 

PLIABLE: Come then, good neighbor, let us be going. Then they went both together. 



 25

OBSTINATE: And I will go back to my place, said Obstinate: I will be no companion of 
such misled, fantastical fellows. 

Now I saw in my dream, that when Obstinate was gone back, Christian and Pliable went 
talking over the plain; and thus they began their discourse. 

CHRISTIAN: Come, neighbor Pliable, how do you do? I am glad you are persuaded to 
go along with me. Had even Obstinate himself but felt what I have felt of the powers and 
terrors of what is yet unseen, he would not thus lightly have given us the back. 

PLIABLE: Come, neighbor Christian, since there are none but us two here, tell me now 
farther, what the things are, and how to be enjoyed, whither we are going. 

CHRISTIAN: I can better conceive of them with my mind, than speak of them with my 
tongue: but yet, since you are desirous to know, I will read of them in my book. 

PLIABLE: And do you think that the words of your book are certainly true? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, verily; for it was made by Him that cannot lie. Tit. 1:2. 

PLIABLE: Well said; what things are they? 

CHRISTIAN: There is an endless kingdom to be inhabited, and everlasting life to be 
given us, that we may inhabit that kingdom for ever. Isa. 65:17; John 10: 27-29. 

PLIABLE: Well said; and what else? 

CHRISTIAN: There are crowns of glory to be given us; and garments that will make us 
shine like the sun in the firmament of heaven. 2 Tim. 4:8; Rev. 22:5; Matt. 13:43. 

PLIABLE: This is very pleasant; and what else? 

CHRISTIAN: There shall be no more crying, nor sorrow; for he that is owner of the place 
will wipe all tears from our eyes. Isa. 25:8; Rev 7:16, 17; 21:4. 

PLIABLE: And what company shall we have there? 

CHRISTIAN: There we shall be with seraphims and cherubims, Isaiah 6:2; 1 Thess. 
4:16,17; Rev. 5:11; creatures that will dazzle your eyes to look on them. There also you 
shall meet with thousands and ten thousands that have gone before us to that place; none 
of them are hurtful, but loving and holy; every one walking in the sight of God, and 
standing in his presence with acceptance for ever. In a word, there we shall see the elders 
with their golden crowns, Rev. 4:4; there we shall see the holy virgins with their golden 
harps, Rev. 14:1-5; there we shall see men, that by the world were cut in pieces, burnt in 
flames, eaten of beasts, drowned in the seas, for the love they bare to the Lord of the 
place, John 12:25; all well, and clothed with immortality as with a garment. 2 Cor. 5:2. 

PLIABLE: The hearing of this is enough to ravish one’s heart. But are these things to be 
enjoyed? How shall we get to be sharers thereof? 

CHRISTIAN: The Lord, the governor of the country, hath recorded that in this book, 
Isaiah 55:1,2; John 6:37; 7:37; Rev. 21:6; 22:17; the substance of which is, if we be truly 
willing to have it, he will bestow it upon us freely. 

PLIABLE: Well, my good companion, glad am I to hear of these things: come on, let us 
mend our pace. 

CHRISTIAN: I cannot go as fast as I would, by reason of this burden that is on my back. 
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Now I saw in my dream, that just as they had ended this talk, they drew nigh to a very 
miry slough that was in the midst of the plain: and they being heedless, did both fall 
suddenly into the bog. The name of the slough was Despond. Here, therefore, they 
wallowed for a time, being grievously bedaubed with the dirt; and Christian, because of 
the burden that was on his back, began to sink in the mire. 

PLIABLE: Then said Pliable, Ah, neighbor Christian, where are you now? 

CHRISTIAN: Truly, said Christian, I do not know. 

PLIABLE: At this Pliable began to be offended, and angrily said to his fellow, Is this the 
happiness you have told me all this while of? If we have such ill speed at our first setting 
out, what may we expect between this and our journey’s end? May I get out again with 
my life, you shall possess the brave country alone for me. And with that he gave a 
desperate struggle or two, and got out of the mire on that side of the slough which was 
next to his own house: so away he went, and Christian saw him no more. 

Wherefore Christian was left to tumble in the Slough of Despond alone; but still he 
endeavored to struggle to that side of the slough that was farthest from his own house, 
and next to the wicket-gate; the which he did, but could not get out because of the burden 
that was upon his back: but I beheld in my dream, that a man came to him, whose name 
was Help, and asked him what he did there. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, said Christian, I was bid to go this way by a man called Evangelist, 
who directed me also to yonder gate, that I might escape the wrath to come. And as I was 
going thither, I fell in here. 

HELP: But why did not you look for the steps? 

CHRISTIAN: Fear followed me so hard that I fled the next way, and fell in. 

HELP: Then, said he, Give me thine hand: so he gave him his hand, and he drew him out, 
Psalm 40:2, and he set him upon sound ground, and bid him go on his way. 

Then I stepped to him that plucked him out, and said, “Sir, wherefore, since over this 
place is the way from the city of Destruction to yonder gate, is it, that this plat is not 
mended, that poor travellers might go thither with more security?” And he said unto me, 
“This miry slough is such a place as cannot be mended: it is the descent whither the scum 
and filth that attends conviction for sin doth continually run, and therefore it is called the 
Slough of Despond; for still, as the sinner is awakened about his lost condition, there 
arise in his soul many fears and doubts, and discouraging apprehensions, which all of 
them get together, and settle in this place: and this is the reason of the badness of this 
ground. 

“It is not the pleasure of the King that this place should remain so bad. Isa. 35:3,4. His 
laborers also have, by the direction of his Majesty’s surveyors, been for above this 
sixteen hundred years employed about this patch of ground, if perhaps it might have been 
mended: yea, and to my knowledge,” said he, “there have been swallowed up at least 
twenty thousand cart loads, yea, millions of wholesome instructions, that have at all 
seasons been brought from all places of the King’s dominions, (and they that can tell, say, 
they are the best materials to make good ground of the place,) if so be it might have been 
mended; but it is the Slough of Despond still, and so will be when they have done what 
they can. 
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“True, there are, by the direction of the Lawgiver, certain good and substantial steps, 
placed even through the very midst of this slough; but at such time as this place doth 
much spew out its filth, as it doth against change of weather, these steps are hardly seen; 
or if they be, men, through the dizziness of their heads, step beside, and then they are 
bemired to purpose, notwithstanding the steps be there: but the ground is good when they 
are once got in at the gate.” 1 Sam. 12:23. 

Now I saw in my dream, that by this time Pliable was got home to his house. So his 
neighbors came to visit him; and some of them called him wise man for coming back, 
and some called him fool for hazarding himself with Christian: others again did mock at 
his cowardliness, saying, “Surely, since you began to venture, I would not have been so 
base as to have given out for a few difficulties:” so Pliable sat sneaking among them. But 
at last he got more confidence, and then they all turned their tales, and began to deride 
poor Christian behind his back. And thus much concerning Pliable. 

Now as Christian was walking solitary by himself, he espied one afar off come crossing 
over the field to meet him; and their hap was to meet just as they were crossing the way 
of each other. The gentleman’s name that met him was Mr. Wordly Wiseman: he dwelt in 
the town of Carnal Policy, a very great town, and also hard by from whence Christian 
came. This man then, meeting with Christian, and having some inkling4 of him, (for 
Christian’s setting forth from the city of Destruction was much noised abroad, not only in 
the town where he dwelt, but also it began to be the town-talk in some other places)—Mr. 
Worldly Wiseman, therefore, having some guess of him, by beholding his laborious 
going, by observing his sighs and groans, and the like, began thus to enter into some talk 
with Christian. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: How now, good fellow, whither away after this burdened 
manner? 

CHRISTIAN: A burdened manner indeed, as ever I think poor creature had! And whereas 
you ask me, Whither away? I tell you, sir, I am going to yonder wicket-gate before me; 
for there, as I am informed, I shall be put into a way to be rid of my heavy burden. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: Hast thou a wife and children? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes; but I am so laden with this burden, that I cannot take that pleasure in 
them as formerly: methinks I am as if I had none. 1 Cor. 7:29. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: Wilt thou hearken to me, if I give thee counsel? 

CHRISTIAN: If it be good, I will; for I stand in need of good counsel. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: I would advise thee, then, that thou with all speed get 
thyself rid of thy burden; for thou wilt never be settled in thy mind till then: nor canst 
thou enjoy the benefits of the blessings which God hath bestowed upon thee till then. 

CHRISTIAN: That is that which I seek for, even to be rid of this heavy burden: but get it 
off myself I cannot, nor is there any man in our country that can take it off my shoulders; 
therefore am I going this way, as I told you, that I may be rid of my burden. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: Who bid thee go this way to be rid of thy burden? 

CHRISTIAN: A man that appeared to me to be a very great and honorable person: his 
name, as I remember, is Evangelist. 
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I beshrew5 him for his counsel! there is not a more dangerous and troublesome way in the 
world than is that into which he hath directed thee; and that thou shalt find, if thou wilt be 
ruled by his counsel. Thou hast met with something, as I perceive, already; for I see the 
dirt of the Slough of Despond is upon thee: but that slough is the beginning of the 
sorrows that do attend those that go on in that way. Hear me; I am older than thou: thou 
art like to meet with, in the way which thou goest, wearisomeness, painfulness, hunger, 
perils, nakedness, sword, lions, dragons, darkness, and, in a word, death, and what not. 
These things are certainly true, having been confirmed by many testimonies. And should 
a man so carelessly cast away himself, by giving heed to a stranger? 

CHRISTIAN: Why, sir, this burden on my back is more terrible to me than are all these 
things which you have mentioned: nay, methinks I care not what I meet with in the way, 
if so be I can also meet with deliverance from my burden. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: How camest thou by thy burden at first? 

CHRISTIAN: By reading this book in my hand. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: I thought so; and it has happened unto thee as to other 
weak men, who, meddling with things too high for them, do suddenly fall into thy 
distractions; which distractions do not only unman men, as thine I perceive have done 
thee, but they run them upon desperate ventures, to obtain they know not what. 

CHRISTIAN: I know what I would obtain; it is ease from my heavy burden. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: But why wilt thou seek for ease this way, seeing so many 
dangers attend it? especially since (hadst thou but patience to hear me) I could direct thee 
to the obtaining of what thou desirest, without the dangers that thou in this way wilt run 
thyself into. Yea, and the remedy is at hand. Besides, I will add, that instead of those 
dangers, thou shalt meet with much safety, friendship, and content. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, I pray open this secret to me. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: Why, in yonder village (the village is named Morality) 
there dwells a gentleman whose name is Legality, a very judicious man, and a man of a 
very good name, that has skill to help men off with such burdens as thine is from their 
shoulders; yea to my knowledge, he hath done a great deal of good this way; aye, and 
besides, he hath skill to cure those that are somewhat crazed in their wits with their 
burdens. To him, as I said, thou mayest go, and be helped presently. His house is not 
quite a mile from this place; and if he should not be at home himself, he hath a pretty 
young man to his son, whose name is Civility, that can do it (to speak on) as well as the 
old gentleman himself: there, I say, thou mayest be eased of thy burden; and if thou art 
not minded to go back to thy former habitation, (as indeed I would not wish thee,) thou 
mayest send for thy wife and children to this village, where there are houses now 
standing empty, one of which thou mayest have at a reasonable rate: provision is there 
also cheap and good; and that which will make thy life the more happy is, to be sure there 
thou shalt live by honest neighbors, in credit and good fashion. 

Now was Christian somewhat at a stand; but presently he concluded, If this be true which 
this gentleman hath said, my wisest course is to take his advice: and with that he thus 
farther spake. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, which is my way to this honest man’s house? 
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MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: Do you see yonder high hill? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, very well. 

MR. WORLDLY WISEMAN: By that hill you must go, and the first house you come at 
is his. 

So Christian turned out of his way to go to Mr. Legality’s house for help: but, behold, 
when he was got now hard by the hill, it seemed so high, and also that side of it that was 
next the way-side did hang so much over, that Christian was afraid to venture further, lest 
the hill should fall on his head; wherefore there he stood still, and wotted not what to do. 
Also his burden now seemed heavier to him than while he was in his way. There came 
also flashes of fire, Ex. 19:16, 18, out of the hill, that made Christian afraid that he should 
be burnt: here therefore he did sweat and quake for fear. Heb. 12:21. And now he began 
to be sorry that he had taken Mr. Worldly Wiseman’s counsel; and with that he saw 
Evangelist coming to meet him, at the sight also of whom he began to blush for shame. 
So Evangelist drew nearer and nearer; and coming up to him, he looked upon him, with a 
severe and dreadful countenance, and thus began to reason with Christian. 

EVANGELIST: What doest thou here, Christian? said he: at which words Christian knew 
not what to answer; wherefore at present he stood speechless before him. Then said 
Evangelist farther, Art not thou the man that I found crying without the walls of the city 
of Destruction? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, dear sir, I am the man. 

EVANGELIST: Did not I direct thee the way to the little wicket-gate? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, dear sir, said Christian. 

EVANGELIST: How is it then thou art so quickly turned aside? For thou art now out of 
the way. 

CHRISTIAN: I met with a gentleman so soon as I had got over the Slough of Despond, 
who persuaded me that I might, in the village before me, find a man that could take off 
my burden. 

EVANGELIST: What was he? 

CHRISTIAN: He looked like a gentleman, and talked much to me, and got me at last to 
yield: so I came hither; but when I beheld this hill, and how it hangs over the way, I 
suddenly made a stand, lest it should fall on my head. 

EVANGELIST: What said that gentleman to you? 

CHRISTIAN: Why, he asked me whither I was going; and I told him. 

EVANGELIST: And what said he then? 

CHRISTIAN: He asked me if I had a family; and I told him. But, said I, I am so laden 
with the burden that is on my back, that I cannot take pleasure in them as formerly. 

EVANGELIST: And what said he then? 

CHRISTIAN: He bid me with speed get rid of my burden; and I told him it was ease that 
I sought. And, said I, I am therefore going to yonder gate, to receive farther direction how 
I may get to the place of deliverance. So he said that he would show me a better way, and 
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short, not so attended with difficulties as the way, sir, that you set me in; which way, said 
he, will direct you to a gentleman’s house that hath skill to take off these burdens: so I 
believed him, and turned out of that way into this, if haply I might be soon eased of my 
burden. But when I came to this place, and beheld things as they are, I stopped, for fear 
(as I said) of danger: but I now know not what to do. 

EVANGELIST: Then said Evangelist, Stand still a little, that I show thee the words of 
God. So he stood trembling. Then said Evangelist, “See that ye refuse not Him that 
speaketh; for if they escaped not who refused him that spake on earth, much more shall 
not we escape, if we turn away from Him that speaketh from heaven.” Heb. 12:25. He 
said, moreover, “Now the just shall live by faith; but if any man draw back, my soul shall 
have no pleasure in him.” Heb. 10:38. He also did thus apply them: Thou art the man that 
art running into this misery; thou hast begun to reject the counsel of the Most High, and 
to draw back thy foot from the way of peace, even almost to the hazarding of thy 
perdition. 

Then Christian fell down at his feet as dead, crying, Woe is me, for I am undone! At the 
sight of which Evangelist caught him by the right hand, saying, “All manner of sin and 
blasphemies shall be forgiven unto men.” Matt. 12:31. “Be not faithless, but believing.” 
John 20:27. Then did Christian again a little revive, and stood up trembling, as at first, 
before Evangelist. 

Then Evangelist proceeded, saying, Give more earnest heed to the things that I shall tell 
thee of. I will now show thee who it was that deluded thee, and who it was also to whom 
he sent thee. The man that met thee is one Worldly Wiseman, and rightly is he so called; 
partly because he savoreth only the doctrine of this world, 1 John 4:5, (therefore he 
always goes to the town of Morality to church;) and partly because he loveth that doctrine 
best, for it saveth him best from the cross, Gal. 6:12: and because he is of this carnal 
temper, therefore he seeketh to pervert my ways, though right. Now there are three things 
in this man’s counsel that thou must utterly abhor. 

1. His turning thee out of the way. 

2. His laboring to render the cross odious to thee. 

3. And his setting thy feet in that way that leadeth unto the administration of death. 

First, Thou must abhor his turning thee out of the way; yea, and thine own consenting 
thereto; because this is to reject the counsel of God for the sake of the counsel of a 
Worldly Wiseman. The Lord says, “Strive to enter in at the straight gate,” Luke 13:24, 
the gate to which I send thee; “for strait is the gate that leadeth unto life, and few there be 
that find it.” Matt. 7:13,14. From this little wicket-gate, and from the way thereto, hath 
this wicked man turned thee, to the bringing of thee almost to destruction: hate, therefore, 
his turning thee out of the way, and abhor thyself for hearkening to him. 

Secondly, Thou must abhor his laboring to render the cross odious unto thee; for thou art 
to prefer it before the treasures of Egypt. Heb. 11:25,26. Besides, the King of glory hath 
told thee, that he that will save his life shall lose it. And he that comes after him, and 
hates not his father, and mother, and wife, and children, and brethren, and sisters, yea, 
and his own life also, he cannot be his disciple. Mark 8:38; John 12:25; Matt. 10:39; 
Luke 14:26. I say, therefore, for a man to labor to persuade thee that that shall be thy 
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death, without which, the truth hath said, thou canst not have eternal life, this doctrine 
thou must abhor. 

Thirdly, Thou must hate his setting of thy feet in the way that leadeth to the ministration 
of death. And for this thou must consider to whom he sent thee, and also how unable that 
person was to deliver thee from thy burden. 

He to whom thou wast sent for ease, being by name Legality, is the son of the bond-
woman which now is, and is in bondage with her children, Gal. 4:21-27, and is, in a 
mystery, this Mount Sinai, which thou hast feared will fall on thy head. Now if she with 
her children are in bondage, how canst thou expect by them to be made free? This 
Legality, therefore, is not able to set thee free from thy burden. No man was as yet ever 
rid of his burden by him; no, nor ever is like to be: ye cannot be justified by the works of 
the law; for by the deeds of the law no man living can be rid of his burden: Therefore Mr. 
Worldly Wiseman is an alien, and Mr. Legality is a cheat; and for his son Civility, 
notwithstanding his simpering looks, he is but a hypocrite, and cannot help thee. Believe 
me, there is nothing in all this noise that thou hast heard of these sottish men, but a design 
to beguile thee of thy salvation, by turning thee from the way in which I had set thee. 
After this, Evangelist called aloud to the heavens for confirmation of what he had said; 
and with that there came words and fire out of the mountain under which poor Christian 
stood, which made the hair of his flesh stand up. The words were pronounced: “As many 
as are of the works of the law, are under the curse; for it is written, Cursed is every one 
that continueth not in all things which are written in the book of the law to do them.” Gal. 
3:10. 

Now Christian looked for nothing but death, and began to cry out lamentably; even 
cursing the time in which he met with Mr. Worldly Wiseman; still calling himself a 
thousand fools for hearkening to his counsel. He also was greatly ashamed to think that 
this gentleman’s arguments, flowing only from the flesh, should have the prevalency with 
him so far as to cause him to forsake the right way. This done, he applied himself again to 
Evangelist in words and sense as follows. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, what think you? Is there any hope? May I now go back, and go up to 
the wicket-gate? Shall I not be abandoned for this, and sent back from thence ashamed? I 
am sorry I have hearkened to this man’s counsel; but may my sin be forgiven? 

EVANGELIST: Then said Evangelist to him, Thy sin is very great, for by it thou hast 
committed two evils: thou hast forsaken the way that is good, to tread in forbidden paths. 
Yet will the man at the gate receive thee, for he has good-will for men; only, said he, take 
heed that thou turn not aside again, lest thou “perish from the way, when his wrath is 
kindled but a little.” Psalm 2:12. 

THE SECOND STAGE 

Then did Christian address himself to go back; and Evangelist, after he had kissed him, 
gave him one smile, and bid him God speed; So he went on with haste, neither spake he 
to any man by the way; nor if any asked him, would he vouchsafe them an answer. He 
went like one that was all the while treading on forbidden ground, and could by no means 
think himself safe, till again he was got into the way which he had left to follow Mr. 
Worldly Wiseman’s counsel. So, in process of time, Christian got up to the gate. Now, 
over the gate there was written, “Knock, and it shall be opened unto you.” Matt. 7:7. 
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He knocked, therefore, more than once or twice, saying, 

“May I now enter here? Will he within  
Open to sorry me, though I have been  
An undeserving rebel? Then shall I  
Not fail to sing his lasting praise on high.” 

At last there came a grave person to the gate, named Goodwill, who asked who was there, 
and whence he came, and what he would have. 

CHRISTIAN: Here is a poor burdened sinner. I come from the city of Destruction, but 
am going to Mount Zion, that I may be delivered from the wrath to come; I would 
therefore, sir, since I am informed that by this gate is the way thither, know if you are 
willing to let me in. 

GOODWILL: I am willing with all my heart, said he; and with that he opened the gate. 

So when Christian was stepping in, the other gave him a pull. Then said Christian, What 
means that? The other told him, A little distance from this gate there is erected a strong 
castle, of which Beelzebub is the captain: from thence both he and they that are with him, 
shoot arrows at those that come up to this gate, if haply they may die before they can 
enter in. Then said Christian, I rejoice and tremble. So when he was got in, the man of the 
Gate asked him who directed him thither. 

CHRISTIAN: Evangelist bid me come hither and knock, as I did: and he said, that you, 
sir, would tell me what I must do. 

GOODWILL: An open door is set before thee, and no man can shut it. 

CHRISTIAN: Now I begin to reap the benefits of my hazards. 

GOODWILL: But how is it that you came alone? 

CHRISTIAN: Because none of my neighbors saw their danger as I saw mine. 

GOODWILL: Did any of them know of your coming? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, my wife and children saw me at the first, and called after me to turn 
again: also, some of my neighbors stood crying and calling after me to return; but I put 
my fingers in my ears, and so came on my way. 

GOODWILL: But did none of them follow you, to persuade you to go back? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, both Obstinate and Pliable; but when they saw that they could not 
prevail, Obstinate went railing back; but Pliable came with me a little way. 

GOODWILL: But why did he not come through? 

CHRISTIAN: We indeed came both together until we came to the Slough of Despond, 
into the which we also suddenly fell. And then was my neighbor Pliable discouraged, and 
would not venture farther. Wherefore, getting out again on the side next to his own house, 
he told me I should possess the brave country alone for him: so he went his way, and I 
came mine; he after Obstinate, and I to this gate. 

GOODWILL: Then said Goodwill, Alas, poor man; is the celestial glory of so little 
esteem with him, that he counteth it not worth running the hazard of a few difficulties to 
obtain it? 
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CHRISTIAN: Truly, said Christian, I have said the truth of Pliable; and if I should also 
say all the truth of myself, it will appear there is no betterment betwixt him and myself. It 
is true, he went back to his own house, but I also turned aside to go in the way of death, 
being persuaded thereto by the carnal arguments of one Mr. Worldly Wiseman. 

GOODWILL: Oh, did he light upon you? What, he would have had you have seek for 
ease at the hands of Mr. Legality! They are both of them a very cheat. But did you take 
his counsel? 

CHRISTIAN: Yes, as far as I durst. I went to find out Mr. Legality, until I thought that 
the mountain that stands by his house would have fallen upon my head; wherefore there I 
was forced to stop. 

GOODWILL: That mountain has been the death of many, and will be the death of many 
more: it is well you escaped being by it dashed in pieces. 

CHRISTIAN: Why truly I do not know what had become of me there, had not Evangelist 
happily met me again as I was musing in the midst of my dumps; but it was God’s mercy 
that he came to me again, for else I had never come hither. But now I am come, such a 
one as I am, more fit indeed for death by that mountain, than thus to stand talking with 
my Lord. But O, what a favor is this to me, that yet I am admitted entrance here! 

GOODWILL: We make no objections against any, notwithstanding all that they have 
done before they come hither; they in no wise are cast out. John 6:37. And therefore good 
Christian, come a little way with me, and I will teach thee about the way thou must go. 
Look before thee; dost thou see this narrow way? That is the way thou must go. It was 
cast up by the patriarchs, prophets, Christ, and his apostles, and it is as strait as a rule can 
make it; this is the way thou must go. 

CHRISTIAN: But, said Christian, are there no turnings nor windings, by which a stranger 
may lose his way? 

GOODWILL: Yes, there are many ways butt down upon this, and they are crooked and 
wide: but thus thou mayest distinguish the right from the wrong, the right only being 
strait and narrow. Matt. 7:14. 

Then I saw in my dream, that Christian asked him further, if he could not help him off 
with his burden that was upon his back. For as yet he had not got rid thereof; nor could he 
by any means get it off without help. 

He told him, “As to thy burden, be content to bear it until thou comest to the place of 
deliverance; for there it will fall from thy back of itself.” 

Then Christian began to gird up his loins, and to address himself to his journey. So the 
other told him, that by that he was gone some distance from the gate, he would come to 
the house of the Interpreter, at whose door he should knock, and he would show him 
excellent things. Then Christian took his leave of his friend, and he again bid him God 
speed. 

Then he went on till he came at the house of the Interpreter,6 where he knocked over and 
over. At last one came to the door, and asked who was there. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, here is a traveller, who was bid by an acquaintance of the good man of 
this house to call here for my profit; I would therefore speak with the master of the house. 
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So he called for the master of the house, who, after a little time, came to Christian, and 
asked him what he would have. 

CHRISTIAN: Sir, said Christian, I am a man that am come from the city of Destruction, 
and am going to the Mount Zion; and I was told by the man that stands at the gate at the 
head of this way, that if I called here you would show me excellent things, such as would 
be helpful to me on my journey. 

INTERPRETER: Then said Interpreter, Come in; I will show thee that which will be 
profitable to thee. So he commanded his man to light the candle, and bid Christian follow 
him; so he had him into a private room, and bid his man open a door; the which when he 
had done, Christian saw the picture a very grave person hang up against the wall; and this 
was the fashion of it: It had eyes lifted up to heaven, the best of books in his hand, the 
law of truth was written upon its lips, the world was behind its back; it stood as if it 
pleaded with men, and a crown of gold did hang over its head. 

CHRISTIAN: Then said Christian, What means this? 

INTERPRETER: The man whose picture this is, is one of a thousand: he can beget 
children, 1 Cor. 4:15, travail in birth with children, Gal. 4:19, and nurse them himself 
when they are born. And whereas thou seest him with his eyes lift up to heaven, the best 
of books in his hand, and the law of truth writ on his lips: it is to show thee, that his work 
is to know, and unfold dark things to sinners; even as also thou seest him stand as if he 
pleaded with men. And whereas thou seest the world as cast behind him, and that a crown 
hangs over his head; that is to show thee, that slighting and despising the things that are 
present, for the love that he hath to his Master’s service, he is sure in the world that 
comes next, to have glory for his reward. Now, said the Interpreter, I have showed thee 
this picture first, because the man whose picture this is, is the only man whom the Lord 
of the place whither thou art going hath authorized to be thy guide in all difficult places 
thou mayest meet with in the way: wherefore take good heed to what I have showed thee, 
and bear well in thy mind what thou hast seen, lest in thy journey thou meet with some 
that pretend to lead thee right, but their way goes down to death. 

Then he took him by the hand, and led him into a very large parlor that was full of dust, 
because never swept; the which after he had reviewed it a little while, the Interpreter 
called for a man to sweep. Now, when he began to sweep, the dust began so abundantly 
to fly about, that Christian had almost therewith been choked. Then said the Interpreter to 
a damsel that stood by, “Bring hither water, and sprinkle the room;” the which when she 
had done, it was swept and cleansed with pleasure. 

CHRISTIAN: Then said Christian, What means this? 

INTERPRETER: The Interpreter answered, This parlor is the heart of a man that was 
never sanctified by the sweet grace of the Gospel. The dust is his original sin, and inward 
corruptions, that have defiled the whole man. He that began to sweep at first, is the law; 
but she that brought water, and did sprinkle it, is the Gospel. Now whereas thou sawest, 
that so soon as the first began to sweep, the dust did so fly about that the room by him 
could not be cleansed, but that thou wast almost choked therewith; this is to show thee, 
that the law, instead of cleansing the heart (by its working) from sin, doth revive, Rom. 
7:9, put strength into, 1 Cor. 15:56, and increase it in the soul, Rom. 5:20, even as it doth 
discover and forbid it; for it doth not give power to subdue. Again, as thou sawest the 
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damsel sprinkle the room with water, upon which it was cleansed with pleasure, this is to 
show thee, that when the Gospel comes in the sweet and precious influences thereof to 
the heart, then, I say, even as thou sawest the damsel lay the dust by sprinkling the floor 
with water, so is sin vanquished and subdued, and the soul made clean, through the faith 
of it, and consequently fit for the King of glory to inhabit. John 15:3; Eph. 5:26; Acts 
15:9; Rom. 16:25,26. 

I saw moreover in my dream, that the Interpreter took him by the hand, and had him into 
a little room, where sat two little children, each one in his chair. The name of the eldest 
was Passion, and the name of the other Patience. Passion seemed to be much disconted, 
but Patience was very quiet. Then Christian asked, “What is the reason of the discontent 
of Passion?” The Interpreter answered, “The governor of them would have him stay for 
his best things till the beginning of the next year, but he will have all now; but Patience is 
willing to wait.” 

Then I saw that one came to Passion, and brought him a bag of treasure, and poured it 
down at his feet: the which he took up, and rejoiced therein, and withal laughed Patience 
to scorn. But I beheld but a while, and he had lavished all away, and had nothing left him 
but rags. 

CHRISTIAN: Then said Christian to the Interpreter, Expound this matter more fully to 
me. 

INTERPRETER: So he said, These two lads are figures; Passion of the men of this 
world, and Patience of the men of that which is to come; for, as here thou seest, passion 
will have all now, this year, that is to say, in this world; so are the men of this world: 
They must have all their good things now; they cannot stay till the next year, that is, until 
the next world, for their portion of good. That proverb, “A bird in the hand is worth two 
in the bush,” is of more authority with them than are all the divine testimonies of the 
good of the world to come. But as thou sawest that he had quickly lavished all away, and 
had presently left him nothing but rags, so will it be with all such men at the end of this 
world. 

CHRISTIAN: Then said Christian, Now I see that Patience has the best wisdom, and that 
upon many accounts. 1. Because he stays for the best things. 2. And also because he will 
have the glory of his, when the other has nothing but rags. 

INTERPRETER: Nay, you may add another, to wit, the glory of the next world will 
never wear out; but these are suddenly gone. Therefore Passion had not so much reason 
to laugh at Patience because he had his good things first, as Patience will have to laugh at 
Passion because he had his best things last; for first must give place to last, because last 
must have his time to come: but last gives place to nothing, for there is not another to 
succeed. He, therefore, that hath his portion first, must needs have a time to spend it; but 
he that hath his portion last, must have it lastingly: therefore it is said of Dives, “In thy 
lifetime thou receivedst thy good things, and likewise Lazarus evil things; but now he is 
comforted, and thou art tormented.” Luke 16:25. 

CHRISTIAN: Then I perceive it is not best to cover things that are now, but to wait for 
things to come. 

INTERPRETER: You say truth: for the things that are seen are temporal, but the things 
that are not seen are eternal. 2 Cor. 4:18. But though this be so, yet since things present 
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and our fleshly appetite are such near neighbors one to another; and again, because things 
to come and carnal sense are such strangers one to another; therefore it is, that the first of 
these so suddenly fall into amity, and that distance is so continued between the second. 

Then I saw in my dream, that the Interpreter took Christian by the hand, and led him into 
a place where was a fire burning against a wall, and one standing by it, always casting 
much water upon it, to quench it; yet did the fire burn higher and hotter. 

Then said Christian, What means this? 

The Interpreter answered, This fire is the work of grace that is wrought in the heart; he 
that casts water upon it, to extinguish and put it out, is the devil: but in that thou seest the 
fire, notwithstanding, burn higher and hotter, thou shalt also see the reason of that. So he 
had him about to the back side of the wall, where he saw a man with a vessel of oil in his 
hand, of the which he did also continually cast (but secretly) into the fire. 

Then said Christian, What means this? 

The Interpreter answered, This is Christ, who continually, with the oil of his grace, 
maintains the work already begun in the heart; by the means of which, notwithstanding 
what the devil can do, the souls of his people prove gracious still. 2 Cor. 12:9. And in that 
thou sawest that the man stood behind the wall to maintain the fire; this is to teach thee, 
that it is hard for the tempted to see how this work of grace is maintained in the soul. 

I saw also, that the Interpreter took him again by the hand, and led him into a pleasant 
place, where was built a stately palace, beautiful to behold; at the sight of which Christian 
was greatly delighted. He saw also upon the top thereof certain persons walking, who 
were clothed all in gold. 

Then said Christian may we go in thither? 

Then the Interpreter took him, and led him up towards the door of the palace; and behold, 
at the door stood a great company of men, as desirous to go in, but durst not. There also 
sat a man at a little distance from the door, at a table-side, with a book and his inkhorn 
before him, to take the names of them that should enter therein; he saw also that in the 
doorway stood many men in armor to keep it, being resolved to do to the men that would 
enter, what hurt and mischief they could. Now was Christian somewhat in amaze. At last, 
when every man started back for fear of the armed men, Christian saw a man of a very 
stout countenance come up to the man that sat there to write, saying, “Set down my 
name, sir;” the which when he had done, he saw the man draw his sword, and put a 
helmet on his head, and rush towards the door upon the armed men, who laid upon him 
with deadly force; but the man, not at all discouraged, fell to cutting and hacking most 
fiercely. So after he had received and given many wounds to those that attempted to keep 
him out, Matt. 11:12; Acts 14:22; he cut his way through them all, and pressed forward 
into the palace; at which there was a pleasant voice heard from those that were within, 
even of those that walked upon the top of the palace, saying, 

“Come in, come in,  
Eternal glory thou shalt win.”  

So he went in, and was clothed with such garments as they. Then Christian smiled, and 
said, I think verily I know the meaning of this. 
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Now, said Christian, let me go hence. Nay, stay, said the Interpreter, till I have showed 
thee a little more, and after that thou shalt go on thy way. So he took him by the hand 
again, and led him into a very dark room, where there sat a man in an iron cage. 

Now the man, to look on, seemed very sad; he sat with his eyes looking down to the 
ground, his hands folded together, and he sighed as if he would break his heart. Then said 
Christian, What means this? At which the Interpreter bid him talk with the man. 

Then said Christian to the man, What art thou? The man answered, I am what I was not 
once. 

CHRISTIAN: What wast thou once? 

THE MAN: The man said, I was once a fair and flourishing professor, Luke 8:13, both in 
mine own eyes, and also in the eyes of others: I once was, as I thought, fair for the 
celestial city, and had then even joy at the thoughts that I should get thither. 

CHRISTIAN: Well, but what art thou now? 

THE MAN: I am now a man of despair, and am shut up in it, as in this iron cage. I cannot 
get out; Oh now I cannot! 

CHRISTIAN: But how camest thou into this condition? 

THE MAN: I left off to watch and be sober: I laid the reins upon the neck of my lusts; I 
sinned against the light of the word, and the goodness of God; I have grieved the Spirit, 
and he is gone; I tempted the devil, and he is come to me; I have provoked God to anger, 
and he has left me: I have so hardened my heart, that I cannot repent. 

Then said Christian to the Interpreter, But is there no hope for such a man as this? Ask 
him, said the Interpreter. 

CHRISTIAN: Then said Christian, Is there no hope, but you must be kept in the iron cage 
of despair? 

THE MAN: No, none at all. 

CHRISTIAN: Why, the Son of the Blessed is very pitiful. 

THE MAN: I have crucified him to myself afresh, Heb. 6:6; I have despised his person, 
Luke 19:14; I have despised his righteousness; I have counted his blood an unholy thing; 
I have done despite to the spirit of grace, Heb. 10:29: therefore I have shut myself out of 
all the promises and there now remains to me nothing but threatenings, dreadful 
threatenings, faithful threatenings of certain judgment and fiery indignation, which shall 
devour me as an adversary. 

CHRISTIAN: For what did you bring yourself into this condition? 

THE MAN: For the lusts, pleasures, and profits of this world; in the enjoyment of which I 
did then promise myself much delight: but now every one of those things also bite me, 
and gnaw me like a burning worm. 

CHRISTIAN: But canst thou not now repent and turn? 

THE MAN: God hath denied me repentance. His word gives me no encouragement to 
believe; yea, himself hath shut me up in this iron cage: nor can all the men in the world 
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let me out. Oh eternity! eternity! how shall I grapple with the misery that I must meet 
with in eternity? 

INTERPRETER: Then said the Interpreter to Christian, Let this man’s misery be 
remembered by thee, and be an everlasting caution to thee. 

CHRISTIAN: Well, said Christian, this is fearful! God help me to watch and to be sober, 
and to pray that I may shun the cause of this man’s misery. Sir, is it not time for me to go 
on my way now? 

INTERPRETER: Tarry till I shall show thee one thing more, and then thou shalt go on 
thy way. 

So he took Christian by the hand again and led him into a chamber where there was one 
rising out of bed; and as he put on his raiment, he shook and trembled. Then said 
Christian, Why doth this man thus tremble? The Interpreter then bid him tell to Christian 
the reason of his so doing. 

So he began, and said, “This night, as I was in my sleep, I dreamed, and behold the 
heavens grew exceeding black; also it thundered and lightened in most fearful wise, that 
it put me into an agony. So I looked up in my dream, and saw the clouds rack at an 
unusual rate; upon which I heard a great sound of a trumpet, and saw also a man sitting 
upon a cloud, attended with the thousands of heaven: they were all in flaming fire; also 
the heavens were in a burning flame. I heard then a voice, saying, ‘Arise, ye dead, and 
come to judgment.’ And with that the rocks rent, the graves opened, and the dead that 
were therein came forth: some of them were exceeding glad, and looked upward; and 
some sought to hide themselves under the mountains. Then I saw the man that sat upon 
the cloud open the book, and bid the world draw near. Yet there was, by reason of a 
fierce flame that issued out and came from before him, a convenient distance between 
him and them, as between the judge and the prisoners at the bar. 1 Cor. 15; 1 Thess. 4:16; 
Jude 15; John 5: 28,29; 2 Thess. 1:8-10; Rev. 20:11-14; Isa. 26:21; Micah 7:16,17; Psa. 
5:4; 50:1-3; Mal. 3:2,3; Dan. 7:9,10. I heard it also proclaimed to them that attended on 
the man that sat on the cloud, ‘Gather together the tares, the chaff, and stubble, and cast 
them into the burning lake.’ Matt. 3:12; 18:30; 24:30; Mal. 4:1. And with that the 
bottomless pit opened, just whereabout I stood; out of the mouth of which there came, in 
an abundant manner, smoke, and coals of fire, with hideous noises. It was also said to the 
same persons, ‘Gather my wheat into the garner.’ Luke 3:17. And with that I saw many 
catched up and carried away into the clouds, but I was left behind. 1 Thess. 4:16,17. I 
also sought to hide myself, but I could not, for the man that sat upon the cloud still kept 
his eye upon me; my sins also came into my mind, and my conscience did accuse me on 
every side. Rom. 2:14,15. Upon this I awakened from my sleep.” 

CHRISTIAN: But what was it that made you so afraid of this sight? 

THE MAN: Why, I thought that the day of judgment was come, and that I was not ready 
for it: but this frightened me most, that the angels gathered up several, and left me 
behind; also the pit of hell opened her mouth just where I stood. My conscience too 
afflicted me; and, as I thought, the Judge had always his eye upon me, showing 
indignation in his countenance. 

Then said the Interpreter to Christian, “Hast thou considered all these things?” 
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CHRISTIAN: Yes, and they put me in hope and fear. 

INTERPRETER: Well, keep all things so in thy mind, that they may be as a goad in thy 
sides, to prick thee forward in the way thou must go. Then Christian began to gird up his 
loins, and to address himself to his journey. Then said the Interpreter, “The Comforter be 
always with thee, good Christian, to guide thee in the way that leads to the city.” So 
Christian went on his way, saying, 

“Here I have seen things rare and profitable,  
Things pleasant, dreadful, things to make me stable  
In what I have begun to take in hand 
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CHAPTER 4 : PROVINCIAL LETTERS OF BLAISE PASCAL 

�

Background Information 
 
Blaise Pascal (1623 –1662) was a French mathematician, physicist, and religious 
philosopher. He was a child prodigy, who was educated by his father. He was a 
mathematician of the first order, writing a significant treatise on the subject of projective 
geometry at the age of sixteen and corresponded with Pierre de Fermat from 1654 on 
probability theory, strongly influencing the development of modern economics and social 
science.  In late 1654, he left mathematics and physics and devoted himself to reflection 
and writing about philosophy and theology. His two most famous works date from this 
period: the Lettres provinciales and the Pensées. However, he had suffered from ill-
health throughout his life and his new interests were ended by his early death two months 
after his 39th birthday. 

The Lettres provinciales (Provincial Letters), excerpted below, are an attack on casuistry, 
a popular ethical method used by Catholic thinkers in the early modern period (especially 
the Jesuits). Pascal denounced casuistry as the mere use of complex reasoning to justify 
moral laxity. His method of framing his arguments was clever: the Provincial Letters 
pretended to be the report of a Parisian to a friend in the provinces on the moral and 
theological issues then exciting the intellectual and religious circles in the capital. Pascal, 
combining the fervor of a convert with the wit and polish of a man of the world, reached 
a new level of style in French prose. The 18-letter series was published between 1656 and 
1657 under the pseudonym Louis de Montalte. They are a defense of Jansenist Antoine 
Arnauld, a friend of Pascal's who in 1656 was condemned by the Faculté de Théologie at 
the Sorbonne in Paris for views that were claimed to be heretical.  Pascal’s letters 
incensed French King Louis XIV, who ordered in 1660 that the book be shredded and 
burnt. In 1661, the Jansenist school at Port-Royal was condemned and closed down; 
those involved in it had to sign a 1656 papal bull condemning the teachings of Jansen as 
heretical.  

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

 
LETTER VI         Paris, April 10, 1656 

  SIR, 
    I mentioned, at the close of my last letter, that my good 
friend, the Jesuit, had promised to show me how the casuists reconcile 
the contrarieties between their opinions and the decisions of the 
popes, the councils, and the Scripture. This promise he fulfilled at 
our last interview, of which I shall now give you an account. 
    "One of the methods," resumed the monk, "in which we reconcile 
these apparent contradictions, is by the interpretation of some 
phrase. Thus, Pope Gregory XIV decided that assassins are not worthy 
to enjoy the benefit of sanctuary in churches and ought to be 



 41

dragged out of them; and yet our four-and-twenty elders affirm that 
'the penalty of this bull is not incurred by all those that kill in 
treachery.' This may appear to you a contradiction; but we get over 
this by interpreting the word assassin as follows: 'Are assassins 
unworthy of sanctuary in churches? Yes, by the bull of Gregory XIV 
they are. But by the word assassins we understand those that have 
received money to murder one; and, accordingly, such as kill without 
taking any reward for the deed, but merely to oblige their friends, do 
not come under the category of assassins.'" 
    "Take another instance: It is said in the Gospel, 'Give alms of 
your superfluity.' Several casuists, however, have contrived to 
discharge the wealthiest from the obligation of alms-giving. This 
may appear another paradox, but the matter is easily put to rights 
by giving such an interpretation to the word superfluity that it 
will seldom or never happen that any one is troubled with such an 
article. This feat has been accomplished by the learned Vasquez, in 
his Treatise on Alms, c. 4: 'What men of the world lay up to improve 
their circumstances, or those of their relatives, cannot be termed 
superfluity, and accordingly, such a thing as superfluity is seldom to 
be found among men of the world, not even excepting kings.' Diana, 
too, who generally founds on our fathers, having quoted these words of 
Vasquez, justly concludes, 'that as to the question whether the rich 
are bound to give alms of their superfluity, even though the 
affirmative were true, it will seldom or never happen to be obligatory 
in practice.'" 
    "I see very well how that follows from the doctrine of Vasquez," 
said I. "But how would you answer this objection, that, in working out 
one's salvation, it would be as safe, according to Vasquez, to give no 
alms, provided one can muster as much ambition as to have no 
superfluity; as it is safe, according to the Gospel, to have no 
ambition at all, in order to have some superfluity for the purpose 
of alms-giving?" 
    "Why," returned he, "the answer would be that both of these ways 
are safe according to the Gospel; the one according to the Gospel in 
its more literal and obvious sense, and the other according to the 
same Gospel as interpreted by Vasquez. There you see the utility of 
interpretations. When the terms are so clear, however," he 
continued, "as not to admit of an interpretation, we have recourse 
to the observation of favourable circumstances. A single example 
will illustrate this. The popes have denounced excommunication on 
monks who lay aside their canonicals; our casuists, notwithstanding, 
put it as a question, 'On what occasions may a monk lay aside his 
religious habits without incurring excommunication?' They mention a 
number of cases in which they may, and among others the following: 'If 
he has laid it aside for an infamous purpose, such as to pick 
pockets or to go incognito into haunts of profligacy, meaning 
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shortly after to resume it.' It is evident the bulls have no reference 
to cases of that description." 
    I could hardly believe that and begged the father to show me the 
passage in the original. He did so, and under the chapter headed 
"Practice according to the School of the Society of Jesus"- Praxis 
ex Societatis Jesu Schola- I read these very words: Si habitum 
dimittat ut furetur occulte, vel fornicetur. He showed me the same 
thing in Diana, in these terms: Ut eat incognitus ad lupanar. "And 
why, father," I asked, "are they discharged from excommunication on 
such occasions?" 
    "Don't you understand it?" he replied. "Only think what a 
scandal it would be, were a monk surprised in such a predicament 
with his canonicals on! And have you never heard," he continued, 
"how they answer the first bull contra sollicitantes and how our 
four-and-twenty, in another chapter of the Practice according to the 
School of our Society, explain the bull of Pius V contra clericos, 
&c.?" 
    "I know nothing about all that," said I. 
    "Then it is a sign you have not read much of Escobar," returned 
the monk. 
    "I got him only yesterday, father, said I; "and I had no small 
difficulty, too, in procuring a copy. I don't know how it is, but 
everybody of late has been in search of him." 
    "The passage to which I referred," returned the monk, "may be 
found in treatise I, example 8, no. 102. Consult it at your leisure 
when you go home." 
    I did so that very night; but it is so shockingly bad that I 
dare not transcribe it. 
    The good father then went on to say: "You now understand what 
use we make of favourable circumstances. Sometimes, however, obstinate 
cases will occur, which will not admit of this mode of adjustment; 
so much so, indeed, that you would almost suppose they involved flat 
contradictions. For example, three popes have decided that monks who 
are bound by a particular vow to a Lenten life cannot be absolved from 
it even though they should become bishops. And yet Diana avers that 
notwithstanding this decision they are absolved. 
    "And how does he reconcile that?" said I. 
    "By the most subtle of all the modern methods, and by the nicest 
possible application of probability," replied the monk. "You may 
recollect you were told the other day that the affirmative and 
negative of most opinions have each, according to our doctors, some 
probability enough, at least, to be followed with a safe conscience. 
Not that the pro and con are both true in the same sense- that is 
impossible- but only they are both probable and, therefore, safe, as a 
matter of course. On this principle our worthy friend Diana remarks: 
'To the decision of these three popes, which is contrary to my 
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opinion, I answer that they spoke in this way by adhering to the 
affirmative side- which, in fact, even in my judgement, is probable; 
but it does not follow from this that the negative may not have its 
probability too.' And in the same treatise, speaking of another 
subject on which he again differs from a pope, he says: 'The pope, I 
grant, has said it as the head of the Church; but his decision does 
not extend beyond the sphere of the probability of his own opinion.' 
Now you perceive this is not doing any harm to the opinions of the 
popes; such a thing would never be tolerated at Rome, where Diana is 
in high repute. For he does not say that what the popes have decided 
is not probable; but leaving their opinion within the sphere of 
probability, he merely says that the contrary is also probable." 
    "That is very respectful," said I. 
    "Yes," added the monk, "and rather more ingenious than the reply 
made by Father Bauny, when his books were censured at Rome; for, 
when pushed very hard on this point by M. Hallier, he made bold to 
write: 'What has the censure of Rome to do with that of France?' You 
now see how, either by the interpretation of terms, by the observation 
of favourable circumstances, or by the aid of the double probability 
of pro and con, we always contrive to reconcile those seeming 
contradictions which occasioned you so much surprise, without ever 
touching on the decisions of Scripture, councils, or popes." 
    "Reverend father," said I, "how happy the world is in having 
such men as you for its masters! And what blessings are these 
probabilities! I never knew the reason why you took such pains to 
establish that a single doctor, if a grave one, might render an 
opinion probable, and that the contrary might be so too, and that 
one may choose any side one pleases, even though he does not believe 
it to be the right side, and all with such a safe conscience, that the 
confessor who should refuse him absolution on the faith of the 
casuists would be in a state of damnation. But I see now that a single 
casuist may make new rules of morality at his discretion and 
dispose, according to his fancy, of everything pertaining to the 
regulation of manners." 
    "What you have now said," rejoined the father, "would require to 
be modified a little. Pay attention now, while I explain our method, 
and you will observe the progress of a new opinion, from its birth 
to its maturity. First, the grave doctor who invented it exhibits it 
to the world, casting it abroad like seed, that it may take root. In 
this state it is very feeble; it requires time gradually to ripen. 
This accounts for Diana, who has introduced a great many of these 
opinions, saying: 'I advance this opinion; but as it is new, I give it 
time to come to maturity- relinquo tempori maturandum.' Thus in a 
few years it becomes insensibly consolidated; and, after a 
considerable time, it is sanctioned by the tacit approbation of the 
Church, according to the grand maxim of Father Bauny, 'that if an 
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opinion has been advanced by some casuist, and has not been impugned 
by the Church, it is a sign that she approves of it.' And, in fact, on 
this principle he authenticates one of his own principles in his sixth 
treatise, p. 312." 
    "Indeed, father! " cried I, "why, on this principle the Church 
would approve of all the abuses which she tolerates, and all the 
errors in all the books which she does not censure!" 
    "Dispute the point with Father Bauny," he replied. "I am merely 
quoting his words, and you begin to quarrel with me. There is no 
disputing with facts, sir. Well, as I was saying, when time has thus 
matured an opinion, it thenceforth becomes completely probable and 
safe. Hence the learned Caramuel, in dedicating his Fundamental 
Theology to Diana, declares that this great Diana has rendered many 
opinions probable which were not so before- quae antea non erant, 
and that, therefore, in following them, persons do not sin now, though 
they would have sinned formerly- jam non peccant, licet ante 
peccaverint." 
    "Truly, father," I observed, "it must be worth one's while 
living in the neighbourhood of your doctors. Why, of two individuals 
who do the same actions, he that knows nothing about their doctrine 
sins, while he that knows it does no sin. It seems, then, that their 
doctrine possesses at once an edifying and a justifying virtue! The 
law of God, according to St. Paul, made transgressors; but this law of 
yours makes nearly all of us innocent. I beseech you, my dear sir, let 
me know all about it. I will not leave you till you have told me all 
the maxims which your casuists have established." 
    "Alas!" the monk exclaimed, "our main object, no doubt, should 
have been to establish no other maxims than those of the Gospel in all 
their strictness: and it is easy to see, from the Rules for the 
regulation of our manners, that, if we tolerate some degree of 
relaxation in others, it is rather out of complaisance than through 
design. The truth is, sir, we are forced to it. Men have arrived at 
such a pitch of corruption nowadays that, unable to make them come 
to us, we must e'en go to them, otherwise they would cast us off 
altogether; and, what is worse, they would become perfect castaways. 
It is to retain such characters as these that our casuists have 
taken under consideration the vices to which people of various 
conditions are most addicted, with the view of laying down maxims 
which, while they cannot be said to violate the truth, are so gentle 
that he must be a very impracticable subject indeed who is not pleased 
with them. The grand project of our Society, for the good of religion, 
is never to repulse any one, let him be what he may, and so avoid 
driving people to despair. 
    "They have got maxims, therefore, for all sorts of persons; for 
beneficiaries, for priests, for monks; for gentlemen, for servants; 
for rich men, for commercial men; for people in embarrassed or 
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indigent circumstances; for devout women, and women that are not 
devout; for married people, and irregular people. In short, nothing 
has escaped their foresight." 
    "In other words," said I, "they have got maxims for the clergy, 
the nobility, and the commons. Well, I am quite impatient to hear 
them." 
    "Let us commence," resumed the father, 'with the beneficiaries. 
You are aware of the traffic with benefices that is now carried on, 
and that, were the matter referred to St. Thomas and the ancients 
who had written on it, there might chance to be some simoniacs in 
the Church. This rendered it highly necessary for our fathers to 
exercise their prudence in finding out a palliative. With what success 
they have done so will appear from the following words of Valencia, 
who is one of Escobar's 'four living creatures.' At the end of a 
long discourse, in which he suggests various expedients, he 
propounds the following at page 2039, vol. iii, which, to my mind, 
is the best: 'If a person gives a temporal in exchange for a spiritual 
good'- that is, if he gives money for a benefice- 'and gives the money 
as the price of the benefice, it is manifest simony. But if he gives 
it merely as the motive which inclines the will of the patron to 
confer on him the living, it is not simony, even though the person who 
confers it considers and expects the money as the principal object.' 
Tanner, who is also a member of our Society, affirms the same thing, 
vol. iii, p.1519, although he 'grants that St. Thomas is opposed to 
it; for he expressly teaches that it is always simony to give a 
spiritual for a temporal good, if the temporal is the end in view.' By 
this means we prevent an immense number of simoniacal transactions; 
for who would be so desperately wicked as to refuse, when giving money 
for a benefice, to take the simple precaution of so directing his 
intentions as to give it as a motive to induce the beneficiary to part 
with it, instead of giving it as the price of the benefice? No man, 
surely, can be so far left to himself as that would come to." 
    "I agree with you there," I replied; "all men, I should think, 
have sufficient grace to make a bargain of that sort." 
    "There can be no doubt of it," returned the monk. "Such, then, 
is the way in which we soften matters in regard to the 
beneficiaries. And now for the priests- we have maxims pretty 
favourable to them also. Take the following, for example, from our 
four-and-twenty elders: "Can a priest, who has received money to say a 
mass, take an additional sum upon the same mass? Yes, says 
Filiutius, he may, by applying that part of the sacrifice which 
belongs to himself as a priest to the person who paid him last; 
provided he does not take a sum equivalent to a whole mass, but only a 
part, such as the third of a mass.'" 
    "Surely, father," said I, "this must be one of those cases in 
which the pro and the con have both their share of probability. What 
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you have now stated cannot fail, of course, to be probable, having the 
authority of such men as Filiutius and Escobar; and yet, leaving 
that within the sphere of probability, it strikes me that the contrary 
opinion might be made out to be probable too, and might be supported 
by such reasons as the following: That, while the Church allows 
priests who are in poor circumstances to take money for their 
masses, seeing it is but right that those who serve at the altar 
should live by the altar, she never intended that they should barter 
the sacrifice for money, and, still less, that they should deprive 
themselves of those benefits which they ought themselves, in the first 
place, to draw from it; to which I might add that, according to St. 
Paul, the priests are to offer sacrifice first for themselves and then 
for the people; and that, accordingly, while permitted to 
participate with others in the benefit of the sacrifice, they are 
not at liberty to forego their share by transferring it to another for 
a third of a mass, or, in other words, for the matter of fourpence 
or fivepence. Verily, father, little as I pretend to be a grave man, I 
might contrive to make this opinion probable." 
    "It would cost you no great pains to do that, replied the monk; 
"it is visibly probable already. The difficulty lies in discovering 
probability in the converse of opinions manifestly good; and this is a 
feat which none but great men can achieve. Father Bauny shines in this 
department. It is really delightful to see that learned casuist 
examining with characteristic ingenuity and subtlety the negative 
and affirmative of the same question, and proving both of them to be 
right! Thus in the matter of priests, he says in one place: 'No law 
can be made to oblige the curates to say mass every day; for such a 
law would unquestionably (haud dubie) expose them to the danger of 
saying it sometimes in mortal sin.' And yet, in another part of the 
same treatise, he says, 'that priests who have received money for 
saying mass every day ought to say it every day, and that they 
cannot excuse themselves on the ground that they are not always in a 
fit state for the service; because it is in their power at all times 
to do penance, and if they neglect this they have themselves to 
blame for it and not the person who made them say mass.' And to 
relieve their minds from all scruples on the subject, he thus resolves 
the question: 'May a priest say mass on the same day in which he has 
committed a mortal sin of the worst kind, in the way of confessing 
himself beforehand?' Villalobos says no, because of his impurity; 
but Sancius says: 'He may without any sin; and I hold his opinion to 
be safe, and one which may be followed in practice- et tuta et 
sequenda in praxi.'" 
    "Follow this opinion in practice!" cried I. "Will any priest who 
has fallen into such irregularities have the assurance on the same day 
to approach the altar, on the mere word of Father Bauny? Is he not 
bound to submit to the ancient laws of the Church, which debarred from 
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the sacrifice forever, or at least for a long time, priests who had 
committed sins of that description- instead of following the modern 
opinions of casuists, who would admit him to it on the very day that 
witnessed his fall?" 
    "You have a very short memory, returned the monk. "Did I not 
inform you a little ago that, according to our fathers Cellot and 
Reginald, 'in matters of morality we are to follow, not the ancient 
fathers, but the modern casuists?'" 
    "I remember it perfectly," said I; "but we have something more 
here: we have the laws of the Church." 
    "True," he replied; "but this shows you do not know another 
capital maxim of our fathers, 'that the laws of the Church lose 
their authority when they have gone into desuetude- cum jam 
desuetudine abierunt- as Filiutius says. We know the present 
exigencies of the Church much better than the ancients could do. 
Were we to be so strict in excluding priests from the altar, you can 
understand there would not be such a great number of masses. Now a 
multitude of masses brings such a revenue of glory to God and of 
good to souls that I may venture to say, with Father Cellot, that 
there would not be too many priests, 'though not only all men and 
women, were that possible, but even inanimate bodies, and even brute 
beasts- bruta animalia- were transformed into priests to celebrate 
mass.'" 
    I was so astounded at the extravagance of this imagination that 
I could not utter a word and allowed him to go on with his 
discourse. "Enough, however, about priests; I am afraid of getting 
tedious: let us come to the monks. The grand difficulty with them is 
the obedience they owe to their superiors; now observe the 
palliative which our fathers apply in this case. Castro Palao of our 
Society has said: 'Beyond all dispute, a monk who has a probable 
opinion of his own, is not bound to obey his superior, though the 
opinion of the latter is the more probable. For the monk is at liberty 
to adopt the opinion which is more agreeable to himself- quae sibi 
gratior fuerit- as Sanchez says. And though the order of his 
superior be just, that does not oblige you to obey him, for it is 
not just at all points or in every respect- non undequaque juste 
praecepit- but only probably so; and, consequently, you are only 
probably bound to obey him, and probably not bound- probabiliter 
obligatus, et probabiliter deobligatus.'" 
    "Certainly, father," said I, "it is impossible too highly to 
estimate this precious fruit of the double probability." 
    "It is of great use indeed," he replied; "but we must be brief. 
Let me only give you the following specimen of our famous Molina in 
favour of monks who are expelled from their convents for 
irregularities. Escobar quotes him thus: 'Molina asserts that a monk 
expelled from his monastery is not obliged to reform in order to get 
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back again, and that he is no longer bound by his vow of obedience.'" 
    "Well, father," cried I, "this is all very comfortable for the 
clergy. Your casuists, I perceive, have been very indulgent to them, 
and no wonder- they were legislating, so to speak, for themselves. I 
am afraid people of other conditions are not so liberally treated. 
Every one for himself in this world." 
    "There you do us wrong," returned the monk; "they could not have 
been kinder to themselves than we have been to them. We treat all, 
from the highest to the lowest, with an even-handed charity, sir. 
And to prove this, you tempt me to tell you our maxims for servants. 
In reference to this class, we have taken into consideration the 
difficulty they must experience, when they are men of conscience, in 
serving profligate masters. For, if they refuse to perform all the 
errands in which they are employed, they lose their places; and if 
they yield obedience, they have their scruples. To relieve them from 
these, our four-and-twenty fathers have specified the services which 
they may render with a safe conscience; such as 'carrying letters 
and presents, opening doors and windows, helping their master to reach 
the window, holding the ladder which he is mounting. All this,' say 
they, 'is allowable and indifferent; it is true that, as to holding 
the ladder, they must be threatened, more than usually, with being 
punished for refusing; for it is doing an injury to the master of a 
house to enter it by the window.' You perceive the judiciousness of 
that observation, of course?" 
    "I expected nothing less," said I, "from a book edited by 
four-and-twenty Jesuits." 
    "But," added the monk, "Father Bauny has gone beyond this; he 
has taught valets how to perform these sorts of offices for their 
masters quite innocently, by making them direct their intention, not 
to the sins to which they are accessary, but to the gain which is to 
accrue from them. In his Summary of Sins, p.710, first edition, he 
thus states the matter: 'Let confessors observe,' says he, 'that 
they cannot absolve valets who perform base errands, if they consent 
to the sins of their masters; but the reverse holds true, if they have 
done the thing merely from a regard to their temporal emolument.' 
And that, I should conceive, is no difficult matter to do; for why 
should they insist on consenting to sins of which they taste nothing 
but the trouble? The same Father Bauny has established a prime maxim 
in favour of those who are not content with their wages: 'May servants 
who are dissatisfied with their wages use means to raise them by 
laying their hands on as much of the property of their masters as they 
may consider necessary to make the said wages equivalent to their 
trouble? They may, in certain circumstances; as when they are so 
poor that, in looking for a situation, they have been obliged to 
accept the offer made to them, and when other servants of the same 
class are gaining more than they, elsewhere.'" 
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    "Ha, father!" cried I, "that is John d'Alba's passage, I declare." 
    "What John d'Alba?" inquired the father: "what do you mean?" 
    "Strange, father!" returned I: "do you not remember what 
happened in this city in the year 1647? Where in the world were you 
living at that time?" 
    "I was teaching cases of conscience in one of our colleges far 
from Paris," he replied. 
    "I see you don't know the story, father: I must tell it to you. 
I heard it related the other day by a man of honour, whom I met in 
company. He told us that this John d'Alba, who was in the service of 
your fathers in the College of Clermont, in the Rue St. Jacques, being 
dissatisfied with his wages, had purloined something to make himself 
amends; and that your fathers, on discovering the theft, had thrown 
him into prison on the charge of larceny. The case was reported to the 
court, if I recollect right, on the 16th of April, 1647; for he was 
very minute in his statements, and indeed they would hardly have 
been credible otherwise. The poor fellow, on being questioned, 
confessed to having taken some pewter plates, but maintained that 
for all that he had not stolen them; pleading in his defence this very 
doctrine of Father Bauny, which he produced before the judges, along 
with a pamphlet by one of your fathers, under whom he had studied 
cases of conscience, and who had taught him the same thing. 
Whereupon M. de Montrouge, one of the most respected members of the 
court, said, in giving his opinion, 'that he did not see how, on the 
ground of the writings of these fathers- writings containing a 
doctrine so illegal, pernicious, and contrary to all laws, natural, 
divine, and human, and calculated to ruin all families, and sanction 
all sorts of household robbery- they could discharge the accused. 
But his opinion was that this too faithful disciple should be 
whipped before the college gate, by the hand of the common hangman; 
and that, at the same time, this functionary should burn the 
writings of these fathers which treated of larceny, with certification 
that they were prohibited from teaching such doctrine in future, 
upon pain of death.' 
    "The result of this judgement, which was heartily approved of, was 
waited for with much curiosity, when some incident occurred which made 
them delay procedure. But in the meantime the prisoner disappeared, 
nobody knew how, and nothing more was heard about the affair; so 
that John d'Alba got off, pewter plates and all. Such was the 
account he gave us, to which he added, that the judgement of M. de 
Montrouge was entered on the records of the court, where any one may 
consult it. We were highly amused at the story." 
    "What are you trifling about now?" cried the monk. "What does 
all that signify? I was explaining the maxims of our casuists, and was 
just going to speak of those relating to gentlemen, when you interrupt 
me with impertinent stories." 
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    "It was only something put in by the way, father," I observed; 
"and besides, I was anxious to apprise you of an important 
circumstance, which I find you have overlooked in establishing your 
doctrine of probability." 
    "Ay, indeed!" exclaimed the monk, "what defect can this be that 
has escaped the notice of so many ingenious men?" 
    "You have certainly," continued I, "contrived to place your 
disciples in perfect safety so far as God and the conscience are 
concerned; for they are quite safe in that quarter, according to 
you, by following in the wake of a grave doctor. You have also secured 
them on the part of the confessors, by obliging priests, on the pain 
of mortal sin, to absolve all who follow a probable opinion. But you 
have neglected to secure them on the part of the judges; so that, in 
following your probabilities, they are in danger of coming into 
contact with the whip and the gallows. This is a sad oversight." 
    "You are right," said the monk; "I am glad you mentioned it. But 
the reason is we have no such power over magistrates as over the 
confessors, who are obliged to refer to us in cases of conscience, 
in which we are the sovereign judges." 
    "So I understand," returned I; "but if, on the one hand, you are 
the judges of the confessors, are you not, on the other hand, the 
confessors of the judges? Your power is very extensive. Oblige them, 
on pain of being debarred from the sacraments, to acquit all criminals 
who act on a probable opinion; otherwise it may happen, to the great 
contempt and scandal of probability, that those whom you render 
innocent in theory may be whipped or hanged in practice. Without 
something of this kind, how can you expect to get disciples?" 
    "The matter deserves consideration," said he; "it will never do to 
neglect it. I shall suggest it to our father Provincial. You might, 
however, have reserved this advice to some other time, without 
interrupting the account I was about to give you of the maxims which 
we have established in favour of gentlemen; and I shall not give you 
any more information, except on condition that you do not tell me 
any more stories." 
    This is all you shall have from me at present; for it would 
require more than the limits of one letter to acquaint you with all 
that I learned in a single conversation. Meanwhile I am, &c. 
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CHAPTER 5 : JONATHAN EDWARDS’ FREEDOM OF THE WILL 
 
Background Information 
 
Jonathan Edwards (1703-1758), perhaps the last great Puritan theologian, was the 
outstanding scholar of colonial New England in the 1700's. In his most famous book, 
Freedom of the Will, which is excerpted below, he upheld such Calvinistic doctrines as 
predestination.  Edwards graduated from Yale University. In 1727, he was ordained and 
installed as assistant in the church of Solomon Stoddard, his grandfather, at 
Northhampton, Massachusetts. When Stoddard died in 1729, Edwards became pastor. 
The religious revival, a part of the Great Awakening, came to his church in 1734.   
Edwards' discipline of young people for reading immoral literature and his refusal to give 
communion to unconverted church members caused dismissal in 1750. He then served as 
a missionary to the Indians in Stockbridge, Massachusetts, from 1751-1757. Edwards 
became president of the college of New England (now known as Princeton University) in 
1758, but died later that same year of smallpox. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

PART I 
WHEREIN ARE EXPLAINED AND STATED VARIOUS TERMS AND 

THINGS BELONGING TO THE SUBJECT OF THE ENSUING 
DISCOURSE   

 �

SECTION I 
Concerning the nature of the will 

IT may possibly be thought, that there is no great need of going about to define or 
describe the will. This word being generally as well understood as any other words we 
can use to explain it And so perhaps it would be, had not philosophers, metaphysicians 
and polemic divines brought the matter into obscurity by the things they have said of it. 
But since it is so, I think it may be of some use, and will tend to the greater clearness in 
the following discourse, to say a few things concerning it. 

Therefore, I observe, that the will (without any metaphysical refining) is, that by which 
the mind chooses anything. The faculty of the will is that power, or principle of mind, by 
which it is capable of choosing. An act of the will is the same as an act of choosing or 
choice. 

If any think it is a more perfect definition of the will, to say, that it is that by which the 
soul either chooses or refuses; I am content with it, though I think that it is enough to say, 
it is that by which the soul chooses. For in every act of will whatsoever, the mind chooses 
one thing rather than another; it chooses something rather than the contrary, or rather than 
the want or nonexistence of that thing. So in every act of refusal, the mind chooses the 
absence of the thing refused. The positive and the negative are set before the mind for its 
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choice, and it chooses the negative; and the mind’s making its choice in that case is 
properly the act of the will. The will’s determining between the two, is a voluntary 
determination; but that is the same thing, as making a choice. So that by whatever names 
we call the act of the will: choosing, refusing, approving, disapproving, liking, disliking 
embracing, rejecting, determining, directing, commanding, forbidding, inclining or being 
averse, a being pleased or displeased with; all may be reduced to this of choosing. For the 
soul to act voluntarily is evermore to act electively. 

Mr. Locke (Human Understanding. Edit.7, vol.1, p.197.) says, "The will signifies nothing 
but a power or ability to prefer or choose." And in the foregoing page, he says, "The 
word preferring seems best to express the act of volition;" but adds, that "it does it not 
precisely; for though a man would prefer flying to walking, yet who can say he ever wills 
it?" But the instance he mentions, does not prove that there is anything else in willing, but 
merely preferring. For it should be considered what is the immediate object of the will, 
with respect to a man’s walking, or any other external action; which is not being removed 
from one place to another; on the earth, or through the air. These are remoter objects of 
preference; but such or such an immediate exertion of himself. The thing next chosen, or 
preferred, when a man wills to walk, is not his being removed to such a place where he 
would be, but such an exertion and motion of his legs and feet, etc. in order to it. And his 
willing such an alteration in his body in the present moment, is nothing else but his 
choosing or preferring such an alteration in his body at such a moment, or his liking it 
better than the forbearance of it. And God has so made and established the human nature, 
the soul being united to a body in proper state, that the soul preferring or choosing such 
an immediate exertion or alteration of the body, such an alteration instantaneously 
follows. There is nothing else in the actions of my mind, that I am conscious of while I 
walk, but only my preferring or choosing, through successive moments, that there should 
be such alterations of my external sensations and motions; together with a concurring 
habitual expectation that it will be so. Having ever found, by experience, that on such an 
immediate preference, such sensations and motions do actually, instantaneously, and 
constantly arise, but it is not so in the case of flying. Though a man may be said remotely 
to choose or prefer flying; yet he does prefer or desire, under circumstances in view, any 
immediate exertion, of the members of his body, in order to it because he has no 
expectation that he should obtain the desired end by any such exertion. And he does not 
prefer, or incline to, any bodily exertion, under this apprehended circumstance, of its 
being wholly in vain. So that if we carefully distinguish the proper objects of the several 
acts of the will, it will not appear by this, and such like instances, that there is any 
difference between volition and preference; or that a man’s choosing, liking best, or 
being best pleased with a thing, are not the same with his willing that thing. Thus an act 
of the will is commonly expressed by its pleasing a man to do thus or thus; and a man’s 
doing as he wills, and doing as he pleases, are in common speech the same thing. 

Mr. Locke (Human Understanding. vol. i. p. 203, 204.) says, "The will is perfectly 
distinguished from desire, which in the very same action may have a quite contrary 
tendency from that which our wills set us upon. A man, says he, whom I cannot deny, 
may oblige me to use persuasions to another, which, at the same time I am speaking, I 
may wish may not prevail on him. In this case it is plain the will and desire run counter." 
I do not suppose, that will and desire are words of precisely the same signification. [The] 
will seems to be a word of a more general signification, extending to things present and 
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absent. Desire respects something absent. I may prefer my present situation and posture, 
suppose sitting still, or having my eyes open, and so may will it. But yet I cannot think 
they are so entirely distinct, that they can ever be properly said to run counter. A man 
never, in any instance, wills anything contrary to his desires, or desires anything contrary 
to his will. The aforementioned instance, which Mr. Locke produces, is no proof that he 
ever does. He may, on some consideration or other, will to utter speeches which have a 
tendency to persuade another, and still may desire that they may not persuade him; but 
yet his will and desire do not run counter at all. The thing which he wills, the very same 
he desires; and he does not will a thing, and desire the contrary, in any particular. In this 
instance, it is not carefully observed, what is the thing willed, and what is the thing 
desired, if it were, it would be found that will and desire do not clash in the least. The 
thing willed on some consideration, is to utter such words and certainly, the same 
consideration so influences him, that he does not desire the contrary. All things 
considered, he chooses to utter such words, and does not desire not to utter them. And so 
as to the thing which Mr. Locke speaks of as desired, viz. That the words, though they 
tend to persuade, should not be effectual to that end, his will is not contrary to this; he 
does not will that they should be effectual, but rather wills that they should not, as he 
desires. In order to prove that the will and desire may run counter, it should be shown that 
they may be contrary one to the other in the same thing, or with respect to the very same 
object of will or desire. But here the objects are two; and in each, taken by themselves, 
the will and desire agree. And it is no wonder that they should not agree in different 
things, though but little distinguished in their nature. The will may not agree with the 
will, nor desire agree with desire, in different things. As in this very instance which Mr. 
Locke mentions, a person may, on some consideration, desire to use persuasions, and at 
the same time may desire they may not prevail. But, yet nobody will say, that desire runs 
counter to desire; or that this proves that desire is perfectly a distinct thing from desire. 
— The like might be observed of the other instance Mr. Locke produces, of a man’s 
desiring to be eased of pain, etc. 

But not to dwell any longer on this, whether desire and will, and whether preference and 
volition be precisely the same things. I trust it will be allowed by all, that in every act of 
will there is an act of choice; that in every volition there is a preference, or a prevailing 
inclination of the soul, whereby, at that instant, is out of a state of perfect indifference, 
with respect to the direct object of the volition. So that in every act, or going forth of the 
will, there is some preponderation of the mind, one way rather than another. And the soul 
had rather have or do one thing, than another, or than not to have or do that thing; and 
that where there is absolutely no preferring or choosing, but a perfect continuing 
equilibrium, there is no volition. 

 

SECTION II 
Concerning the determination of the will 

BY determining the will, if the phrase be used with any meaning, must be intended, 
causing that the act of the will or choice should be thus, and not otherwise. And the will 
is said to be determined, when, in consequence of some action, or influence, its choice is 
directed to, and fixed upon a particular object. As when we speak of the determination of 
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motion, we mean causing the motion of the body to be such a way, or in such a direction, 
rather than another. 

The determination of the will, supposes an effect, which must have a cause. If the will be 
determined, there is a determiner. This must be supposed to be intended even by them 
that say, the will determines itself. If it be so, the will is both determiner and determined; 
it is a cause that acts and produces effects upon itself, and is the object of its own 
influence and action. 

With respect to that grand inquiry, "What determines the will?" it would be very tedious 
and unnecessary, at present, to examine all the various opinions which have been 
advanced concerning this matter. Nor is it needful that I should enter into a particular 
discussion of all points debated in disputes on that question, "Whether the will always 
follows the last dictate of the understanding?" It is sufficient to my present purpose to 
say, It is that motive, which, as it stands in the view of the mind, is the strongest, that 
determines the will. But it may be necessary that I should a little explain my meaning. 

By motive, I mean the whole of that which moves, excites or invites the mind to volition, 
whether that be one thing singly, or many things conjunctly. Many particular things may 
concur and unite their strength to induce the mind; and when it is so, all together are as it 
were one complex motive. And when I speak of the strongest motive, I have respect to 
the strength of the whole that operates to induce to a particular act of volition, whether 
that be the strength of one thing alone, or of many together. 

Whatever is objectively a motive, in this sense, must be something that is extant in the 
view or apprehension of the understanding, or perceiving faculty. Nothing can induce or 
invite the mind to will or act anything, any further than it is perceived, or is some way or 
other in the mind’s view. For what is wholly unperceived, and perfectly out of the mind’s 
view, cannot affect the mind at all. It is most evident, that nothing is in the mind, or 
reaches it, or takes any hold of it, any otherwise than as it is perceived or thought of. 

And I think it must also be allowed by all, that everything that is properly called a 
motive, excitement or inducement to a perceiving, willing agent, has some sort and 
degree of tendency, or advantage to move or excite the will, previous to the effect, or to 
the act of the will excited. This previous tendency of the motive is what I call the strength 
of the motive. That motive which has a less degree of previous advantage, or tendency to 
move the will, or which appears less inviting, as it stands in the view of the mind, is what 
I call a weaker motive. On the contrary, that which appears most inviting, and has, by 
what appears concerning it to the understanding or apprehension, the greatest degree of 
previous tendency to excite and induce the choice, is what I call the strongest motive. 
And in this sense, I suppose the will is always determined by the strongest motive. 

Things that exist in the view of the mind have their strength, tendency or advantage to 
move or excite its will, from many things appertaining to the nature and circumstances of 
the things viewed, the nature and circumstances of the mind that views, and the degree 
and manner of its view; of which it would perhaps be hard to make a perfect enumeration. 
But so much I think may be determined in general, without room for controversy, that 
whatever is perceived or apprehended by an intelligent and voluntary agent, which has 
the nature and influence of a motive to volition or choice, is considered or viewed as 
good; nor has it any tendency to engage the election of the soul in any further degree than 
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it appears such. For to say otherwise, would be to say, that things that appear have a 
tendency, by the appearance they make, to engage the mind to elect them, some other 
way than by their appearing eligible to it; which is absurd. And therefore it must be true, 
in some sense, that the will always is, as the greatest apparent good is. But only, for the 
right understanding of this, two things must be well and distinctly observed. 

1. It must be observed in what sense I use the term "good;" namely, as of the same import 
with "agreeable." To appear good to the mind, as I use the phrase, is the same as to 
appear agreeable, or seem pleasing to the mind. Certainly, nothing appears inviting and 
eligible to the mind, or tending to engage its inclination and choice, considered as evil or 
disagreeable; nor indeed, as indifferent, and neither agreeable nor disagreeable. But if it 
tends to draw the inclination, and move the will, it must be under the notion of that which 
suits the mind. And therefore that must have the greatest tendency to attract and engage 
it, which as it stands in the mind’s view, suits it best, and pleases it most; and in that 
sense, is the greatest apparent good: to say otherwise, is little, if anything, short of a 
direct and plain contradiction. 

The word "good," in this sense, includes in its signification, the removal or avoiding of 
evil, or of that which is disagreeable and uneasy. It is agreeable and pleasing, to avoid 
what is disagreeable and displeasing, and to have uneasiness removed. So that here is 
included what Mr. Locke supposes determines the will. For when he speaks of 
"uneasiness," as determining the will, he must be understood as supposing that the end or 
aim which governs in the volition or act of preference, is the avoiding or removal of that 
uneasiness; and that is the same thing as choosing and seeking what is more easy and 
agreeable. 

2. When I say, that the will is as the greatest apparent good, or (as I have explained it) 
that volition has always for its object the thing which appears most agreeable; it must be 
carefully observed, to avoid confusion and needless objection, that I speak of the direct 
and immediate object of the act of volition, and not some object to which the act of will 
has only an indirect and remote respect. Many acts of volition have some remote relation 
to an object, that is different from the thing most immediately willed and chosen. Thus, 
when a drunkard has his liquor before him, and he has to choose whether to drink it, or 
no, the immediate objects, about which his present volition is conversant, and between 
which his choice now decides, are his own acts, in drinking the liquor, or letting it alone. 
And this will certainly be done according to what, in the present view of his mind, taken 
in the whole of it, is most agreeable to him. If he chooses or wills to drink it, and not to 
let it alone, then this action, as it stands in the view of his mind, with all that belongs to 
its appearance there, is more agreeable and pleasing than letting it alone. 

But the objects to which this act of volition may relate more remotely, and between 
which his choice may determine more indirectly, are the present pleasure the man expects 
by drinking, and the future misery which he judges will be the consequence of it: he may 
judge that this future misery, when it comes, will be more disagreeable and unpleasant, 
than refraining from drinking now would be. But these two things are not the proper 
objects that the act of volition spoken of is nextly conversant about. For the act of will 
spoken of, is concerning present drinking, or forbearing to drink. If he wills to drink, then 
drinking is the proper object of the act of his will; and drinking, on some account or 
other, now appears most agreeable to him, and suits him best. If he chooses to refrain, 
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then refraining is the immediate object of his will, and is most pleasing to him. If in the 
choice he makes in the case, he prefers a present pleasure to a future advantage, which he 
judges will be greater when it comes, then a lesser present pleasure appears more 
agreeable to him than a greater advantage at a distance. If on the contrary a future 
advantage is preferred, then that appears most agreeable, and suits him best. And so still, 
the present volition is, as the greatest apparent good at present is. 

I have rather chosen to express myself thus, "that the will always is as the greatest 
apparent good," or "as what appears most agreeable," than to say "that the will is 
determined by the greatest apparent good," or "by what seems most agreeable;" because 
an appearing most agreeable to the mind, and the mind’s preferring, seem scarcely 
distinct. If strict propriety of speech be insisted on, it may more properly be said, that the 
voluntary action which is the immediate consequence of the mind’s choice, is determined 
by that which appears most agreeable, than the choice itself; but that volition itself is 
always determined by that in or about the mind’s view of the object, which causes it to 
appear most agreeable. I say, "in or about the mind’s view of the object;" because what 
has influence to render an object in view agreeable, is not only what appears in the object 
viewed, but also the manner of the view, and the state and circumstances of the mind that 
views. Particularly to enumerate all things pertaining to the mind’s view of the objects of 
volition, which have influence in their appearing agreeable to the mind, would be a 
matter of no small difficulty, and might require a treatise by itself, and is not necessary to 
my present purpose. I shall therefore only mention some things in general. 

I. One thing that makes an object proposed to choice agreeable, is the apparent nature 
and circumstances of the object. And there are various things of this sort, that have 
influence in rendering the object more or less agreeable; as, 

1. That which appears in the object, which renders it beautiful and pleasant, or deformed 
and irksome to the mind; viewing it as it is in itself. 

2. The apparent degree of pleasure or trouble attending the object, or the consequence of 
it. Such concomitants and consequences being viewed as circumstances of the object, are 
to be considered as belonging to it, and as it were parts of it; as it stands in the mind’s 
view a proposed object of choice. 

3. The apparent state of the pleasure or trouble that appears with respect to distance of 
time, being either nearer or farther off. It is a thing in itself agreeable to the mind, to have 
pleasure speedily; and disagreeable, to have it delayed: so that if there be two equal 
degrees of pleasure set in the mind’s view, and all other things are equal, but only one is 
beheld as near, and the other afar off; the nearer will appear most agreeable, and so will 
be chosen. Because, though the agreeableness of the objects be exactly equal, as viewed 
in themselves, yet not as viewed in their circumstances; one of them having the additional 
agreeableness of the circumstance of nearness. 

II. Another thing that contributes to the agreeableness of an object of choice, as it stands 
in the mind’s view, is the manner of the view. If the object be something which appears 
connected with future pleasure, not only will the degree of apparent pleasure have 
influence, but also the manner of the view, especially in two respects. 

1. With respect to the degree of assent, with which the mind judges the pleasure to be 
future. Because it is more agreeable to have a certain happiness, than an uncertain one. 
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And a pleasure viewed as more probable, all other things being equal, is more agreeable 
to the mind, than that which is viewed as less probable. 

2. With respect to the degree of the idea or apprehension of the future pleasure. With 
regard to things which are the subject of our thoughts, either past, present, or future, we 
have much more of an idea or apprehension of some things than others; that is, our idea is 
much more clear, lively and strong. Thus the ideas we have of sensible things by 
immediate sensation, are usually much more lively than those we have by mere 
imagination, or by contemplation of them when absent. My idea of the sun, when I look 
upon it, is more vivid, than when I only think of it. Our idea of the sweet relish of a 
delicious fruit is usually stronger when we taste it, than when we only imagine it. And 
sometimes, the ideas we have of things by contemplation, are much stronger and clearer, 
than at other times. Thus, a man at one time has a much stronger idea of the pleasure 
which is to be enjoyed in eating some sort of food that he loves, than at another. Now the 
strength of the idea or sense that men have of future good or evil, is one thing that has 
great influence on their minds to excite volition. When two kinds of future pleasure are 
presented for choice, though both are supposed exactly equal by the judgment, and both 
equally certain, yet of one the mind has a far more lively sense of, than of the other, this 
has the greatest advantage by far to affect and attract the mind, and move the will. It is 
now more agreeable to the mind, to take the pleasure of which it has a strong and lively 
sense, than that which it has only a faint idea. The view of the former is attended with the 
strongest appetite, and the greatest uneasiness attends the want of it; and it is agreeable to 
the mind to have uneasiness removed, and its appetite gratified. And if several future 
enjoyments are presented together, as competitors for the choice of the mind, some of 
them judged to be greater, and others less. The mind also having a more lively idea of the 
good of some, and of others a less; and some are viewed as of greater certainty or 
probability than others. And those enjoyments that appear most agreeable in one of these 
respects, appear least so in others. In this case, all other things being equal, the 
agreeableness of a proposed object of choice will be in a degree some way compounded 
of the degree of good supposed by the judgment, the degree of apparent probability or 
certainty of that good, and the degree of the liveliness of the idea the mind has of that 
good, Because all together concur to constitute the degree in which the object appears at 
present agreeable; and accordingly volition will be determined. 

I might further observe, that the state of the mind which views a proposed object of 
choice, is another thing that contributes to the agreeableness or disagreeableness of that 
object, the particular temper which the mind has by nature, or that has been introduced 
and established by education, example, custom, or some other means; or the frame or 
state that the mind is in on a particular occasion. That object which appears agreeable to 
one, does not so to another. And the same object does not always appear alike agreeable 
to the same person, at different times. It is most agreeable to some men, to follow their 
reason, and to others, to follow their appetites. To some men, it is more agreeable to deny 
a vicious inclination, than to gratify it; others it suits best to gratify the vilest appetites. It 
is more disagreeable to some men than others, to counteract a former resolution. In these 
respects, and many others which might be mentioned, different things will be most 
agreeable to different persons; and not only so, but to the same persons at different times. 
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But possibly it is needless to mention the "state of the mind," as a ground of the 
agreeableness of objects from the other two mentioned before; viz. The apparent nature 
and circumstances of the objects viewed, and the manner of the view. Perhaps, if we 
strictly consider the matter, the different temper and state of the mind makes no alteration 
as to the agreeableness of objects, any other way, than as it makes the objects themselves 
appear differently beautiful or deformed, having apparent pleasure or pain attending 
them; and, as it occasions the manner of the view to be different, causes the idea of 
beauty or deformity, pleasure or uneasiness, to be more or less lively. 

However, I think so much is certain, that volition, in no one instance that can be 
mentioned, is otherwise than the greatest apparent good is, in the manner which has been 
explained. The choice of the mind never departs from that which, at that time, and with 
respect to the direct and immediate objects of that decision of the mind, appears most 
agreeable and pleasing, all things considered. If the immediate objects of the will are a 
man’s own actions, then those actions which appear most agreeable to him he wills. If it 
be now most agreeable to him, all things considered, to walk, then he now wills to walk. 
If it be now, upon the whole of what at present appears to him, most agreeable to speak, 
then he chooses to speak; if it suits him best to keep silence, then he chooses to keep 
silence. There is scarcely a plainer and more universal dictate of the sense and experience 
of mankind, than that, when men act voluntarily, and do what they please, then they do 
what suits them best, or what is most agreeable to them. To say, that they do what 
pleases them, but yet not what is agreeable to them, is the same thing as to say, they do 
what they please, but do not act their pleasure; and that is to say, that they do what they 
please, and yet do not do what they please. 

It appears from these things, that in some sense, the will always follows the last dictate of 
the understanding. But then the understanding must be taken in a large sense, as 
including the whole faculty of perception or apprehension, and not merely what is called 
reason or judgment. If by the dictate of the understanding is meant what reason declares 
to be best, or most for the person’s happiness, taking in the whole of his duration, it is not 
true, that the will always follows the last dictate of the understanding. Such a dictate of 
reason is quite a different matter from things appearing now most agreeable; all things 
being put together which pertain to the mind’s present perceptions in any respect: 
Although that dictate of reason, when it takes place, has concern in the compound 
influence which moves the will; and should be considered in estimating the degree of that 
appearance of good which the will always follows; either as having its influence added to 
other things, or subducted from them. When such a dictate of reason concurs with other 
things, then its weight is added to them, as put into the same scale. But when it is against 
them, it is as a weight in the opposite scale, resisting the influence of other things. Yet its 
resistance is often overcome by their greater weight, and so the act of the will is 
determined in opposition to it. 

These things may serve, I hope, in some measure, to illustrate and confirm the position 
laid down in the beginning of this section, viz. "That the will is always determined by the 
strongest motive," or by that view of the mind which has the greatest degree of previous 
tendency to excite volition. But whether I have been so happy as rightly to explain the 
thing wherein consists the strength of motives, or not, yet my failing in this will not 
overthrow the position itself; which carries much of its own evidence with it, and is a 
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point of chief importance to the purpose of the ensuing discourse, And the truth of it, I 
hope, will appear with greater clearness, before I have finished what I have to say on the 
subject of human liberty. 

… 
 

PART II 

WHEREIN IT IS CONSIDERED WHETHER THERE IS OR CAN BE ANY 
SUCH SORT OF FREEDOM OF WILL, AS THAT WHEREIN ARMINIANS 

PLACE THE ESSENCE OF THE LIBERTY OF ALL MORAL AGENTS; 
AND WHETHER ANY SUCH THING EVER WAS OR CAN BE 

CONCEIVED OF. 
 

SECTION I 
Showing the manifest inconsistency of the Arminian notion of liberty of will, 

consisting in the will’s self-determining power. 
HAVING taken notice of those things which may be necessary to be observed, 
concerning the meaning of the principal terms and phrases made use of in controversies 
concerning human liberty. And particularly observed what liberty is, according to the 
common language and general apprehension of mankind, and what it is as understood and 
maintained by Arminians. I proceed to consider the Arminian notion of the freedom of the 
will, and the supposed necessity of it in order to moral agency, or in order to anyone’s 
being capable of virtue or vice. And properly the subject of command or counsel, praise 
or blame, promises or threatenings, rewards or punishments. Or whether that which has 
been described, as the thing meant by liberty in common speech, be not sufficient, and 
the only liberty, which make, or can make anyone a moral agent, and so properly the 
subject of these things. In this part, I shall consider whether any such thing be possible or 
conceivable as that freedom of will which Arminians insist on; and shall inquire, whether 
any such sort of liberty be necessary to moral agency, etc. in the next part. 

And first of all, I shall consider the notion of a self-determining power in the will, 
wherein, according to the Arminians, does most essentially consist the will’s freedom. 
And [I] shall particularly inquire, whether it be not plainly absurd, and a manifest 
inconsistency, to suppose that the will itself determines all the free acts of the will. 

Here I shall not insist on the great impropriety of such ways of speaking as the will 
determining itself. Because actions are to be ascribed to agents, and not properly to the 
powers of agents, which improper way of speaking leads to many mistakes, and much 
confusion, as Mr. Locke observes. But I shall suppose that the Arminians, when they 
speak of the will’s determining itself, do by the will mean the soul willing. I shall take it 
for granted, that when they speak of the will, as the determiner, they mean the soul in the 
exercise of a power of willing, or acting voluntarily. I shall suppose this, to be their 
meaning, because nothing else can be meant, without the grossest and plainest absurdity. 
In all cases when we speak of the powers or principles of acting, or doing such things we 
mean that the agents which have these powers of acting, do them, in the exercise of those 
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powers. So when we say, valor fights courageously, we mean, the man who is under the 
influence of valor fights courageously. Where we say, love seeks the object loved, we 
mean, the person loving seeks that object. When we say, the understanding discerns, we 
mean the soul in the exercise of that faculty. So when it is said, the will decides or 
determines; the meaning must be, that the person, in the exercise of [the] power of 
willing and choosing, or the soul, acting voluntarily, determines. 

Therefore, if the will determines all its own free acts, the soul determines them in the 
exercise of a power of willing and choosing; or, which is the same thing, it determines 
them of choice [and] it determines its own acts, by choosing its own acts. If the will 
determines the will, then choice orders and determines the choice and acts of choice are 
subject to the decision, and follow the conduct of other acts of choice. And therefore if 
the will determines all its own free acts, then every free act of choice is determined by a 
preceding act of choice, choosing that act. And if that preceding act of the will be also a 
free act, then by these principles, in this act too, the will is self-determined. That is, this, 
in like manner, is an act that the soul voluntarily chooses, or which is the same thing. It is 
an act determined still by a preceding act of the will, choosing that. Which brings us 
directly to a contradiction: for it supposes an act of the will preceding the first act in the 
whole train, directing and determining the rest; or a free act of the will, before the first 
free act of the will. Or else we must come at last to an act of the will, determining the 
consequent acts, wherein the will is not self-determined, and so is not a free act, in this 
notion of freedom. But if the first act in the train, determining and fixing the rest, be not 
free, none of them all can be free, as is manifest at first view, but shall be demonstrated 
presently. 

If the will, which we find governs the members of the body, and determines their 
motions, does also govern itself, and determines its own actions, it doubtless determines 
them the same way, even by antecedent volitions. The will determines which way the 
hands and feet shall move, by an act of choice: and there is no other way of the will’s 
determining, directing, or commanding anything at all. Whatsoever the will commands, it 
commands by an act of the will. And if it has itself under its command, and determines 
itself in its own actions, it doubtless does it the same way that it determines other things, 
which are under its command. So that if the freedom of the will consists in this, that it has 
itself and its own actions under its command and direction, and its own volitions are 
determined by itself, it will follow, that every free volition arises from another antecedent 
volition, directing and commanding that. And if that directing volition be also free, in 
that also the will is determined; that is to say, that directing volition is determined by 
another going before that; and so on, till we come to the first volition in the whole series. 
And if that first volition be free, and the will self-determined in it, then that is determined 
by another volition preceding that. Which is a contradiction because by the supposition, it 
can have none before it, to direct or determine it, being the first in the train. But if that 
first volition is not determined by any preceding act of the will, then that act is not 
determined by the will, and so is not free in the Arminian notion of freedom, which 
consists in the will’s self-determination. And if that first act of the will, which determines 
and fixes the subsequent acts, be not free, none of the following acts, which are 
determined by it, can be free. If we suppose there are five acts in the train, the fifth and 
last determined by the fourth, and the fourth by the third, the third by the second, and the 
second by the first. If the first is not determined by the will, and so not free, then none of 
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them are truly determined by the will. That is, that each of them are as they are, and not 
otherwise, is not first owing to the will, but to the determination of the first in the series, 
which is not dependent on the will, and is that which the will has no hand in determining. 
And this being that which decides what the rest shall be, and determines their existence; 
therefore the first determination of their existence is not from the will. The case is just the 
same, if instead of a chain of five acts of the will, we should suppose a succession of ten, 
or an hundred, or ten thousand. If the first act be not free, being determined, by 
something out of the will, and this determines the next to be agreeable to itself, and that 
the next, and so on, none of them are free. But all originally depend on, and are 
determined by some cause out of the will. And so all freedom in the case is excluded, and 
no act of the will can be free, according to this notion of freedom. If we should suppose a 
long chain of ten thousand links so connected, that if the first link moves, it will move the 
next, and that the next. And so the whole chain must be determined to motion, and in the 
direction of its motion, by the motion of the first link. And that is moved by something 
else in this case, though all the links, but one, are moved by other parts of the same chain. 
Yet it appears that the motion of no one, nor the direction of its motion, is from any self-
moving or self-determining power in the chain, anymore than if every link were 
immediately moved by something that did not belong to the chain. — If the will be not 
free in the first act, which causes the next, then neither is it free in the next, which is 
caused by that first act. For though indeed the will caused it, yet it did not cause it freely, 
because the preceding act, by which it was caused, was not free. And again, if the will be 
not free in the second act, so neither can it be in the third, which is caused by that; 
because in like manner, that third was determined by an act of the will that was not free. 
And so we may go on to the next act, and from that to the next; and how long soever the 
succession of acts is, it is all one. If the first on which the whole chain depends, and 
which determines all the rest, be not a free act, the will is not free in causing or 
determining anyone of those acts. Because the act by which it determines them all is not a 
free act, and therefore the will is no more free in determining them, than if it did not 
cause them at all. — Thus, this Arminian notion of liberty of the will, consisting in the 
will’s self-determination, is repugnant to itself and shuts itself wholly out of the world. … 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.jonathanedwards.com/text/FoW/FOWOutline.htm  
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CHAPTER 6 : JONATHAN EDWARDS’ SERMON “SINNERS IN 
THE HANDS OF AN ANGRY GOD” 

 
Background Information 
 
During the Great Awakening Edwards preached his most famous sermon, "Sinners in the 
Hands of An Angry God"(1741), found below. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
Their foot shall slide in due time- Deut. 32:35  
 

In this verse is threatened the vengeance of God on the wicked unbelieving Israelites, 
who were God's visible people, and who lived under the means of grace; but who, 
notwithstanding all God's wonderful works towards them, remained (as ver. 28.) void of 
counsel, having no understanding in them. Under all the cultivations of heaven, they 
brought forth bitter and poisonous fruit; as in the two verses next preceding the text. The 
expression I have chosen for my text, Their foot shall slide in due time, seems to imply 
the following doings, relating to the punishment and destruction to which these wicked 
Israelites were exposed. 

1. That they were always exposed to destruction; as one that stands or walks in slippery 
places is always exposed to fall. This is implied in the manner of their destruction coming 
upon them, being represented by their foot sliding. The same is expressed, Psalm 73:18. 
"Surely thou didst set them in slippery places; thou castedst them down into destruction." 

2. It implies, that they were always exposed to sudden unexpected destruction. As he that 
walks in slippery places is every moment liable to fall, he cannot foresee one moment 
whether he shall stand or fall the next; and when he does fall, he falls at once without 
warning: Which is also expressed in Psalm 73:18, 19. "Surely thou didst set them in 
slippery places; thou castedst them down into destruction: How are they brought into 
desolation as in a moment!" 

3. Another thing implied is, that they are liable to fall of themselves, without being 
thrown down by the hand of another; as he that stands or walks on slippery ground needs 
nothing but his own weight to throw him down. 

4. That the reason why they are not fallen already, and do not fall now, is only that God's 
appointed time is not come. For it is said, that when that due time, or appointed time 
comes, their foot shall slide. Then they shall be left to fall, as they are inclined by their 
own weight. God will not hold them up in these slippery places any longer, but will let 
them go; and then at that very instant, they shall fall into destruction; as he that stands on 
such slippery declining ground, on the edge of a pit, he cannot stand alone, when he is let 
go he immediately falls and is lost. 

The observation from the words that I would now insist upon is this. "There is nothing 
that keeps wicked men at any one moment out of hell, but the mere pleasure of God." By 
the mere pleasure of God, I mean his sovereign pleasure, his arbitrary will, restrained by 
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no obligation, hindered by no manner of difficulty, any more than if nothing else but 
God's mere will had in the least degree, or in any respect whatsoever, any hand in the 
preservation of wicked men one moment. 
The truth of this observation may appear by the following considerations. 

1. There is no want of power in God to cast wicked men into hell at any moment. Men's 
hands cannot be strong when God rises up. The strongest have no power to resist him, nor 
can any deliver out of his hands.-He is not only able to cast wicked men into hell, but he 
can most easily do it. Sometimes an earthly prince meets with a great deal of difficulty to 
subdue a rebel, who has found means to fortify himself, and has made himself strong by 
the numbers of his followers. But it is not so with God. There is no fortress that is any 
defense from the power of God. Though hand join in hand, and vast multitudes of God's 
enemies combine and associate themselves, they are easily broken in pieces. They are as 
great heaps of light chaff before the whirlwind; or large quantities of dry stubble before 
devouring flames. We find it easy to tread on and crush a worm that we see crawling on 
the earth; so it is easy for us to cut or singe a slender thread that any thing hangs by: thus 
easy is it for God, when he pleases, to cast his enemies down to hell. What are we, that 
we should think to stand before him, at whose rebuke the earth trembles, and before 
whom the rocks are thrown down?  

2. They deserve to be cast into hell; so that divine justice never stands in the way, it 
makes no objection against God's using his power at any moment to destroy them. Yea, 
on the contrary, justice calls aloud for an infinite punishment of their sins. Divine justice 
says of the tree that brings forth such grapes of Sodom, "Cut it down, why cumbereth it 
the ground?" Luke xiii. 7. The sword of divine justice is every moment brandished over 
their heads, and it is nothing but the hand of arbitrary mercy, and God's mere will, that 
holds it back. 

3. They are already under a sentence of condemnation to hell. They do not only justly 
deserve to be cast down thither, but the sentence of the law of God, that eternal and 
immutable rule of righteousness that God has fixed between him and mankind, is gone 
out against them, and stands against them; so that they are bound over already to hell. 
John iii. 18. "He that believeth not is condemned already." So that every unconverted 
man properly belongs to hell; that is his place; from thence he is, John viii. 23. "Ye are 
from beneath." And thither be is bound; it is the place that justice, and God's word, and 
the sentence of his unchangeable law assign to him. 

4. They are now the objects of that very same anger and wrath of God, that is expressed 
in the torments of hell. And the reason why they do not go down to hell at each moment, 
is not because God, in whose power they are, is not then very angry with them; as he is 
with many miserable creatures now tormented in hell, who there feel and bear the 
fierceness of his wrath. Yea, God is a great deal more angry with great numbers that are 
now on earth: yea, doubtless, with many that are now in this congregation, who it may be 
are at ease, than he is with many of those who are now in the flames of hell.  
So that it is not because God is unmindful of their wickedness, and does not resent it, that 
he does not let loose his hand and cut them off. God is not altogether such an one as 
themselves, though they may imagine him to be so. The wrath of God burns against them, 
their damnation does not slumber; the pit is prepared, the fire is made ready, the furnace 
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is now hot, ready to receive them; the flames do now rage and glow. The glittering sword 
is whet, and held over them, and the pit hath opened its mouth under them. 

5. The devil stands ready to fall upon them, and seize them as his own, at what moment 
God shall permit him. They belong to him; he has their souls in his possession, and under 
his dominion. The scripture represents them as his goods, Luke 11:12. The devils watch 
them; they are ever by them at their right hand; they stand waiting for them, like greedy 
hungry lions that see their prey, and expect to have it, but are for the present kept back. If 
God should withdraw his hand, by which they are restrained, they would in one moment 
fly upon their poor souls. The old serpent is gaping for them; hell opens its mouth wide to 
receive them; and if God should permit it, they would be hastily swallowed up and lost. 

6. There are in the souls of wicked men those hellish principles reigning, that would 
presently kindle and flame out into hell fire, if it were not for God's restraints. There is 
laid in the very nature of carnal men, a foundation for the torments of hell. There are 
those corrupt principles, in reigning power in them, and in full possession of them, that 
are seeds of hell fire. These principles are active and powerful, exceeding violent in their 
nature, and if it were not for the restraining hand of God upon them, they would soon 
break out, they would flame out after the same manner as the same corruptions, the same 
enmity does in the hearts of damned souls, and would beget the same torments as they do 
in them. The souls of the wicked are in scripture compared to the troubled sea, Isa. 57:20. 
For the present, God restrains their wickedness by his mighty power, as he does the 
raging waves of the troubled sea, saying, "Hitherto shalt thou come, but no further;" but if 
God should withdraw that restraining power, it would soon carry all before it. Sin is the 
ruin and misery of the soul; it is destructive in its nature; and if God should leave it 
without restraint, there would need nothing else to make the soul perfectly miserable. The 
corruption of the heart of man is immoderate and boundless in its fury; and while wicked 
men live here, it is like fire pent up by God's restraints, whereas if it were let loose, it 
would set on fire the course of nature; and as the heart is now a sink of sin, so if sin was 
not restrained, it would immediately turn the soul into a fiery oven, or a furnace of fire 
and brimstone. 

7. It is no security to wicked men for one moment, that there are no visible means of 
death at hand. It is no security to a natural man, that he is now in health, and that he does 
not see which way he should now immediately go out of the world by any accident, and 
that there is no visible danger in any respect in his circumstances. The manifold and 
continual experience of the world in all ages, shows this is no evidence, that a man is not 
on the very brink of eternity, and that the next step will not be into another world. The 
unseen, unthought-of ways and means of persons going suddenly out of the world are 
innumerable and inconceivable. Unconverted men walk over the pit of hell on a rotten 
covering, and there are innumerable places in this covering so weak that they will not 
bear their weight, and these places are not seen. The arrows of death fly unseen at noon-
day; the sharpest sight cannot discern them. God has so many different unsearchable 
ways of taking wicked men out of the world and sending them to hell, that there is 
nothing to make it appear, that God had need to be at the expense of a miracle, or go out 
of the ordinary course of his providence, to destroy any wicked man, at any moment. All 
the means that there are of sinners going out of the world, are so in God's hands, and so 
universally and absolutely subject to his power and determination, that it does not depend 
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at all the less on the mere will of God, whether sinners shall at any moment go to hell, 
than if means were never made use of, or at all concerned in the case. 

8. Natural men's prudence and care to preserve their own lives, or the care of others to 
preserve them, do not secure them a moment. To this, divine providence and universal 
experience do also bear testimony. There is this clear evidence that men's own wisdom is 
no security to them from death; that if it were otherwise we should see some difference 
between the wise and politic men of the world, and others, with regard to their liableness 
to early and unexpected death: but how is it in fact? Eccles. ii. 16. "How dieth the wise 
man? even as the fool." 

9. All wicked men's pains and contrivance which they use to escape hell, while they 
continue to reject Christ, and so remain wicked men, do not secure them from hell one 
moment. Almost every natural man that hears of hell, flatters himself that he shall escape 
it; he depends upon himself for his own security; he flatters himself in what he has done, 
in what he is now doing, or what he intends to do. Every one lays out matters in his own 
mind how he shall avoid damnation, and flatters himself that he contrives well for 
himself, and that his schemes will not fail. They hear indeed that there are but few saved, 
and that the greater part of men that have died heretofore are gone to hell; but each one 
imagines that he lays out matters better for his own escape than others have done. He 
does not intend to come to that place of torment; he says within himself, that he intends to 
take effectual care, and to order matters so for himself as not to fail. 

But the foolish children of men miserably delude themselves in their own schemes, and 
in confidence in their own strength and wisdom; they trust to nothing but a shadow. The 
greater part of those who heretofore have lived under the same means of grace, and are 
now dead, are undoubtedly gone to hell; and it was not because they were not as wise as 
those who are now alive: it was not because they did not lay out matters as well for 
themselves to secure their own escape. If we could speak with them, and inquire of them, 
one by one, whether they expected, when alive, and when they used to hear about hell 
ever to be the subjects of that misery: we doubtless, should hear one and another reply, 
"No, I never intended to come here: I had laid out matters otherwise in my mind; I 
thought I should contrive well for myself: I thought my scheme good. I intended to take 
effectual care; but it came upon me unexpected; I did not look for it at that time, and in 
that manner; it came as a thief: Death outwitted me: God's wrath was too quick for me. 
Oh, my cursed foolishness! I was flattering myself, and pleasing myself with vain dreams 
of what I would do hereafter; and when I was saying, Peace and safety, then suddenly 
destruction came upon me. 

10. God has laid himself under no obligation, by any promise to keep any natural man out 
of hell one moment. God certainly has made no promises either of eternal life, or of any 
deliverance or preservation from eternal death, but what are contained in the covenant of 
grace, the promises that are given in Christ, in whom all the promises are yea and amen. 
But surely they have no interest in the promises of the covenant of grace who are not the 
children of the covenant, who do not believe in any of the promises, and have no interest 
in the Mediator of the covenant. 

So that, whatever some have imagined and pretended about promises made to natural 
men's earnest seeking and knocking, it is plain and manifest, that whatever pains a natural 
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man takes in religion, whatever prayers he makes, till he believes in Christ, God is under 
no manner of obligation to keep him a moment from eternal destruction. 

So that, thus it is that natural men are held in the hand of God, over the pit of hell; they 
have deserved the fiery pit, and are already sentenced to it; and God is dreadfully 
provoked, his anger is as great towards them as to those that are actually suffering the 
executions of the fierceness of his wrath in hell, and they have done nothing in the least 
to appease or abate that anger, neither is God in the least bound by any promise to hold 
them up one moment; the devil is waiting for them, hell is gaping for them, the flames 
gather and flash about them, and would fain lay hold on them, and swallow them up; the 
fire pent up in their own hearts is struggling to break out: and they have no interest in any 
Mediator, there are no means within reach that can be any security to them. In short, they 
have no refuge, nothing to take hold of, all that preserves them every moment is the mere 
arbitrary will, and uncovenanted, unobliged forbearance of an incensed God. 

APPLICATION  
The use of this awful subject may be for awakening unconverted persons in this 
congregation. This that you have heard is the case of every one of you that are out of 
Christ.-That world of misery, that lake of burning brimstone, is extended abroad under 
you. There is the dreadful pit of the glowing flames of the wrath of God; there is hell's 
wide gaping mouth open; and you have nothing to stand upon, nor any thing to take hold 
of, there is nothing between you and hell but the air; it is only the power and mere 
pleasure of God that holds you up. 

You probably are not sensible of this; you find you are kept out of hell, but do not see the 
hand of God in it; but look at other things, as the good state of your bodily constitution, 
your care of your own life, and the means you use for your own preservation. But indeed 
these things are nothing; if God should withdraw his band, they would avail no more to 
keep you from falling, than the thin air to hold up a person that is suspended in it. 

Your wickedness makes you as it were heavy as lead, and to tend downwards with great 
weight and pressure towards hell; and if God should let you go, you would immediately 
sink and swiftly descend and plunge into the bottomless gulf, and your healthy 
constitution, and your own care and prudence, and best contrivance, and all your 
righteousness, would have no more influence to uphold you and keep you out of hell, 
than a spider's web would have to stop a falling rock. Were it not for the sovereign 
pleasure of God, the earth would not bear you one moment; for you are a burden to it; the 
creation groans with you; the creature is made subject to the bondage of your corruption, 
not willingly; the sun does not willingly shine upon you to give you light to serve sin and 
Satan; the earth does not willingly yield her increase to satisfy your lusts; nor is it 
willingly a stage for your wickedness to be acted upon; the air does not willingly serve 
you for breath to maintain the flame of life in your vitals, while you spend your life in the 
service of God's enemies. God's creatures are good, and were made for men to serve God 
with, and do not willingly subserve to any other purpose, and groan when they are abused 
to purposes so directly contrary to their nature and end. And the world would spew you 
out, were it not for the sovereign hand of him who hath subjected it in hope. There are 
black clouds of God's wrath now hanging directly over your heads, full of the dreadful 
storm, and big with thunder; and were it not for the restraining hand of God, it would 
immediately burst forth upon you. The sovereign pleasure of God, for the present, stays 
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his rough wind; otherwise it would come with fury, and your destruction would come like 
a whirlwind, and you would be like the chaff of the summer threshing floor. 

The wrath of God is like great waters that are dammed for the present; they increase more 
and more, and rise higher and higher, till an outlet is given; and the longer the stream is 
stopped, the more rapid and mighty is its course, when once it is let loose. It is true, that 
judgment against your evil works has not been executed hitherto; the floods of God's 
vengeance have been withheld; but your guilt in the mean time is constantly increasing, 
and you are every day treasuring up more wrath; the waters are constantly rising, and 
waxing more and more mighty; and there is nothing but the mere pleasure of God, that 
holds the waters back, that are unwilling to be stopped, and press hard to go forward. If 
God should only withdraw his hand from the flood-gate, it would immediately fly open, 
and the fiery floods of the fierceness and wrath of God, would rush forth with 
inconceivable fury, and would come upon you with omnipotent power; and if your 
strength were ten thousand times greater than it is, yea, ten thousand times greater than 
the strength of the stoutest, sturdiest devil in hell, it would be nothing to withstand or 
endure it. 

The bow of God's wrath is bent, and the arrow made ready on the string, and justice 
bends the arrow at your heart, and strains the bow, and it is nothing but the mere pleasure 
of God, and that of an angry God, without any promise or obligation at all, that keeps the 
arrow one moment from being made drunk with your blood. Thus all you that never 
passed under a great change of heart, by the mighty power of the Spirit of God upon your 
souls; all you that were never born again, and made new creatures, and raised from being 
dead in sin, to a state of new, and before altogether unexperienced light and life, are in 
the hands of an angry God. However you may have reformed your life in many things, 
and may have had religious affections, and may keep up a form of religion in your 
families and closets, and in the house of God, it is nothing but his mere pleasure that 
keeps you from being this moment swallowed up in everlasting destruction. However 
unconvinced you may now be of the truth of what you hear, by and by you will be fully 
convinced of it. Those that are gone from being in the like circumstances with you, see 
that it was so with them; for destruction came suddenly upon most of them; when they 
expected nothing of it, and while they were saying, Peace and safety: now they see, that 
those things on which they depended for peace and safety, were nothing but thin air and 
empty shadows. 

The God that holds you over the pit of hell, much as one holds a spider, or some 
loathsome insect over the fire, abhors you, and is dreadfully provoked: his wrath towards 
you burns like fire; he looks upon you as worthy of nothing else, but to be cast into the 
fire; he is of purer eyes than to bear to have you in his sight; you are ten thousand times 
more abominable in his eyes, than the most hateful venomous serpent is in ours. You 
have offended him infinitely more than ever a stubborn rebel did his prince; and yet it is 
nothing but his hand that holds you from falling into the fire every moment. It is to be 
ascribed to nothing else, that you did not go to hell the last night; that you was suffered to 
awake again in this world, after you closed your eyes to sleep. And there is no other 
reason to be given, why you have not dropped into hell since you arose in the morning, 
but that God's hand has held you up. There is no other reason to be given why you have 
not gone to hell, since you have sat here in the house of God, provoking his pure eyes by 
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your sinful wicked manner of attending his solemn worship. Yea, there is nothing else 
that is to be given as a reason why you do not this very moment drop down into hell. 

O sinner! Consider the fearful danger you are in: it is a great furnace of wrath, a wide and 
bottomless pit, full of the fire of wrath, that you are held over in the hand of that God, 
whose wrath is provoked and incensed as much against you, as against many of the 
damned in hell. You hang by a slender thread, with the flames of divine wrath flashing 
about it, and ready every moment to singe it, and burn it asunder; and you have no 
interest in any Mediator, and nothing to lay hold of to save yourself, nothing to keep off 
the flames of wrath, nothing of your own, nothing that you ever have done, nothing that 
you can do, to induce God to spare you one moment. And consider here more particularly 

1. Whose wrath it is: it is the wrath of the infinite God. If it were only the wrath of man, 
though it were of the most potent prince, it would be comparatively little to be regarded. 
The wrath of kings is very much dreaded, especially of absolute monarchs, who have the 
possessions and lives of their subjects wholly in their power, to be disposed of at their 
mere will. Prov. 20:2. "The fear of a king is as the roaring of a lion: Whoso provoketh 
him to anger, sinneth against his own soul." The subject that very much enrages an 
arbitrary prince, is liable to suffer the most extreme torments that human art can invent, 
or human power can inflict. But the greatest earthly potentates in their greatest majesty 
and strength, and when clothed in their greatest terrors, are but feeble, despicable worms 
of the dust, in comparison of the great and almighty Creator and King of heaven and 
earth. It is but little that they can do, when most enraged, and when they have exerted the 
utmost of their fury. All the kings of the earth, before God, are as grasshoppers; they are 
nothing, and less than nothing: both their love and their hatred is to be despised. The 
wrath of the great King of kings, is as much more terrible than theirs, as his majesty is 
greater. Luke 12:4, 5. "And I say unto you, my friends, Be not afraid of them that kill the 
body, and after that, have no more that they can do. But I will forewarn you whom you 
shall fear: fear him, which after he hath killed, hath power to cast into hell: yea, I say 
unto you, Fear him." 

2. It is the fierceness of his wrath that you are exposed to. We often read of the fury of 
God; as in Isaiah lix. 18. "According to their deeds, accordingly he will repay fury to his 
adversaries." So Isaiah 66:15. "For behold, the Lord will come with fire, and with his 
chariots like a whirlwind, to render his anger with fury, and his rebuke with flames of 
fire." And in many other places. So, Rev. 19:15, we read of "the wine press of the 
fierceness and wrath of Almighty God." The words are exceeding terrible. If it had only 
been said, "the wrath of God," the words would have implied that which is infinitely 
dreadful: but it is "the fierceness and wrath of God." The fury of God! the fierceness of 
Jehovah! Oh, how dreadful must that be! Who can utter or conceive what such 
expressions carry in them! But it is also "the fierceness and wrath of Almighty God." As 
though there would be a very great manifestation of his almighty power in what the 
fierceness of his wrath should inflict, as though omnipotence should be as it were 
enraged, and exerted, as men are wont to exert their strength in the fierceness of their 
wrath. Oh! then, what will be the consequence! What will become of the poor worms that 
shall suffer it! Whose hands can be strong? And whose heart can endure? To what a 
dreadful, inexpressible, inconceivable depth of misery must the poor creature be sunk 
who shall be the subject of this! 
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Consider this, you that are here present, that yet remain in an unregenerate state. That 
God will execute the fierceness of his anger, implies, that he will inflict wrath without 
any pity. When God beholds the ineffable extremity of your case, and sees your torment 
to be so vastly disproportioned to your strength, and sees how your poor soul is crushed, 
and sinks down, as it were, into an infinite gloom; he will have no compassion upon you, 
he will not forbear the executions of his wrath, or in the least lighten his hand; there shall 
be no moderation or mercy, nor will God then at all stay his rough wind; he will have no 
regard to your welfare, nor be at all careful lest you should suffer too much in any other 
sense, than only that you shall not suffer beyond what strict justice requires. Nothing 
shall be withheld, because it is so hard for you to bear. Ezek. viii. 18. "Therefore will I 
also deal in fury: mine eye shall not spare, neither will I have pity; and though they cry in 
mine ears with a loud voice, yet I will not hear them." Now God stands ready to pity you; 
this is a day of mercy; you may cry now with some encouragement of obtaining mercy. 
But when once the day of mercy is past, your most lamentable and dolorous cries and 
shrieks will be in vain; you will be wholly lost and thrown away of God, as to any regard 
to your welfare. God will have no other use to put you to, but to suffer misery; you shall 
be continued in being to no other end; for you will be a vessel of wrath fitted to 
destruction; and there will be no other use of this vessel, but to be filled full of wrath. 
God will be so far from pitying you when you cry to him, that it is said he will only 
"laugh and mock," Prov. 1:25, 26, &c. 

How awful are those words, Isa. 63:3, which are the words of the great God. "I will tread 
them in mine anger, and will trample them in my fury, and their blood shall be sprinkled 
upon my garments, and I will stain all my raiment." It is perhaps impossible to conceive 
of words that carry in them greater manifestations of these three things, vis. contempt, 
and hatred, and fierceness of indignation. If you cry to God to pity you, he will be so far 
from pitying you in your doleful case, or showing you the least regard or favour, that 
instead of that, he will only tread you under foot. And though he will know that you 
cannot bear the weight of omnipotence treading upon you, yet he will not regard that, but 
he will crush you under his feet without mercy; he will crush out your blood, and make it 
fly, and it shall be sprinkled on his garments, so as to stain all his raiment. He will not 
only hate you, but he will have you, in the utmost contempt: no place shall be thought fit 
for you, but under his feet to be trodden down as the mire of the streets. 

The misery you are exposed to is that which God will inflict to that end, that he might 
show what that wrath of Jehovah is. God hath had it on his heart to show to angels and 
men, both how excellent his love is, and also how terrible his wrath is. Sometimes earthly 
kings have a mind to show how terrible their wrath is, by the extreme punishments they 
would execute on those that would provoke them. Nebuchadnezzar, that mighty and 
haughty monarch of the Chaldean empire, was willing to show his wrath when enraged 
with Shadrach, Meshech, and Abednego; and accordingly gave orders that the burning 
fiery furnace should be heated seven times hotter than it was before; doubtless, it was 
raised to the utmost degree of fierceness that human art could raise it. But the great God 
is also willing to show his wrath, and magnify his awful majesty and mighty power in the 
extreme sufferings of his enemies. Rom. 9:22. "What if God, willing to show his wrath, 
and to make his power known, endure with much long-suffering the vessels of wrath 
fitted to destruction?" And seeing this is his design, and what he has determined, even to 
show how terrible the unrestrained wrath, the fury and fierceness of Jehovah is, he will 
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do it to effect. There will be something accomplished and brought to pass that will be 
dreadful with a witness. When the great and angry God hath risen up and executed his 
awful vengeance on the poor sinner, and the wretch is actually suffering the infinite 
weight and power of his indignation, then will God call upon the whole universe to 
behold that awful majesty and mighty power that is to be seen in it. Isa. 33:12-14. "And 
the people shall be as the burnings of lime, as thorns cut up shall they be burnt in the fire. 
Hear ye that are far off, what I have done; and ye that are near, acknowledge my might. 
The sinners in Zion are afraid; fearfulness hath surprised the hypocrites," &c. 

Thus it will be with you that are in an unconverted state, if you continue in it; the infinite 
might, and majesty, and terribleness of the omnipotent God shall be magnified upon you, 
in the ineffable strength of your torments. You shall be tormented in the presence of the 
holy angels, and in the presence of the Lamb; and when you shall be in this state of 
suffering, the glorious inhabitants of heaven shall go forth and look on the awful 
spectacle, that they may see what the wrath and fierceness of the Almighty is; and when 
they have seen it, they will fall down and adore that great power and majesty. Isa. lxvi. 
23, 24. "And it shall come to pass, that from one new moon to another, and from one 
sabbath to another, shall all flesh come to worship before me, saith the Lord. And they 
shall go forth and look upon the carcasses of the men that have transgressed against me; 
for their worm shall not die, neither shall their fire be quenched, and they shall be an 
abhorring unto all flesh." 
4. It is everlasting wrath. It would be dreadful to suffer this fierceness and wrath of 
Almighty God one moment; but you must suffer it to all eternity. There will be no end to 
this exquisite horrible misery. When you look forward, you shall see a long for ever, a 
boundless duration before you, which will swallow up your thoughts, and amaze your 
soul; and you will absolutely despair of ever having any deliverance, any end, any 
mitigation, any rest at all. You will know certainly that you must wear out long ages, 
millions of millions of ages, in wrestling and conflicting with this almighty merciless 
vengeance; and then when you have so done, when so many ages have actually been 
spent by you in this manner, you will know that all is but a point to what remains. So that 
your punishment will indeed be infinite. Oh, who can express what the state of a soul in 
such circumstances is! All that we can possibly say about it, gives but a very feeble, faint 
representation of it; it is inexpressible and inconceivable: For "who knows the power of 
God's anger?" 

How dreadful is the state of those that are daily and hourly in the danger of this great 
wrath and infinite misery! But this is the dismal case of every soul in this congregation 
that has not been born again, however moral and strict, sober and religious, they may 
otherwise be. Oh that you would consider it, whether you be young or old! There is 
reason to think, that there are many in this congregation now hearing this discourse, that 
will actually be the subjects of this very misery to all eternity. We know not who they 
are, or in what seats they sit, or what thoughts they now have. It may be they are now at 
ease, and hear all these things without much disturbance, and are now flattering 
themselves that they are not the persons, promising themselves that they shall escape. If 
we knew that there was one person, and but one, in the whole congregation, that was to 
be the subject of this misery, what an awful thing would it be to think of! If we knew who 
it was, what an awful sight would it be to see such a person! How might all the rest of the 
congregation lift up a lamentable and bitter cry over him! But, alas! instead of one, how 
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many is it likely will remember this discourse in hell? And it would be a wonder, if some 
that are now present should not be in hell in a very short time, even before this year is 
out. And it would be no wonder if some persons, that now sit here, in some seats of this 
meeting-house, in health, quiet and secure, should be there before to-morrow morning. 
Those of you that finally continue in a natural condition, that shall keep out of hell 
longest will be there in a little time! your damnation does not slumber; it will come 
swiftly, and, in all probability, very suddenly upon many of you. You have reason to 
wonder that you are not already in hell. It is doubtless the case of some whom you have 
seen and known, that never deserved hell more than you, and that heretofore appeared as 
likely to have been now alive as you. Their case is past all hope; they are crying in 
extreme misery and perfect despair; but here you are in the land of the living and in the 
house of God, and have an opportunity to obtain salvation. What would not those poor 
damned hopeless souls give for one day's opportunity such as you now enjoy! 

And now you have an extraordinary opportunity, a day wherein Christ has thrown the 
door of mercy wide open, and stands in calling and crying with a loud voice to poor 
sinners; a day wherein many are flocking to him, and pressing into the kingdom of God. 
Many are daily coming from the east, west, north and south; many that were very lately 
in the same miserable condition that you are in, are now in a happy state, with their hearts 
filled with love to him who has loved them, and washed them from their sins in his own 
blood, and rejoicing in hope of the glory of God. How awful is it to be left behind at such 
a day! To see so many others feasting, while you are pining and perishing! To see so 
many rejoicing and singing for joy of heart, while you have cause to mourn for sorrow of 
heart, and howl for vexation of spirit! How can you rest one moment in such a condition? 
Are not your souls as precious as the souls of the people at Suffield*, where they are 
flocking from day to day to Christ? 

Are there not many here who have lived long in the world, and are not to this day born 
again? and so are aliens from the commonwealth of Israel, and have done nothing ever 
since they have lived, but treasure up wrath against the day of wrath? Oh, sirs, your case, 
in an especial manner, is extremely dangerous. Your guilt and hardness of heart is 
extremely great. Do you not see how generally persons of your years are passed over and 
left, in the present remarkable and wonderful dispensation of God's mercy? You had need 
to consider yourselves, and awake thoroughly out of sleep. You cannot bear the 
fierceness and wrath of the infinite God.-And you, young men, and young women, will 
you neglect this precious season which you now enjoy, when so many others of your age 
are renouncing all youthful vanities, and flocking to Christ? You especially have now an 
extraordinary opportunity; but if you neglect it, it will soon be with you as with those 
persons who spent all the precious days of youth in sin, and are now come to such a 
dreadful pass in blindness and hardness. And you, children, who are unconverted, do not 
you know that you are going down to hell, to bear the dreadful wrath of that God, who is 
now angry with you every day and every night? Will you be content to be the children of 
the devil, when so many other children in the land are converted, and are become the holy 
and happy children of the King of kings? 

And let every one that is yet out of Christ, and hanging over the pit of hell, whether they 
be old men and women, or middle aged, or young people, or little children, now harken to 
the loud calls of God's word and providence. This acceptable year of the Lord, a day of 
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such great favours to some, will doubtless be a day of as remarkable vengeance to others. 
Men's hearts harden, and their guilt increases apace at such a day as this, if they neglect 
their souls; and never was there so great danger of such persons being given up to 
hardness of heart and blindness of mind. God seems now to be hastily gathering in his 
elect in all parts of the land; and probably the greater part of adult persons that ever shall 
be saved, will be brought in now in a little time, and that it will be as it was on the great 
out-pouring of the Spirit upon the Jews in the apostles' days; the election will obtain, and 
the rest will be blinded. If this should be the case with you, you will eternally curse this 
day, and will curse the day that ever you was born, to see such a season of the pouring 
out of God's Spirit, and will wish that you had died and gone to hell before you had seen 
it. Now undoubtedly it is, as it was in the days of John the Baptist, the axe is in an 
extraordinary manner laid at the root of the trees, that every tree which brings not forth 
good fruit, may be hewn down and cast into the fire. 

Therefore, let every one that is out of Christ, now awake and fly from the wrath to come. 
The wrath of Almighty God is now undoubtedly hanging over a great part of this 
congregation: Let every one fly out of Sodom: "Haste and escape for your lives, look not 
behind you, escape to the mountain, lest you be consumed." 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  
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 CHAPTER 7 :  “ESSAY CONCERNING HUMAN 
UNDERSTANDING” BY JOHN LOCKE 

�

Background Information 
 
John Locke (1632 –1704) was an Enlightenment English philosopher. In epistemology, 
Locke has often been classified as a British Empiricist, and his “Essay Concerning 
Human Understanding” excerpted below is representative of his viewpoint. He is equally 
important as social contract theorist who argued a government could only be legitimate if 
it received the consent of the governed through a social contract and protected the natural 
rights of life, liberty, and estate. If such consent was not given, argued Locke, citizens 
had a right of rebellion.   His writings, along with those of the writings of many Scottish 
Enlightenment thinkers, influenced the American revolutionaries as reflected in the 
American Declaration of Independence. 

 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

BOOK I 
Neither Principles nor Ideas Are Innate 

 
Chapter I 

 
No Innate Speculative Principles 

--1. The way shown how we come by any knowledge, sufficient to prove it not innate. It 
is an established opinion amongst some men, that there are in the understanding certain 
innate principles; some primary notions, koinai ennoiai, characters, as it were stamped 
upon the mind of man; which the soul receives in its very first being, and brings into the 
world with it. It would be sufficient to convince unprejudiced readers of the falseness of 
this supposition, if I should only show (as I hope I shall in the following parts of this 
Discourse) how men, barely by the use of their natural faculties, may attain to all the 
knowledge they have, without the help of any innate impressions; and may arrive at 
certainty, without any such original notions or principles. For I imagine any one will 
easily grant that it would be impertinent to suppose the ideas of colours innate in a 
creature to whom God hath given sight, and a power to receive them by the eyes from 
external objects: and no less unreasonable would it be to attribute several truths to the 
impressions of nature, and innate characters, when we may observe in ourselves faculties 
fit to attain as easy and certain knowledge of them as if they were originally imprinted on 
the mind. 
--But because a man is not permitted without censure to follow his own thoughts in the 
search of truth, when they lead him ever so little out of the common road, I shall set down 
the reasons that made me doubt of the truth of that opinion, as an excuse for my mistake, 
if I be in one; which I leave to be considered by those who, with me, dispose themselves 
to embrace truth wherever they find it. 
--2. General assent the great argument. There is nothing more commonly taken for 
granted than that there are certain principles, both speculative and practical, (for they 
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speak of both), universally agreed upon by all mankind: which therefore, they argue, 
must needs be the constant impressions which the souls of men receive in their first 
beings, and which they bring into the world with them, as necessarily and really as they 
do any of their inherent faculties. 
--3. Universal consent proves nothing innate. This argument, drawn from universal 
consent, has this misfortune in it, that if it were true in matter of fact, that there were 
certain truths wherein all mankind agreed, it would not prove them innate, if there can be 
any other way shown how men may come to that universal agreement, in the things they 
do consent in, which I presume may be done. 
--4. "What is, is," and "It is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," not 
universally assented to. But, which is worse, this argument of universal consent, which is 
made use of to prove innate principles, seems to me a demonstration that there are none 
such: because there are none to which all mankind give an universal assent. I shall begin 
with the speculative, and instance in those magnified principles of demonstration, 
"Whatsoever is, is," and "It is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be"; which, 
of all others, I think have the most allowed title to innate. These have so settled a 
reputation of maxims universally received, that it will no doubt be thought strange if any 
one should seem to question it. But yet I take liberty to say, that these propositions are so 
far from having an universal assent, that there are a great part of mankind to whom they 
are not so much as known. 
--5. Not on the mind naturally imprinted, because not known to children, idiots, &c. For, 
first, it is evident, that all children and idiots have not the least apprehension or thought of 
them. And the want of that is enough to destroy that universal assent which must needs 
be the necessary concomitant of all innate truths: it seeming to me near a contradiction to 
say, that there are truths imprinted on the soul, which it perceives or understands not: 
imprinting, if it signify anything, being nothing else but the making certain truths to be 
perceived. For to imprint anything on the mind without the mind's perceiving it, seems to 
me hardly intelligible. If therefore children and idiots have souls, have minds, with those 
impressions upon them, they must unavoidably perceive them, and necessarily know and 
assent to these truths; which since they do not, it is evident that there are no such 
impressions. For if they are not notions naturally imprinted, how can they be innate? and 
if they are notions imprinted, how can they be unknown? To say a notion is imprinted on 
the mind, and yet at the same time to say, that the mind is ignorant of it, and never yet 
took notice of it, is to make this impression nothing. No proposition can be said to be in 
the mind which it never yet knew, which it was never yet conscious of. For if any one 
may, then, by the same reason, all propositions that are true, and the mind is capable ever 
of assenting to, may be said to be in the mind, and to be imprinted: since, if any one can 
be said to be in the mind, which it never yet knew, it must be only because it is capable of 
knowing it; and so the mind is of all truths it ever shall know. Nay, thus truths may be 
imprinted on the mind which it never did, nor ever shall know; for a man may live long, 
and die at last in ignorance of many truths which his mind was capable of knowing, and 
that with certainty. So that if the capacity of knowing be the natural impression 
contended for, all the truths a man ever comes to know will, by this account, be every one 
of them innate; and this great point will amount to no more, but only to a very improper 
way of speaking; which, whilst it pretends to assert the contrary, says nothing different 
from those who deny innate principles. For nobody, I think, ever denied that the mind 
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was capable of knowing several truths. The capacity, they say, is innate; the knowledge 
acquired. But then to what end such contest for certain innate maxims? If truths can be 
imprinted on the understanding without being perceived, I can see no difference there can 
be between any truths the mind is capable of knowing in respect of their original: they 
must all be innate or all adventitious: in vain shall a man go about to distinguish them. He 
therefore that talks of innate notions in the understanding, cannot (if he intend thereby 
any distinct sort of truths) mean such truths to be in the understanding as it never 
perceived, and is yet wholly ignorant of. For if these words "to be in the understanding" 
have any propriety, they signify to be understood. So that to be in the understanding, and 
not to be understood; to be in the mind and never to be perceived, is all one as to say 
anything is and is not in the mind or understanding. If therefore these two propositions, 
"Whatsoever is, is," and "It is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," are by 
nature imprinted, children cannot be ignorant of them: infants, and all that have souls, 
must necessarily have them in their understandings, know the truth of them, and assent to 
it. 
--6. That men know them when they come to the use of reason, answered. To avoid this, 
it is usually answered, that all men know and assent to them, when they come to the use 
of reason; and this is enough to prove them innate. I answer: 
--7. Doubtful expressions, that have scarce any signification, go for clear reasons to those 
who, being prepossessed, take not the pains to examine even what they themselves say. 
For, to apply this answer with any tolerable sense to our present purpose, it must signify 
one of these two things: either that as soon as men come to the use of reason these 
supposed native inscriptions come to be known and observed by them; or else, that the 
use and exercise of men's reason, assists them in the discovery of these principles, and 
certainly makes them known to them. 
--8. If reason discovered them, that would not prove them innate. If they mean, that by 
the use of reason men may discover these principles, and that this is sufficient to prove 
them innate; their way of arguing will stand thus, viz. that whatever truths reason can 
certainly discover to us, and make us firmly assent to, those are all naturally imprinted on 
the mind; since that universal assent, which is made the mark of them, amounts to no 
more but this,- that by the use of reason we are capable to come to a certain knowledge of 
and assent to them; and, by this means, there will be no difference between the maxims of 
the mathematicians, and theorems they deduce from them: all must be equally allowed 
innate; they being all discoveries made by the use of reason, and truths that a rational 
creature may certainty come to know, if he apply his thoughts rightly that way. 
--9. It is false that reason discovers them. But how can these men think the use of reason 
necessary to discover principles that are supposed innate, when reason (if we may believe 
them) is nothing else but the faculty of deducing unknown truths from principles or 
propositions that are already known? That certainly can never be thought innate which 
we have need of reason to discover; unless, as I have said, we will have all the certain 
truths that reason ever teaches us, to be innate. We may as well think the use of reason 
necessary to make our eyes discover visible objects, as that there should be need of 
reason, or the exercise thereof, to make the understanding see what is originally engraven 
on it, and cannot be in the understanding before it be perceived by it. So that to make 
reason discover those truths thus imprinted, is to say, that the use of reason discovers to a 
man what he knew before: and if men have those innate impressed truths originally, and 
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before the use of reason, and yet are always ignorant of them till they come to the use of 
reason, it is in effect to say, that men know and know them not at the same time. 
--10. No use made of reasoning in the discovery of these two maxims. It will here 
perhaps be said that mathematical demonstrations, and other truths that are not innate, are 
not assented to as soon as proposed, wherein they are distinguished from these maxims 
and other innate truths. I shall have occasion to speak of assent upon the first proposing, 
more particularly by and by. I shall here only, and that very readily, allow, that these 
maxims and mathematical demonstrations are in this different: that the one have need of 
reason, using of proofs, to make them out and to gain our assent; but the other, as soon as 
understood, are, without any the least reasoning, embraced and assented to. But I withal 
beg leave to observe, that it lays open the weakness of this subterfuge, which requires the 
use of reason for the discovery of these general truths: since it must be confessed that in 
their discovery there is no use made of reasoning at all. And I think those who give this 
answer will not be forward to affirm that the knowledge of this maxim, "That it is 
impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," is a deduction of our reason. For this 
would be to destroy that bounty of nature they seem so fond of, whilst they make the 
knowledge of those principles to depend on the labour of our thoughts. For all reasoning 
is search, and casting about, and requires pains and application. And how can it with any 
tolerable sense be supposed, that what was imprinted by nature, as the foundation and 
guide of our reason, should need the use of reason to discover it? 
--11. And if there were, this would prove them not innate. Those who will take the pains 
to reflect with a little attention on the operations of the understanding, will find that this 
ready assent of the mind to some truths, depends not, either on native inscription, or the 
use of reason, but on a faculty of the mind quite distinct from both of them, as we shall 
see hereafter. Reason, therefore, having nothing to do in procuring our assent to these 
maxims, if by saying, that "men know and assent to them, when they come to the use of 
reason," be meant, that the use of reason assists us in the knowledge of these maxims, it 
is utterly false; and were it true, would prove them not to be innate. 
--12. The coming to the use of reason not the time we come to know these maxims. If by 
knowing and assenting to them "when we come to the use of reason," be meant, that this 
is the time when they come to be taken notice of by the mind; and that as soon as children 
come to the use of reason, they come also to know and assent to these maxims; this also 
is false and frivolous. First, it is false; because it is evident these maxims are not in the 
mind so early as the use of reason; and therefore the coming to the use of reason is falsely 
assigned as the time of their discovery. How many instances of the use of reason may we 
observe in children, a long time before they have any knowledge of this maxim, "That it 
is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be?" And a great part of illiterate people 
and savages pass many years, even of their rational age, without ever thinking on this and 
the like general propositions. I grant, men come not to the knowledge of these general 
and more abstract truths, which are thought innate, till they come to the use of reason; 
and I add, nor then neither. Which is so, because, till after they come to the use of reason, 
those general abstract ideas are not framed in the mind, about which those general 
maxims are, which are mistaken for innate principles, but are indeed discoveries made 
and verities introduced and brought into the mind by the same way, and discovered by the 
same steps, as several other propositions, which nobody was ever so extravagant as to 
suppose innate. This I hope to make plain in the sequel of this Discourse. I allow 
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therefore, a necessity that men should come to the use of reason before they get the 
knowledge of those general truths; but deny that men's coming to the use of reason is the 
time of their discovery. 
--13. By this they are not distinguished from other knowable truths. In the mean time it is 
observable, that this saying, that men know and assent to these maxims "when they come 
to the use of reason," amounts in reality of fact to no more but this,- that they are never 
known nor taken notice of before the use of reason, but may possibly be assented to some 
time after, during a man's life; but when is uncertain. And so may all other knowable 
truths, as well as these; which therefore have no advantage nor distinction from others by 
this note of being known when we come to the use of reason; nor are thereby proved to 
be innate, but quite the contrary. 
--14. If coming to the use of reason were the time of their discovery it would not prove 
them innate. But, secondly, were it true that the precise time of their being known and 
assented to were, when men come to the use of reason; neither would that prove them 
innate. This way of arguing is as frivolous as the supposition itself is false. For, by what 
kind of logic will it appear that any notion is originally by nature imprinted in the mind in 
its first constitution, because it comes first to be observed and assented to when a faculty 
of the mind, which has quite a distinct province, begins to exert itself? And therefore the 
coming to the use of speech, if it were supposed the time that these maxims are first 
assented to, (which it may be with as much truth as the time when men come to the use of 
reason,) would be as good a proof that they were innate, as to say they are innate because 
men assent to them when they come to the use of reason. I agree then with these men of 
innate principles, that there is no knowledge of these general and self-evident maxims in 
the mind, till it comes to the exercise of reason: but I deny that the coming to the use of 
reason is the precise time when they are first taken notice of, and if that were the precise 
time, I deny that it would prove them innate. All that can with any truth be meant by this 
proposition, that men "assent to them when they come to the use of reason," is no more 
but this,- that the making of general abstract ideas, and the understanding of general 
names, being a concomitant of the rational faculty, and growing up with it, children 
commonly get not those general ideas, nor learn the names that stand for them, till, 
having for a good while exercised their reason about familiar and more particular ideas, 
they are, by their ordinary discourse and actions with others, acknowledged to be capable 
of rational conversation. If assenting to these maxims, when men come to the use of 
reason, can be true in any other sense, I desire it may be shown; or at least, how in this, or 
any other sense, it proves them innate.  
--15. The steps by which the mind attains several truths. The senses at first let in 
particular ideas, and furnish the yet empty cabinet, and the mind by degrees growing 
familiar with some of them, they are lodged in the memory, and names got to them. 
Afterwards, the mind proceeding further, abstracts them, and by degrees learns the use of 
general names. In this manner the mind comes to be furnished with ideas and language, 
the materials about which to exercise its discursive faculty. And the use of reason 
becomes daily more visible, as these materials that give it employment increase. But 
though the having of general ideas and the use of general words and reason usually grow 
together, yet I see not how this any way proves them innate. The knowledge of some 
truths, I confess, is very early in the mind but in a way that shows them not to be innate. 
For, if we will observe, we shall find it still to be about ideas, not innate, but acquired; it 
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being about those first which are imprinted by external things, with which infants have 
earliest to do, which make the most frequent impressions on their senses. In ideas thus 
got, the mind discovers that some agree and others differ, probably as soon as it has any 
use of memory; as soon as it is able to retain and perceive distinct ideas. But whether it 
be then or no, this is certain, it does so long before it has the use of words; or comes to 
that which we commonly call "the use of reason." For a child knows as certainly before it 
can speak the difference between the ideas of sweet and bitter (i.e. that sweet is not 
bitter), as it knows afterwards (when it comes to speak) that wormwood and sugarplums 
are not the same thing. 
--16. Assent to supposed innate truths depends on having clear and distinct ideas of what 
their terms mean, and not on their innateness. A child knows not that three and four are 
equal to seven, till he comes to be able to count seven, and has got the name and idea of 
equality; and then, upon explaining those words, he presently assents to, or rather 
perceives the truth of that proposition. But neither does he then readily assent because it 
is an innate truth, nor was his assent wanting till then because he wanted the use of 
reason; but the truth of it appears to him as soon as he has settled in his mind the clear 
and distinct ideas that these names stand for. And then he knows the truth of that 
proposition upon the same grounds and by the same means, that he knew before that a 
rod and a cherry are not the same thing; and upon the same grounds also that he may 
come to know afterwards "That it is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," as 
shall be more fully shown hereafter. So that the later it is before any one comes to have 
those general ideas about which those maxims are; or to know the signification of those 
general terms that stand for them; or to put together in his mind the ideas they stand for; 
the later also will it be before he comes to assent to those maxims;- whose terms, with the 
ideas they stand for, being no more innate than those of a cat or a weasel, he must stay till 
time and observation have acquainted him with them; and then he will be in a capacity to 
know the truth of these maxims, upon the first occasion that shall make him put together 
those ideas in his mind, and observe whether they agree or disagree, according as is 
expressed in those propositions. And therefore it is that a man knows that eighteen and 
nineteen are equal to thirty-seven, by the same self-evidence that he knows one and two 
to be equal to three: yet a child knows this not so soon as the other; not for want of the 
use of reason, but because the ideas the words eighteen, nineteen, and thirty-seven stand 
for, are not so soon got, as those which are signified by one, two, and three. 
--17. Assenting as soon as proposed and understood, proves them not innate. This evasion 
therefore of general assent when men come to the use of reason, failing as it does, and 
leaving no difference between those suppose innate and other truths that are afterwards 
acquired and learnt, men have endeavoured to secure an universal assent to those they 
call maxims, by saying, they are generally assented to as soon as proposed, and the terms 
they are proposed in understood: seeing all men, even children, as soon as they hear and 
understand the terms, assent to these propositions, they think it is sufficient to prove them 
innate. For since men never fail after they have once understood the words, to 
acknowledge them for undoubted truths, they would infer, that certainly these 
propositions were first lodged in the understanding, which, without any teaching, the 
mind, at the very first proposal immediately closes with and assents to, and after that 
never doubts again. 
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--18. If such an assent be a mark of innate, then "that one and two are equal to three, that 
sweetness is not bitterness," and a thousand the like, must be innate. In answer to this, I 
demand whether ready assent given to a proposition, upon first hearing and 
understanding the terms, be a certain mark of an innate principle? If it be not, such a 
general assent is in vain urged as a proof of them: if it be said that it is a mark of innate, 
they must then allow all such propositions to be innate which are generally assented to as 
soon as heard, whereby they will find themselves plentifully stored with innate principles. 
For upon the same ground, viz. of assent at first hearing and understanding the terms, that 
men would have those maxims pass for innate, they must also admit several propositions 
about numbers to be innate; and thus, that one and two are equal to three, that two and 
two are equal to four, and a multitude of other the like propositions in numbers, that 
everybody assents to at first hearing and understanding the terms, must have a place 
amongst these innate axioms. Nor is this the prerogative of numbers alone, and 
propositions made about several of them; but even natural philosophy, and all the other 
sciences, afford propositions which are sure to meet with assent as soon as they are 
understood. That "two bodies cannot be in the same place" is a truth that nobody any 
more sticks at than at these maxims, that "it is impossible for the same thing to be and not 
to be," that "white is not black," that "a square is not a circle," that "bitterness is not 
sweetness." These and a million of such other propositions, as many at least as we have 
distinct ideas of, every man in his wits, at first hearing, and knowing what the names 
stand for, must necessarily assent to. If these men will be true to their own rule, and have 
assent at first hearing and understanding the terms to be a mark of innate, they must allow 
not only as many innate propositions as men have distinct ideas, but as many as men can 
make propositions wherein different ideas are denied one of another. Since every 
proposition wherein one different idea is denied of another, will as certainly find assent at 
first hearing and understanding the terms as this general one, "It is impossible for the 
same thing to be and not to be," or that which is the foundation of it, and is the easier 
understood of the two, "The same is not different"; by which account they will have 
legions of innate propositions of this one sort, without mentioning any other. But, since 
no proposition can be innate unless the ideas about which it is be innate, this will be to 
suppose all our ideas of colours, sounds, tastes, figure, &c., innate, than which there 
cannot be anything more opposite to reason and experience. Universal and ready assent 
upon hearing and understanding the terms is, I grant, a mark of self-evidence; but self-
evidence, depending not on innate impressions, but on something else, (as we shall show 
hereafter,) belongs to several propositions which nobody was yet so extravagant as to 
pretend to be innate. 
--19. Such less general propositions known before these universal maxims. Nor let it be 
said, that those more particular self-evident propositions, which are assented to at first 
hearing, as that "one and two are equal to three," that "green is not red," &c., are received 
as the consequences of those more universal propositions which are looked on as innate 
principles; since any one, who will but take the pains to observe what passes in the 
understanding, will certainly find that these, and the like less general propositions, are 
certainly known, and firmly assented to by those who are utterly ignorant of those more 
general maxims; and so, being earlier in the mind than those (as they are called) first 
principles, cannot owe to them the assent wherewith they are received at first hearing. 
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--20. "One and one equal to Two, &c., not general nor useful," answered. If it be said, 
that these propositions, viz. "two and two are equal to four," "red is not blue," &c., are 
not general maxims, nor of any great use, I answer, that makes nothing to the argument of 
universal assent upon hearing and understanding. For, if that be the certain mark of 
innate, whatever proposition can be found that receives general assent as soon as heard 
and understood, that must be admitted for an innate proposition, as well as this maxim, 
"That it is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," they being upon this ground 
equal. And as to the difference of being more general, that makes this maxim more 
remote from being innate; those general and abstract ideas being more strangers to our 
first apprehensions than those of more particular self-evident propositions; and therefore 
it is longer before they are admitted and assented to by the growing understanding. And 
as to the usefulness of these magnified maxims, that perhaps will not be found so great as 
is generally conceived, when it comes in its due place to be more fully considered. 
--21. These maxims not being known sometimes till proposed, proves them not innate. 
But we have not yet done with "assenting to propositions at first hearing and 
understanding their terms." It is fit we first take notice that this, instead of being a mark 
that they are innate, is a proof of the contrary; since it supposes that several, who 
understand and know other things, are ignorant of these principles till they are proposed 
to them; and that one may be unacquainted with these truths till he hears them from 
others. For, if they were innate, what need they be proposed in order to gaining assent, 
when, by being in the understanding, by a natural and original impression, (if there were 
any such,) they could not but be known before? Or doth the proposing them print them 
clearer in the mind than nature did? If so, then the consequence will be, that a man knows 
them better after he has been thus taught them than he did before. Whence it will follow 
that these principles may be made more evident to us by others' teaching than nature has 
made them by impression: which will ill agree with the opinion of innate principles, and 
give but little authority to them; but, on the contrary, makes them unfit to be the 
foundations of all our other knowledge; as they are pretended to be. This cannot be 
denied, that men grow first acquainted with many of these self-evident truths upon their 
being proposed: but it is clear that whosoever does so, finds in himself that he then begins 
to know a proposition, which he knew not before, and which from thenceforth he never 
questions; not because it was innate, but because the consideration of the nature of the 
things contained in those words would not suffer him to think otherwise, how, or 
whensoever he is brought to reflect on them. And if whatever is assented to at first 
hearing and understanding the terms must pass for an innate principle, every well-
grounded observation, drawn from particulars into a general rule, must be innate. When 
yet it is certain that not all, but only sagacious heads, light at first on these observations, 
and reduce them into general propositions: not innate, but collected from a preceding 
acquaintance and reflection on particular instances. These, when observing men have 
made them, unobserving men, when they are proposed to them, cannot refuse their assent 
to. 
--22. Implicitly known before proposing, signifies that the mind is capable of 
understanding them, or else signifies nothing. If it be said, the understanding hath an 
implicit knowledge of these principles, but not an explicit, before this first hearing (as 
they must who will say "that they are in the understanding before they are known,") it 
will be hard to conceive what is meant by a principle imprinted on the understanding 
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implicitly, unless it be this,- that the mind is capable of understanding and assenting 
firmly to such propositions. And thus all mathematical demonstrations, as well as first 
principles, must be received as native impressions on the mind; which I fear they will 
scarce allow them to be, who find it harder to demonstrate a proposition than assent to it 
when demonstrated. And few mathematicians will be forward to believe, that all the 
diagrams they have drawn were but copies of those innate characters which nature had 
engraven upon their minds. 
--23. The argument of assenting on first hearing, is upon a false supposition of no 
precedent teaching. There is, I fear, this further weakness in the foregoing argument, 
which would persuade us that therefore those maxims are to be thought innate, which 
men admit at first hearing; because they assent to propositions which they are not taught, 
nor do receive from the force of any argument or demonstration, but a bare explication or 
understanding of the terms. Under which there seems to me to lie this fallacy, that men 
are supposed not to be taught nor to learn anything de novo; when, in truth, they are 
taught, and do learn something they were ignorant of before. For, first, it is evident that 
they have learned the terms, and their signification; neither of which was born with them. 
But this is not all the acquired knowledge in the case: the ideas themselves, about which 
the proposition is, are not born with them, no more than their names, but got afterwards. 
So that in all propositions that are assented to at first hearing, the terms of the 
proposition, their standing for such ideas, and the ideas themselves that they stand for, 
being neither of them innate, I would fain know what there is remaining in such 
propositions that is innate. For I would gladly have any one name that proposition whose 
terms or ideas were either of them innate. We by degrees get ideas and names, and learn 
their appropriated connexion one with another; and then to propositions made in such 
terms, whose signification we have learnt, and wherein the agreement or disagreement we 
can perceive in our ideas when put together is expressed, we at first hearing assent; 
though to other propositions, in themselves as certain and evident, but which are 
concerning ideas not so soon or so easily got, we are at the same time no way capable of 
assenting. For, though a child quickly assents to this proposition, "That an apple is not 
fire," when by familiar acquaintance he has got the ideas of those two different things 
distinctly imprinted on his mind, and has learnt that the names apple and fire stand for 
them; yet it will be some years after, perhaps, before the same child will assent to this 
proposition, "That it is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be"; because that, 
though perhaps the words are as easy to be learnt, yet the signification of them being 
more large, comprehensive, and abstract than of the names annexed to those sensible 
things the child hath to do with, it is longer before he learns their precise meaning, and it 
requires more time plainly to form in his mind those general ideas they stand for. Till that 
be done, you will in vain endeavour to make any child assent to a proposition made up of 
such general terms; but as soon as ever he has got those ideas, and learned their names, 
he forwardly closes with the one as well as the other of the forementioned propositions: 
and with both for the same reason; viz. because he finds the ideas he has in his mind to 
agree or disagree, according as the words standing for them are affirmed or denied one of 
another in the proposition. But if propositions be brought to him in words which stand for 
ideas he has not yet in his mind, to such propositions, however evidently true or false in 
themselves, he affords neither assent nor dissent, but is ignorant. For words being but 
empty sounds, any further than they are signs of our ideas, we cannot but assent to them 
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as they correspond to those ideas we have, but no further than that. But the showing by 
what steps and ways knowledge comes into our minds; and the grounds of several 
degrees of assent, being the business of the following Discourse, it may suffice to have 
only touched on it here, as one reason that made me doubt of those innate principles. 
--24. Not innate, because not universally assented to. To conclude this argument of 
universal consent, I agree with these defenders of innate principles,- that if they are 
innate, they must needs have universal assent. For that a truth should be innate and yet 
not assented to, is to me as unintelligible as for a man to know a truth and be ignorant of 
it at the same time. But then, by these men's own confession, they cannot be innate; since 
they are not assented to by those who understand not the terms; nor by a great part of 
those who do understand them, but have yet never heard nor thought of those 
propositions; which, I think, is at least one half of mankind. But were the number far less, 
it would be enough to destroy universal assent, and thereby show these propositions not 
to be innate, if children alone were ignorant of them. 
--25. These maxims not the first known. But that I may not be accused to argue from the 
thoughts of infants, which are unknown to us, and to conclude from what passes in their 
understandings before they express it; I say next, that these two general propositions are 
not the truths that first possess the minds of children, nor are antecedent to all acquired 
and adventitious notions: which, if they were innate, they must needs be. Whether we can 
determine it or no, it matters not, there is certainly a time when children begin to think, 
and their words and actions do assure us that they do so. When therefore they are capable 
of thought, of knowledge, of assent, can it rationally be supposed they can be ignorant of 
those notions that nature has imprinted, were there any such? Can it be imagined, with 
any appearance of reason, that they perceive the impressions from things without, and be 
at the same time ignorant of those characters which nature itself has taken care to stamp 
within? Can they receive and assent to adventitious notions, and be ignorant of those 
which are supposed woven into the very principles of their being, and imprinted there in 
indelible characters, to be the foundation and guide of all their acquired knowledge and 
future reasonings? This would be to make nature take pains to no purpose; or at least to 
write very ill; since its characters could not be read by those eyes which saw other things 
very well: and those are very ill supposed the clearest parts of truth, and the foundations 
of all our knowledge, which are not first known, and without which the undoubted 
knowledge of several other things may be had. The child certainly knows, that the nurse 
that feeds it is neither the cat it plays with, nor the blackmoor it is afraid of: that the 
wormseed or mustard it refuses, is not the apple or sugar it cries for: this it is certainly 
and undoubtedly assured of: but will any one say, it is by virtue of this principle, "That it 
is impossible for the same thing to be and not to be," that it so firmly assents to these and 
other parts of its knowledge? Or that the child has any notion or apprehension of that 
proposition at an age, wherein yet, it is plain, it knows a great many other truths? He that 
will say, children join in these general abstract speculations with their sucking-bottles and 
their rattles, may perhaps, with justice, be thought to have more passion and zeal for his 
opinion, but less sincerity and truth, than one of that age. 
--26. And so not innate. Though therefore there be several general propositions that meet 
with constant and ready assent, as soon as proposed to men grown up, who have attained 
the use of more general and abstract ideas, and names standing for them; yet they not 
being to be found in those of tender years, who nevertheless know other things, they 
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cannot pretend to universal assent of intelligent persons, and so by no means can be 
supposed innate;- it being impossible that any truth which is innate (if there were any 
such) should be unknown, at least to any one who knows anything else. Since, if they are 
innate truths, they must be innate thoughts: there being nothing a truth in the mind that it 
has never thought on. Whereby it is evident, if there by any innate truths, they must 
necessarily be the first of any thought on; the first that appear. 
--27. Not innate, because they appear least where what is innate shows itself clearest. 
That the general maxims we are discoursing of are not known to children, idiots, and a 
great part of mankind, we have already sufficiently proved: whereby it is evident they 
have not an universal assent, nor are general impressions. But there is this further 
argument in it against their being innate: that these characters, if they were native and 
original impressions, should appear fairest and clearest in those persons in whom yet we 
find no footsteps of them; and it is, in my opinion, a strong presumption that they are not 
innate, since they are least known to those in whom, if they were innate, they must needs 
exert themselves with most force and vigour. For children, idiots, savages, and illiterate 
people, being of all others the least corrupted by custom, or borrowed opinions; learning 
and education having not cast their native thoughts into new moulds; nor by super-
inducing foreign and studied doctrines, confounded those fair characters nature had 
written there; one might reasonably imagine that in their minds these innate notions 
should lie open fairly to every one's view, as it is certain the thoughts of children do. It 
might very well be expected that these principles should be perfectly known to naturals; 
which being stamped immediately on the soul, (as these men suppose,) can have no 
dependence on the constitution or organs of the body, the only confessed difference 
between them and others. One would think, according to these men's principles, that all 
these native beams of light (were there any such) should, in those who have no reserves, 
no arts of concealment, shine out in their full lustre, and leave us in no more doubt of 
their being there, than we are of their love of pleasure and abhorrence of pain. But alas, 
amongst children, idiots, savages, and the grossly illiterate, what general maxims are to 
be found? What universal principles of knowledge? Their notions are few and narrow, 
borrowed only from those objects they have had most to do with, and which have made 
upon their senses the frequentest and strongest impressions. A child knows his nurse and 
his cradle, and by degrees the playthings of a little more advanced age; and a young 
savage has, perhaps, his head filled with love and hunting, according to the fashion of his 
tribe. But he that from a child untaught, or a wild inhabitant of the woods, will expect 
these abstract maxims and reputed principles of science, will, I fear, find himself 
mistaken. Such kind of general propositions are seldom mentioned in the huts of Indians: 
much less are they to be found in the thoughts of children, or any impressions of them on 
the minds of naturals. They are the language and business of the schools and academies 
of learned nations, accustomed to that sort of conversation or learning, where disputes are 
frequent; these maxims being suited to artificial argumentation and useful for conviction, 
but not much conducing to the discovery of truth or advancement of knowledge. But of 
their small use for the improvement of knowledge I shall have occasion to speak more at 
large, 1. 4, c. 7. 
--28. Recapitulation. I know not how absurd this may seem to the masters of 
demonstration. And probably it will hardly go down with anybody at first hearing. I must 
therefore beg a little truce with prejudice, and the forbearance of censure, till I have been 
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heard out in the sequel of this Discourse, being very willing to submit to better 
judgments. And since I impartially search after truth, I shall not be sorry to be convinced, 
that I have been too fond of my own notions; which I confess we are all apt to be, when 
application and study have warmed our heads with them. 
--Upon the whole matter, I cannot see any ground to think these two speculative Maxims 
innate: since they are not universally assented to; and the assent they so generally find is 
no other than what several propositions, not allowed to be innate, equally partake in with 
them: and since the assent that is given them is produced another way, and comes not 
from natural inscription, as I doubt not but to make appear in the following Discourse. 
And if these "first principles" of knowledge and science are found not to be innate, no 
other speculative maxims can (I suppose), with better right pretend to be so. 
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CHAPTER 8 : GULLIVER’S TRAVELS BY JONATHAN SWIFT 

Background Information 
 
Jonathan Swift (1667 – 1745) was an Anglo-Irish priest, satirist, essayist, political 
pamphleteer, and poet, famous for works like Gulliver's Travels, A Modest Proposal, A 
Journal to Stella, The Drapier's Letters, The Battle of the Books, and A Tale of a Tub.   
Gulliver’s Travels is excerpted below. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
PART I--A VOYAGE TO LILLIPUT.   CHAPTER I. 
 
[The author gives some account of himself and family.  His first 
inducements to travel.  He is shipwrecked, and swims for his life. 
Gets safe on shore in the country of Lilliput; is made a prisoner, 
and carried up the country.] 
 
My father had a small estate in Nottinghamshire:  I was the third 
of five sons.  He sent me to Emanuel College in Cambridge at 
fourteen years old, where I resided three years, and applied myself 
close to my studies; but the charge of maintaining me, although I 
had a very scanty allowance, being too great for a narrow fortune, 
I was bound apprentice to Mr. James Bates, an eminent surgeon in 
London, with whom I continued four years.  My father now and then 
sending me small sums of money, I laid them out in learning 
navigation, and other parts of the mathematics, useful to those who 
intend to travel, as I always believed it would be, some time or 
other, my fortune to do.  When I left Mr. Bates, I went down to my 
father:  where, by the assistance of him and my uncle John, and 
some other relations, I got forty pounds, and a promise of thirty 
pounds a year to maintain me at Leyden:  there I studied physic two 
years and seven months, knowing it would be useful in long voyages. 
 
Soon after my return from Leyden, I was recommended by my good 
master, Mr. Bates, to be surgeon to the Swallow, Captain Abraham 
Pannel, commander; with whom I continued three years and a half, 
making a voyage or two into the Levant, and some other parts.  When 
I came back I resolved to settle in London; to which Mr. Bates, my 
master, encouraged me, and by him I was recommended to several 
patients.  I took part of a small house in the Old Jewry; and being 
advised to alter my condition, I married Mrs. Mary Burton, second 
daughter to Mr. Edmund Burton, hosier, in Newgate-street, with whom 
I received four hundred pounds for a portion. 
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But my good master Bates dying in two years after, and I having few 
friends, my business began to fail; for my conscience would not 
suffer me to imitate the bad practice of too many among my 
brethren.  Having therefore consulted with my wife, and some of my 
acquaintance, I determined to go again to sea.  I was surgeon 
successively in two ships, and made several voyages, for six years, 
to the East and West Indies, by which I got some addition to my 
fortune.  My hours of leisure I spent in reading the best authors, 
ancient and modern, being always provided with a good number of 
books; and when I was ashore, in observing the manners and 
dispositions of the people, as well as learning their language; 
wherein I had a great facility, by the strength of my memory. 
 
The last of these voyages not proving very fortunate, I grew weary 
of the sea, and intended to stay at home with my wife and family. 
I removed from the Old Jewry to Fetter Lane, and from thence to 
Wapping, hoping to get business among the sailors; but it would not 
turn to account.  After three years expectation that things would 
mend, I accepted an advantageous offer from Captain William 
Prichard, master of the Antelope, who was making a voyage to the 
South Sea.  We set sail from Bristol, May 4, 1699, and our voyage 
was at first very prosperous. 
 
It would not be proper, for some reasons, to trouble the reader 
with the particulars of our adventures in those seas; let it 
suffice to inform him, that in our passage from thence to the East 
Indies, we were driven by a violent storm to the north-west of Van 
Diemen's Land.  By an observation, we found ourselves in the 
latitude of 30 degrees 2 minutes south.  Twelve of our crew were 
dead by immoderate labour and ill food; the rest were in a very 
weak condition.  On the 5th of November, which was the beginning of 
summer in those parts, the weather being very hazy, the seamen 
spied a rock within half a cable's length of the ship; but the wind 
was so strong, that we were driven directly upon it, and 
immediately split.  Six of the crew, of whom I was one, having let 
down the boat into the sea, made a shift to get clear of the ship 
and the rock.  We rowed, by my computation, about three leagues, 
till we were able to work no longer, being already spent with 
labour while we were in the ship.  We therefore trusted ourselves 
to the mercy of the waves, and in about half an hour the boat was 
overset by a sudden flurry from the north.  What became of my 
companions in the boat, as well as of those who escaped on the 
rock, or were left in the vessel, I cannot tell; but conclude they 
were all lost.  For my own part, I swam as fortune directed me, and 
was pushed forward by wind and tide.  I often let my legs drop, and 
could feel no bottom; but when I was almost gone, and able to 
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struggle no longer, I found myself within my depth; and by this 
time the storm was much abated.  The declivity was so small, that I 
walked near a mile before I got to the shore, which I conjectured 
was about eight o'clock in the evening.  I then advanced forward 
near half a mile, but could not discover any sign of houses or 
inhabitants; at least I was in so weak a condition, that I did not 
observe them.  I was extremely tired, and with that, and the heat 
of the weather, and about half a pint of brandy that I drank as I 
left the ship, I found myself much inclined to sleep.  I lay down 
on the grass, which was very short and soft, where I slept sounder 
than ever I remembered to have done in my life, and, as I reckoned, 
about nine hours; for when I awaked, it was just day-light.  I 
attempted to rise, but was not able to stir:  for, as I happened to 
lie on my back, I found my arms and legs were strongly fastened on 
each side to the ground; and my hair, which was long and thick, 
tied down in the same manner.  I likewise felt several slender 
ligatures across my body, from my arm-pits to my thighs.  I could 
only look upwards; the sun began to grow hot, and the light 
offended my eyes.  I heard a confused noise about me; but in the 
posture I lay, could see nothing except the sky.  In a little time 
I felt something alive moving on my left leg, which advancing 
gently forward over my breast, came almost up to my chin; when, 
bending my eyes downwards as much as I could, I perceived it to be 
a human creature not six inches high, with a bow and arrow in his 
hands, and a quiver at his back.  In the mean time, I felt at least 
forty more of the same kind (as I conjectured) following the first. 
I was in the utmost astonishment, and roared so loud, that they all 
ran back in a fright; and some of them, as I was afterwards told, 
were hurt with the falls they got by leaping from my sides upon the 
ground.  However, they soon returned, and one of them, who ventured 
so far as to get a full sight of my face, lifting up his hands and 
eyes by way of admiration, cried out in a shrill but distinct 
voice, Hekinah degul:  the others repeated the same words several 
times, but then I knew not what they meant.  I lay all this while, 
as the reader may believe, in great uneasiness.  At length, 
struggling to get loose, I had the fortune to break the strings, 
and wrench out the pegs that fastened my left arm to the ground; 
for, by lifting it up to my face, I discovered the methods they had 
taken to bind me, and at the same time with a violent pull, which 
gave me excessive pain, I a little loosened the strings that tied 
down my hair on the left side, so that I was just able to turn my 
head about two inches.  But the creatures ran off a second time, 
before I could seize them; whereupon there was a great shout in a 
very shrill accent, and after it ceased I heard one of them cry 
aloud Tolgo phonac; when in an instant I felt above a hundred 
arrows discharged on my left hand, which, pricked me like so many 
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needles; and besides, they shot another flight into the air, as we 
do bombs in Europe, whereof many, I suppose, fell on my body, 
(though I felt them not), and some on my face, which I immediately 
covered with my left hand.  When this shower of arrows was over, I 
fell a groaning with grief and pain; and then striving again to get 
loose, they discharged another volley larger than the first, and 
some of them attempted with spears to stick me in the sides; but by 
good luck I had on a buff jerkin, which they could not pierce.  I 
thought it the most prudent method to lie still, and my design was 
to continue so till night, when, my left hand being already loose, 
I could easily free myself:  and as for the inhabitants, I had 
reason to believe I might be a match for the greatest army they 
could bring against me, if they were all of the same size with him 
that I saw.  But fortune disposed otherwise of me.  When the people 
observed I was quiet, they discharged no more arrows; but, by the 
noise I heard, I knew their numbers increased; and about four yards 
from me, over against my right ear, I heard a knocking for above an 
hour, like that of people at work; when turning my head that way, 
as well as the pegs and strings would permit me, I saw a stage 
erected about a foot and a half from the ground, capable of holding 
four of the inhabitants, with two or three ladders to mount it: 
from whence one of them, who seemed to be a person of quality, made 
me a long speech, whereof I understood not one syllable.  But I 
should have mentioned, that before the principal person began his 
oration, he cried out three times, Langro dehul san (these words 
and the former were afterwards repeated and explained to me); 
whereupon, immediately, about fifty of the inhabitants came and cut 
the strings that fastened the left side of my head, which gave me 
the liberty of turning it to the right, and of observing the person 
and gesture of him that was to speak.  He appeared to be of a 
middle age, and taller than any of the other three who attended 
him, whereof one was a page that held up his train, and seemed to 
be somewhat longer than my middle finger; the other two stood one 
on each side to support him.  He acted every part of an orator, and 
I could observe many periods of threatenings, and others of 
promises, pity, and kindness.  I answered in a few words, but in 
the most submissive manner, lifting up my left hand, and both my 
eyes to the sun, as calling him for a witness; and being almost 
famished with hunger, having not eaten a morsel for some hours 
before I left the ship, I found the demands of nature so strong 
upon me, that I could not forbear showing my impatience (perhaps 
against the strict rules of decency) by putting my finger 
frequently to my mouth, to signify that I wanted food.  The hurgo 
(for so they call a great lord, as I afterwards learnt) understood 
me very well.  He descended from the stage, and commanded that 
several ladders should be applied to my sides, on which above a 
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hundred of the inhabitants mounted and walked towards my mouth, 
laden with baskets full of meat, which had been provided and sent 
thither by the king's orders, upon the first intelligence he 
received of me.  I observed there was the flesh of several animals, 
but could not distinguish them by the taste.  There were shoulders, 
legs, and loins, shaped like those of mutton, and very well 
dressed, but smaller than the wings of a lark.  I ate them by two 
or three at a mouthful, and took three loaves at a time, about the 
bigness of musket bullets.  They supplied me as fast as they could, 
showing a thousand marks of wonder and astonishment at my bulk and 
appetite.  I then made another sign, that I wanted drink.  They 
found by my eating that a small quantity would not suffice me; and 
being a most ingenious people, they slung up, with great dexterity, 
one of their largest hogsheads, then rolled it towards my hand, and 
beat out the top; I drank it off at a draught, which I might well 
do, for it did not hold half a pint, and tasted like a small wine 
of Burgundy, but much more delicious.  They brought me a second 
hogshead, which I drank in the same manner, and made signs for 
more; but they had none to give me.  When I had performed these 
wonders, they shouted for joy, and danced upon my breast, repeating 
several times as they did at first, Hekinah degul.  They made me a 
sign that I should throw down the two hogsheads, but first warning 
the people below to stand out of the way, crying aloud, Borach 
mevolah; and when they saw the vessels in the air, there was a 
universal shout of Hekinah degul.  I confess I was often tempted, 
while they were passing backwards and forwards on my body, to seize 
forty or fifty of the first that came in my reach, and dash them 
against the ground.  But the remembrance of what I had felt, which 
probably might not be the worst they could do, and the promise of 
honour I made them--for so I interpreted my submissive behaviour-- 
soon drove out these imaginations.  Besides, I now considered 
myself as bound by the laws of hospitality, to a people who had 
treated me with so much expense and magnificence.  However, in my 
thoughts I could not sufficiently wonder at the intrepidity of 
these diminutive mortals, who durst venture to mount and walk upon 
my body, while one of my hands was at liberty, without trembling at 
the very sight of so prodigious a creature as I must appear to 
them.  After some time, when they observed that I made no more 
demands for meat, there appeared before me a person of high rank 
from his imperial majesty.  His excellency, having mounted on the 
small of my right leg, advanced forwards up to my face, with about 
a dozen of his retinue; and producing his credentials under the 
signet royal, which he applied close to my eyes, spoke about ten 
minutes without any signs of anger, but with a kind of determinate 
resolution, often pointing forwards, which, as I afterwards found, 
was towards the capital city, about half a mile distant; whither it 
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was agreed by his majesty in council that I must be conveyed.  I 
answered in few words, but to no purpose, and made a sign with my 
hand that was loose, putting it to the other (but over his 
excellency's head for fear of hurting him or his train) and then to 
my own head and body, to signify that I desired my liberty.  It 
appeared that he understood me well enough, for he shook his head 
by way of disapprobation, and held his hand in a posture to show 
that I must be carried as a prisoner.  However, he made other signs 
to let me understand that I should have meat and drink enough, and 
very good treatment.  Whereupon I once more thought of attempting 
to break my bonds; but again, when I felt the smart of their arrows 
upon my face and hands, which were all in blisters, and many of the 
darts still sticking in them, and observing likewise that the 
number of my enemies increased, I gave tokens to let them know that 
they might do with me what they pleased.  Upon this, the hurgo and 
his train withdrew, with much civility and cheerful countenances. 
Soon after I heard a general shout, with frequent repetitions of 
the words Peplom selan; and I felt great numbers of people on my 
left side relaxing the cords to such a degree, that I was able to 
turn upon my right, and to ease myself with making water; which I 
very plentifully did, to the great astonishment of the people; who, 
conjecturing by my motion what I was going to do, immediately 
opened to the right and left on that side, to avoid the torrent, 
which fell with such noise and violence from me.  But before this, 
they had daubed my face and both my hands with a sort of ointment, 
very pleasant to the smell, which, in a few minutes, removed all 
the smart of their arrows.  These circumstances, added to the 
refreshment I had received by their victuals and drink, which were 
very nourishing, disposed me to sleep.  I slept about eight hours, 
as I was afterwards assured; and it was no wonder, for the 
physicians, by the emperor's order, had mingled a sleepy potion in 
the hogsheads of wine. 
 
It seems, that upon the first moment I was discovered sleeping on 
the ground, after my landing, the emperor had early notice of it by 
an express; and determined in council, that I should be tied in the 
manner I have related, (which was done in the night while I slept;) 
that plenty of meat and drink should be sent to me, and a machine 
prepared to carry me to the capital city. 
 
This resolution perhaps may appear very bold and dangerous, and I 
am confident would not be imitated by any prince in Europe on the 
like occasion.  However, in my opinion, it was extremely prudent, 
as well as generous:  for, supposing these people had endeavoured 
to kill me with their spears and arrows, while I was asleep, I 
should certainly have awaked with the first sense of smart, which 
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might so far have roused my rage and strength, as to have enabled 
me to break the strings wherewith I was tied; after which, as they 
were not able to make resistance, so they could expect no mercy. 
 
These people are most excellent mathematicians, and arrived to a 
great perfection in mechanics, by the countenance and encouragement 
of the emperor, who is a renowned patron of learning.  This prince 
has several machines fixed on wheels, for the carriage of trees and 
other great weights.  He often builds his largest men of war, 
whereof some are nine feet long, in the woods where the timber 
grows, and has them carried on these engines three or four hundred 
yards to the sea.  Five hundred carpenters and engineers were 
immediately set at work to prepare the greatest engine they had. 
It was a frame of wood raised three inches from the ground, about 
seven feet long, and four wide, moving upon twenty-two wheels.  The 
shout I heard was upon the arrival of this engine, which, it seems, 
set out in four hours after my landing.  It was brought parallel to 
me, as I lay.  But the principal difficulty was to raise and place 
me in this vehicle.  Eighty poles, each of one foot high, were 
erected for this purpose, and very strong cords, of the bigness of 
packthread, were fastened by hooks to many bandages, which the 
workmen had girt round my neck, my hands, my body, and my legs. 
Nine hundred of the strongest men were employed to draw up these 
cords, by many pulleys fastened on the poles; and thus, in less 
than three hours, I was raised and slung into the engine, and there 
tied fast.  All this I was told; for, while the operation was 
performing, I lay in a profound sleep, by the force of that 
soporiferous medicine infused into my liquor.  Fifteen hundred of 
the emperor's largest horses, each about four inches and a half 
high, were employed to draw me towards the metropolis, which, as I 
said, was half a mile distant. 
 
About four hours after we began our journey, I awaked by a very 
ridiculous accident; for the carriage being stopped a while, to 
adjust something that was out of order, two or three of the young 
natives had the curiosity to see how I looked when I was asleep; 
they climbed up into the engine, and advancing very softly to my 
face, one of them, an officer in the guards, put the sharp end of 
his half-pike a good way up into my left nostril, which tickled my 
nose like a straw, and made me sneeze violently; whereupon they 
stole off unperceived, and it was three weeks before I knew the 
cause of my waking so suddenly.  We made a long march the remaining 
part of the day, and, rested at night with five hundred guards on 
each side of me, half with torches, and half with bows and arrows, 
ready to shoot me if I should offer to stir.  The next morning at 
sun-rise we continued our march, and arrived within two hundred 
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yards of the city gates about noon.  The emperor, and all his 
court, came out to meet us; but his great officers would by no 
means suffer his majesty to endanger his person by mounting on my 
body. 
 
At the place where the carriage stopped there stood an ancient 
temple, esteemed to be the largest in the whole kingdom; which, 
having been polluted some years before by an unnatural murder, was, 
according to the zeal of those people, looked upon as profane, and 
therefore had been applied to common use, and all the ornaments and 
furniture carried away.  In this edifice it was determined I should 
lodge.  The great gate fronting to the north was about four feet 
high, and almost two feet wide, through which I could easily creep. 
On each side of the gate was a small window, not above six inches 
from the ground:  into that on the left side, the king's smith 
conveyed fourscore and eleven chains, like those that hang to a 
lady's watch in Europe, and almost as large, which were locked to 
my left leg with six-and-thirty padlocks.  Over against this 
temple, on the other side of the great highway, at twenty feet 
distance, there was a turret at least five feet high.  Here the 
emperor ascended, with many principal lords of his court, to have 
an opportunity of viewing me, as I was told, for I could not see 
them.  It was reckoned that above a hundred thousand inhabitants 
came out of the town upon the same errand; and, in spite of my 
guards, I believe there could not be fewer than ten thousand at 
several times, who mounted my body by the help of ladders.  But a 
proclamation was soon issued, to forbid it upon pain of death. 
When the workmen found it was impossible for me to break loose, 
they cut all the strings that bound me; whereupon I rose up, with 
as melancholy a disposition as ever I had in my life.  But the 
noise and astonishment of the people, at seeing me rise and walk, 
are not to be expressed.  The chains that held my left leg were 
about two yards long, and gave me not only the liberty of walking 
backwards and forwards in a semicircle, but, being fixed within 
four inches of the gate, allowed me to creep in, and lie at my full 
length in the temple. 
 
CHAPTER II. 
 
[The emperor of Lilliput, attended by several of the nobility, 
comes to see the author in his confinement.  The emperor's person 
and habit described.  Learned men appointed to teach the author 
their language.  He gains favour by his mild disposition.  His 
pockets are searched, and his sword and pistols taken from him.] 
 
When I found myself on my feet, I looked about me, and must confess 
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I never beheld a more entertaining prospect.  The country around 
appeared like a continued garden, and the enclosed fields, which 
were generally forty feet square, resembled so many beds of 
flowers.  These fields were intermingled with woods of half a 
stang, {1} and the tallest trees, as I could judge, appeared to be 
seven feet high.  I viewed the town on my left hand, which looked 
like the painted scene of a city in a theatre. 
 
I had been for some hours extremely pressed by the necessities of 
nature; which was no wonder, it being almost two days since I had 
last disburdened myself.  I was under great difficulties between 
urgency and shame.  The best expedient I could think of, was to 
creep into my house, which I accordingly did; and shutting the gate 
after me, I went as far as the length of my chain would suffer, and 
discharged my body of that uneasy load.  But this was the only time 
I was ever guilty of so uncleanly an action; for which I cannot but 
hope the candid reader will give some allowance, after he has 
maturely and impartially considered my case, and the distress I was 
in.  From this time my constant practice was, as soon as I rose, to 
perform that business in open air, at the full extent of my chain; 
and due care was taken every morning before company came, that the 
offensive matter should be carried off in wheel-barrows, by two 
servants appointed for that purpose.  I would not have dwelt so 
long upon a circumstance that, perhaps, at first sight, may appear 
not very momentous, if I had not thought it necessary to justify my 
character, in point of cleanliness, to the world; which, I am told, 
some of my maligners have been pleased, upon this and other 
occasions, to call in question. 
 
When this adventure was at an end, I came back out of my house, 
having occasion for fresh air.  The emperor was already descended 
from the tower, and advancing on horseback towards me, which had 
like to have cost him dear; for the beast, though very well 
trained, yet wholly unused to such a sight, which appeared as if a 
mountain moved before him, reared up on its hinder feet:  but that 
prince, who is an excellent horseman, kept his seat, till his 
attendants ran in, and held the bridle, while his majesty had time 
to dismount.  When he alighted, he surveyed me round with great 
admiration; but kept beyond the length of my chain.  He ordered his 
cooks and butlers, who were already prepared, to give me victuals 
and drink, which they pushed forward in a sort of vehicles upon 
wheels, till I could reach them.  I took these vehicles and soon 
emptied them all; twenty of them were filled with meat, and ten 
with liquor; each of the former afforded me two or three good 
mouthfuls; and I emptied the liquor of ten vessels, which was 
contained in earthen vials, into one vehicle, drinking it off at a 
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draught; and so I did with the rest.  The empress, and young 
princes of the blood of both sexes, attended by many ladies, sat at 
some distance in their chairs; but upon the accident that happened 
to the emperor's horse, they alighted, and came near his person, 
which I am now going to describe.  He is taller by almost the 
breadth of my nail, than any of his court; which alone is enough to 
strike an awe into the beholders.  His features are strong and 
masculine, with an Austrian lip and arched nose, his complexion 
olive, his countenance erect, his body and limbs well proportioned, 
all his motions graceful, and his deportment majestic.  He was then 
past his prime, being twenty-eight years and three quarters old, of 
which he had reigned about seven in great felicity, and generally 
victorious.  For the better convenience of beholding him, I lay on 
my side, so that my face was parallel to his, and he stood but 
three yards off:  however, I have had him since many times in my 
hand, and therefore cannot be deceived in the description.  His 
dress was very plain and simple, and the fashion of it between the 
Asiatic and the European; but he had on his head a light helmet of 
gold, adorned with jewels, and a plume on the crest.  He held his 
sword drawn in his hand to defend himself, if I should happen to 
break loose; it was almost three inches long; the hilt and scabbard 
were gold enriched with diamonds.  His voice was shrill, but very 
clear and articulate; and I could distinctly hear it when I stood 
up.  The ladies and courtiers were all most magnificently clad; so 
that the spot they stood upon seemed to resemble a petticoat spread 
upon the ground, embroidered with figures of gold and silver.  His 
imperial majesty spoke often to me, and I returned answers:  but 
neither of us could understand a syllable.  There were several of 
his priests and lawyers present (as I conjectured by their habits), 
who were commanded to address themselves to me; and I spoke to them 
in as many languages as I had the least smattering of, which were 
High and Low Dutch, Latin, French, Spanish, Italian, and Lingua 
Franca, but all to no purpose.  After about two hours the court 
retired, and I was left with a strong guard, to prevent the 
impertinence, and probably the malice of the rabble, who were very 
impatient to crowd about me as near as they durst; and some of them 
had the impudence to shoot their arrows at me, as I sat on the 
ground by the door of my house, whereof one very narrowly missed my 
left eye.  But the colonel ordered six of the ringleaders to be 
seized, and thought no punishment so proper as to deliver them 
bound into my hands; which some of his soldiers accordingly did, 
pushing them forward with the butt-ends of their pikes into my 
reach.  I took them all in my right hand, put five of them into my 
coat-pocket; and as to the sixth, I made a countenance as if I 
would eat him alive.  The poor man squalled terribly, and the 
colonel and his officers were in much pain, especially when they 
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saw me take out my penknife:  but I soon put them out of fear; for, 
looking mildly, and immediately cutting the strings he was bound 
with, I set him gently on the ground, and away he ran.  I treated 
the rest in the same manner, taking them one by one out of my 
pocket; and I observed both the soldiers and people were highly 
delighted at this mark of my clemency, which was represented very 
much to my advantage at court. 
 
Towards night I got with some difficulty into my house, where I lay 
on the ground, and continued to do so about a fortnight; during 
which time, the emperor gave orders to have a bed prepared for me. 
Six hundred beds of the common measure were brought in carriages, 
and worked up in my house; a hundred and fifty of their beds, sewn 
together, made up the breadth and length; and these were four 
double:  which, however, kept me but very indifferently from the 
hardness of the floor, that was of smooth stone.  By the same 
computation, they provided me with sheets, blankets, and coverlets, 
tolerable enough for one who had been so long inured to hardships. 
 
As the news of my arrival spread through the kingdom, it brought 
prodigious numbers of rich, idle, and curious people to see me; so 
that the villages were almost emptied; and great neglect of tillage 
and household affairs must have ensued, if his imperial majesty had 
not provided, by several proclamations and orders of state, against 
this inconveniency.  He directed that those who had already beheld 
me should return home, and not presume to come within fifty yards 
of my house, without license from the court; whereby the 
secretaries of state got considerable fees. 
 
In the mean time the emperor held frequent councils, to debate what 
course should be taken with me; and I was afterwards assured by a 
particular friend, a person of great quality, who was as much in 
the secret as any, that the court was under many difficulties 
concerning me.  They apprehended my breaking loose; that my diet 
would be very expensive, and might cause a famine.  Sometimes they 
determined to starve me; or at least to shoot me in the face and 
hands with poisoned arrows, which would soon despatch me; but again 
they considered, that the stench of so large a carcass might 
produce a plague in the metropolis, and probably spread through the 
whole kingdom.  In the midst of these consultations, several 
officers of the army went to the door of the great council-chamber, 
and two of them being admitted, gave an account of my behaviour to 
the six criminals above-mentioned; which made so favourable an 
impression in the breast of his majesty and the whole board, in my 
behalf, that an imperial commission was issued out, obliging all 
the villages, nine hundred yards round the city, to deliver in 
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every morning six beeves, forty sheep, and other victuals for my 
sustenance; together with a proportionable quantity of bread, and 
wine, and other liquors; for the due payment of which, his majesty 
gave assignments upon his treasury:- for this prince lives chiefly 
upon his own demesnes; seldom, except upon great occasions, raising 
any subsidies upon his subjects, who are bound to attend him in his 
wars at their own expense.  An establishment was also made of six 
hundred persons to be my domestics, who had board-wages allowed for 
their maintenance, and tents built for them very conveniently on 
each side of my door.  It was likewise ordered, that three hundred 
tailors should make me a suit of clothes, after the fashion of the 
country; that six of his majesty's greatest scholars should be 
employed to instruct me in their language; and lastly, that the 
emperor's horses, and those of the nobility and troops of guards, 
should be frequently exercised in my sight, to accustom themselves 
to me.  All these orders were duly put in execution; and in about 
three weeks I made a great progress in learning their language; 
during which time the emperor frequently honoured me with his 
visits, and was pleased to assist my masters in teaching me.  We 
began already to converse together in some sort; and the first 
words I learnt, were to express my desire "that he would please 
give me my liberty;" which I every day repeated on my knees.  His 
answer, as I could comprehend it, was, "that this must be a work of 
time, not to be thought on without the advice of his council, and 
that first I must lumos kelmin pesso desmar lon emposo;" that is, 
swear a peace with him and his kingdom.  However, that I should be 
used with all kindness.  And he advised me to "acquire, by my 
patience and discreet behaviour, the good opinion of himself and 
his subjects."  He desired "I would not take it ill, if he gave 
orders to certain proper officers to search me; for probably I 
might carry about me several weapons, which must needs be dangerous 
things, if they answered the bulk of so prodigious a person."  I 
said, "His majesty should be satisfied; for I was ready to strip 
myself, and turn up my pockets before him."  This I delivered part 
in words, and part in signs.  He replied, "that, by the laws of the 
kingdom, I must be searched by two of his officers; that he knew 
this could not be done without my consent and assistance; and he 
had so good an opinion of my generosity and justice, as to trust 
their persons in my hands; that whatever they took from me, should 
be returned when I left the country, or paid for at the rate which 
I would set upon them."  I took up the two officers in my hands, 
put them first into my coat-pockets, and then into every other 
pocket about me, except my two fobs, and another secret pocket, 
which I had no mind should be searched, wherein I had some little 
necessaries that were of no consequence to any but myself.  In one 
of my fobs there was a silver watch, and in the other a small 
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quantity of gold in a purse.  These gentlemen, having pen, ink, and 
paper, about them, made an exact inventory of every thing they saw; 
and when they had done, desired I would set them down, that they 
might deliver it to the emperor.  This inventory I afterwards 
translated into English, and is, word for word, as follows: 
 
"Imprimis:  In the right coat-pocket of the great man-mountain" 
(for so I interpret the words quinbus flestrin,) "after the 
strictest search, we found only one great piece of coarse-cloth, 
large enough to be a foot-cloth for your majesty's chief room of 
state.  In the left pocket we saw a huge silver chest, with a cover 
of the same metal, which we, the searchers, were not able to lift. 
We desired it should be opened, and one of us stepping into it, 
found himself up to the mid leg in a sort of dust, some part 
whereof flying up to our faces set us both a sneezing for several 
times together.  In his right waistcoat-pocket we found a 
prodigious bundle of white thin substances, folded one over 
another, about the bigness of three men, tied with a strong cable, 
and marked with black figures; which we humbly conceive to be 
writings, every letter almost half as large as the palm of our 
hands.  In the left there was a sort of engine, from the back of 
which were extended twenty long poles, resembling the pallisados 
before your majesty's court:  wherewith we conjecture the man- 
mountain combs his head; for we did not always trouble him with 
questions, because we found it a great difficulty to make him 
understand us.  In the large pocket, on the right side of his 
middle cover" (so I translate the word ranfulo, by which they meant 
my breeches,) "we saw a hollow pillar of iron, about the length of 
a man, fastened to a strong piece of timber larger than the pillar; 
and upon one side of the pillar, were huge pieces of iron sticking 
out, cut into strange figures, which we know not what to make of. 
In the left pocket, another engine of the same kind.  In the 
smaller pocket on the right side, were several round flat pieces of 
white and red metal, of different bulk; some of the white, which 
seemed to be silver, were so large and heavy, that my comrade and I 
could hardly lift them.  In the left pocket were two black pillars 
irregularly shaped:  we could not, without difficulty, reach the 
top of them, as we stood at the bottom of his pocket.  One of them 
was covered, and seemed all of a piece:  but at the upper end of 
the other there appeared a white round substance, about twice the 
bigness of our heads.  Within each of these was enclosed a 
prodigious plate of steel; which, by our orders, we obliged him to 
show us, because we apprehended they might be dangerous engines. 
He took them out of their cases, and told us, that in his own 
country his practice was to shave his beard with one of these, and 
cut his meat with the other.  There were two pockets which we could 
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not enter:  these he called his fobs; they were two large slits cut 
into the top of his middle cover, but squeezed close by the 
pressure of his belly.  Out of the right fob hung a great silver 
chain, with a wonderful kind of engine at the bottom.  We directed 
him to draw out whatever was at the end of that chain; which 
appeared to be a globe, half silver, and half of some transparent 
metal; for, on the transparent side, we saw certain strange figures 
circularly drawn, and thought we could touch them, till we found 
our fingers stopped by the lucid substance.  He put this engine 
into our ears, which made an incessant noise, like that of a water- 
mill:  and we conjecture it is either some unknown animal, or the 
god that he worships; but we are more inclined to the latter 
opinion, because he assured us, (if we understood him right, for he 
expressed himself very imperfectly) that he seldom did any thing 
without consulting it.  He called it his oracle, and said, it 
pointed out the time for every action of his life.  From the left 
fob he took out a net almost large enough for a fisherman, but 
contrived to open and shut like a purse, and served him for the 
same use:  we found therein several massy pieces of yellow metal, 
which, if they be real gold, must be of immense value. 
 
"Having thus, in obedience to your majesty's commands, diligently 
searched all his pockets, we observed a girdle about his waist made 
of the hide of some prodigious animal, from which, on the left 
side, hung a sword of the length of five men; and on the right, a 
bag or pouch divided into two cells, each cell capable of holding 
three of your majesty's subjects.  In one of these cells were 
several globes, or balls, of a most ponderous metal, about the 
bigness of our heads, and requiring a strong hand to lift them: 
the other cell contained a heap of certain black grains, but of no 
great bulk or weight, for we could hold above fifty of them in the 
palms of our hands. 
 
"This is an exact inventory of what we found about the body of the 
man-mountain, who used us with great civility, and due respect to 
your majesty's commission.  Signed and sealed on the fourth day of 
the eighty-ninth moon of your majesty's auspicious reign. 
 
CLEFRIN FRELOCK, MARSI FRELOCK." 
 
 
When this inventory was read over to the emperor, he directed me, 
although in very gentle terms, to deliver up the several 
particulars.  He first called for my scimitar, which I took out, 
scabbard and all.  In the mean time he ordered three thousand of 
his choicest troops (who then attended him) to surround me at a 
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distance, with their bows and arrows just ready to discharge; but I 
did not observe it, for mine eyes were wholly fixed upon his 
majesty.  He then desired me to draw my scimitar, which, although 
it had got some rust by the sea water, was, in most parts, 
exceeding bright.  I did so, and immediately all the troops gave a 
shout between terror and surprise; for the sun shone clear, and the 
reflection dazzled their eyes, as I waved the scimitar to and fro 
in my hand.  His majesty, who is a most magnanimous prince, was 
less daunted than I could expect:  he ordered me to return it into 
the scabbard, and cast it on the ground as gently as I could, about 
six feet from the end of my chain.  The next thing he demanded was 
one of the hollow iron pillars; by which he meant my pocket 
pistols.  I drew it out, and at his desire, as well as I could, 
expressed to him the use of it; and charging it only with powder, 
which, by the closeness of my pouch, happened to escape wetting in 
the sea (an inconvenience against which all prudent mariners take 
special care to provide,) I first cautioned the emperor not to be 
afraid, and then I let it off in the air.  The astonishment here 
was much greater than at the sight of my scimitar.  Hundreds fell 
down as if they had been struck dead; and even the emperor, 
although he stood his ground, could not recover himself for some 
time.  I delivered up both my pistols in the same manner as I had 
done my scimitar, and then my pouch of powder and bullets; begging 
him that the former might be kept from fire, for it would kindle 
with the smallest spark, and blow up his imperial palace into the 
air.  I likewise delivered up my watch, which the emperor was very 
curious to see, and commanded two of his tallest yeomen of the 
guards to bear it on a pole upon their shoulders, as draymen in 
England do a barrel of ale.  He was amazed at the continual noise 
it made, and the motion of the minute-hand, which he could easily 
discern; for their sight is much more acute than ours:  he asked 
the opinions of his learned men about it, which were various and 
remote, as the reader may well imagine without my repeating; 
although indeed I could not very perfectly understand them.  I then 
gave up my silver and copper money, my purse, with nine large 
pieces of gold, and some smaller ones; my knife and razor, my comb 
and silver snuff-box, my handkerchief and journal-book.  My 
scimitar, pistols, and pouch, were conveyed in carriages to his 
majesty's stores; but the rest of my goods were returned me. 
 
I had as I before observed, one private pocket, which escaped their 
search, wherein there was a pair of spectacles (which I sometimes 
use for the weakness of mine eyes,) a pocket perspective, and some 
other little conveniences; which, being of no consequence to the 
emperor, I did not think myself bound in honour to discover, and I 
apprehended they might be lost or spoiled if I ventured them out of 
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my possession. 
 
CHAPTER III. 
 
[The author diverts the emperor, and his nobility of both sexes, in 
a very uncommon manner.  The diversions of the court of Lilliput 
described.  The author has his liberty granted him upon certain 
conditions.] 
 
My gentleness and good behaviour had gained so far on the emperor 
and his court, and indeed upon the army and people in general, that 
I began to conceive hopes of getting my liberty in a short time.  I 
took all possible methods to cultivate this favourable disposition. 
The natives came, by degrees, to be less apprehensive of any danger 
from me.  I would sometimes lie down, and let five or six of them 
dance on my hand; and at last the boys and girls would venture to 
come and play at hide-and-seek in my hair.  I had now made a good 
progress in understanding and speaking the language.  The emperor 
had a mind one day to entertain me with several of the country 
shows, wherein they exceed all nations I have known, both for 
dexterity and magnificence.  I was diverted with none so much as 
that of the rope-dancers, performed upon a slender white thread, 
extended about two feet, and twelve inches from the ground.  Upon 
which I shall desire liberty, with the reader's patience, to 
enlarge a little. 
 
This diversion is only practised by those persons who are 
candidates for great employments, and high favour at court.  They 
are trained in this art from their youth, and are not always of 
noble birth, or liberal education.  When a great office is vacant, 
either by death or disgrace (which often happens,) five or six of 
those candidates petition the emperor to entertain his majesty and 
the court with a dance on the rope; and whoever jumps the highest, 
without falling, succeeds in the office.  Very often the chief 
ministers themselves are commanded to show their skill, and to 
convince the emperor that they have not lost their faculty. 
Flimnap, the treasurer, is allowed to cut a caper on the straight 
rope, at least an inch higher than any other lord in the whole 
empire.  I have seen him do the summerset several times together, 
upon a trencher fixed on a rope which is no thicker than a common 
packthread in England.  My friend Reldresal, principal secretary 
for private affairs, is, in my opinion, if I am not partial, the 
second after the treasurer; the rest of the great officers are much 
upon a par. 
 
These diversions are often attended with fatal accidents, whereof 
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great numbers are on record.  I myself have seen two or three 
candidates break a limb.  But the danger is much greater, when the 
ministers themselves are commanded to show their dexterity; for, by 
contending to excel themselves and their fellows, they strain so 
far that there is hardly one of them who has not received a fall, 
and some of them two or three.  I was assured that, a year or two 
before my arrival, Flimnap would infallibly have broke his neck, if 
one of the king's cushions, that accidentally lay on the ground, 
had not weakened the force of his fall. 
 
There is likewise another diversion, which is only shown before the 
emperor and empress, and first minister, upon particular occasions. 
The emperor lays on the table three fine silken threads of six 
inches long; one is blue, the other red, and the third green. 
These threads are proposed as prizes for those persons whom the 
emperor has a mind to distinguish by a peculiar mark of his favour. 
The ceremony is performed in his majesty's great chamber of state, 
where the candidates are to undergo a trial of dexterity very 
different from the former, and such as I have not observed the 
least resemblance of in any other country of the new or old world. 
The emperor holds a stick in his hands, both ends parallel to the 
horizon, while the candidates advancing, one by one, sometimes leap 
over the stick, sometimes creep under it, backward and forward, 
several times, according as the stick is advanced or depressed. 
Sometimes the emperor holds one end of the stick, and his first 
minister the other; sometimes the minister has it entirely to 
himself.  Whoever performs his part with most agility, and holds 
out the longest in leaping and creeping, is rewarded with the blue- 
coloured silk; the red is given to the next, and the green to the 
third, which they all wear girt twice round about the middle; and 
you see few great persons about this court who are not adorned with 
one of these girdles. 
 
The horses of the army, and those of the royal stables, having been 
daily led before me, were no longer shy, but would come up to my 
very feet without starting.  The riders would leap them over my 
hand, as I held it on the ground; and one of the emperor's 
huntsmen, upon a large courser, took my foot, shoe and all; which 
was indeed a prodigious leap.  I had the good fortune to divert the 
emperor one day after a very extraordinary manner.  I desired he 
would order several sticks of two feet high, and the thickness of 
an ordinary cane, to be brought me; whereupon his majesty commanded 
the master of his woods to give directions accordingly; and the 
next morning six woodmen arrived with as many carriages, drawn by 
eight horses to each.  I took nine of these sticks, and fixing them 
firmly in the ground in a quadrangular figure, two feet and a half 
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square, I took four other sticks, and tied them parallel at each 
corner, about two feet from the ground; then I fastened my 
handkerchief to the nine sticks that stood erect; and extended it 
on all sides, till it was tight as the top of a drum; and the four 
parallel sticks, rising about five inches higher than the 
handkerchief, served as ledges on each side.  When I had finished 
my work, I desired the emperor to let a troop of his best horses 
twenty-four in number, come and exercise upon this plain.  His 
majesty approved of the proposal, and I took them up, one by one, 
in my hands, ready mounted and armed, with the proper officers to 
exercise them.  As soon as they got into order they divided into 
two parties, performed mock skirmishes, discharged blunt arrows, 
drew their swords, fled and pursued, attacked and retired, and in 
short discovered the best military discipline I ever beheld.  The 
parallel sticks secured them and their horses from falling over the 
stage; and the emperor was so much delighted, that he ordered this 
entertainment to be repeated several days, and once was pleased to 
be lifted up and give the word of command; and with great 
difficulty persuaded even the empress herself to let me hold her in 
her close chair within two yards of the stage, when she was able to 
take a full view of the whole performance.  It was my good fortune, 
that no ill accident happened in these entertainments; only once a 
fiery horse, that belonged to one of the captains, pawing with his 
hoof, struck a hole in my handkerchief, and his foot slipping, he 
overthrew his rider and himself; but I immediately relieved them 
both, and covering the hole with one hand, I set down the troop 
with the other, in the same manner as I took them up. The horse 
that fell was strained in the left shoulder, but the rider got no 
hurt; and I repaired my handkerchief as well as I could:  however, 
I would not trust to the strength of it any more, in such dangerous 
enterprises. 
 
About two or three days before I was set at liberty, as I was 
entertaining the court with this kind of feat, there arrived an 
express to inform his majesty, that some of his subjects, riding 
near the place where I was first taken up, had seen a great black 
substance lying on the around, very oddly shaped, extending its 
edges round, as wide as his majesty's bedchamber, and rising up in 
the middle as high as a man; that it was no living creature, as 
they at first apprehended, for it lay on the grass without motion; 
and some of them had walked round it several times; that, by 
mounting upon each other's shoulders, they had got to the top, 
which was flat and even, and, stamping upon it, they found that it 
was hollow within; that they humbly conceived it might be something 
belonging to the man-mountain; and if his majesty pleased, they 
would undertake to bring it with only five horses.  I presently 
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knew what they meant, and was glad at heart to receive this 
intelligence.  It seems, upon my first reaching the shore after our 
shipwreck, I was in such confusion, that before I came to the place 
where I went to sleep, my hat, which I had fastened with a string 
to my head while I was rowing, and had stuck on all the time I was 
swimming, fell off after I came to land; the string, as I 
conjecture, breaking by some accident, which I never observed, but 
thought my hat had been lost at sea.  I entreated his imperial 
majesty to give orders it might be brought to me as soon as 
possible, describing to him the use and the nature of it:  and the 
next day the waggoners arrived with it, but not in a very good 
condition; they had bored two holes in the brim, within an inch and 
half of the edge, and fastened two hooks in the holes; these hooks 
were tied by a long cord to the harness, and thus my hat was 
dragged along for above half an English mile; but, the ground in 
that country being extremely smooth and level, it received less 
damage than I expected. 
 
Two days after this adventure, the emperor, having ordered that 
part of his army which quarters in and about his metropolis, to be 
in readiness, took a fancy of diverting himself in a very singular 
manner.  He desired I would stand like a Colossus, with my legs as 
far asunder as I conveniently could.  He then commanded his general 
(who was an old experienced leader, and a great patron of mine) to 
draw up the troops in close order, and march them under me; the 
foot by twenty-four abreast, and the horse by sixteen, with drums 
beating, colours flying, and pikes advanced.  This body consisted 
of three thousand foot, and a thousand horse.  His majesty gave 
orders, upon pain of death, that every soldier in his march should 
observe the strictest decency with regard to my person; which 
however could not prevent some of the younger officers from turning 
up their eyes as they passed under me:  and, to confess the truth, 
my breeches were at that time in so ill a condition, that they 
afforded some opportunities for laughter and admiration. 
 
I had sent so many memorials and petitions for my liberty, that his 
majesty at length mentioned the matter, first in the cabinet, and 
then in a full council; where it was opposed by none, except 
Skyresh Bolgolam, who was pleased, without any provocation, to be 
my mortal enemy.  But it was carried against him by the whole 
board, and confirmed by the emperor.  That minister was galbet, or 
admiral of the realm, very much in his master's confidence, and a 
person well versed in affairs, but of a morose and sour complexion. 
However, he was at length persuaded to comply; but prevailed that 
the articles and conditions upon which I should be set free, and to 
which I must swear, should be drawn up by himself.  These articles 
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were brought to me by Skyresh Bolgolam in person attended by two 
under-secretaries, and several persons of distinction.  After they 
were read, I was demanded to swear to the performance of them; 
first in the manner of my own country, and afterwards in the method 
prescribed by their laws; which was, to hold my right foot in my 
left hand, and to place the middle finger of my right hand on the 
crown of my head, and my thumb on the tip of my right ear.  But 
because the reader may be curious to have some idea of the style 
and manner of expression peculiar to that people, as well as to 
know the article upon which I recovered my liberty, I have made a 
translation of the whole instrument, word for word, as near as I 
was able, which I here offer to the public. 
 
"Golbasto Momarem Evlame Gurdilo Shefin Mully Ully Gue, most mighty 
Emperor of Lilliput, delight and terror of the universe, whose 
dominions extend five thousand blustrugs (about twelve miles in 
circumference) to the extremities of the globe; monarch of all 
monarchs, taller than the sons of men; whose feet press down to the 
centre, and whose head strikes against the sun; at whose nod the 
princes of the earth shake their knees; pleasant as the spring, 
comfortable as the summer, fruitful as autumn, dreadful as winter: 
his most sublime majesty proposes to the man-mountain, lately 
arrived at our celestial dominions, the following articles, which, 
by a solemn oath, he shall be obliged to perform:- 
 
"1st, The man-mountain shall not depart from our dominions, without 
our license under our great seal. 
 
"2d, He shall not presume to come into our metropolis, without our 
express order; at which time, the inhabitants shall have two hours 
warning to keep within doors. 
 
"3d, The said man-mountain shall confine his walks to our principal 
high roads, and not offer to walk, or lie down, in a meadow or 
field of corn. 
 
"4th, As he walks the said roads, he shall take the utmost care not 
to trample upon the bodies of any of our loving subjects, their 
horses, or carriages, nor take any of our subjects into his hands 
without their own consent. 
 
"5th, If an express requires extraordinary despatch, the man- 
mountain shall be obliged to carry, in his pocket, the messenger 
and horse a six days journey, once in every moon, and return the 
said messenger back (if so required) safe to our imperial presence. 
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"6th, He shall be our ally against our enemies in the island of 
Blefuscu, and do his utmost to destroy their fleet, which is now 
preparing to invade us. 
 
"7th, That the said man-mountain shall, at his times of leisure, be 
aiding and assisting to our workmen, in helping to raise certain 
great stones, towards covering the wall of the principal park, and 
other our royal buildings. 
 
"8th, That the said man-mountain shall, in two moons' time, deliver 
in an exact survey of the circumference of our dominions, by a 
computation of his own paces round the coast. 
 
"Lastly, That, upon his solemn oath to observe all the above 
articles, the said man-mountain shall have a daily allowance of 
meat and drink sufficient for the support of 1724 of our subjects, 
with free access to our royal person, and other marks of our 
favour.  Given at our palace at Belfaborac, the twelfth day of the 
ninety-first moon of our reign." 
 
I swore and subscribed to these articles with great cheerfulness 
and content, although some of them were not so honourable as I 
could have wished; which proceeded wholly from the malice of 
Skyresh Bolgolam, the high-admiral:  whereupon my chains were 
immediately unlocked, and I was at full liberty.  The emperor 
himself, in person, did me the honour to be by at the whole 
ceremony.  I made my acknowledgements by prostrating myself at his 
majesty's feet:  but he commanded me to rise; and after many 
gracious expressions, which, to avoid the censure of vanity, I 
shall not repeat, he added, "that he hoped I should prove a useful 
servant, and well deserve all the favours he had already conferred 
upon me, or might do for the future." 
 
The reader may please to observe, that, in the last article of the 
recovery of my liberty, the emperor stipulates to allow me a 
quantity of meat and drink sufficient for the support of 1724 
Lilliputians.  Some time after, asking a friend at court how they 
came to fix on that determinate number, he told me that his 
majesty's mathematicians, having taken the height of my body by the 
help of a quadrant, and finding it to exceed theirs in the 
proportion of twelve to one, they concluded from the similarity of 
their bodies, that mine must contain at least 1724 of theirs, and 
consequently would require as much food as was necessary to support 
that number of Lilliputians.  By which the reader may conceive an 
idea of the ingenuity of that people, as well as the prudent and 
exact economy of so great a prince. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
 
[Mildendo, the metropolis of Lilliput, described, together with the 
emperor's palace.  A conversation between the author and a 
principal secretary, concerning the affairs of that empire.  The 
author's offers to serve the emperor in his wars.] 
 
The first request I made, after I had obtained my liberty, was, 
that I might have license to see Mildendo, the metropolis; which 
the emperor easily granted me, but with a special charge to do no 
hurt either to the inhabitants or their houses.  The people had 
notice, by proclamation, of my design to visit the town.  The wall 
which encompassed it is two feet and a half high, and at least 
eleven inches broad, so that a coach and horses may be driven very 
safely round it; and it is flanked with strong towers at ten feet 
distance.  I stepped over the great western gate, and passed very 
gently, and sidling, through the two principal streets, only in my 
short waistcoat, for fear of damaging the roofs and eaves of the 
houses with the skirts of my coat.  I walked with the utmost 
circumspection, to avoid treading on any stragglers who might 
remain in the streets, although the orders were very strict, that 
all people should keep in their houses, at their own peril.  The 
garret windows and tops of houses were so crowded with spectators, 
that I thought in all my travels I had not seen a more populous 
place.  The city is an exact square, each side of the wall being 
five hundred feet long.  The two great streets, which run across 
and divide it into four quarters, are five feet wide.  The lanes 
and alleys, which I could not enter, but only view them as I 
passed, are from twelve to eighteen inches.  The town is capable of 
holding five hundred thousand souls:  the houses are from three to 
five stories:  the shops and markets well provided. 
 
The emperor's palace is in the centre of the city where the two 
great streets meet.  It is enclosed by a wall of two feet high, and 
twenty feet distance from the buildings.  I had his majesty's 
permission to step over this wall; and, the space being so wide 
between that and the palace, I could easily view it on every side. 
The outward court is a square of forty feet, and includes two other 
courts:  in the inmost are the royal apartments, which I was very 
desirous to see, but found it extremely difficult; for the great 
gates, from one square into another, were but eighteen inches high, 
and seven inches wide.  Now the buildings of the outer court were 
at least five feet high, and it was impossible for me to stride 
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over them without infinite damage to the pile, though the walls 
were strongly built of hewn stone, and four inches thick.  At the 
same time the emperor had a great desire that I should see the 
magnificence of his palace; but this I was not able to do till 
three days after, which I spent in cutting down with my knife some 
of the largest trees in the royal park, about a hundred yards 
distant from the city.  Of these trees I made two stools, each 
about three feet high, and strong enough to bear my weight.  The 
people having received notice a second time, I went again through 
the city to the palace with my two stools in my hands.  When I came 
to the side of the outer court, I stood upon one stool, and took 
the other in my hand; this I lifted over the roof, and gently set 
it down on the space between the first and second court, which was 
eight feet wide.  I then stept over the building very conveniently 
from one stool to the other, and drew up the first after me with a 
hooked stick.  By this contrivance I got into the inmost court; 
and, lying down upon my side, I applied my face to the windows of 
the middle stories, which were left open on purpose, and discovered 
the most splendid apartments that can be imagined.  There I saw the 
empress and the young princes, in their several lodgings, with 
their chief attendants about them.  Her imperial majesty was 
pleased to smile very graciously upon me, and gave me out of the 
window her hand to kiss. 
 
But I shall not anticipate the reader with further descriptions of 
this kind, because I reserve them for a greater work, which is now 
almost ready for the press; containing a general description of 
this empire, from its first erection, through along series of 
princes; with a particular account of their wars and politics, 
laws, learning, and religion; their plants and animals; their 
peculiar manners and customs, with other matters very curious and 
useful; my chief design at present being only to relate such events 
and transactions as happened to the public or to myself during a 
residence of about nine months in that empire. 
 
One morning, about a fortnight after I had obtained my liberty, 
Reldresal, principal secretary (as they style him) for private 
affairs, came to my house attended only by one servant.  He ordered 
his coach to wait at a distance, and desired I would give him an 
hours audience; which I readily consented to, on account of his 
quality and personal merits, as well as of the many good offices he 
had done me during my solicitations at court.  I offered to lie 
down that he might the more conveniently reach my ear, but he chose 
rather to let me hold him in my hand during our conversation.  He 
began with compliments on my liberty; said "he might pretend to 
some merit in it;" but, however, added, "that if it had not been 
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for the present situation of things at court, perhaps I might not 
have obtained it so soon.  For," said he, "as flourishing a 
condition as we may appear to be in to foreigners, we labour under 
two mighty evils:  a violent faction at home, and the danger of an 
invasion, by a most potent enemy, from abroad.  As to the first, 
you are to understand, that for about seventy moons past there have 
been two struggling parties in this empire, under the names of 
Tramecksan and Slamecksan, from the high and low heels of their 
shoes, by which they distinguish themselves.  It is alleged, 
indeed, that the high heels are most agreeable to our ancient 
constitution; but, however this be, his majesty has determined to 
make use only of low heels in the administration of the government, 
and all offices in the gift of the crown, as you cannot but 
observe; and particularly that his majesty's imperial heels are 
lower at least by a drurr than any of his court (drurr is a measure 
about the fourteenth part of an inch).  The animosities between 
these two parties run so high, that they will neither eat, nor 
drink, nor talk with each other.  We compute the Tramecksan, or 
high heels, to exceed us in number; but the power is wholly on our 
side.  We apprehend his imperial highness, the heir to the crown, 
to have some tendency towards the high heels; at least we can 
plainly discover that one of his heels is higher than the other, 
which gives him a hobble in his gait.  Now, in the midst of these 
intestine disquiets, we are threatened with an invasion from the 
island of Blefuscu, which is the other great empire of the 
universe, almost as large and powerful as this of his majesty.  For 
as to what we have heard you affirm, that there are other kingdoms 
and states in the world inhabited by human creatures as large as 
yourself, our philosophers are in much doubt, and would rather 
conjecture that you dropped from the moon, or one of the stars; 
because it is certain, that a hundred mortals of your bulk would in 
a short time destroy all the fruits and cattle of his majesty's 
dominions:  besides, our histories of six thousand moons make no 
mention of any other regions than the two great empires of Lilliput 
and Blefuscu.  Which two mighty powers have, as I was going to tell 
you, been engaged in a most obstinate war for six-and-thirty moons 
past.  It began upon the following occasion.  It is allowed on all 
hands, that the primitive way of breaking eggs, before we eat them, 
was upon the larger end; but his present majesty's grandfather, 
while he was a boy, going to eat an egg, and breaking it according 
to the ancient practice, happened to cut one of his fingers. 
Whereupon the emperor his father published an edict, commanding all 
his subjects, upon great penalties, to break the smaller end of 
their eggs.  The people so highly resented this law, that our 
histories tell us, there have been six rebellions raised on that 
account; wherein one emperor lost his life, and another his crown. 
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These civil commotions were constantly fomented by the monarchs of 
Blefuscu; and when they were quelled, the exiles always fled for 
refuge to that empire.  It is computed that eleven thousand persons 
have at several times suffered death, rather than submit to break 
their eggs at the smaller end.  Many hundred large volumes have 
been published upon this controversy:  but the books of the Big- 
endians have been long forbidden, and the whole party rendered 
incapable by law of holding employments.  During the course of 
these troubles, the emperors of Blefusca did frequently expostulate 
by their ambassadors, accusing us of making a schism in religion, 
by offending against a fundamental doctrine of our great prophet 
Lustrog, in the fifty-fourth chapter of the Blundecral (which is 
their Alcoran).  This, however, is thought to be a mere strain upon 
the text; for the words are these:  'that all true believers break 
their eggs at the convenient end.'  And which is the convenient 
end, seems, in my humble opinion to be left to every man's 
conscience, or at least in the power of the chief magistrate to 
determine.  Now, the Big-endian exiles have found so much credit in 
the emperor of Blefuscu's court, and so much private assistance and 
encouragement from their party here at home, that a bloody war has 
been carried on between the two empires for six-and-thirty moons, 
with various success; during which time we have lost forty capital 
ships, and a much a greater number of smaller vessels, together 
with thirty thousand of our best seamen and soldiers; and the 
damage received by the enemy is reckoned to be somewhat greater 
than ours.  However, they have now equipped a numerous fleet, and 
are just preparing to make a descent upon us; and his imperial 
majesty, placing great confidence in your valour and strength, has 
commanded me to lay this account of his affairs before you." 
 
I desired the secretary to present my humble duty to the emperor; 
and to let him know, "that I thought it would not become me, who 
was a foreigner, to interfere with parties; but I was ready, with 
the hazard of my life, to defend his person and state against all 
invaders." 
 
CHAPTER V. 
 
[The author, by an extraordinary stratagem, prevents an invasion. 
A high title of honour is conferred upon him.  Ambassadors arrive 
from the emperor of Blefuscu, and sue for peace.  The empress's 
apartment on fire by an accident; the author instrumental in saving 
the rest of the palace.] 
 
The empire of Blefuscu is an island situated to the north-east of 
Lilliput, from which it is parted only by a channel of eight 
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hundred yards wide.  I had not yet seen it, and upon this notice of 
an intended invasion, I avoided appearing on that side of the 
coast, for fear of being discovered, by some of the enemy's ships, 
who had received no intelligence of me; all intercourse between the 
two empires having been strictly forbidden during the war, upon 
pain of death, and an embargo laid by our emperor upon all vessels 
whatsoever.  I communicated to his majesty a project I had formed 
of seizing the enemy's whole fleet; which, as our scouts assured 
us, lay at anchor in the harbour, ready to sail with the first fair 
wind.  I consulted the most experienced seamen upon the depth of 
the channel, which they had often plumbed; who told me, that in the 
middle, at high-water, it was seventy glumgluffs deep, which is 
about six feet of European measure; and the rest of it fifty 
glumgluffs at most.  I walked towards the north-east coast, over 
against Blefuscu, where, lying down behind a hillock, I took out my 
small perspective glass, and viewed the enemy's fleet at anchor, 
consisting of about fifty men of war, and a great number of 
transports:  I then came back to my house, and gave orders (for 
which I had a warrant) for a great quantity of the strongest cable 
and bars of iron.  The cable was about as thick as packthread and 
the bars of the length and size of a knitting-needle.  I trebled 
the cable to make it stronger, and for the same reason I twisted 
three of the iron bars together, bending the extremities into a 
hook.  Having thus fixed fifty hooks to as many cables, I went back 
to the north-east coast, and putting off my coat, shoes, and 
stockings, walked into the sea, in my leathern jerkin, about half 
an hour before high water.  I waded with what haste I could, and 
swam in the middle about thirty yards, till I felt ground.  I 
arrived at the fleet in less than half an hour.  The enemy was so 
frightened when they saw me, that they leaped out of their ships, 
and swam to shore, where there could not be fewer than thirty 
thousand souls.  I then took my tackling, and, fastening a hook to 
the hole at the prow of each, I tied all the cords together at the 
end.  While I was thus employed, the enemy discharged several 
thousand arrows, many of which stuck in my hands and face, and, 
beside the excessive smart, gave me much disturbance in my work. 
My greatest apprehension was for mine eyes, which I should have 
infallibly lost, if I had not suddenly thought of an expedient.  I 
kept, among other little necessaries, a pair of spectacles in a 
private pocket, which, as I observed before, had escaped the 
emperor's searchers.  These I took out and fastened as strongly as 
I could upon my nose, and thus armed, went on boldly with my work, 
in spite of the enemy's arrows, many of which struck against the 
glasses of my spectacles, but without any other effect, further 
than a little to discompose them.  I had now fastened all the 
hooks, and, taking the knot in my hand, began to pull; but not a 
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ship would stir, for they were all too fast held by their anchors, 
so that the boldest part of my enterprise remained.  I therefore 
let go the cord, and leaving the looks fixed to the ships, I 
resolutely cut with my knife the cables that fastened the anchors, 
receiving about two hundred shots in my face and hands; then I took 
up the knotted end of the cables, to which my hooks were tied, and 
with great ease drew fifty of the enemy's largest men of war after 
me. 
 
The Blefuscudians, who had not the least imagination of what I 
intended, were at first confounded with astonishment.  They had 
seen me cut the cables, and thought my design was only to let the 
ships run adrift or fall foul on each other:  but when they 
perceived the whole fleet moving in order, and saw me pulling at 
the end, they set up such a scream of grief and despair as it is 
almost impossible to describe or conceive.  When I had got out of 
danger, I stopped awhile to pick out the arrows that stuck in my 
hands and face; and rubbed on some of the same ointment that was 
given me at my first arrival, as I have formerly mentioned.  I then 
took off my spectacles, and waiting about an hour, till the tide 
was a little fallen, I waded through the middle with my cargo, and 
arrived safe at the royal port of Lilliput. 
 
The emperor and his whole court stood on the shore, expecting the 
issue of this great adventure.  They saw the ships move forward in 
a large half-moon, but could not discern me, who was up to my 
breast in water.  When I advanced to the middle of the channel, 
they were yet more in pain, because I was under water to my neck. 
The emperor concluded me to be drowned, and that the enemy's fleet 
was approaching in a hostile manner:  but he was soon eased of his 
fears; for the channel growing shallower every step I made, I came 
in a short time within hearing, and holding up the end of the 
cable, by which the fleet was fastened, I cried in a loud voice, 
"Long live the most puissant king of Lilliput!"  This great prince 
received me at my landing with all possible encomiums, and created 
me a nardac upon the spot, which is the highest title of honour 
among them. 
 
His majesty desired I would take some other opportunity of bringing 
all the rest of his enemy's ships into his ports.  And so 
unmeasureable is the ambition of princes, that he seemed to think 
of nothing less than reducing the whole empire of Blefuscu into a 
province, and governing it, by a viceroy; of destroying the Big- 
endian exiles, and compelling that people to break the smaller end 
of their eggs, by which he would remain the sole monarch of the 
whole world.  But I endeavoured to divert him from this design, by 
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many arguments drawn from the topics of policy as well as justice; 
and I plainly protested, "that I would never be an instrument of 
bringing a free and brave people into slavery."  And, when the 
matter was debated in council, the wisest part of the ministry were 
of my opinion. 
 
This open bold declaration of mine was so opposite to the schemes 
and politics of his imperial majesty, that he could never forgive 
me.  He mentioned it in a very artful manner at council, where I 
was told that some of the wisest appeared, at least by their 
silence, to be of my opinion; but others, who were my secret 
enemies, could not forbear some expressions which, by a side-wind, 
reflected on me.  And from this time began an intrigue between his 
majesty and a junto of ministers, maliciously bent against me, 
which broke out in less than two months, and had like to have ended 
in my utter destruction.  Of so little weight are the greatest 
services to princes, when put into the balance with a refusal to 
gratify their passions. 
 
About three weeks after this exploit, there arrived a solemn 
embassy from Blefuscu, with humble offers of a peace, which was 
soon concluded, upon conditions very advantageous to our emperor, 
wherewith I shall not trouble the reader.  There were six 
ambassadors, with a train of about five hundred persons, and their 
entry was very magnificent, suitable to the grandeur of their 
master, and the importance of their business.  When their treaty 
was finished, wherein I did them several good offices by the credit 
I now had, or at least appeared to have, at court, their 
excellencies, who were privately told how much I had been their 
friend, made me a visit in form.  They began with many compliments 
upon my valour and generosity, invited me to that kingdom in the 
emperor their master's name, and desired me to show them some 
proofs of my prodigious strength, of which they had heard so many 
wonders; wherein I readily obliged them, but shall not trouble the 
reader with the particulars. 
 
When I had for some time entertained their excellencies, to their 
infinite satisfaction and surprise, I desired they would do me the 
honour to present my most humble respects to the emperor their 
master, the renown of whose virtues had so justly filled the whole 
world with admiration, and whose royal person I resolved to attend, 
before I returned to my own country.  Accordingly, the next time I 
had the honour to see our emperor, I desired his general license to 
wait on the Blefuscudian monarch, which he was pleased to grant me, 
as I could perceive, in a very cold manner; but could not guess the 
reason, till I had a whisper from a certain person, "that Flimnap 
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and Bolgolam had represented my intercourse with those ambassadors 
as a mark of disaffection;" from which I am sure my heart was 
wholly free.  And this was the first time I began to conceive some 
imperfect idea of courts and ministers. 
 
It is to be observed, that these ambassadors spoke to me, by an 
interpreter, the languages of both empires differing as much from 
each other as any two in Europe, and each nation priding itself 
upon the antiquity, beauty, and energy of their own tongue, with an 
avowed contempt for that of their neighbour; yet our emperor, 
standing upon the advantage he had got by the seizure of their 
fleet, obliged them to deliver their credentials, and make their 
speech, in the Lilliputian tongue.  And it must be confessed, that 
from the great intercourse of trade and commerce between both 
realms, from the continual reception of exiles which is mutual 
among them, and from the custom, in each empire, to send their 
young nobility and richer gentry to the other, in order to polish 
themselves by seeing the world, and understanding men and manners; 
there are few persons of distinction, or merchants, or seamen, who 
dwell in the maritime parts, but what can hold conversation in both 
tongues; as I found some weeks after, when I went to pay my 
respects to the emperor of Blefuscu, which, in the midst of great 
misfortunes, through the malice of my enemies, proved a very happy 
adventure to me, as I shall relate in its proper place. 
 
The reader may remember, that when I signed those articles upon 
which I recovered my liberty, there were some which I disliked, 
upon account of their being too servile; neither could anything but 
an extreme necessity have forced me to submit.  But being now a 
nardac of the highest rank in that empire, such offices were looked 
upon as below my dignity, and the emperor (to do him justice), 
never once mentioned them to me.  However, it was not long before I 
had an opportunity of doing his majesty, at least as I then 
thought, a most signal service.  I was alarmed at midnight with the 
cries of many hundred people at my door; by which, being suddenly 
awaked, I was in some kind of terror.  I heard the word Burglum 
repeated incessantly:  several of the emperor's court, making their 
way through the crowd, entreated me to come immediately to the 
palace, where her imperial majesty's apartment was on fire, by the 
carelessness of a maid of honour, who fell asleep while she was 
reading a romance.  I got up in an instant; and orders being given 
to clear the way before me, and it being likewise a moonshine 
night, I made a shift to get to the palace without trampling on any 
of the people.  I found they had already applied ladders to the 
walls of the apartment, and were well provided with buckets, but 
the water was at some distance.  These buckets were about the size 



 114

of large thimbles, and the poor people supplied me with them as 
fast as they could:  but the flame was so violent that they did 
little good.  I might easily have stifled it with my coat, which I 
unfortunately left behind me for haste, and came away only in my 
leathern jerkin.  The case seemed wholly desperate and deplorable; 
and this magnificent palace would have infallibly been burnt down 
to the ground, if, by a presence of mind unusual to me, I had not 
suddenly thought of an expedient.  I had, the evening before, drunk 
plentifully of a most delicious wine called glimigrim, (the 
Blefuscudians call it flunec, but ours is esteemed the better 
sort,) which is very diuretic.  By the luckiest chance in the 
world, I had not discharged myself of any part of it.  The heat I 
had contracted by coming very near the flames, and by labouring to 
quench them, made the wine begin to operate by urine; which I 
voided in such a quantity, and applied so well to the proper 
places, that in three minutes the fire was wholly extinguished, and 
the rest of that noble pile, which had cost so many ages in 
erecting, preserved from destruction. 
 
It was now day-light, and I returned to my house without waiting to 
congratulate with the emperor:  because, although I had done a very 
eminent piece of service, yet I could not tell how his majesty 
might resent the manner by which I had performed it:  for, by the 
fundamental laws of the realm, it is capital in any person, of what 
quality soever, to make water within the precincts of the palace. 
But I was a little comforted by a message from his majesty, "that 
he would give orders to the grand justiciary for passing my pardon 
in form:" which, however, I could not obtain; and I was privately 
assured, "that the empress, conceiving the greatest abhorrence of 
what I had done, removed to the most distant side of the court, 
firmly resolved that those buildings should never be repaired for 
her use:  and, in the presence of her chief confidents could not 
forbear vowing revenge." 
 
 
 
CHAPTER VI. 
 
 
 
[Of the inhabitants of Lilliput; their learning, laws, and customs; 
the manner of educating their children.  The author's way of living 
in that country.  His vindication of a great lady.] 
 
Although I intend to leave the description of this empire to a 
particular treatise, yet, in the mean time, I am content to gratify 



 115

the curious reader with some general ideas.  As the common size of 
the natives is somewhat under six inches high, so there is an exact 
proportion in all other animals, as well as plants and trees:  for 
instance, the tallest horses and oxen are between four and five 
inches in height, the sheep an inch and half, more or less:  their 
geese about the bigness of a sparrow, and so the several gradations 
downwards till you come to the smallest, which to my sight, were 
almost invisible; but nature has adapted the eyes of the 
Lilliputians to all objects proper for their view:  they see with 
great exactness, but at no great distance.  And, to show the 
sharpness of their sight towards objects that are near, I have been 
much pleased with observing a cook pulling a lark, which was not so 
large as a common fly; and a young girl threading an invisible 
needle with invisible silk.  Their tallest trees are about seven 
feet high:  I mean some of those in the great royal park, the tops 
whereof I could but just reach with my fist clenched.  The other 
vegetables are in the same proportion; but this I leave to the 
reader's imagination. 
 
I shall say but little at present of their learning, which, for 
many ages, has flourished in all its branches among them:  but 
their manner of writing is very peculiar, being neither from the 
left to the right, like the Europeans, nor from the right to the 
left, like the Arabians, nor from up to down, like the Chinese, but 
aslant, from one corner of the paper to the other, like ladies in 
England. 
 
They bury their dead with their heads directly downward, because 
they hold an opinion, that in eleven thousand moons they are all to 
rise again; in which period the earth (which they conceive to be 
flat) will turn upside down, and by this means they shall, at their 
resurrection, be found ready standing on their feet.  The learned 
among them confess the absurdity of this doctrine; but the practice 
still continues, in compliance to the vulgar. 
 
There are some laws and customs in this empire very peculiar; and 
if they were not so directly contrary to those of my own dear 
country, I should be tempted to say a little in their 
justification.  It is only to be wished they were as well executed. 
The first I shall mention, relates to informers.  All crimes 
against the state, are punished here with the utmost severity; but, 
if the person accused makes his innocence plainly to appear upon 
his trial, the accuser is immediately put to an ignominious death; 
and out of his goods or lands the innocent person is quadruply 
recompensed for the loss of his time, for the danger he underwent, 
for the hardship of his imprisonment, and for all the charges he 
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has been at in making his defence; or, if that fund be deficient, 
it is largely supplied by the crown.  The emperor also confers on 
him some public mark of his favour, and proclamation is made of his 
innocence through the whole city. 
 
They look upon fraud as a greater crime than theft, and therefore 
seldom fail to punish it with death; for they allege, that care and 
vigilance, with a very common understanding, may preserve a man's 
goods from thieves, but honesty has no defence against superior 
cunning; and, since it is necessary that there should be a 
perpetual intercourse of buying and selling, and dealing upon 
credit, where fraud is permitted and connived at, or has no law to 
punish it, the honest dealer is always undone, and the knave gets 
the advantage.  I remember, when I was once interceding with the 
emperor for a criminal who had wronged his master of a great sum of 
money, which he had received by order and ran away with; and 
happening to tell his majesty, by way of extenuation, that it was 
only a breach of trust, the emperor thought it monstrous in me to 
offer as a defence the greatest aggravation of the crime; and truly 
I had little to say in return, farther than the common answer, that 
different nations had different customs; for, I confess, I was 
heartily ashamed. {2} 
 
Although we usually call reward and punishment the two hinges upon 
which all government turns, yet I could never observe this maxim to 
be put in practice by any nation except that of Lilliput.  Whoever 
can there bring sufficient proof, that he has strictly observed the 
laws of his country for seventy-three moons, has a claim to certain 
privileges, according to his quality or condition of life, with a 
proportionable sum of money out of a fund appropriated for that 
use:  he likewise acquires the title of snilpall, or legal, which 
is added to his name, but does not descend to his posterity.  And 
these people thought it a prodigious defect of policy among us, 
when I told them that our laws were enforced only by penalties, 
without any mention of reward.  It is upon this account that the 
image of Justice, in their courts of judicature, is formed with six 
eyes, two before, as many behind, and on each side one, to signify 
circumspection; with a bag of gold open in her right hand, and a 
sword sheathed in her left, to show she is more disposed to reward 
than to punish. 
 
In choosing persons for all employments, they have more regard to 
good morals than to great abilities; for, since government is 
necessary to mankind, they believe, that the common size of human 
understanding is fitted to some station or other; and that 
Providence never intended to make the management of public affairs 
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a mystery to be comprehended only by a few persons of sublime 
genius, of which there seldom are three born in an age:  but they 
suppose truth, justice, temperance, and the like, to be in every 
man's power; the practice of which virtues, assisted by experience 
and a good intention, would qualify any man for the service of his 
country, except where a course of study is required.  But they 
thought the want of moral virtues was so far from being supplied by 
superior endowments of the mind, that employments could never be 
put into such dangerous hands as those of persons so qualified; 
and, at least, that the mistakes committed by ignorance, in a 
virtuous disposition, would never be of such fatal consequence to 
the public weal, as the practices of a man, whose inclinations led 
him to be corrupt, and who had great abilities to manage, to 
multiply, and defend his corruptions. 
 
In like manner, the disbelief of a Divine Providence renders a man 
incapable of holding any public station; for, since kings avow 
themselves to be the deputies of Providence, the Lilliputians think 
nothing can be more absurd than for a prince to employ such men as 
disown the authority under which he acts. 
 
In relating these and the following laws, I would only be 
understood to mean the original institutions, and not the most 
scandalous corruptions, into which these people are fallen by the 
degenerate nature of man.  For, as to that infamous practice of 
acquiring great employments by dancing on the ropes, or badges of 
favour and distinction by leaping over sticks and creeping under 
them, the reader is to observe, that they were first introduced by 
the grandfather of the emperor now reigning, and grew to the 
present height by the gradual increase of party and faction. 
 
Ingratitude is among them a capital crime, as we read it to have 
been in some other countries:  for they reason thus; that whoever 
makes ill returns to his benefactor, must needs be a common enemy 
to the rest of mankind, from whom he has received no obligation, 
and therefore such a man is not fit to live. 
 
Their notions relating to the duties of parents and children differ 
extremely from ours.  For, since the conjunction of male and female 
is founded upon the great law of nature, in order to propagate and 
continue the species, the Lilliputians will needs have it, that men 
and women are joined together, like other animals, by the motives 
of concupiscence; and that their tenderness towards their young 
proceeds from the like natural principle:  for which reason they 
will never allow that a child is under any obligation to his father 
for begetting him, or to his mother for bringing him into the 
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world; which, considering the miseries of human life, was neither a 
benefit in itself, nor intended so by his parents, whose thoughts, 
in their love encounters, were otherwise employed.  Upon these, and 
the like reasonings, their opinion is, that parents are the last of 
all others to be trusted with the education of their own children; 
and therefore they have in every town public nurseries, where all 
parents, except cottagers and labourers, are obliged to send their 
infants of both sexes to be reared and educated, when they come to 
the age of twenty moons, at which time they are supposed to have 
some rudiments of docility.  These schools are of several kinds, 
suited to different qualities, and both sexes.  They have certain 
professors well skilled in preparing children for such a condition 
of life as befits the rank of their parents, and their own 
capacities, as well as inclinations.  I shall first say something 
of the male nurseries, and then of the female. 
 
The nurseries for males of noble or eminent birth, are provided 
with grave and learned professors, and their several deputies.  The 
clothes and food of the children are plain and simple.  They are 
bred up in the principles of honour, justice, courage, modesty, 
clemency, religion, and love of their country; they are always 
employed in some business, except in the times of eating and 
sleeping, which are very short, and two hours for diversions 
consisting of bodily exercises.  They are dressed by men till four 
years of age, and then are obliged to dress themselves, although 
their quality be ever so great; and the women attendant, who are 
aged proportionably to ours at fifty, perform only the most menial 
offices.  They are never suffered to converse with servants, but go 
together in smaller or greater numbers to take their diversions, 
and always in the presence of a professor, or one of his deputies; 
whereby they avoid those early bad impressions of folly and vice, 
to which our children are subject.  Their parents are suffered to 
see them only twice a year; the visit is to last but an hour; they 
are allowed to kiss the child at meeting and parting; but a 
professor, who always stands by on those occasions, will not suffer 
them to whisper, or use any fondling expressions, or bring any 
presents of toys, sweetmeats, and the like. 
 
The pension from each family for the education and entertainment of 
a child, upon failure of due payment, is levied by the emperor's 
officers. 
 
The nurseries for children of ordinary gentlemen, merchants, 
traders, and handicrafts, are managed proportionably after the same 
manner; only those designed for trades are put out apprentices at 
eleven years old, whereas those of persons of quality continue in 
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their exercises till fifteen, which answers to twenty-one with us: 
but the confinement is gradually lessened for the last three years. 
 
In the female nurseries, the young girls of quality are educated 
much like the males, only they are dressed by orderly servants of 
their own sex; but always in the presence of a professor or deputy, 
till they come to dress themselves, which is at five years old. 
And if it be found that these nurses ever presume to entertain the 
girls with frightful or foolish stories, or the common follies 
practised by chambermaids among us, they are publicly whipped 
thrice about the city, imprisoned for a year, and banished for life 
to the most desolate part of the country.  Thus the young ladies 
are as much ashamed of being cowards and fools as the men, and 
despise all personal ornaments, beyond decency and cleanliness: 
neither did I perceive any difference in their education made by 
their difference of sex, only that the exercises of the females 
were not altogether so robust; and that some rules were given them 
relating to domestic life, and a smaller compass of learning was 
enjoined them:  for their maxim is, that among peoples of quality, 
a wife should be always a reasonable and agreeable companion, 
because she cannot always be young.  When the girls are twelve 
years old, which among them is the marriageable age, their parents 
or guardians take them home, with great expressions of gratitude to 
the professors, and seldom without tears of the young lady and her 
companions. 
 
In the nurseries of females of the meaner sort, the children are 
instructed in all kinds of works proper for their sex, and their 
several degrees:  those intended for apprentices are dismissed at 
seven years old, the rest are kept to eleven. 
 
The meaner families who have children at these nurseries, are 
obliged, besides their annual pension, which is as low as possible, 
to return to the steward of the nursery a small monthly share of 
their gettings, to be a portion for the child; and therefore all 
parents are limited in their expenses by the law.  For the 
Lilliputians think nothing can be more unjust, than for people, in 
subservience to their own appetites, to bring children into the 
world, and leave the burthen of supporting them on the public.  As 
to persons of quality, they give security to appropriate a certain 
sum for each child, suitable to their condition; and these funds 
are always managed with good husbandry and the most exact justice. 
 
The cottagers and labourers keep their children at home, their 
business being only to till and cultivate the earth, and therefore 
their education is of little consequence to the public:  but the 
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old and diseased among them, are supported by hospitals; for 
begging is a trade unknown in this empire. 
 
And here it may, perhaps, divert the curious reader, to give some 
account of my domestics, and my manner of living in this country, 
during a residence of nine months, and thirteen days.  Having a 
head mechanically turned, and being likewise forced by necessity, I 
had made for myself a table and chair convenient enough, out of the 
largest trees in the royal park.  Two hundred sempstresses were 
employed to make me shirts, and linen for my bed and table, all of 
the strongest and coarsest kind they could get; which, however, 
they were forced to quilt together in several folds, for the 
thickest was some degrees finer than lawn.  Their linen is usually 
three inches wide, and three feet make a piece.  The sempstresses 
took my measure as I lay on the ground, one standing at my neck, 
and another at my mid-leg, with a strong cord extended, that each 
held by the end, while a third measured the length of the cord with 
a rule of an inch long.  Then they measured my right thumb, and 
desired no more; for by a mathematical computation, that twice 
round the thumb is once round the wrist, and so on to the neck and 
the waist, and by the help of my old shirt, which I displayed on 
the ground before them for a pattern, they fitted me exactly. 
Three hundred tailors were employed in the same manner to make me 
clothes; but they had another contrivance for taking my measure.  I 
kneeled down, and they raised a ladder from the ground to my neck; 
upon this ladder one of them mounted, and let fall a plumb-line 
from my collar to the floor, which just answered the length of my 
coat:  but my waist and arms I measured myself.  When my clothes 
were finished, which was done in my house (for the largest of 
theirs would not have been able to hold them), they looked like the 
patch-work made by the ladies in England, only that mine were all 
of a colour. 
 
I had three hundred cooks to dress my victuals, in little 
convenient huts built about my house, where they and their families 
lived, and prepared me two dishes a-piece.  I took up twenty 
waiters in my hand, and placed them on the table:  a hundred more 
attended below on the ground, some with dishes of meat, and some 
with barrels of wine and other liquors slung on their shoulders; 
all which the waiters above drew up, as I wanted, in a very 
ingenious manner, by certain cords, as we draw the bucket up a well 
in Europe.  A dish of their meat was a good mouthful, and a barrel 
of their liquor a reasonable draught.  Their mutton yields to ours, 
but their beef is excellent.  I have had a sirloin so large, that I 
have been forced to make three bites of it; but this is rare.  My 
servants were astonished to see me eat it, bones and all, as in our 
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country we do the leg of a lark.  Their geese and turkeys I usually 
ate at a mouthful, and I confess they far exceed ours.  Of their 
smaller fowl I could take up twenty or thirty at the end of my 
knife. 
 
One day his imperial majesty, being informed of my way of living, 
desired "that himself and his royal consort, with the young princes 
of the blood of both sexes, might have the happiness," as he was 
pleased to call it, "of dining with me."  They came accordingly, 
and I placed them in chairs of state, upon my table, just over 
against me, with their guards about them.  Flimnap, the lord high 
treasurer, attended there likewise with his white staff; and I 
observed he often looked on me with a sour countenance, which I 
would not seem to regard, but ate more than usual, in honour to my 
dear country, as well as to fill the court with admiration.  I have 
some private reasons to believe, that this visit from his majesty 
gave Flimnap an opportunity of doing me ill offices to his master. 
That minister had always been my secret enemy, though he outwardly 
caressed me more than was usual to the moroseness of his nature. 
He represented to the emperor "the low condition of his treasury; 
that he was forced to take up money at a great discount; that 
exchequer bills would not circulate under nine per cent. below par; 
that I had cost his majesty above a million and a half of sprugs" 
(their greatest gold coin, about the bigness of a spangle) "and, 
upon the whole, that it would be advisable in the emperor to take 
the first fair occasion of dismissing me." 
 
I am here obliged to vindicate the reputation of an excellent lady, 
who was an innocent sufferer upon my account.  The treasurer took a 
fancy to be jealous of his wife, from the malice of some evil 
tongues, who informed him that her grace had taken a violent 
affection for my person; and the court scandal ran for some time, 
that she once came privately to my lodging.  This I solemnly 
declare to be a most infamous falsehood, without any grounds, 
further than that her grace was pleased to treat me with all 
innocent marks of freedom and friendship.  I own she came often to 
my house, but always publicly, nor ever without three more in the 
coach, who were usually her sister and young daughter, and some 
particular acquaintance; but this was common to many other ladies 
of the court.  And I still appeal to my servants round, whether 
they at any time saw a coach at my door, without knowing what 
persons were in it.  On those occasions, when a servant had given 
me notice, my custom was to go immediately to the door, and, after 
paying my respects, to take up the coach and two horses very 
carefully in my hands (for, if there were six horses, the 
postillion always unharnessed four,) and place them on a table, 
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where I had fixed a movable rim quite round, of five inches high, 
to prevent accidents.  And I have often had four coaches and horses 
at once on my table, full of company, while I sat in my chair, 
leaning my face towards them; and when I was engaged with one set, 
the coachmen would gently drive the others round my table.  I have 
passed many an afternoon very agreeably in these conversations. 
But I defy the treasurer, or his two informers (I will name them, 
and let them make the best of it) Clustril and Drunlo, to prove 
that any person ever came to me incognito, except the secretary 
Reldresal, who was sent by express command of his imperial majesty, 
as I have before related.  I should not have dwelt so long upon 
this particular, if it had not been a point wherein the reputation 
of a great lady is so nearly concerned, to say nothing of my own; 
though I then had the honour to be a nardac, which the treasurer 
himself is not; for all the world knows, that he is only a 
glumglum, a title inferior by one degree, as that of a marquis is 
to a duke in England; yet I allow he preceded me in right of his 
post.  These false informations, which I afterwards came to the 
knowledge of by an accident not proper to mention, made the 
treasurer show his lady for some time an ill countenance, and me a 
worse; and although he was at last undeceived and reconciled to 
her, yet I lost all credit with him, and found my interest decline 
very fast with the emperor himself, who was, indeed, too much 
governed by that favourite. 
 
CHAPTER VII. 
 
[The author, being informed of a design to accuse him of high- 
treason, makes his escape to Blefuscu.  His reception there.] 
 
Before I proceed to give an account of my leaving this kingdom, it 
may be proper to inform the reader of a private intrigue which had 
been for two months forming against me. 
 
I had been hitherto, all my life, a stranger to courts, for which I 
was unqualified by the meanness of my condition.  I had indeed 
heard and read enough of the dispositions of great princes and 
ministers, but never expected to have found such terrible effects 
of them, in so remote a country, governed, as I thought, by very 
different maxims from those in Europe. 
 
When I was just preparing to pay my attendance on the emperor of 
Blefuscu, a considerable person at court (to whom I had been very 
serviceable, at a time when he lay under the highest displeasure of 
his imperial majesty) came to my house very privately at night, in 
a close chair, and, without sending his name, desired admittance. 
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The chairmen were dismissed; I put the chair, with his lordship in 
it, into my coat-pocket:  and, giving orders to a trusty servant, 
to say I was indisposed and gone to sleep, I fastened the door of 
my house, placed the chair on the table, according to my usual 
custom, and sat down by it.  After the common salutations were 
over, observing his lordship's countenance full of concern, and 
inquiring into the reason, he desired "I would hear him with 
patience, in a matter that highly concerned my honour and my life." 
His speech was to the following effect, for I took notes of it as 
soon as he left me:- 
 
"You are to know," said he, "that several committees of council 
have been lately called, in the most private manner, on your 
account; and it is but two days since his majesty came to a full 
resolution. 
 
"You are very sensible that Skyresh Bolgolam" (galbet, or high- 
admiral) "has been your mortal enemy, almost ever since your 
arrival.  His original reasons I know not; but his hatred is 
increased since your great success against Blefuscu, by which his 
glory as admiral is much obscured.  This lord, in conjunction with 
Flimnap the high-treasurer, whose enmity against you is notorious 
on account of his lady, Limtoc the general, Lalcon the chamberlain, 
and Balmuff the grand justiciary, have prepared articles of 
impeachment against you, for treason and other capital crimes." 
 
This preface made me so impatient, being conscious of my own merits 
and innocence, that I was going to interrupt him; when he entreated 
me to be silent, and thus proceeded:- 
 
"Out of gratitude for the favours you have done me, I procured 
information of the whole proceedings, and a copy of the articles; 
wherein I venture my head for your service. 
 
 
"'Articles of Impeachment against QUINBUS FLESTRIN, (the Man- 
Mountain.) 
 
ARTICLE I. 
 
"'Whereas, by a statute made in the reign of his imperial majesty 
Calin Deffar Plune, it is enacted, that, whoever shall make water 
within the precincts of the royal palace, shall be liable to the 
pains and penalties of high-treason; notwithstanding, the said 
Quinbus Flestrin, in open breach of the said law, under colour of 
extinguishing the fire kindled in the apartment of his majesty's 
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most dear imperial consort, did maliciously, traitorously, and 
devilishly, by discharge of his urine, put out the said fire 
kindled in the said apartment, lying and being within the precincts 
of the said royal palace, against the statute in that case 
provided, etc. against the duty, etc. 
 
ARTICLE II. 
 
"'That the said Quinbus Flestrin, having brought the imperial fleet 
of Blefuscu into the royal port, and being afterwards commanded by 
his imperial majesty to seize all the other ships of the said 
empire of Blefuscu, and reduce that empire to a province, to be 
governed by a viceroy from hence, and to destroy and put to death, 
not only all the Big-endian exiles, but likewise all the people of 
that empire who would not immediately forsake the Big-endian 
heresy, he, the said Flestrin, like a false traitor against his 
most auspicious, serene, imperial majesty, did petition to be 
excused from the said service, upon pretence of unwillingness to 
force the consciences, or destroy the liberties and lives of an 
innocent people. 
 
ARTICLE III. 
 
"'That, whereas certain ambassadors arrived from the Court of 
Blefuscu, to sue for peace in his majesty's court, he, the said 
Flestrin, did, like a false traitor, aid, abet, comfort, and 
divert, the said ambassadors, although he knew them to be servants 
to a prince who was lately an open enemy to his imperial majesty, 
and in an open war against his said majesty. 
 
ARTICLE IV. 
 
"'That the said Quinbus Flestrin, contrary to the duty of a 
faithful subject, is now preparing to make a voyage to the court 
and empire of Blefuscu, for which he has received only verbal 
license from his imperial majesty; and, under colour of the said 
license, does falsely and traitorously intend to take the said 
voyage, and thereby to aid, comfort, and abet the emperor of 
Blefuscu, so lately an enemy, and in open war with his imperial 
majesty aforesaid.' 
 
"There are some other articles; but these are the most important, 
of which I have read you an abstract. 
 
"In the several debates upon this impeachment, it must be confessed 
that his majesty gave many marks of his great lenity; often urging 
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the services you had done him, and endeavouring to extenuate your 
crimes.  The treasurer and admiral insisted that you should be put 
to the most painful and ignominious death, by setting fire to your 
house at night, and the general was to attend with twenty thousand 
men, armed with poisoned arrows, to shoot you on the face and 
hands.  Some of your servants were to have private orders to strew 
a poisonous juice on your shirts and sheets, which would soon make 
you tear your own flesh, and die in the utmost torture.  The 
general came into the same opinion; so that for a long time there 
was a majority against you; but his majesty resolving, if possible, 
to spare your life, at last brought off the chamberlain. 
 
"Upon this incident, Reldresal, principal secretary for private 
affairs, who always approved himself your true friend, was 
commanded by the emperor to deliver his opinion, which he 
accordingly did; and therein justified the good thoughts you have 
of him.  He allowed your crimes to be great, but that still there 
was room for mercy, the most commendable virtue in a prince, and 
for which his majesty was so justly celebrated.  He said, the 
friendship between you and him was so well known to the world, that 
perhaps the most honourable board might think him partial; however, 
in obedience to the command he had received, he would freely offer 
his sentiments.  That if his majesty, in consideration of your 
services, and pursuant to his own merciful disposition, would 
please to spare your life, and only give orders to put out both 
your eyes, he humbly conceived, that by this expedient justice 
might in some measure be satisfied, and all the world would applaud 
the lenity of the emperor, as well as the fair and generous 
proceedings of those who have the honour to be his counsellors. 
That the loss of your eyes would be no impediment to your bodily 
strength, by which you might still be useful to his majesty; that 
blindness is an addition to courage, by concealing dangers from us; 
that the fear you had for your eyes, was the greatest difficulty in 
bringing over the enemy's fleet, and it would be sufficient for you 
to see by the eyes of the ministers, since the greatest princes do 
no more. 
 
"This proposal was received with the utmost disapprobation by the 
whole board.  Bolgolam, the admiral, could not preserve his temper, 
but, rising up in fury, said, he wondered how the secretary durst 
presume to give his opinion for preserving the life of a traitor; 
that the services you had performed were, by all true reasons of 
state, the great aggravation of your crimes; that you, who were 
able to extinguish the fire by discharge of urine in her majesty's 
apartment (which he mentioned with horror), might, at another time, 
raise an inundation by the same means, to drown the whole palace; 
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and the same strength which enabled you to bring over the enemy's 
fleet, might serve, upon the first discontent, to carry it back; 
that he had good reasons to think you were a Big-endian in your 
heart; and, as treason begins in the heart, before it appears in 
overt-acts, so he accused you as a traitor on that account, and 
therefore insisted you should be put to death. 
 
"The treasurer was of the same opinion:  he showed to what straits 
his majesty's revenue was reduced, by the charge of maintaining 
you, which would soon grow insupportable; that the secretary's 
expedient of putting out your eyes, was so far from being a remedy 
against this evil, that it would probably increase it, as is 
manifest from the common practice of blinding some kind of fowls, 
after which they fed the faster, and grew sooner fat; that his 
sacred majesty and the council, who are your judges, were, in their 
own consciences, fully convinced of your guilt, which was a 
sufficient argument to condemn you to death, without the formal 
proofs required by the strict letter of the law. 
 
"But his imperial majesty, fully determined against capital 
punishment, was graciously pleased to say, that since the council 
thought the loss of your eyes too easy a censure, some other way 
may be inflicted hereafter.  And your friend the secretary, humbly 
desiring to be heard again, in answer to what the treasurer had 
objected, concerning the great charge his majesty was at in 
maintaining you, said, that his excellency, who had the sole 
disposal of the emperor's revenue, might easily provide against 
that evil, by gradually lessening your establishment; by which, for 
want of sufficient for you would grow weak and faint, and lose your 
appetite, and consequently, decay, and consume in a few months; 
neither would the stench of your carcass be then so dangerous, when 
it should become more than half diminished; and immediately upon 
your death five or six thousand of his majesty's subjects might, in 
two or three days, cut your flesh from your bones, take it away by 
cart-loads, and bury it in distant parts, to prevent infection, 
leaving the skeleton as a monument of admiration to posterity. 
 
"Thus, by the great friendship of the secretary, the whole affair 
was compromised.  It was strictly enjoined, that the project of 
starving you by degrees should be kept a secret; but the sentence 
of putting out your eyes was entered on the books; none dissenting, 
except Bolgolam the admiral, who, being a creature of the empress, 
was perpetually instigated by her majesty to insist upon your 
death, she having borne perpetual malice against you, on account of 
that infamous and illegal method you took to extinguish the fire in 
her apartment. 
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"In three days your friend the secretary will be directed to come 
to your house, and read before you the articles of impeachment; and 
then to signify the great lenity and favour of his majesty and 
council, whereby you are only condemned to the loss of your eyes, 
which his majesty does not question you will gratefully and humbly 
submit to; and twenty of his majesty's surgeons will attend, in 
order to see the operation well performed, by discharging very 
sharp-pointed arrows into the balls of your eyes, as you lie on the 
ground. 
 
"I leave to your prudence what measures you will take; and to avoid 
suspicion, I must immediately return in as private a manner as I 
came." 
 
His lordship did so; and I remained alone, under many doubts and 
perplexities of mind. 
 
It was a custom introduced by this prince and his ministry (very 
different, as I have been assured, from the practice of former 
times,) that after the court had decreed any cruel execution, 
either to gratify the monarch's resentment, or the malice of a 
favourite, the emperor always made a speech to his whole council, 
expressing his great lenity and tenderness, as qualities known and 
confessed by all the world.  This speech was immediately published 
throughout the kingdom; nor did any thing terrify the people so 
much as those encomiums on his majesty's mercy; because it was 
observed, that the more these praises were enlarged and insisted 
on, the more inhuman was the punishment, and the sufferer more 
innocent.  Yet, as to myself, I must confess, having never been 
designed for a courtier, either by my birth or education, I was so 
ill a judge of things, that I could not discover the lenity and 
favour of this sentence, but conceived it (perhaps erroneously) 
rather to be rigorous than gentle.  I sometimes thought of standing 
my trial, for, although I could not deny the facts alleged in the 
several articles, yet I hoped they would admit of some extenuation. 
But having in my life perused many state-trials, which I ever 
observed to terminate as the judges thought fit to direct, I durst 
not rely on so dangerous a decision, in so critical a juncture, and 
against such powerful enemies.  Once I was strongly bent upon 
resistance, for, while I had liberty the whole strength of that 
empire could hardly subdue me, and I might easily with stones pelt 
the metropolis to pieces; but I soon rejected that project with 
horror, by remembering the oath I had made to the emperor, the 
favours I received from him, and the high title of nardac he 
conferred upon me.  Neither had I so soon learned the gratitude of 
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courtiers, to persuade myself, that his majesty's present seventies 
acquitted me of all past obligations. 
 
At last, I fixed upon a resolution, for which it is probable I may 
incur some censure, and not unjustly; for I confess I owe the 
preserving of mine eyes, and consequently my liberty, to my own 
great rashness and want of experience; because, if I had then known 
the nature of princes and ministers, which I have since observed in 
many other courts, and their methods of treating criminals less 
obnoxious than myself, I should, with great alacrity and readiness, 
have submitted to so easy a punishment.  But hurried on by the 
precipitancy of youth, and having his imperial majesty's license to 
pay my attendance upon the emperor of Blefuscu, I took this 
opportunity, before the three days were elapsed, to send a letter 
to my friend the secretary, signifying my resolution of setting out 
that morning for Blefuscu, pursuant to the leave I had got; and, 
without waiting for an answer, I went to that side of the island 
where our fleet lay.  I seized a large man of war, tied a cable to 
the prow, and, lifting up the anchors, I stripped myself, put my 
clothes (together with my coverlet, which I carried under my arm) 
into the vessel, and, drawing it after me, between wading and 
swimming arrived at the royal port of Blefuscu, where the people 
had long expected me:  they lent me two guides to direct me to the 
capital city, which is of the same name.  I held them in my hands, 
till I came within two hundred yards of the gate, and desired them 
"to signify my arrival to one of the secretaries, and let him know, 
I there waited his majesty's command."  I had an answer in about an 
hour, "that his majesty, attended by the royal family, and great 
officers of the court, was coming out to receive me."  I advanced a 
hundred yards.  The emperor and his train alighted from their 
horses, the empress and ladies from their coaches, and I did not 
perceive they were in any fright or concern.  I lay on the ground 
to kiss his majesty's and the empress's hands.  I told his majesty, 
"that I was come according to my promise, and with the license of 
the emperor my master, to have the honour of seeing so mighty a 
monarch, and to offer him any service in my power, consistent with 
my duty to my own prince;" not mentioning a word of my disgrace, 
because I had hitherto no regular information of it, and might 
suppose myself wholly ignorant of any such design; neither could I 
reasonably conceive that the emperor would discover the secret, 
while I was out of his power; wherein, however, it soon appeared I 
was deceived. 
 
I shall not trouble the reader with the particular account of my 
reception at this court, which was suitable to the generosity of so 
great a prince; nor of the difficulties I was in for want of a 
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house and bed, being forced to lie on the ground, wrapped up in my 
coverlet. 
 
CHAPTER VIII. 
 
[The author, by a lucky accident, finds means to leave Blefuscu; 
and, after some difficulties, returns safe to his native country.] 
 
Three days after my arrival, walking out of curiosity to the north- 
east coast of the island, I observed, about half a league off in 
the sea, somewhat that looked like a boat overturned.  I pulled off 
my shoes and stockings, and, wailing two or three hundred yards, I 
found the object to approach nearer by force of the tide; and then 
plainly saw it to be a real boat, which I supposed might by some 
tempest have been driven from a ship.  Whereupon, I returned 
immediately towards the city, and desired his imperial majesty to 
lend me twenty of the tallest vessels he had left, after the loss 
of his fleet, and three thousand seamen, under the command of his 
vice-admiral.  This fleet sailed round, while I went back the 
shortest way to the coast, where I first discovered the boat.  I 
found the tide had driven it still nearer.  The seamen were all 
provided with cordage, which I had beforehand twisted to a 
sufficient strength.  When the ships came up, I stripped myself, 
and waded till I came within a hundred yards off the boat, after 
which I was forced to swim till I got up to it.  The seamen threw 
me the end of the cord, which I fastened to a hole in the fore-part 
of the boat, and the other end to a man of war; but I found all my 
labour to little purpose; for, being out of my depth, I was not 
able to work.  In this necessity I was forced to swim behind, and 
push the boat forward, as often as I could, with one of my hands; 
and the tide favouring me, I advanced so far that I could just hold 
up my chin and feel the ground.  I rested two or three minutes, and 
then gave the boat another shove, and so on, till the sea was no 
higher than my arm-pits; and now, the most laborious part being 
over, I took out my other cables, which were stowed in one of the 
ships, and fastened them first to the boat, and then to nine of the 
vessels which attended me; the wind being favourable, the seamen 
towed, and I shoved, until we arrived within forty yards of the 
shore; and, waiting till the tide was out, I got dry to the boat, 
and by the assistance of two thousand men, with ropes and engines, 
I made a shift to turn it on its bottom, and found it was but 
little damaged. 
 
I shall not trouble the reader with the difficulties I was under, 
by the help of certain paddles, which cost me ten days making, to 
get my boat to the royal port of Blefuscu, where a mighty concourse 



 130

of people appeared upon my arrival, full of wonder at the sight of 
so prodigious a vessel.  I told the emperor "that my good fortune 
had thrown this boat in my way, to carry me to some place whence I 
might return into my native country; and begged his majesty's 
orders for getting materials to fit it up, together with his 
license to depart;" which, after some kind expostulations, he was 
pleased to grant. 
 
I did very much wonder, in all this time, not to have heard of any 
express relating to me from our emperor to the court of Blefuscu. 
But I was afterward given privately to understand, that his 
imperial majesty, never imagining I had the least notice of his 
designs, believed I was only gone to Blefuscu in performance of my 
promise, according to the license he had given me, which was well 
known at our court, and would return in a few days, when the 
ceremony was ended.  But he was at last in pain at my long absence; 
and after consulting with the treasurer and the rest of that cabal, 
a person of quality was dispatched with the copy of the articles 
against me.  This envoy had instructions to represent to the 
monarch of Blefuscu, "the great lenity of his master, who was 
content to punish me no farther than with the loss of mine eyes; 
that I had fled from justice; and if I did not return in two hours, 
I should be deprived of my title of nardac, and declared a 
traitor."  The envoy further added, "that in order to maintain the 
peace and amity between both empires, his master expected that his 
brother of Blefuscu would give orders to have me sent back to 
Lilliput, bound hand and foot, to be punished as a traitor." 
 
The emperor of Blefuscu, having taken three days to consult, 
returned an answer consisting of many civilities and excuses.  He 
said, "that as for sending me bound, his brother knew it was 
impossible; that, although I had deprived him of his fleet, yet he 
owed great obligations to me for many good offices I had done him 
in making the peace.  That, however, both their majesties would 
soon be made easy; for I had found a prodigious vessel on the 
shore, able to carry me on the sea, which he had given orders to 
fit up, with my own assistance and direction; and he hoped, in a 
few weeks, both empires would be freed from so insupportable an 
encumbrance." 
 
With this answer the envoy returned to Lilliput; and the monarch of 
Blefuscu related to me all that had passed; offering me at the same 
time (but under the strictest confidence) his gracious protection, 
if I would continue in his service; wherein, although I believed 
him sincere, yet I resolved never more to put any confidence in 
princes or ministers, where I could possibly avoid it; and 
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therefore, with all due acknowledgments for his favourable 
intentions, I humbly begged to be excused.  I told him, "that since 
fortune, whether good or evil, had thrown a vessel in my way, I was 
resolved to venture myself on the ocean, rather than be an occasion 
of difference between two such mighty monarchs."  Neither did I 
find the emperor at all displeased; and I discovered, by a certain 
accident, that he was very glad of my resolution, and so were most 
of his ministers. 
 
These considerations moved me to hasten my departure somewhat 
sooner than I intended; to which the court, impatient to have me 
gone, very readily contributed.  Five hundred workmen were employed 
to make two sails to my boat, according to my directions, by 
quilting thirteen folds of their strongest linen together.  I was 
at the pains of making ropes and cables, by twisting ten, twenty, 
or thirty of the thickest and strongest of theirs.  A great stone 
that I happened to find, after a long search, by the sea-shore, 
served me for an anchor.  I had the tallow of three hundred cows, 
for greasing my boat, and other uses.  I was at incredible pains in 
cutting down some of the largest timber-trees, for oars and masts, 
wherein I was, however, much assisted by his majesty's ship- 
carpenters, who helped me in smoothing them, after I had done the 
rough work. 
 
In about a month, when all was prepared, I sent to receive his 
majesty's commands, and to take my leave.  The emperor and royal 
family came out of the palace; I lay down on my face to kiss his 
hand, which he very graciously gave me:  so did the empress and 
young princes of the blood.  His majesty presented me with fifty 
purses of two hundred sprugs a-piece, together with his picture at 
full length, which I put immediately into one of my gloves, to keep 
it from being hurt.  The ceremonies at my departure were too many 
to trouble the reader with at this time. 
 
I stored the boat with the carcases of a hundred oxen, and three 
hundred sheep, with bread and drink proportionable, and as much 
meat ready dressed as four hundred cooks could provide.  I took 
with me six cows and two bulls alive, with as many ewes and rams, 
intending to carry them into my own country, and propagate the 
breed.  And to feed them on board, I had a good bundle of hay, and 
a bag of corn.  I would gladly have taken a dozen of the natives, 
but this was a thing the emperor would by no means permit; and, 
besides a diligent search into my pockets, his majesty engaged my 
honour "not to carry away any of his subjects, although with their 
own consent and desire." 
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Having thus prepared all things as well as I was able, I set sail 
on the twenty-fourth day of September 1701, at six in the morning; 
and when I had gone about four-leagues to the northward, the wind 
being at south-east, at six in the evening I descried a small 
island, about half a league to the north-west.  I advanced forward, 
and cast anchor on the lee-side of the island, which seemed to be 
uninhabited.  I then took some refreshment, and went to my rest.  I 
slept well, and as I conjectured at least six hours, for I found 
the day broke in two hours after I awaked.  It was a clear night. 
I ate my breakfast before the sun was up; and heaving anchor, the 
wind being favourable, I steered the same course that I had done 
the day before, wherein I was directed by my pocket compass.  My 
intention was to reach, if possible, one of those islands. which I 
had reason to believe lay to the north-east of Van Diemen's Land. 
I discovered nothing all that day; but upon the next, about three 
in the afternoon, when I had by my computation made twenty-four 
leagues from Blefuscu, I descried a sail steering to the south- 
east; my course was due east.  I hailed her, but could get no 
answer; yet I found I gained upon her, for the wind slackened.  I 
made all the sail I could, and in half an hour she spied me, then 
hung out her ancient, and discharged a gun.  It is not easy to 
express the joy I was in, upon the unexpected hope of once more 
seeing my beloved country, and the dear pledges I left in it.  The 
ship slackened her sails, and I came up with her between five and 
six in the evening, September 26th; but my heart leaped within me 
to see her English colours.  I put my cows and sheep into my coat- 
pockets, and got on board with all my little cargo of provisions. 
The vessel was an English merchantman, returning from Japan by the 
North and South seas; the captain, Mr. John Biddel, of Deptford, a 
very civil man, and an excellent sailor. 
 
We were now in the latitude of 30 degrees south; there were about 
fifty men in the ship; and here I met an old comrade of mine, one 
Peter Williams, who gave me a good character to the captain.  This 
gentleman treated me with kindness, and desired I would let him 
know what place I came from last, and whither I was bound; which I 
did in a few words, but he thought I was raving, and that the 
dangers I underwent had disturbed my head; whereupon I took my 
black cattle and sheep out of my pocket, which, after great 
astonishment, clearly convinced him of my veracity.  I then showed 
him the gold given me by the emperor of Blefuscu, together with his 
majesty's picture at full length, and some other rarities of that 
country.  I gave him two purses of two hundreds sprugs each, and 
promised, when we arrived in England, to make him a present of a 
cow and a sheep big with young. 
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I shall not trouble the reader with a particular account of this 
voyage, which was very prosperous for the most part.  We arrived in 
the Downs on the 13th of April, 1702.  I had only one misfortune, 
that the rats on board carried away one of my sheep; I found her 
bones in a hole, picked clean from the flesh.  The rest of my 
cattle I got safe ashore, and set them a-grazing in a bowling-green 
at Greenwich, where the fineness of the grass made them feed very 
heartily, though I had always feared the contrary:  neither could I 
possibly have preserved them in so long a voyage, if the captain 
had not allowed me some of his best biscuit, which, rubbed to 
powder, and mingled with water, was their constant food.  The short 
time I continued in England, I made a considerable profit by 
showing my cattle to many persons of quality and others:  and 
before I began my second voyage, I sold them for six hundred 
pounds.  Since my last return I find the breed is considerably 
increased, especially the sheep, which I hope will prove much to 
the advantage of the woollen manufacture, by the fineness of the 
fleeces. 
 
I stayed but two months with my wife and family, for my insatiable 
desire of seeing foreign countries, would suffer me to continue no 
longer.  I left fifteen hundred pounds with my wife, and fixed her 
in a good house at Redriff.  My remaining stock I carried with me, 
part in money and part in goods, in hopes to improve my fortunes. 
My eldest uncle John had left me an estate in land, near Epping, of 
about thirty pounds a-year; and I had a long lease of the Black 
Bull in Fetter-Lane, which yielded me as much more; so that I was 
not in any danger of leaving my family upon the parish.  My son 
Johnny, named so after his uncle, was at the grammar-school, and a 
towardly child.  My daughter Betty (who is now well married, and 
has children) was then at her needle-work.  I took leave of my 
wife, and boy and girl, with tears on both sides, and went on board 
the Adventure, a merchant ship of three hundred tons, bound for 
Surat, captain John Nicholas, of Liverpool, commander.  But my 
account of this voyage must be referred to the Second Part of my 
Travels… 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext97/gltrv10.txt    
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 CHAPTER 9 :  CANDIDE BY VOLTAIRE 

�

Background Information 
Voltaire (1694-1778) was a wicked French Enlightenment writer, essayist, deist and 
philosopher.  He was known for his sharp wit, philosophical writings, and defense of civil 
liberties, including freedom of religion and the right to a fair trial. He was an outspoken 
supporter of social reform despite strict censorship laws in France and harsh penalties for 
those who broke them. A satirical polemicist, he frequently made use of his works to 
criticize Church dogma and the French institutions of his day. Voltaire is considered one 
of the most influential figures of his time. 

 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

 
CHAPTER 1 

How Candide Was Brought Up in a Magnificent Castle and How He Was Driven Thence  

In the country of Westphalia, in the castle of the most noble Baron of Thunder-ten-
tronckh, lived a youth whom Nature had endowed with a most sweet disposition. His face 
was the true index of his mind. He had a solid judgment joined to the most unaffected 
simplicity; and hence, I presume, he had his name of Candide. The old servants of the 
house suspected him to have been the son of the Baron's sister, by a very good sort of a 
gentleman of the neighborhood, whom that young lady refused to marry, because he 
could produce no more than threescore and eleven quarterings in his arms; the rest of the 
genealogical tree belonging to the family having been lost through the injuries of time.  

The Baron was one of the most powerful lords in Westphalia, for his castle had not only a 
gate, but even windows, and his great hall was hung with tapestry. He used to hunt with 
his mastiffs and spaniels instead of greyhounds; his groom served him for huntsman; and 
the parson of the parish officiated as his grand almoner. He was called "My Lord" by all 
his people, and he never told a story but everyone laughed at it.  

My Lady Baroness, who weighed three hundred and fifty pounds, consequently was a 
person of no small consideration; and then she did the honors of the house with a dignity 
that commanded universal respect. Her daughter was about seventeen years of age, fresh-
colored, comely, plump, and desirable. The Baron's son seemed to be a youth in every 
respect worthy of the father he sprung from. Pangloss, the preceptor, was the oracle of the 
family, and little Candide listened to his instructions with all the simplicity natural to his 
age and disposition.  

Master Pangloss taught the metaphysico-theologo-cosmolonigology. He could prove to 
admiration that there is no effect without a cause; and, that in this best of all possible 
worlds, the Baron's castle was the most magnificent of all castles, and My Lady the best 
of all possible baronesses.  
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"It is demonstrable," said he, "that things cannot be otherwise than as they are; for as all 
things have been created for some end, they must necessarily be created for the best end. 
Observe, for instance, the nose is formed for spectacles, therefore we wear spectacles. 
The legs are visibly designed for stockings, accordingly we wear stockings. Stones were 
made to be hewn and to construct castles, therefore My Lord has a magnificent castle; for 
the greatest baron in the province ought to be the best lodged. Swine were intended to be 
eaten, therefore we eat pork all the year round: and they, who assert that everything is 
right, do not express themselves correctly; they should say that everything is best."  

Candide listened attentively and believed implicitly, for he thought Miss Cunegund 
excessively handsome, though he never had the courage to tell her so. He concluded that 
next to the happiness of being Baron of Thunder-ten-tronckh, the next was that of being 
Miss Cunegund, the next that of seeing her every day, and the last that of hearing the 
doctrine of Master Pangloss, the greatest philosopher of the whole province, and 
consequently of the whole world.  

One day when Miss Cunegund went to take a walk in a little neighboring wood which 
was called a park, she saw, through the bushes, the sage Doctor Pangloss giving a lecture 
in experimental philosophy to her mother's chambermaid, a little brown wench, very 
pretty, and very tractable. As Miss Cunegund had a great disposition for the sciences, she 
observed with the utmost attention the experiments which were repeated before her eyes; 
she perfectly well understood the force of the doctor's reasoning upon causes and effects. 
She retired greatly flurried, quite pensive and filled with the desire of knowledge, 
imagining that she might be a sufficing reason for young Candide, and he for her.  

On her way back she happened to meet the young man; she blushed, he blushed also; she 
wished him a good morning in a flattering tone, he returned the salute, without knowing 
what he said. The next day, as they were rising from dinner, Cunegund and Candide 
slipped behind the screen. The miss dropped her handkerchief, the young man picked it 
up. She innocently took hold of his hand, and he as innocently kissed hers with a warmth, 
a sensibility, a grace-all very particular; their lips met; their eyes sparkled; their knees 
trembled; their hands strayed. The Baron chanced to come by; he beheld the cause and 
effect, and, without hesitation, saluted Candide with some notable kicks on the breech 
and drove him out of doors. The lovely Miss Cunegund fainted away, and, as soon as she 
came to herself, the Baroness boxed her ears. Thus a general consternation was spread 
over this most magnificent and most agreeable of all possible castles… 

 

[CANDIDE IS THE ILLEGITIMATE NEPHEW of a German baron. He grows up in the baron’s 
castle under the tutelage of the scholar Pangloss, who teaches him that this world is “the 
best of all possible worlds.” Candide falls in love with the baron’s young daughter, 
Cunégonde. The baron catches the two kissing and expels Candide from his home. On his 
own for the first time, Candide is soon conscripted into the army of the Bulgars. He 
wanders away from camp for a brief walk, and is brutally flogged as a deserter. After 
witnessing a horrific battle, he manages to escape and travels to Holland. 
In Holland, a kindly Anabaptist named Jacques takes Candide in. Candide runs into a 
deformed beggar and discovers that it is Pangloss. Pangloss explains that he has 
contracted syphilis and that Cunégonde and her family have all been brutally murdered 
by the Bulgar army. Nonetheless, he maintains his optimistic outlook. Jacques takes 
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Pangloss in as well. The three travel to Lisbon together, but before they arrive their ship 
runs into a storm and Jacques is drowned. Candide and Pangloss arrive in Lisbon to find 
it destroyed by an earthquake and under the control of the Inquisition. Pangloss is soon 
hanged as a heretic, and Candide is flogged for listening with approval to Pangloss’s 
philosophy. After his beating, an old woman dresses Candide’s wounds and then, to his 
astonishment, takes him to Cunégonde. Cunégonde explains that though the Bulgars 
killed the rest of her family, she was merely raped and then captured by a captain, who 
sold her to a Jew named Don Isaachar. At present, she is a sex slave jointly owned by 
Don Isaachar and the Grand Inquisitor of Lisbon. Each of Cunégonde’s two owners 
arrive in turn as she and Candide are talking, and Candide kills them both. Terrified, 
Candide, the old woman, and Cunégonde flee and board a ship bound for South America. 
During their journey, the old woman relates her own story. She was born the Pope’s 
daughter but has suffered a litany of misfortunes that include rape, enslavement, and 
cannibalism. 
Candide and Cunégonde plan to marry, but as soon as they arrive in Buenos Aires, the 
governor, Don Fernando, proposes to Cunégonde. Thinking of her own financial welfare, 
she accepts. Authorities looking for the murderer of the Grand Inquisitor arrive from 
Portugal in pursuit of Candide. Along with a newly acquired valet named Cacambo, 
Candide flees to territory controlled by Jesuits who are revolting against the Spanish 
government. After demanding an audience with a Jesuit commander, Candide discovers 
that the commander is Cunégonde’s brother, the baron, who also managed to escape from 
the Bulgars. Candide announces that he plans to marry Cunégonde, but the baron insists 
that his sister will never marry a commoner. Enraged, Candide runs the baron through 
with his sword. He and Cacambo escape into the wilderness, where they narrowly avoid 
being eaten by a native tribe called the Biglugs. 
After traveling for days, Candide and Cacambo find themselves in the land of Eldorado, 
where gold and jewels litter the streets. This utopian country has advanced scientific 
knowledge, no religious conflict, no court system, and places no value on its plentiful 
gold and jewels. But Candide longs to return to Cunégonde, and after a month in 
Eldorado he and Cacambo depart with countless invaluable jewels loaded onto swift pack 
sheep. When they reach the territory of Surinam, Candide sends Cacambo to Buenos 
Aires with instructions to use part of the fortune to purchase Cunégonde from Don 
Fernando and then to meet him in Venice. An unscrupulous merchant named 
Vanderdendur steals much of Candide’s fortune, dampening his optimism somewhat. 
Frustrated, Candide sails off to France with a specially chosen companion, an 
unrepentantly pessimistic scholar named Martin. On the way there, he recovers part of his 
fortune when a Spanish captain sinks Vanderdendur’s ship. Candide takes this as proof 
that there is justice in the world, but Martin staunchly disagrees. 
In Paris, Candide and Martin mingle with the social elite. Candide’s fortune attracts a 
number of hangers-on, several of whom succeed in filching jewels from him. Candide 
and Martin proceed to Venice, where, to Candide’s dismay, Cunégonde and Cacambo are 
nowhere to be found. However, they do encounter other colorful individuals there, 
including Paquette, the chambermaid-turned-prostitute who gave Pangloss syphilis, and 
Count Pococurante, a wealthy Venetian who is hopelessly bored with the cultural 
treasures that surround him. Eventually, Cacambo, now a slave of a deposed Turkish 
monarch, surfaces. He explains that Cunégonde is in Constantinople, having herself been 



 137

enslaved along with the old woman. Martin, Cacambo, and Candide depart for Turkey, 
where Candide purchases Cacambo’s freedom. 
Candide discovers Pangloss and the baron in a Turkish chain gang. Both have actually 
survived their apparent deaths and, after suffering various misfortunes, arrived in Turkey. 
Despite everything, Pangloss remains an optimist. An overjoyed Candide purchases their 
freedom, and he and his growing retinue go on to find Cunégonde and the old woman. 
Cunégonde has grown ugly since Candide last saw her, but he purchases her freedom 
anyway. He also buys the old woman’s freedom and purchases a farm outside of 
Constantinople. He keeps his longstanding promise to marry Cunégonde, but only after 
being forced to send the baron, who still cannot abide his sister marrying a commoner, 
back to the chain gang. Candide, Cunégonde, Cacambo, Pangloss, and the old woman 
settle into a comfortable life on the farm but soon find themselves growing bored and 
quarrelsome. Finally, Candide encounters a farmer who lives a simple life, works hard, 
and avoids vice and leisure. Inspired, Candide and his friends take to cultivating a garden 
in earnest. All their time and energy goes into the work, and none is left over for 
philosophical speculation. At last everyone is fulfilled and happy.] 

 

 

 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.litrix.com/candide/candi001.htm  
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CHAPTER  10 : “AN ENQUIRY CONCERNING HUMAN 
UNDERSTANDING” BY DAVID HUME 

Background Information 
 
David Hume (1711–1776) was a Scottish philosopher, economist, and historian, as well 
as an important figure of Western philosophy and of the Scottish Enlightenment.   He 
actively promoted the errors of skepticism and naturalism, paving the way for modern 
secular humanism.  Arguably his most famous work is excerpted below.  In it he argues 
that all human knowledge comes to us through our senses.  This forms an important 
aspect of Hume's skepticism, for he says that we cannot believe that a certain thing, such 
as God, a soul, or a self, exists unless we can point to the impression from which the idea 
of the thing is derived. And in it he concludes with a statement of what has become to be 
known as Hume's Fork, that  all human reasoning is of two kinds, Relation of Ideas and 
Matters of Fact. While the former involves abstract concepts like mathematics where 
deductive certitude presides, the latter involves empirical experience about which all 
thought is inductive. Now, since according to Hume, we can know nothing about nature 
prior to its experience, even a rational man with no experience "could not have inferred 
from the fluidity and transparency of water that it would suffocate him, or from the light 
and warmth of fire that it would consume him." Thus, all we can say, think, or predict 
about nature, according to Hume, must come from prior experience, which lays the 
foundation for the necessity of induction.   And it was probably Hume who, along with 
his fellow members of the Scottish Enlightenment, first advanced the idea that the 
explanation of moral principles is to be sought in the utility they tend to promote.  

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
"By the term impression, then, I mean all our more lively perceptions, when we hear, or 
see, or feel, or love, or hate, or desire, or will. And impressions are distinguished from 
ideas, which are the less lively perceptions, of which we are conscious, when we reflect 
on any of those sensations or movements above mentioned." …"It seems a proposition, 
which will not admit of much dispute, that all our ideas are nothing but copies of our 
impressions, or, in other words, that it is impossible for us to think of anything, which we 
have not antecedently felt, either by our external or internal senses." … 

"When we run over libraries, persuaded of these principles, what havoc must we make? If 
we take in our hand any volume; of divinity or school metaphysics, for instance; let us 
ask, Does it contain any abstract reasoning concerning quantity or number? No. Does it 
contain any experimental reasoning concerning matter of fact and existence? No. Commit 
it then to the flames: for it can contain nothing but sophistry and illusion." 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/David_Hume  
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CHAPTER 11 : TRISTRAM SHANDY OF LAURENCE STERNE 

Background Information 
 
Laurence Sterne (1713 – 1768) was an Anglo-Irish novelist and an Anglican clergyman.  
He is best known for his novel The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman, 
excerpted below, for which he became famous not only in England, but throughout 
Europe. Translations of the work began to appear in all the major European languages 
almost upon its publication, and Sterne influenced European writers as diverse as Diderot 
and the German Romanticists. Indeed, the novel, in which Sterne manipulates narrative 
time and voice, parodies accepted narrative form, and includes a large dose of bawdy 
humor.  It was largely dismissed in England as being too corrupt. But many continental 
European critics of the day praised Sterne and Tristram Shandy as innovative and 
superior. Voltaire called it "clearly superior to Rabelais", and later Goethe praised Sterne 
as "the most beautiful spirit that ever lived."  But accolades from such wicked men as 
these is telling.  Its true effect was to further corrupt Western morals. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
Chapter 1.I. 
 
I wish either my father or my mother, or indeed both of them, as they were 
in duty both equally bound to it, had minded what they were about when they 
begot me; had they duly consider'd how much depended upon what they were 
then doing;--that not only the production of a rational Being was concerned 
in it, but that possibly the happy formation and temperature of his body, 
perhaps his genius and the very cast of his mind;--and, for aught they knew 
to the contrary, even the fortunes of his whole house might take their turn 
from the humours and dispositions which were then uppermost;--Had they duly 
weighed and considered all this, and proceeded accordingly,--I am verily 
persuaded I should have made a quite different figure in the world, from 
that in which the reader is likely to see me.--Believe me, good folks, this 
is not so inconsiderable a thing as many of you may think it;--you have 
all, I dare say, heard of the animal spirits, as how they are transfused 
from father to son, &c. &c.--and a great deal to that purpose:--Well, you 
may take my word, that nine parts in ten of a man's sense or his nonsense, 
his successes and miscarriages in this world depend upon their motions and 
activity, and the different tracks and trains you put them into, so that 
when they are once set a-going, whether right or wrong, 'tis not a half- 
penny matter,--away they go cluttering like hey-go mad; and by treading the 
same steps over and over again, they presently make a road of it, as plain 
and as smooth as a garden-walk, which, when they are once used to, the 
Devil himself sometimes shall not be able to drive them off it. 
 
Pray my Dear, quoth my mother, have you not forgot to wind up the clock?-- 
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Good G..! cried my father, making an exclamation, but taking care to 
moderate his voice at the same time,--Did ever woman, since the creation of 
the world, interrupt a man with such a silly question?  Pray, what was your 
father saying?--Nothing. 
 
Chapter 1.II. 
 
--Then, positively, there is nothing in the question that I can see, either 
good or bad.--Then, let me tell you, Sir, it was a very unseasonable 
question at least,--because it scattered and dispersed the animal spirits, 
whose business it was to have escorted and gone hand in hand with the 
Homunculus, and conducted him safe to the place destined for his reception. 
 
The Homunculus, Sir, in however low and ludicrous a light he may appear, in 
this age of levity, to the eye of folly or prejudice;--to the eye of reason 
in scientific research, he stands confess'd--a Being guarded and 
circumscribed with rights.--The minutest philosophers, who by the bye, have 
the most enlarged understandings, (their souls being inversely as their 
enquiries) shew us incontestably, that the Homunculus is created by the 
same hand,--engender'd in the same course of nature,--endow'd with the same 
loco-motive powers and faculties with us:--That he consists as we do, of 
skin, hair, fat, flesh, veins, arteries, ligaments, nerves, cartilages, 
bones, marrow, brains, glands, genitals, humours, and articulations;--is a 
Being of as much activity,--and in all senses of the word, as much and as 
truly our fellow-creature as my Lord Chancellor of England.--He may be 
benefitted,--he may be injured,--he may obtain redress; in a word, he has 
all the claims and rights of humanity, which Tully, Puffendorf, or the best 
ethick writers allow to arise out of that state and relation. 
 
Now, dear Sir, what if any accident had befallen him in his way alone!--or 
that through terror of it, natural to so young a traveller, my little 
Gentleman had got to his journey's end miserably spent;--his muscular 
strength and virility worn down to a thread;--his own animal spirits 
ruffled beyond description,--and that in this sad disorder'd state of 
nerves, he had lain down a prey to sudden starts, or a series of melancholy 
dreams and fancies, for nine long, long months together.--I tremble to 
think what a foundation had been laid for a thousand weaknesses both of 
body and mind, which no skill of the physician or the philosopher could 
ever afterwards have set thoroughly to rights.  

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.tristramshandyweb.it/home.htm  
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CHAPTER 12 : CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON  BY IMMANUEL 
KANT 

Background Information 
Immanuel Kant (1724-1804), was a German philosopher from Königsberg in East 
Prussia.   He is regarded as one of the most influential thinkers of modern Europe and the 
last major philosopher of the Enlightenment.  Arguably his most famous work is Critique 
of Pure Reason, excerpted below.  The Critique of Pure Reason is an attempt to answer 
two questions: "What do we know?" and "How do we know it?".   Kant approaches the 
questions by looking at the relationship between knowledge based on reason (what we 
know purely logically, prior to or independently of experience, or a priori) and 
knowledge based on experience (what we know based on the input of our senses or a 
posteriori).  In Kant's view, a priori intuitions and concepts provide us with some a 
priori knowledge, which also provides the framework for our a posteriori knowledge. 
For example, Kant argues that space and time are not part of what we might regard as 
objective reality, but are part of the apparatus of perception, and causality is a conceptual 
organizing principle that we impose upon nature.  This was Kant’s effort to explain 
reality on a foundation apart from the foundation of God’s word. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
That all our knowledge begins with experience there can be no doubt. For how is it 
possible that the faculty of cognition should be awakened into exercise otherwise than by 
means of objects which affect our senses, and partly of themselves produce 
representations, partly rouse our powers of understanding into activity, to compare to 
connect, or to separate these, and so to convert the raw material of our sensuous 
impressions into a knowledge of objects, which is called experience? In respect of time, 
therefore, no knowledge of ours is antecedent to experience, but begins with it.  

But, though all our knowledge begins with experience, it by no means follows that all 
arises out of experience. For, on the contrary, it is quite possible that our empirical 
knowledge is a compound of that which we receive through impressions, and that which 
the faculty of cognition supplies from itself (sensuous impressions giving merely the 
occasion), an addition which we cannot distinguish from the original element given by 
sense, till long practice has made us attentive to, and skilful in separating it. It is, 
therefore, a question which requires close investigation, and not to be answered at first 
sight, whether there exists a knowledge altogether independent of experience, and even of 
all sensuous impressions? Knowledge of this kind is called a priori, in contradistinction to 
empirical knowledge, which has its sources a posteriori, that is, in experience… 

The conceptions of reason are, as we have already shown, mere ideas, and do not relate to 
any object in any kind of experience. At the same time, they do not indicate imaginary or 
possible objects. They are purely problematical in their nature and, as aids to the heuristic 
exercise of the faculties, form the basis of the regulative principles for the systematic 
employment of the understanding in the field of experience. If we leave this ground of 
experience, they become mere fictions of thought, the possibility of which is quite 
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indemonstrable; and they cannot, consequently, be employed as hypotheses in the 
explanation of real phenomena. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.ilt.columbia.edu/academic/digitexts/kant/pure_reason/pure_reason.txt  
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CHAPTER 13 : THE SOCIAL CONTRACT, OR PRINCIPLES OF 
POLITICAL RIGHT BY JEAN JACQUES ROUSSEAU 

�

Background Information 
 
Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1712-1778) was a Genevan philosopher of the Enlightenment 
whose political ideas influenced the French Revolution, the development of socialist 
theory, and the growth of nationalism.  He was an adulterer who rejected his Calvinist 
upbringing, believing that men are good by nature. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
… 

6. THE SOCIAL COMPACT 
 
I SUPPOSE men to have reached the point at which the obstacles in the way of their 
preservation in the state of nature show their power of resistance to be greater than the 
resources at the disposal of each individual for his maintenance in that state. That 
primitive condition can then subsist no longer; and the human race would perish unless it 
changed its manner of existence. 
But, as men cannot engender new forces, but only unite and direct existing ones, they 
have no other means of preserving themselves than the formation, by aggregation, of a 
sum of forces great enough to overcome the resistance. These they have to bring into play 
by means of a single motive power, and cause to act in concert. 
This sum of forces can arise only where several persons come together: but, as the force 
and liberty of each man are the chief instruments of his self-preservation, how can he 
pledge them without harming his own interests, and neglecting the care he owes to 
himself? This difficulty, in its bearing on my present subject, may be stated in the 
following terms: 
"The problem is to find a form of association which will defend and protect with the 
whole common force the person and goods of each associate, and in which each, while 
uniting himself with all, may still obey himself alone, and remain as free as before." This 
is the fundamental problem of which the Social Contract provides the solution. 
The clauses of this contract are so determined by the nature of the act that the slightest 
modification would make them vain and ineffective; so that, although they have perhaps 
never been formally set forth, they are everywhere the same and everywhere tacitly 
admitted and recognised, until, on the violation of the social compact, each regains his 
original rights and resumes his natural liberty, while losing the conventional liberty in 
favour of which he renounced it. 
These clauses, properly understood, may be reduced to one — the total alienation of each 
associate, together with all his rights, to the whole community; for, in the first place, as 
each gives himself absolutely, the conditions are the same for all; and, this being so, no 
one has any interest in making them burdensome to others. 
Moreover, the alienation being without reserve, the union is as perfect as it can be, and no 
associate has anything more to demand: for, if the individuals retained certain rights, as 
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there would be no common superior to decide between them and the public, each, being 
on one point his own judge, would ask to be so on all; the state of nature would thus 
continue, and the association would necessarily become inoperative or tyrannical. 
Finally, each man, in giving himself to all, gives himself to nobody; and as there is no 
associate over whom he does not acquire the same right as he yields others over himself, 
he gains an equivalent for everything he loses, and an increase of force for the 
preservation of what he has. 
If then we discard from the social compact what is not of its essence, we shall find that it 
reduces itself to the following terms: 
"Each of us puts his person and all his power in common under the supreme direction of 
the general will, and, in our corporate capacity, we receive each member as an 
indivisible part of the whole." 
At once, in place of the individual personality of each contracting party, this act of 
association creates a moral and collective body, composed of as many members as the 
assembly contains votes, and receiving from this act its unity, its common identity, its life 
and its will. This public person, so formed by the union of all other persons formerly took 
the name of city,4 and now takes that of Republic or body politic; it is called by its 
members State when passive. Sovereign when active, and Power when compared with 
others like itself. Those who are associated in it take collectively the name of people, and 
severally are called citizens, as sharing in the sovereign power, and subjects, as being 
under the laws of the State. But these terms are often confused and taken one for another: 
it is enough to know how to distinguish them when they are being used with precision. 

… 

1. THAT SOVEREIGNTY IS INALIENABLE 
THE first and most important deduction from the principles we have so far laid down is 
that the general will alone can direct the State according to the object for which it was 
instituted, i.e., the common good: for if the clashing of particular interests made the 
establishment of societies necessary, the agreement of these very interests made it 
possible. The common element in these different interests is what forms the social tie; 
and, were there no point of agreement between them all, no society could exist. It is 
solely on the basis of this common interest that every society should be governed. 
I hold then that Sovereignty, being nothing less than the exercise of the general will, can 
never be alienated, and that the Sovereign, who is no less than a collective being, cannot 
be represented except by himself: the power indeed may be transmitted, but not the will. 
In reality, if it is not impossible for a particular will to agree on some point with the 
general will, it is at least impossible for the agreement to be lasting and constant; for the 
particular will tends, by its very nature, to partiality, while the general will tends to 
equality. It is even more impossible to have any guarantee of this agreement; for even if it 
should always exist, it would be the effect not of art, but of chance. The Sovereign may 
indeed say: "I now will actually what this man wills, or at least what he says he wills"; 
but it cannot say: "What he wills tomorrow, I too shall will" because it is absurd for the 
will to bind itself for the future, nor is it incumbent on any will to consent to anything 
that is not for the good of the being who wills. If then the people promises simply to 
obey, by that very act it dissolves itself and loses what makes it a people; the moment a 
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master exists, there is no longer a Sovereign, and from that moment the body politic has 
ceased to exist. 
This does not mean that the commands of the rulers cannot pass for general wills, so long 
as the Sovereign, being free to oppose them, offers no opposition. In such a case, 
universal silence is taken to imply the consent of the people. This will be explained later 
on. 

… 

But, setting aside political considerations, let us come back to what is right, and settle our 
principles on this important point. The right which the social compact gives the 
Sovereign over the subjects does not, we have seen, exceed the limits of public 
expediency.46 The subjects then owe the Sovereign an account of their opinions only to 
such an extent as they matter to the community. Now, it matters very much to the 
community that each citizen should have a religion. That will make him love his duty; but 
the dogmas of that religion concern the State and its members only so far as they have 
reference to morality and to the duties which he who professes them is bound to do to 
others. Each man may have, over and above, what opinions he pleases, without it being 
the Sovereign's business to take cognisance of them; for, as the Sovereign has no 
authority in the other world, whatever the lot of its subjects may be in the life to come, 
that is not its business, provided they are good citizens in this life. 

There is therefore a purely civil profession of faith of which the Sovereign should fix the 
articles, not exactly as religious dogmas, but as social sentiments without which a man 
cannot be a good citizen or a faithful subject.47 While it can compel no one to believe 
them, it can banish from the State whoever does not believe them — it can banish him, 
not for impiety, but as an anti-social being, incapable of truly loving the laws and justice, 
and of sacrificing, at need, his life to his duty. If any one, after publicly recognising these 
dogmas, behaves as if he does not believe them, let him be punished by death: he has 
committed the worst of all crimes, that of lying before the law. 

The dogmas of civil religion ought to be few, simple, and exactly worded, without 
explanation or commentary. The existence of a mighty, intelligent and beneficent 
Divinity, possessed of foresight and providence, the life to come, the happiness of the 
just, the punishment of the wicked, the sanctity of the social contract and the laws: these 
are its positive dogmas. Its negative dogmas I confine to one, intolerance, which is a part 
of the cults we have rejected. 

Those who distinguish civil from theological intolerance are, to my mind, mistaken. The 
two forms are inseparable. It is impossible to live at peace with those we regard as 
damned; to love them would be to hate God who punishes them: we positively must 
either reclaim or torment them. Wherever theological intolerance is admitted, it must 
inevitably have some civil effect;48 and as soon as it has such an effect, the Sovereign is 
no longer Sovereign even in the temporal sphere: thenceforce priests are the real masters, 
and kings only their ministers. 

Now that there is and can be no longer an exclusive national religion, tolerance should be 
given to all religions that tolerate others, so long as their dogmas contain nothing contrary 
to the duties of citizenship. But whoever dares to say: Outside the Church is no salvation, 
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ought to be driven from the State, unless the State is the Church, and the prince the 
pontiff. Such a dogma is good only in a theocratic government; in any other, it is fatal. 
The reason for which Henry IV is said to have embraced the Roman religion ought to 
make every honest man leave it, and still more any prince who knows how to reason. 

 
9. CONCLUSION 

 
Now that I have laid down the true principles of political right, and tried to give the State 
a basis of its own to rest on, I ought next to strengthen it by its external relations, which 
would include the law of nations, commerce, the right of war and conquest, public right, 
leagues, negotiations, treaties, etc. But all this forms a new subject that is far too vast for 
my narrow scope. I ought throughout to have kept to a more limited sphere. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.constitution.org/jjr/socon.htm  
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CHAPTER 14 : “THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE” 
ORIGINALLY PENNED BY THOMAS JEFFERSON 

Background Information 
 
The aspirations of many of the Enlightenment philosophers like Locke and Rousseau 
came into fruition with the founding of the USA.  These aspirations especially find 
expression in such US founding documents as the Declaration of Independence 
(excerpted below) and the US Constitution.   
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

When in the Course of human events it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the 
political bands which have connected them with another and to assume among the 
powers of the earth, the separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of 
Nature's God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they 
should declare the causes which impel them to the separation. 

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are created equal, that they are 
endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, 
Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness. — That to secure these rights, Governments are 
instituted among Men, deriving their just powers from the consent of the governed, — 
That whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the 
Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its 
foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall 
seem most likely to effect their Safety and Happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate that 
Governments long established should not be changed for light and transient causes; and 
accordingly all experience hath shewn that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while 
evils are sufferable than to right themselves by abolishing the forms to which they are 
accustomed. But when a long train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the 
same Object evinces a design to reduce them under absolute Despotism, it is their right, it 
is their duty, to throw off such Government, and to provide new Guards for their future 
security. — Such has been the patient sufferance of these Colonies; and such is now the 
necessity which constrains them to alter their former Systems of Government. The 
history of the present King of Great Britain is a history of repeated injuries and 
usurpations, all having in direct object the establishment of an absolute Tyranny over 
these States...  

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.ushistory.org/Declaration/document/index.htm  
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CHAPTER 15 : HISTORY OF THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE 
ROMAN EMPIRE BY EDWARD GIBBON 

 
Background Information 
 
Edward Gibbon (1737-1794) was an English historian and Member of Parliament.   He 
was a son of the perverse Enlightenment movement, and his writings reflected this flawed 
philosophy.  His most famous work, The History of the Decline and Fall of the Roman 
Empire, was published in six volumes between 1776 and 1788.  The History is known 
principally for the quality and irony of its prose, its use of primary sources, and its open 
denigration of organized religion, including Christianity and Judaism.   Below is an 
excerpt from the beginning of the book. 
 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
Introduction -- The Extent And Military Force Of The Empire In The Age Of The 
Antonines. 

In the second century of the Christian Æra, the empire of Rome comprehended the fairest 
part of the earth, and the most civilized portion of mankind. The frontiers of that 
extensive monarchy were guarded by ancient renown and disciplined valor. The gentle 
but powerful influence of laws and manners had gradually cemented the union of the 
provinces. Their peaceful inhabitants enjoyed and abused the advantages of wealth and 
luxury. The image of a free constitution was preserved with decent reverence: the Roman 
senate appeared to possess the sovereign authority, and devolved on the emperors all the 
executive powers of government. During a happy period of more than fourscore years, 
the public administration was conducted by the virtue and abilities of Nerva, Trajan, 
Hadrian, and the two Antonines. It is the design of this, and of the two succeeding 
chapters, to describe the prosperous condition of their empire; and after wards, from the 
death of Marcus Antoninus, to deduce the most important circumstances of its decline 
and fall; a revolution which will ever be remembered, and is still felt by the nations of the 
earth. 

The principal conquests of the Romans were achieved under the republic; and the 
emperors, for the most part, were satisfied with preserving those dominions which had 
been acquired by the policy of the senate, the active emulations of the consuls, and the 
martial enthusiasm of the people. The seven first centuries were filled with a rapid 
succession of triumphs; but it was reserved for Augustus to relinquish the ambitious 
design of subduing the whole earth, and to introduce a spirit of moderation into the public 
councils. Inclined to peace by his temper and situation, it was easy for him to discover 
that Rome, in her present exalted situation, had much less to hope than to fear from the 
chance of arms; and that, in the prosecution of remote wars, the undertaking became 
every day more difficult, the event more doubtful, and the possession more precarious, 
and less beneficial. The experience of Augustus added weight to these salutary 
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reflections, and effectually convinced him that, by the prudent vigor of his counsels, it 
would be easy to secure every concession which the safety or the dignity of Rome might 
require from the most formidable barbarians. Instead of exposing his person and his 
legions to the arrows of the Parthians, he obtained, by an honorable treaty, the restitution 
of the standards and prisoners which had been taken in the defeat of Crassus. 

His generals, in the early part of his reign, attempted the reduction of Ethiopia and Arabia 
Felix. They marched near a thousand miles to the south of the tropic; but the heat of the 
climate soon repelled the invaders, and protected the un-warlike natives of those 
sequestered regions. The northern countries of Europe scarcely deserved the expense and 
labor of conquest. The forests and morasses of Germany were filled with a hardy race of 
barbarians, who despised life when it was separated from freedom; and though, on the 
first attack, they seemed to yield to the weight of the Roman power, they soon, by a 
signal act of despair, regained their independence, and reminded Augustus of the 
vicissitude of fortune. On the death of that emperor, his testament was publicly read in 
the senate. He bequeathed, as a valuable legacy to his successors, the advice of confining 
the empire within those limits which nature seemed to have placed as its permanent 
bulwarks and boundaries: on the west, the Atlantic Ocean; the Rhine and Danube on the 
north; the Euphrates on the east; and towards the south, the sandy deserts of Arabia and 
Africa. 

Happily for the repose of mankind, the moderate system recommended by the wisdom of 
Augustus, was adopted by the fears and vices of his immediate successors. Engaged in 
the pursuit of pleasure, or in the exercise of tyranny, the first Cæsars seldom showed 
themselves to the armies, or to the provinces; nor were they disposed to suffer, that those 
triumphs which their indolence neglected, should be usurped by the conduct and valor of 
their lieutenants. The military fame of a subject was considered as an insolent invasion of 
the Imperial prerogative; and it became the duty, as well as interest, of every Roman 
general, to guard the frontiers intrusted to his care, without aspiring to conquests which 
might have proved no less fatal to himself than to the vanquished barbarians. 

The only accession which the Roman empire received, during the first century of the 
Christian Æra, was the province of Britain. In this single instance, the successors of 
Cæsar and Augustus were persuaded to follow the example of the former, rather than the 
precept of the latter. The proximity of its situation to the coast of Gaul seemed to invite 
their arms; the pleasing though doubtful intelligence of a pearl fishery, attracted their 
avarice; and as Britain was viewed in the light of a distinct and insulated world, the 
conquest scarcely formed any exception to the general system of continental measures. 
After a war of about forty years, undertaken by the most stupid, maintained by the most 
dissolute, and terminated by the most timid of all the emperors, the far greater part of the 
island submitted to the Roman yoke. The various tribes of Britain possessed valor 
without conduct, and the love of freedom without the spirit of union. They took up arms 
with savage fierceness; they laid them down, or turned them against each other, with wild 
inconsistency; and while they fought singly, they were successively subdued. Neither the 
fortitude of Caractacus, nor the despair of Boadicea, nor the fanaticism of the Druids, 
could avert the slavery of their country, or resist the steady progress of the Imperial 
generals, who maintained the national glory, when the throne was disgraced by the 
weakest, or the most vicious of mankind. At the very time when Domitian, confined to 
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his palace, felt the terrors which he inspired, his legions, under the command of the 
virtuous Agricola, defeated the collected force of the Caledonians, at the foot of the 
Grampian Hills; and his fleets, venturing to explore an unknown and dangerous 
navigation, displayed the Roman arms round every part of the island. The conquest of 
Britain was considered as already achieved; and it was the design of Agricola to complete 
and insure his success, by the easy reduction of Ireland, for which, in his opinion, one 
legion and a few auxiliaries were sufficient. The western isle might be improved into a 
valuable possession, and the Britons would wear their chains with the less reluctance, if 
the prospect and example of freedom were on every side removed from before their eyes. 

But the superior merit of Agricola soon occasioned his removal from the government of 
Britain; and forever disappointed this rational, though extensive scheme of conquest. 
Before his departure, the prudent general had provided for security as well as for 
dominion. He had observed, that the island is almost divided into two unequal parts by 
the opposite gulfs, or, as they are now called, the Friths of Scotland. Across the narrow 
interval of about forty miles, he had drawn a line of military stations, which was 
afterwards fortified, in the reign of Antoninus Pius, by a turf rampart, erected on 
foundations of stone. This wall of Antoninus, at a small distance beyond the modern 
cities of Edinburgh and Glasgow, was fixed as the limit of the Roman province. The 
native Caledonians preserved, in the northern extremity of the island, their wild 
independence, for which they were not less indebted to their poverty than to their valor. 
Their incursions were frequently repelled and chastised; but their country was never 
subdued. The masters of the fairest and most wealthy climates of the globe turned with 
contempt from gloomy hills, assailed by the winter tempest, from lakes concealed in a 
blue mist, and from cold and lonely heaths, over which the deer of the forest were chased 
by a troop of naked barbarians. 

Such was the state of the Roman frontiers, and such the maxims of Imperial policy, from 
the death of Augustus to the accession of Trajan. That virtuous and active prince had 
received the education of a soldier, and possessed the talents of a general. The peaceful 
system of his predecessors was interrupted by scenes of war and conquest; and the 
legions, after a long interval, beheld a military emperor at their head. The first exploits of 
Trajan were against the Dacians, the most warlike of men, who dwelt beyond the 
Danube, and who, during the reign of Domitian, had insulted, with impunity, the Majesty 
of Rome. To the strength and fierceness of barbarians they added a contempt for life, 
which was derived from a warm persuasion of the immortality and transmigration of the 
soul. Decebalus, the Dacian king, approved himself a rival not unworthy of Trajan; nor 
did he despair of his own and the public fortune, till, by the confession of his enemies, he 
had exhausted every resource both of valor and policy. This memorable war, with a very 
short suspension of hostilities, lasted five years; and as the emperor could exert, without 
control, the whole force of the state, it was terminated by an absolute submission of the 
barbarians. The new province of Dacia, which formed a second exception to the precept 
of Augustus, was about thirteen hundred miles in circumference. Its natural boundaries 
were the Niester, the Teyss or Tibiscus, the Lower Danube, and the Euxine Sea. The 
vestiges of a military road may still be traced from the banks of the Danube to the 
neighborhood of Bender, a place famous in modern history, and the actual frontier of the 
Turkish and Russian empires. 
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Trajan was ambitious of fame; and as long as mankind shall continue to bestow more 
liberal applause on their destroyers than on their benefactors, the thirst of military glory 
will ever be the vice of the most exalted characters. The praises of Alexander, transmitted 
by a succession of poets and historians, had kindled a dangerous emulation in the mind of 
Trajan. Like him, the Roman emperor undertook an expedition against the nations of the 
East; but he lamented with a sigh, that his advanced age scarcely left him any hopes of 
equalling the renown of the son of Philip. Yet the success of Trajan, however transient, 
was rapid and specious. The degenerate Parthians, broken by intestine discord, fled 
before his arms. He descended the River Tigris in triumph, from the mountains of 
Armenia to the Persian Gulf. He enjoyed the honor of being the first, as he was the last, 
of the Roman generals, who ever navigated that remote sea. His fleets ravaged the coast 
of Arabia; and Trajan vainly flattered himself that he was approaching towards the 
confines of India. Every day the astonished senate received the intelligence of new names 
and new nations, that acknowledged his sway. They were informed that the kings of 
Bosphorus, Colchos, Iberia, Albania, Osrhoene, and even the Parthian monarch himself, 
had accepted their diadems from the hands of the emperor; that the independent tribes of 
the Median and Carduchian hills had implored his protection; and that the rich countries 
of Armenia, Mesopotamia, and Assyria, were reduced into the state of provinces. But the 
death of Trajan soon clouded the splendid prospect; and it was justly to be dreaded, that 
so many distant nations would throw off the unaccustomed yoke, when they were no 
longer restrained by the powerful hand which had imposed it. 

Part II. 
It was an ancient tradition, that when the Capitol was founded by one of the Roman 
kings, the god Terminus (who presided over boundaries, and was represented, according 
to the fashion of that age, by a large stone) alone, among all the inferior deities, refused to 
yield his place to Jupiter himself. A favorable inference was drawn from his obstinacy, 
which was interpreted by the augurs as a sure presage that the boundaries of the Roman 
power would never recede. During many ages, the prediction, as it is usual, contributed to 
its own accomplishment. But though Terminus had resisted the Majesty of Jupiter, he 
submitted to the authority of the emperor Hadrian. The resignation of all the eastern 
conquests of Trajan was the first measure of his reign. He restored to the Parthians the 
election of an independent sovereign; withdrew the Roman garrisons from the provinces 
of Armenia, Mesopotamia, and Assyria; and, in compliance with the precept of Augustus, 
once more established the Euphrates as the frontier of the empire. Censure, which 
arraigns the public actions and the private motives of princes, has ascribed to envy, a 
conduct which might be attributed to the prudence and moderation of Hadrian. The 
various character of that emperor, capable, by turns, of the meanest and the most 
generous sentiments, may afford some color to the suspicion. It was, however, scarcely in 
his power to place the superiority of his predecessor in a more conspicuous light, than by 
thus confessing himself unequal to the task of defending the conquests of Trajan. 

The martial and ambitious of spirit Trajan formed a very singular contrast with the 
moderation of his successor. The restless activity of Hadrian was not less remarkable 
when compared with the gentle repose of Antoninus Pius. The life of the former was 
almost a perpetual journey; and as he possessed the various talents of the soldier, the 
statesman, and the scholar, he gratified his curiosity in the discharge of his duty. Careless 
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of the difference of seasons and of climates, he marched on foot, and bare-headed, over 
the snows of Caledonia, and the sultry plains of the Upper Egypt; nor was there a 
province of the empire which, in the course of his reign, was not honored with the 
presence of the monarch. But the tranquil life of Antoninus Pius was spent in the bosom 
of Italy, and, during the twenty-three years that he directed the public administration, the 
longest journeys of that amiable prince extended no farther than from his palace in Rome 
to the retirement of his Lanuvian villa. 

Notwithstanding this difference in their personal conduct, the general system of Augustus 
was equally adopted and uniformly pursued by Hadrian and by the two Antonines. They 
persisted in the design of maintaining the dignity of the empire, without attempting to 
enlarge its limits. By every honorable expedient they invited the friendship of the 
barbarians; and endeavored to convince mankind that the Roman power, raised above the 
temptation of conquest, was actuated only by the love of order and justice… 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.bibliomania.com/2/1/62/109/frameset.html  
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CHAPTER 16 : LIFE OF JOHNSON BY JAMES BOSWELL 

�

Background Information 
 
The Life of Samuel Johnson, L.L.D. was a biography of Dr. Samuel Johnson by James 
Boswell, published in 1791. Although Johnson was undoubtedly a brilliant essayist, 
critic, lexicographer and wit, the preservation of this reputation is largely due to 
Boswell's book. The Life of Johnson is also regarded as an important stage in the 
development of the modern genre of biography; many have claimed it as the greatest 
biography written in English.  Boswell's personal acquaintance with his subject was only 
from 1763, when Johnson was in his 54th year, until 1784, the year of Johnson's death. 
Boswell covered the entirety of Johnson's life by means of additional research, but the 
most admired and best remembered portions of the book are Boswell's first-hand 
accounts of Johnson. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
1766. 

Talking of education, 'People have now a-days, (said he,) got a strange opinion that every 
thing should be taught by lectures. Now, I cannot see that lectures can do so much good 
as reading the books from which the lectures are taken. I know nothing that can be best 
taught by lectures, except where experiments are to be shewn. You may teach chymistry 
by lectures.—You might teach making of shoes by lectures!'  

At night I supped with him at the Mitre tavern, that we might renew our social intimacy 
at the original place of meeting. But there was now a considerable difference in his way 
of living. Having had an illness, in which he was advised to leave off wine, he had, from 
that period, continued to abstain from it, and drank only water, or lemonade.  

I told him that a foreign friend of his, whom I had met with abroad, was so wretchedly 
perverted to infidelity, that he treated the hopes of immortality with brutal levity; and 
said, 'As man dies like a dog, let him lie like a dog.' JOHNSON. 'IF he dies like a dog, 
LET him lie like a dog.' I added, that this man said to me, 'I hate mankind, for I think 
myself one of the best of them, and I know how bad I am.' JOHNSON. 'Sir, he must be 
very singular in his opinion, if he thinks himself one of the best of men; for none of his 
friends think him so.'—He said, 'no honest man could be a Deist; for no man could be so 
after a fair examination of the proofs of Christianity.' I named Hume. JOHNSON. 'No, 
Sir; Hume owned to a clergyman in the bishoprick of Durham, that he had never read the 
New Testament with attention.' I mentioned Hume's notion, that all who are happy are 
equally happy; a little miss with a new gown at a dancing school ball, a general at the 
head of a victorious army, and an orator, after having made an eloquent speech in a great 
assembly. JOHNSON. 'Sir, that all who are happy, are equally happy, is not true. A 
peasant and a philosopher may be equally SATISFIED, but not equally HAPPY. 
Happiness consists in the multiplicity of agreeable consciousness. A peasant has not 
capacity for having equal happiness with a philosopher.'  
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Dr. Johnson was very kind this evening, and said to me 'You have now lived five-and-
twenty years, and you have employed them well.' 'Alas, Sir, (said I,) I fear not. Do I know 
history? Do I know mathematicks? Do I know law?' JOHNSON. 'Why, Sir, though you 
may know no science so well as to be able to teach it, and no profession so well as to be 
able to follow it, your general mass of knowledge of books and men renders you very 
capable to make yourself master of any science, or fit yourself for any profession.' I 
mentioned that a gay friend had advised me against being a lawyer, because I should be 
excelled by plodding block-heads. JOHNSON. 'Why, Sir, in the formulary and statutory 
part of law, a plodding block-head may excel; but in the ingenious and rational part of it a 
plodding block-head can never excel.'  

I talked of the mode adopted by some to rise in the world, by courting great men, and 
asked him whether he had ever submitted to it. JOHNSON. 'Why, Sir, I never was near 
enough to great men, to court them. You may be prudently attached to great men and yet 
independent. You are not to do what you think wrong; and, Sir, you are to calculate, and 
not pay too dear for what you get. You must not give a shilling's worth of court for six-
pence worth of good. But if you can get a shilling's worth of good for six-pence worth of 
court, you are a fool if you do not pay court.'  

I talked to him a great deal of what I had seen in Corsica, and of my intention to publish 
an account of it. He encouraged me by saying, 'You cannot go to the bottom of the 
subject; but all that you tell us will be new to us. Give us as many anecdotes as you can.'  

Our next meeting at the Mitre was on Saturday the 15th of February, when I presented to 
him my old and most intimate friend, the Reverend Mr. Temple, then of Cambridge. I 
having mentioned that I had passed some time with Rousseau in his wild retreat, and 
having quoted some remark made by Mr. Wilkes, with whom I had spent many pleasant 
hours in Italy, Johnson said (sarcastically,) 'It seems, Sir, you have kept very good 
company abroad, Rousseau and Wilkes!' Thinking it enough to defend one at a time, I 
said nothing as to my gay friend, but answered with a smile, 'My dear Sir, you don't call 
Rousseau bad company. Do you really think HIM a bad man?' JOHNSON. 'Sir, if you are 
talking jestingly of this, I don't talk with you. If you mean to be serious, I think him one 
of the worst of men; a rascal who ought to be hunted out of society, as he has been. Three 
or four nations have expelled him; and it is a shame that he is protected in this country.' 
BOSWELL. 'I don't deny, Sir, but that his novel may, perhaps, do harm; but I cannot 
think his intention was bad.' JOHNSON. 'Sir, that will not do. We cannot prove any 
man's intention to be bad. You may shoot a man through the head, and say you intended 
to miss him; but the Judge will order you to be hanged. An alleged want of intention, 
when evil is committed, will not be allowed in a court of justice. Rousseau, Sir, is a very 
bad man. I would sooner sign a sentence for his transportation, than that of any felon who 
has gone from the Old Bailey these many years. Yes, I should like to have him work in 
the plantations.' BOSWELL. 'Sir, do you think him as bad a man as Voltaire?' 
JOHNSON. 'Why, Sir, it is difficult to settle the proportion of iniquity between them.'  

On his favourite subject of subordination, Johnson said, 'So far is it from being true that 
men are naturally equal, that no two people can be half an hour together, but one shall 
acquire an evident superiority over the other.'  

I mentioned the advice given us by philosophers, to console ourselves, when distressed or 
embarrassed, by thinking of those who are in a worse situation than ourselves. This, I 
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observed, could not apply to all, for there must be some who have nobody worse than 
they are. JOHNSON. 'Why, to be sure, Sir, there are; but they don't know it. There is no 
being so poor and so contemptible, who does not think there is somebody still poorer, and 
still more contemptible.'  

As my stay in London at this time was very short, I had not many opportunities of being 
with Dr. Johnson; but I felt my veneration for him in no degree lessened, by my having 
seen multoram hominum mores et urbes. On the contrary, by having it in my power to 
compare him with many of the most celebrated persons of other countries, my admiration 
of his extraordinary mind was increased and confirmed.  

The roughness, indeed, which sometimes appeared in his manners, was more striking to 
me now, from my having been accustomed to the studied smooth complying habits of the 
Continent; and I clearly recognised in him, not without respect for his honest 
conscientious zeal, the same indignant and sarcastical mode of treating every attempt to 
unhinge or weaken good principles.  

One evening when a young gentleman teized him with an account of the infidelity of his 
servant, who, he said, would not believe the scriptures, because he could not read them in 
the original tongues, and be sure that they were not invented, 'Why, foolish fellow, (said 
Johnson,) has he any better authority for almost every thing that he believes?' 
BOSWELL. 'Then the vulgar, Sir, never can know they are right, but must submit 
themselves to the learned.' JOHNSON. 'To be sure, Sir. The vulgar are the children of the 
State, and must be taught like children.' BOSWELL. 'Then, Sir, a poor Turk must be a 
Mahometan, just as a poor Englishman must be a Christian?' JOHNSON. 'Why, yes, Sir; 
and what then? This now is such stuff as I used to talk to my mother, when I first began 
to think myself a clever fellow; and she ought to have whipt me for it.' … 
 

'July 5,1774.'  

In his manuscript diary of this year, there is the following entry:—  

'Nov. 27. Advent Sunday. I considered that this day, being the beginning of the 
ecclesiastical year, was a proper time for a new course of life. I began to read the Greek 
Testament regularly at 160 verses every Sunday. This day I began the Acts.  

'In this week I read Virgil's Pastorals. I learned to repeat the Pollio and Gallus. I read 
carelessly the first Georgick.'  

Such evidences of his unceasing ardour, both for 'divine and human lore,' when advanced 
into his sixty-fifth year, and notwithstanding his many disturbances from disease, must 
make us at once honour his spirit, and lament that it should be so grievously clogged by 
its material tegument… 
 

For some time before his death, all his fears were calmed and absorbed by the prevalence 
of his faith, and his trust in the merits and propitiation of JESUS CHRIST.'  

Johnson having thus in his mind the true Christian scheme, at once rational and 
consolatory, uniting justice and mercy in the Divinity, with the improvement of human 
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nature, previous to his receiving the Holy Sacrament in his apartment, composed and 
fervently uttered this prayer:—  

'Almighty and most merciful Father, I am now as to human eyes, it seems, about to 
commemorate, for the last time, the death of thy Son JESUS CHRIST, our Saviour and 
Redeemer. Grant, O LORD, that my whole hope and confidence may be in his merits, 
and thy mercy; enforce and accept my imperfect repentance; make this commemoration 
available to the confirmation of my faith, the establishment of my hope, and the 
enlargement of my charity; and make the death of thy Son JESUS CHRIST effectual to 
my redemption. Have mercy upon me, and pardon the multitude of my offences. Bless 
my friends; have mercy upon all men. Support me, by thy Holy Spirit, in the days of 
weakness, and at the hour of death; and receive me, at my death, to everlasting happiness, 
for the sake of JESUS CHRIST. Amen.'  

Having, as has been already mentioned, made his will on the 8th and 9th of December, 
and settled all his worldly affairs, he languished till Monday, the 13th of that month, 
when he expired, about seven o'clock in the evening, with so little apparent pain that his 
attendants hardly perceived when his dissolution took place… 

 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.gutenberg.org/files/1564/1564-h/1564-h.htm  
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CHAPTER 17 :  “ELEGY WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY 
CHURCHYARD” BY THOMAS GRAY 

Background 

Thomas Gray ( 1716–1771) was a British poet considered a forerunner of English 
romanticism. His most famous work is Elegy Written in a Country Churchyard (1751), 
found below. 

The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

The Curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 
The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea, 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 
 
Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folds. 
 
Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain, 
Of such as wand'ring near her secret bower, 
Molest her ancient solitary reign. 
 
Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 
 
The breezy call of incense-breathing morn, 
The swallow twittering from the straw-built shed, 
The cock's shrill clarion, and the echoing horn, 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 
 
For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn, 
Or busy housewife ply her evening care, 
No children run to lisp their Sire's return, 
Nor climb his knees the envied kiss to share. 
 
Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 
Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke, 
How jocund did they drive their team afield, 
How bowed the woods beneath their sturdy stoke! 
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Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 
Their homely joys and destiny obscure, 
Nor grandeur hear with a disdainful smile, 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 
 
The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Awaits alike th'inevitable hour, 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 
 
Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault, 
If mem'ry o'er their tomb no trophies raise, 
Where, through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. 
 
Can storied urn, or animated bust, 
Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 
Can honour's voice provoke the silent dust, 
Or flattery soothe the dull cold ear of death? 
 
Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid, 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire, 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have sway'd, 
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre. 
 
But knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll, 
Chill penury repress'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the soul. 
 
Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear, 
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the desert air. 
 
Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast, 
The little tyrant of his fields withstood, 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's blood. 
 
Th' applause of list'ning senates to command, 
The treats of pain and ruin to despise, 
To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land, 
And read their hist'ry in a nation's eyes. 
 
Their lot forbad: nor circumscribed alone, 



 159

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined: 
Forbad to wade through slaughter to a throne, 
Or shut the gates of mercy on mankind. 
 
The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenious shame, 
Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride, 
With incense, kindled at the muse's flame. 
 
Far from the madding crowd's ignoble strife, 
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray; 
Along the cool sequester'd vale of life, 
They kept the noiseless tenour of their way. 
 
Yet ev'n these bones from insult to protect, 
Some frail memories still erected nigh, 
With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculpture deck'd, 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 
 
Their name, their years, spelt by th' unletter'd muse, 
The place of fame and epitaph supply; 
And many a holy text around she strews, 
That teach the rustic moralists to die. 
 
For who to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 
This pleasing anxious being e'er resing'd, 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing ling'ring look behind? 
 
On some fond breast the parting soul relies, 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires; 
Even from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Even in our ashes live their wonted fires. 
 
For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd dead, 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate: 
If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred spirit shall enquire thy fate. 
 
Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 
'Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn', 
'Brushing with hasty steps the dews away', 
'To meet the sun upon the upland lawn'. 
 
'There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech', 
'That wreaths its old fantastic roots so high', 
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'His listless length at noontide would he stretch', 
'And pore upon the brook, that babbles by'. 
 
 
'Hard by yon wood, now smiling as in scorn', 
'Muttering his wayward fancies, would he rove'; 
'Now drooping, woeful-wan, like one forelorn', 
'Or crazed with care, or cross'd in hopeless love'. 
 
'One morn I miss'd him from the custom'd hill', 
'Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree'; 
'Another came; nor yet beside the rill', 
'Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he'. 
 
'The next with dirges due in sad array,' 
'Slow through the churchway path we saw him borne', 
'Approach and read, for thou cans't read, the lay', 
'Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn'. 
 
The Epitaph 
Here rests his head upon the lap of earth, 
A youth, to fortune and to fame unknown; 
Fair science frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own. 
 
Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere; 
Heav'n did a recompense as largely send: 
He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear, 
He gain'd from heav'n ('twas all he wish'd) a friend. 
 
No farther seek his merits to disclose, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repose), 
The bosom of his father, and his God.  

 

 

http://www.poetry-online.org/gray_thomas_elegy_in_a_country_churchyard.htm  
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CHAPTER 18 : “THE TIGER” BY WILLIAM BLAKE 
 
Background Information 
 
William Blake (1757–1827) was an English poet, painter, and printmaker of what is often 
called the Romantic era in literature.  Below is one of his most famous poems. 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

Tiger Tiger. burning bright, 
In the forests of the night; 
What immortal hand or eye. 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 
 
In what distant deeps or skies. 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand, dare seize the fire? 
 
And what shoulder, & what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And when thy heart began to beat. 
What dread hand? & what dread feet? 
 
What the hammer? what the chain, 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? what dread grasp. 
Dare its deadly terrors clasp? 
 
When the stars threw down their spears 
And watered heaven with their tears: 
Did he smile His work to see? 
Did he who made the lamb make thee? 
 
Tiger Tiger burning bright, 
In the forests of the night: 
What immortal hand or eye, 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?  

 

 

 

 



 162

[Below is a copy of the original print for this poem.  Blake liked to combine his painting 
and poetry into one piece of work, though he is more well known for the latter: 

 
(From 
http://nths.newtrier.k12.il.us/academics/faculty/medwin/MedwinPoetryWeb/4th%20perio
d/TheTiger2/default.htm#speaker .)] 

 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.poetry-online.org/blake_the_tiger.htm   
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CHAPTER 19 : “RIME OF THE ANCIENT MARINER” BY 
SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE 

 
Background Information 
 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772-1834) was an English poet, critic, and philosopher who 
was, along with his friend William Wordsworth, one of the founders of the Romantic 
Movement in England .  Even those who have never read his poem “The Rime of the 
Ancient Mariner”  have come under its influence: its words have given the English 
language the metaphor of an albatross around one's neck, the (mis)quote of "water, water 
everywhere, but not a drop to drink", and the phrase "a sadder but wiser man". 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

It is an ancient Mariner, 
And he stoppeth one of three. 
'By thy long grey beard and glittering eye, 
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me? 
 
The bridegroom's doors are opened wide, 
And I am next of kin; 
The guests are met, the feast is set: 
Mayst hear the merry din.' 
 
He holds him with his skinny hand, 
"There was a ship," quoth he. 
'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard loon!' 
Eftsoons his hand dropped he. 
 
He holds him with his glittering eye—  
The Wedding-Guest stood still, 
And listens like a three years' child: 
The Mariner hath his will. 
 
The Wedding-Guest sat on a stone: 
He cannot choose but hear; 
And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 
 
"The ship was cheered, the harbour cleared, 
Merrily did we drop 
Below the kirk, below the hill, 
Below the lighthouse top. 
 
The sun came up upon the left, 
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Out of the sea came he! 
And he shone bright, and on the right 
Went down into the sea. 
 
Higher and higher every day, 
Till over the mast at noon—" 
The Wedding-Guest here beat his breast, 
For he heard the loud bassoon. 
 
The bride hath paced into the hall, 
Red as a rose is she; 
Nodding their heads before her goes 
The merry minstrelsy. 
 
The Wedding-Guest he beat his breast, 
Yet he cannot choose but hear; 
And thus spake on that ancient man, 
The bright-eyed Mariner. 
 
"And now the storm-blast came, and he 
Was tyrannous and strong: 
He struck with his o'ertaking wings, 
And chased us south along. 
 
With sloping masts and dipping prow, 
As who pursued with yell and blow 
Still treads the shadow of his foe, 
And foward bends his head, 
The ship drove fast, loud roared the blast, 
And southward aye we fled. 
 
And now there came both mist and snow, 
And it grew wondrous cold: 
And ice, mast-high, came floating by, 
As green as emerald. 
 
And through the drifts the snowy clifts 
Did send a dismal sheen: 
Nor shapes of men nor beasts we ken—  
The ice was all between. 
 
The ice was here, the ice was there, 
The ice was all around: 
It cracked and growled, and roared and howled, 
Like noises in a swound! 
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At length did cross an Albatross, 
Thorough the fog it came; 
As it had been a Christian soul, 
We hailed it in God's name. 
 
It ate the food it ne'er had eat, 
And round and round it flew. 
The ice did split with a thunder-fit; 
The helmsman steered us through! 
 
And a good south wind sprung up behind; 
The Albatross did follow, 
And every day, for food or play, 
Came to the mariner's hollo! 
 
In mist or cloud, on mast or shroud, 
It perched for vespers nine; 
Whiles all the night, through fog-smoke white, 
Glimmered the white moonshine." 
 
'God save thee, ancient Mariner, 
From the fiends that plague thee thus!—  
Why look'st thou so?'—"With my crossbow 
I shot the Albatross." 
 
 
Part II 
 
"The sun now rose upon the right: 
Out of the sea came he, 
Still hid in mist, and on the left 
Went down into the sea. 
 
And the good south wind still blew behind, 
But no sweet bird did follow, 
Nor any day for food or play 
Came to the mariners' hollo! 
 
And I had done a hellish thing, 
And it would work 'em woe: 
For all averred, I had killed the bird 
That made the breeze to blow. 
Ah wretch! said they, the bird to slay, 
That made the breeze to blow! 
 
Nor dim nor red, like God's own head, 
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The glorious sun uprist: 
Then all averred, I had killed the bird 
That brought the fog and mist. 
'Twas right, said they, such birds to slay, 
That bring the fog and mist. 
 
The fair breeze blew, the white foam flew, 
The furrow followed free; 
We were the first that ever burst 
Into that silent sea. 
 
Down dropped the breeze, the sails dropped down, 
'Twas sad as sad could be; 
And we did speak only to break 
The silence of the sea! 
 
All in a hot and copper sky, 
The bloody sun, at noon, 
Right up above the mast did stand, 
No bigger than the moon. 
 
Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck, nor breath nor motion; 
As idle as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean. 
 
Water, water, every where, 
And all the boards did shrink; 
Water, water, every where, 
Nor any drop to drink. 
 
The very deep did rot: O Christ! 
That ever this should be! 
Yea, slimy things did crawl with legs 
Upon the slimy sea. 
 
About, about, in reel and rout 
The death-fires danced at night; 
The water, like a witch's oils, 
Burnt green, and blue, and white. 
 
And some in dreams assured were 
Of the Spirit that plagued us so; 
Nine fathom deep he had followed us 
From the land of mist and snow. 
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And every tongue, through utter drought, 
Was withered at the root; 
We could not speak, no more than if 
We had been choked with soot. 
 
Ah! well-a-day! what evil looks 
Had I from old and young! 
Instead of the cross, the Albatross 
About my neck was hung." 
 
 
Part III 
 
"There passed a weary time. Each throat 
Was parched, and glazed each eye. 
A weary time! a weary time! 
How glazed each weary eye—  
When looking westward, I beheld 
A something in the sky. 
 
At first it seemed a little speck, 
And then it seemed a mist; 
It moved and moved, and took at last 
A certain shape, I wist. 
 
A speck, a mist, a shape, I wist! 
And still it neared and neared: 
As if it dodged a water-sprite, 
It plunged and tacked and veered. 
 
With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
We could nor laugh nor wail; 
Through utter drought all dumb we stood! 
I bit my arm, I sucked the blood, 
And cried, A sail! a sail! 
 
With throats unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard me call: 
Gramercy! they for joy did grin, 
And all at once their breath drew in, 
As they were drinking all. 
 
See! see! (I cried) she tacks no more! 
Hither to work us weal; 
Without a breeze, without a tide, 
She steadies with upright keel! 
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The western wave was all a-flame, 
The day was well nigh done! 
Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright sun; 
When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwixt us and the sun. 
 
And straight the sun was flecked with bars, 
(Heaven's Mother send us grace!) 
As if through a dungeon-grate he peered 
With broad and burning face. 
 
Alas! (thought I, and my heart beat loud) 
How fast she nears and nears! 
Are those her sails that glance in the sun, 
Like restless gossameres? 
 
Are those her ribs through which the sun 
Did peer, as through a grate? 
And is that Woman all her crew? 
Is that a Death? and are there two? 
Is Death that Woman's mate? 
 
Her lips were red, her looks were free, 
Her locks were yellow as gold: 
Her skin was as white as leprosy, 
The Nightmare Life-in-Death was she, 
Who thicks man's blood with cold. 
 
The naked hulk alongside came, 
And the twain were casting dice; 
'The game is done! I've won! I've won!' 
Quoth she, and whistles thrice. 
 
The sun's rim dips; the stars rush out: 
At one stride comes the dark; 
With far-heard whisper o'er the sea, 
Off shot the spectre-bark. 
 
We listened and looked sideways up! 
Fear at my heart, as at a cup, 
My life-blood seemed to sip! 
The stars were dim, and thick the night, 
The steersman's face by his lamp gleamed white; 
From the sails the dew did drip—  
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Till clomb above the eastern bar 
The horned moon, with one bright star 
Within the nether tip. 
 
One after one, by the star-dogged moon, 
Too quick for groan or sigh, 
Each turned his face with a ghastly pang, 
And cursed me with his eye. 
 
Four times fifty living men, 
(And I heard nor sigh nor groan) 
With heavy thump, a lifeless lump, 
They dropped down one by one. 
 
The souls did from their bodies fly,—  
They fled to bliss or woe! 
And every soul it passed me by, 
Like the whizz of my crossbow!" 
 
 
Part IV 
 
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner! 
I fear thy skinny hand! 
And thou art long, and lank, and brown, 
As is the ribbed sea-sand. 
 
I fear thee and thy glittering eye, 
And thy skinny hand, so brown.'—  
"Fear not, fear not, thou Wedding-Guest! 
This body dropped not down. 
 
Alone, alone, all, all alone, 
Alone on a wide wide sea! 
And never a saint took pity on 
My soul in agony. 
 
The many men, so beautiful! 
And they all dead did lie; 
And a thousand thousand slimy things 
Lived on; and so did I. 
 
I looked upon the rotting sea, 
And drew my eyes away; 
I looked upon the rotting deck, 
And there the dead men lay. 
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I looked to heaven, and tried to pray; 
But or ever a prayer had gusht, 
A wicked whisper came and made 
My heart as dry as dust. 
 
I closed my lids, and kept them close, 
And the balls like pulses beat; 
Forthe sky and the sea, and the sea and the sky, 
Lay like a load on my weary eye, 
And the dead were at my feet. 
 
The cold sweat melted from their limbs, 
Nor rot nor reek did they: 
The look with which they looked on me 
Had never passed away. 
 
An orphan's curse would drag to hell 
A spirit from on high; 
But oh! more horrible than that 
Is the curse in a dead man's eye! 
Seven days, seven nights, I saw that curse, 
And yet I could not die. 
 
The moving moon went up the sky, 
And no where did abide: 
Softly she was going up, 
And a star or two beside—  
 
Her beams bemocked the sultry main, 
Like April hoar-frost spread; 
But where the ship's huge shadow lay, 
The charmed water burnt alway 
A still and awful red. 
 
Beyond the shadow of the ship 
I watched the water-snakes: 
They moved in tracks of shining white, 
And when they reared, the elfish light 
Fell off in hoary flakes. 
 
Within the shadow of the ship 
I watched their rich attire: 
Blue, glossy green, and velvet black, 
They coiled and swam; and every track 
Was a flash of golden fire. 
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O happy living things! no tongue 
Their beauty might declare: 
A spring of love gushed from my heart, 
And I blessed them unaware: 
Sure my kind saint took pity on me, 
And I blessed them unaware. 
 
The selfsame moment I could pray; 
And from my neck so free 
The Albatross fell off, and sank 
Like lead into the sea." 
 
 
Part V 
 
"Oh sleep! it is a gentle thing, 
Beloved from pole to pole! 
To Mary Queen the praise be given! 
She sent the gentle sleep from heaven, 
That slid into my soul. 
 
The silly buckets on the deck, 
That had so long remained, 
I dreamt that they were filled with dew; 
And when I awoke, it rained. 
 
My lips were wet, my throat was cold, 
My garments all were dank; 
Sure I had drunken in my dreams, 
And still my body drank. 
 
I moved, and could not feel my limbs: 
I was so light—almost 
I thought that I had died in sleep, 
And was a blessed ghost. 
 
And soon I heard a roaring wind: 
It did not come anear; 
But with its sound it shook the sails, 
That were so thin and sere. 
 
The upper air burst into life! 
And a hundred fire-flags sheen, 
To and fro they were hurried about! 
And to and fro, and in and out, 
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The wan stars danced between. 
 
And the coming wind did roar more loud, 
And the sails did sigh like sedge; 
And the rain poured down from one black cloud; 
The moon was at its edge. 
 
The thick black cloud was cleft, and still 
The moon was at its side: 
Like waters shot from some high crag, 
The lightning fell with never a jag, 
A river steep and wide. 
 
The loud wind never reached the ship, 
Yet now the ship moved on! 
Beneath the lightning and the moon 
The dead men gave a groan. 
 
They groaned, they stirred, they all uprose, 
Nor spake, nor moved their eyes; 
It had been strange, even in a dream, 
To have seen those dead men rise. 
 
The helmsman steered, the ship moved on; 
Yet never a breeze up blew; 
The mariners all 'gan work the ropes, 
Where they were wont to do; 
They raised their limbs like lifeless tools—  
We were a ghastly crew. 
 
The body of my brother's son 
Stood by me, knee to knee: 
The body and I pulled at one rope, 
But he said nought to me." 
 
'I fear thee, ancient Mariner!' 
"Be calm, thou Wedding-Guest! 
'Twas not those souls that fled in pain, 
Which to their corses came again, 
But a troop of spirits blest: 
 
For when it dawned—they dropped their arms, 
And clustered round the mast; 
Sweet sounds rose slowly through their mouths, 
And from their bodies passed. 
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Around, around, flew each sweet sound, 
Then darted to the sun; 
Slowly the sounds came back again, 
Now mixed, now one by one. 
 
Sometimes a-dropping from the sky 
I heard the skylark sing; 
Sometimes all little birds that are, 
How they seemed to fill the sea and air 
With their sweet jargoning! 
 
And now 'twas like all instruments, 
Now like a lonely flute; 
And now it is an angel's song, 
That makes the heavens be mute. 
 
It ceased; yet still the sails made on 
A pleasant noise till noon, 
A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune. 
 
Till noon we quietly sailed on, 
Yet never a breeze did breathe; 
Slowly and smoothly went the ship, 
Moved onward from beneath. 
 
Under the keel nine fathom deep, 
From the land of mist and snow, 
The spirit slid: and it was he 
That made the ship to go. 
The sails at noon left off their tune, 
And the ship stood still also. 
 
The sun, right up above the mast, 
Had fixed her to the ocean: 
But in a minute she 'gan stir, 
With a short uneasy motion—  
Backwards and forwards half her length 
With a short uneasy motion. 
 
Then like a pawing horse let go, 
She made a sudden bound: 
It flung the blood into my head, 
And I fell down in a swound. 
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How long in that same fit I lay, 
I have not to declare; 
But ere my living life returned, 
I heard and in my soul discerned 
Two voices in the air. 
 
'Is it he?' quoth one, 'Is this the man? 
By him who died on cross, 
With his cruel bow he laid full low 
The harmless Albatross. 
 
The spirit who bideth by himself 
In the land of mist and snow, 
He loved the bird that loved the man 
Who shot him with his bow.' 
 
The other was a softer voice, 
As soft as honey-dew: 
Quoth he, 'The man hath penance done, 
And penance more will do.' 
 
 
Part VI 
 
First Voice 
 
But tell me, tell me! speak again, 
Thy soft response renewing—  
What makes that ship drive on so fast? 
What is the ocean doing? 
 
Second Voice 
 
Still as a slave before his lord, 
The ocean hath no blast; 
His great bright eye most silently 
Up to the moon is cast—  
 
If he may know which way to go; 
For she guides him smooth or grim. 
See, brother, see! how graciously 
She looketh down on him. 
 
First Voice 
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But why drives on that ship so fast, 
Without or wave or wind? 
 
Second Voice 
 
The air is cut away before, 
And closes from behind. 
 
Fly, brother, fly! more high, more high! 
Or we shall be belated: 
For slow and slow that ship will go, 
When the Mariner's trance is abated. 
 
"I woke, and we were sailing on 
As in a gentle weather: 
'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high; 
The dead men stood together. 
 
All stood together on the deck, 
For a charnel-dungeon fitter: 
All fixed on me their stony eyes, 
That in the moon did glitter. 
 
The pang, the curse, with which they died, 
Had never passed away: 
I could not draw my eyes from theirs, 
Nor turn them up to pray. 
 
And now this spell was snapped: once more 
I viewed the ocean green, 
And looked far forth, yet little saw 
Of what had else been seen—  
 
Like one that on a lonesome road 
Doth walk in fear and dread, 
And having once turned round walks on, 
And turns no more his head; 
Because he knows a frightful fiend 
Doth close behind him tread. 
 
But soon there breathed a wind on me, 
Nor sound nor motion made: 
Its path was not upon the sea, 
In ripple or in shade. 
 
It raised my hair, it fanned my cheek 
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Like a meadow-gale of spring—  
It mingled strangely with my fears, 
Yet it felt like a welcoming. 
 
Swiftly, swiftly flew the ship, 
Yet she sailed softly too: 
Sweetly, sweetly blew the breeze—  
On me alone it blew. 
 
Oh! dream of joy! is this indeed 
The lighthouse top I see? 
Is this the hill? is this the kirk? 
Is this mine own country? 
 
We drifted o'er the harbour-bar, 
And I with sobs did pray—  
O let me be awake, my God! 
Or let me sleep alway. 
 
The harbour-bay was clear as glass, 
So smoothly it was strewn! 
And on the bay the moonlight lay, 
And the shadow of the moon. 
 
The rock shone bright, the kirk no less, 
That stands above the rock: 
The moonlight steeped in silentness 
The steady weathercock. 
 
And the bay was white with silent light, 
Till rising from the same, 
Full many shapes, that shadows were, 
In crimson colours came. 
 
A little distance from the prow 
Those crimson shadows were: 
I turned my eyes upon the deck—  
Oh, Christ! what saw I there! 
 
Each corse lay flat, lifeless and flat, 
And, by the holy rood! 
A man all light, a seraph-man, 
On every corse there stood. 
 
This seraph-band, each waved his hand: 
It was a heavenly sight! 
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They stood as signals to the land, 
Each one a lovely light; 
 
This seraph-band, each waved his hand, 
No voice did they impart—  
No voice; but oh! the silence sank 
Like music on my heart. 
 
But soon I heard the dash of oars, 
I heard the Pilot's cheer; 
My head was turned perforce away, 
And I saw a boat appear. 
 
The Pilot and the Pilot's boy, 
I heard them coming fast: 
Dear Lord in heaven! it was a joy 
The dead men could not blast. 
 
I saw a third—I heard his voice: 
It is the Hermit good! 
He singeth loud his godly hymns 
That he makes in the wood. 
He'll shrieve my soul, he'll wash away 
The Albatross's blood." 
 
 
Part VII 
 
"This Hermit good lives in that wood 
Which slopes down to the sea. 
How loudly his sweet voice he rears! 
He loves to talk with marineers 
That come from a far country. 
 
He kneels at morn, and noon, and eve—  
He hath a cushion plump: 
It is the moss that wholly hides 
The rotted old oak-stump. 
 
The skiff-boat neared: I heard them talk, 
'Why, this is strange, I trow! 
Where are those lights so many and fair, 
That signal made but now?' 
 
'Strange, by my faith!' the Hermit said—  
'And they answered not our cheer! 
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The planks looked warped! and see those sails, 
How thin they are and sere! 
I never saw aught like to them, 
Unless perchance it were 
 
Brown skeletons of leaves that lag 
My forest-brook along; 
When the ivy-tod is heavy with snow, 
And the owlet whoops to the wolf below, 
That eats the she-wolf's young.' 
 
'Dear Lord! it hath a fiendish look—  
(The Pilot made reply) 
I am afeared'—'Push on, push on!' 
Said the Hermit cheerily. 
 
The boat came closer to the ship, 
But I nor spake nor stirred; 
The boat came close beneath the ship, 
And straight a sound was heard. 
 
Under the water it rumbled on, 
Still louder and more dread: 
It reached the ship, it split the bay; 
The ship went down like lead. 
 
Stunned by that loud and dreadful sound, 
Which sky and ocean smote, 
Like one that hath been seven days drowned 
My body lay afloat; 
But swift as dreams, myself I found 
Within the Pilot's boat. 
 
Upon the whirl where sank the ship 
The boat spun round and round; 
And all was still, save that the hill 
Was telling of the sound. 
 
I moved my lips—the Pilot shrieked 
And fell down in a fit; 
The holy Hermit raised his eyes, 
And prayed where he did sit. 
 
I took the oars: the Pilot's boy, 
Who now doth crazy go, 
Laughed loud and long, and all the while 
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His eyes went to and fro. 
'Ha! ha!' quoth he, 'full plain I see, 
The Devil knows how to row.' 
 
And now, all in my own country, 
I stood on the firm land! 
The Hermit stepped forth from the boat, 
And scarcely he could stand. 
 
O shrieve me, shrieve me, holy man! 
The Hermit crossed his brow. 
'Say quick,' quoth he 'I bid thee say—  
What manner of man art thou?' 
 
Forthwith this frame of mine was wrenched 
With a woeful agony, 
Which forced me to begin my tale; 
And then it left me free. 
 
Since then, at an uncertain hour, 
That agony returns; 
And till my ghastly tale is told, 
This heart within me burns. 
 
I pass, like night, from land to land; 
I have strange power of speech; 
That moment that his face I see, 
I know the man that must hear me: 
To him my tale I teach. 
 
What loud uproar bursts from that door! 
The wedding-guests are there: 
But in the garden-bower the bride 
And bride-maids singing are; 
And hark the little vesper bell, 
Which biddeth me to prayer! 
 
O Wedding-Guest! this soul hath been 
Alone on a wide wide sea: 
So lonely 'twas, that God himself 
Scarce seemed there to be. 
 
O sweeter than the marriage-feast, 
'Tis sweeter far to me, 
To walk together to the kirk 
With a goodly company!—  
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To walk together to the kirk, 
And all together pray, 
While each to his great Father bends, 
Old men, and babes, and loving friends, 
And youths and maidens gay! 
 
Farewell, farewell! but this I tell 
To thee, thou Wedding-Guest! 
He prayeth well, who loveth well 
Both man and bird and beast. 
 
He prayeth best, who loveth best 
All things both great and small; 
For the dear God who loveth us, 
He made and loveth all." 
 
The Mariner, whose eye is bright, 
Whose beard with age is hoar, 
Is gone; and now the Wedding-Guest 
Turned from the bridegroom's door. 
 
He went like one that hath been stunned, 
And is of sense forlorn: 
A sadder and a wiser man 
He rose the morrow morn. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.poetry-online.org/coleridge_rime_of_the_ancient_mariner.htm  
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 CHAPTER 20 :  PRIDE AND PREJUDICE BY JANE AUSTEN 

�

Background Information 
 
Jane Austen (1775-1817) was an English novelist whose works have had a special appeal 
among many women, and Pride and Prejudice is one of her best known novels.  But like 
so many other novels, Austen’s novels are of questionable spiritual value for women and 
men alike, too often arousing sinful lusts.  The heroes and heroines of them do not 
generally govern themselves according to sound reformed Biblical principles. 
 
Pride and Prejudice is the story of Mr and Mrs Bennet (minor gentry in England), their 
five daughters, and the various romantic adventures at their Hertfordshire residence of 
Longbourn. Mr. Bennet is treated as being a wise and witty gentleman; while Mrs. 
Bennet is permanently distracted by the issue of marrying off her daughters at any cost. 
The reason for Mrs Bennet's obsession is that their estate will pass by law after Mr 
Bennet's death to his closest blood relative: his cousin, the Reverend William Collins. 
Austen's tale is spurred on by the arrival of the young and wealthy bachelor Charles 
Bingley and his friend Fitzwilliam Darcy. Bingley ends up marrying the Bennet’s 
daughter Jane and Darcy ends up marrying their daughter Elizabeth, though Elizabeth 
had long brushed aside his advances.   Below are excerpts from the novel. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

CHAPTER I 

IT is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single man in possession of a good fortune 
must be in want of a wife.  

However little known the feelings or views of such a man may be on his first entering a 
neighborhood, this truth is so well fixed in the minds of the surrounding families, that he 
is considered as the rightful property of some one or other of their daughters.  

"My dear Mr. Bennet," said his lady to him one day, "have you heard that Netherfield 
Park is let at last?"  

Mr. Bennet replied that he had not.  

"But it is," returned she; "for Mrs. Long has just been here, and she told me all about it."  

Mr. Bennet made no answer.  

"Do not you want to know who has taken it?" cried his wife impatiently.  

"You want to tell me, and I have no objection to hearing it."  

This was invitation enough.  

"Why, my dear, you must know, Mrs. Long says that Netherfield is taken by a young 
man of large fortune from the north of England; that he came down on Monday in a 
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chaise and four to see the place, and was so much delighted with it, that he agreed with 
Mr. Morris immediately; that he is to take possession before Michaelmas, and some of 
his servants are to be in the house by the end of next week."  

"What is his name?"  

"Bingley."  

"Is he married or single?"  

"Oh! single, my dear, to be sure! A single man of large fortune; four or five thousand a-
year. What a fine thing for our girls!"  

"How so? how can it affect them?"  

"My dear Mr. Bennet," replied his wife, "how can you be so tiresome! you must know 
that I am thinking of his marrying one of them."  

"Is that his design in settling here?"  

"Design! nonsense, how can you talk so! But it is very likely that he may fall in love with 
one of them, and therefore you must visit him as soon as he comes."  

"I see no occasion for that. You and the girls may go, or you may send them by 
themselves, which perhaps will be still better, for as you are as handsome as any of them, 
Mr. Bingley might like you the best of the party."  

"My dear, you flatter me. I certainly have had my share of beauty, but I do not pretend to 
be anything extraordinary now. When a woman has five grown-up daughters, she ought 
to give over thinking of her own beauty."  

"In such cases, a woman has not often much beauty to think of."  

"But, my dear, you must indeed go and see Mr. Bingley when he comes into the 
neighborhood."  

"It is more than I engage for, I assure you."  

"But consider your daughters. Only think what an establishment it would be for one of 
them. Sir William and Lady Lucas are determined to go, merely on that account, for in 
general, you know, they visit no new-comers. Indeed you must go, for it will be 
impossible for us to visit him if you do not."  

"You are over-scrupulous, surely. I dare say Mr. Bingley will be very glad to see you; 
and I will send a few lines by you to assure him of my hearty consent to his marrying 
whichever he chooses of the girls: though I must throw in a good word for my little 
Lizzy."  

"I desire you will do no such thing. Lizzy is not a bit better than the others; and I am sure 
she is not half so handsome as Jane, nor half so good-humored as Lydia. But you are 
always giving her the preference."  

"They have none of them much to recommend them," replied he; "they are all silly and 
ignorant, like other girls: but Lizzy has something more of quickness than her sisters."  

"Mr. Bennet, how can you abuse your own children in such a way! You take delight in 
vexing me. You have no compassion on my poor nerves."  
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"You mistake me, my dear. I have a high respect for your nerves. They are my old 
friends. I have heard you mention them with consideration these twenty years at least."  

"Ah! you do not know what I suffer."  

"But I hope you will get over it, and live to see many young men of four thousand a-year 
come into the neighborhood."  

"It will be no use to us, if twenty such should come, since you will not visit them."  

"Depend upon it, my dear, that when there are twenty, I will visit them all."  

Mr. Bennet was so odd a mixture of quick parts, sarcastic humor, reserve, and caprice, 
that the experience of three-and-twenty years had been insufficient to make his wife 
understand his character. Her mind was less difficult to develop. She was a woman of 
mean understanding, little information, and uncertain temper. When she was 
discontented, she fancied herself nervous. The business of her life was to get her 
daughters married; its solace was visiting and news.  
… 

CHAPTER XVIII 

TILL Elizabeth entered the drawing-room at Netherfield, and looked in vain for Mr. 
Wickham among the cluster of red coats there assembled, a doubt of his being present 
had never occurred to her. The certainty of meeting him had not been checked by any of 
those recollections that might not unreasonably have alarmed her. She had dressed with 
more than usual care, and prepared in the highest spirits for the conquest of all that 
remained unsubdued of his heart, trusting that it was not more than might be won in the 
course of the evening. But in an instant arose the dreadful suspicion of his being 
purposely omitted for Mr. Darcy's pleasure in the Bingleys' invitation to the officers; and 
though this was not exactly the case, the absolute fact of his absence was pronounced by 
his friend Mr. Denny, to whom Lydia eagerly applied, and who told them that Wickham 
had been obliged to go to town on business the day before, and was not yet returned; 
adding, with a significant smile,  

"I do not imagine his business would have called him away just now, if he had not 
wished to avoid a certain gentleman here."  

This part of his intelligence, though unheard by Lydia, was caught by Elizabeth, and as it 
assured her that Darcy was not less answerable for Wickham's absence than if her first 
surmise had been just, every feeling of displeasure against the former was so sharpened 
by immediate disappointment, that she could hardly reply with tolerable civility to the 
polite inquiries which he directly afterwards approached to make. Attention, forbearance, 
patience with Darcy, was injury to Wickham. She was resolved against any sort of 
conversation with him, and turned away with a degree of ill-humor which she could not 
wholly surmount even in speaking to Mr. Bingley, whose blind partiality provoked her.  

But Elizabeth was not formed for ill-humor; and though every prospect of her own was 
destroyed for the evening, it could not dwell long on her spirits; and having told all her 
griefs to Charlotte Lucas, whom she had not seen for a week, she was soon able to make 
a voluntary transition to the oddities of her cousin, and to point him out to her particular 
notice. The two first dances, however, brought a return of distress; they were dances of 
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mortification. Mr. Collins, awkward and solemn, apologizing instead of attending, and 
often moving wrong without being aware of it, gave her all the shame and misery which a 
disagreeable partner for a couple of dances can give. The moment of her release from him 
was ecstasy.  

She danced next with an officer, and had the refreshment of talking of Wickham, and of 
hearing that he was universally liked. When those dances were over, she returned to 
Charlotte Lucas, and was in conversation with her, when she found herself suddenly 
addressed by Mr. Darcy, who took her so much by surprise in his application for her 
hand, that, without knowing what she did, she accepted him. He walked away again 
immediately, and she was left to fret over her own want of presence of mind; Charlotte 
tried to console her.  

"I dare say you will find him very agreeable."  

"Heaven forbid!- That would be the greatest misfortune of all!- To find a man agreeable 
whom one is determined to hate!- Do not wish me such an evil."  

When the dancing recommenced, however, and Darcy approached to claim her hand, 
Charlotte could not help cautioning her in a whisper, not to be a simpleton, and allow her 
fancy for Wickham to make her appear unpleasant in the eyes of a man of ten times his 
consequence. Elizabeth made no answer, and took her place in the set, amazed at the 
dignity to which she was arrived in being allowed to stand opposite to Mr. Darcy, and 
reading in her neighbors' looks, their equal amazement in beholding it. They stood for 
some time without speaking a word; and she began to imagine that their silence was to 
last through the two dances, and at first was resolved not to break it; till suddenly 
fancying that it would be the greater punishment to her partner to oblige him to talk, she 
made some slight observation on the dance. He replied, and was again silent. After a 
pause of some minutes, she addressed him a second time with- "It is your turn to say 
something now, Mr. Darcy. I talked about the dance, and you ought to make some kind of 
remark on the size of the room, or the number of couples."  

He smiled, and assured her that whatever she wished him to say should be said.  

"Very well. That reply will do for the present. Perhaps by and by I may observe that 
private balls are much pleasanter than public ones. But now we may be silent."  

"Do you talk by rule, then, while you are dancing?"  

"Sometimes. One must speak a little, you know. It would look odd to be entirely silent for 
half an hour together; and yet for the advantage of some, conversation ought to be so 
arranged, as that they may have the trouble of saying as little as possible."  

"Are you consulting your own feelings in the present case, or do you imagine that you are 
gratifying mine?"  

"Both," replied Elizabeth, archly; "for I have always seen a great similarity in the turn of 
our minds. We are each of an unsocial, taciturn disposition, unwilling to speak, unless we 
expect to say something that will amaze the whole room, and be handed down to 
posterity with all the eclat of a proverb."  
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"This is no very striking resemblance of your own character, I am sure," said he. "How 
near it may be to mine, I cannot pretend to say. You think it a faithful portrait 
undoubtedly."  

"I must not decide on my own performance."  

He made no answer, and they were again silent till they had gone down the dance, when 
he asked her if she and her sisters did not very often walk to Meryton? She answered in 
the affirmative; and, unable to resist the temptation, added, "When you met us there the 
other day, we had just been forming a new acquaintance."  

The effect was immediate. A deeper shade of hauteur overspread his features, but he said 
not a word, and Elizabeth, though blaming herself for her own weakness, could not go 
on. At length Darcy spoke, and in a constrained manner said, "Mr. Wickham is blessed 
with such happy manners as may ensure his making friends- whether he may be equally 
capable of retaining them, is less certain."  

"He has been so unlucky as to lose your friendship," replied Elizabeth with emphasis, 
"and in a manner which he is likely to suffer from all his life."  

Darcy made no answer, and seemed desirous of changing the subject. At that moment Sir 
William Lucas appeared close to them, meaning to pass through the set to the other side 
of the room; but on perceiving Mr. Darcy, he stopped with a bow of superior courtesy to 
compliment him on his dancing and his partner.  

"I have been most highly gratified indeed, my dear sir. Such very superior dancing is not 
often seen. It is evident that you belong to the first circles. Allow me to say, however, 
that your fair partner does not disgrace you, and that I must hope to have this pleasure 
often repeated, especially when a certain desirable event, my dear Miss Eliza, (glancing 
at her sister and Bingley,) shall take place. What congratulations will then flow in! I 
appeal to Mr. Darcy:- but let me not interrupt you, sir.- You will not thank me for 
detaining you from the bewitching converse of that young lady, whose bright eyes are 
also upbraiding me."  

The latter part of this address was scarcely heard by Darcy; but Sir William's allusion to 
his friend seemed to strike him forcibly, and his eyes were directed with a very serious 
expression towards Bingley and Jane, who were dancing together. Recovering himself, 
however, shortly, he turned to his partner, and said, "Sir William's interruption has made 
me forget what we were talking of."  

"I do not think we were speaking at all. Sir William could not have interrupted any two 
people in the room who had less to say for themselves. We have tried two or three 
subjects already without success, and what we are to talk of next I cannot imagine."  

"What think you of books?" said he, smiling.  

"Books- Oh! no. I am sure we never read the same, or not with the same feelings."  

"I am sorry you think so; but if that be the case, there can at least be no want of subject. 
'We may compare our different opinions."  

"No- I cannot talk of books in a ball-room; my head is always full of something else."  

"The present always occupies you in such scenes- does it?" said he, with a look of doubt.  
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"Yes, always," she replied, without knowing what she said, for her thoughts had 
wandered far from the subject, as soon afterwards appeared by her suddenly exclaiming, 
"I remember hearing you once say, Mr. Darcy, that you hardly ever forgave, that your 
resentment once created was unappeasable. You are very cautious, I suppose, as to its 
being created."  

"I am," said he, with a firm voice.  

"And never allow yourself to be blinded by prejudice?"  

"I hope not."  

"It is particularly incumbent on those who never change their opinion, to be secure of 
judging properly at first."  

"May I ask to what these questions tend?"  

"Merely to the illustration of your character," said she, endeavoring to shake off her 
gravity. "I am trying to make it out."  

"And what is your success?"  

She shook her head, "I do not get on at all. I hear such different accounts of you as puzzle 
me exceedingly."  

"I can readily believe," answered he gravely, "that reports may vary greatly with respect 
to me; and I could wish, Miss Bennet, that you were not to sketch my character at the 
present moment, as there is reason to fear that the performance would reflect no credit on 
either."  

"But if I do not take your likeness now, I may never have another opportunity."  

"I would by no means suspend any pleasure of yours," he coldly replied. She said no 
more, and they went down the other dance and parted in silence; on each side dissatisfied, 
though not to an equal degree, for in Darcy's breast there was a tolerable powerful feeling 
towards her, which soon procured her pardon, and directed all his anger against another.  
 
 
… 

CHAPTER LXI 

HAPPY for all her maternal feelings was the day on which Mrs. Bennet got rid of her two 
most deserving daughters. With what delighted pride she afterwards visited Mrs. Bingley, 
and talked of Mrs. Darcy, may be guessed. I wish I could say, for the sake of her family, 
that the accomplishment of her earnest desire in the establishment of so many of her 
children produced so happy an effect as to make her a sensible, amiable, well-informed 
woman for the rest of her life; though, perhaps, it was lucky for her husband, who might 
not have relished domestic felicity in so unusual a form, that she still was occasionally 
nervous, and invariably silly.  

Mr. Bennet missed his second daughter exceedingly; his affection for her drew him 
oftener from home than anything else could do. He delighted in going to Pemberley, 
especially when he was least expected.  
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Mr. Bingley and Jane remained at Netherfield only a twelvemonth. So near a vicinity to 
her mother and Meryton relations was not desirable even to his easy temper, or her 
affectionate heart. The darling wish of his sisters was then gratified: he bought an estate 
in a neighboring county to Derbyshire; and Jane and Elizabeth, in addition to every other 
source of happiness, were within thirty miles of each other.  

Kitty, to her very material advantage, spent the chief of her time with her two elder 
sisters. In society so superior to what she had generally known, her improvement was 
great. She was not of so ungovernable a temper as Lydia: and, removed from the 
influence of Lydia's example, she became, by proper attention and management, less 
irritable, less ignorant, and less insipid. From the further disadvantage of Lydia's society 
she was of course carefully kept; and though Mrs. Wickham frequently invited her to 
come and stay with her, with the promise of balls and young men, her father would never 
consent to her going.  

Mary was the only daughter who remained at home; and she was necessarily drawn from 
the pursuit of accomplishments by Mrs. Bennet's being quite unable to sit alone. Mary 
was obliged to mix more with the world, but she could still moralize over every morning 
visit; and as she was no longer mortified by comparisons between her sisters' beauty and 
her own, it was suspected by her father that she submitted to the change without much 
reluctance.  

As for Wickham and Lydia, their characters suffered no revolution from the marriage of 
her sisters. He bore with philosophy the conviction that Elizabeth must now become 
acquainted with whatever of his ingratitude and falsehood had before been unknown to 
her, and, in spite of everything, was not wholly without hope that Darcy might yet be 
prevailed on to make his fortune. The congratulatory letter which Elizabeth received from 
Lydia on her marriage explained to her that, by his wife at least, if not by himself, such a 
hope was cherished. The letter was to this effect-  

"MY DEAR LIZZY,-  

"I wish you joy. If you love Mr. Darcy half so well as I do my dear Wickham, you must 
be very happy. It is a great comfort to have you so rich, and when you have nothing else 
to do, I hope you will think of us. I am sure Wickham would like a place at court very 
much, and I do not think we shall have quite money enough to live upon without some 
help. Any place would do, of about three or four hundred a year: but, however, do not 
speak to Mr. Darcy about it, if you had rather not.- Yours, &c."  

As it happened that Elizabeth had much rather not, she endeavored in her answer to put 
an end to every entreaty and expectation of the kind. Such relief, however, as it was in 
her power to afford, by the practice of what might be called economy in her own private 
expenses, she frequently sent them. It had always been evident to her that such an income 
as theirs, under the direction of two persons so extravagant in their wants, and heedless of 
the future, must be very insufficient to their support; and whenever they changed their 
quarters, either Jane or herself were sure of being applied to, for some little assistance 
towards discharging their bills. Their manner of living, even when the restoration of 
peace dismissed them to a home, was unsettled in the extreme. They were always moving 
from place to place in quest of a cheap situation, and always spending more than they 
ought. His affection for her soon sunk into indifference; hers lasted a little longer; and in 
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spite of her youth and her manners, she retained all the claims to reputation which her 
marriage had given her.  

Though Darcy could never receive him at Pemberley, yet, for Elizabeth's sake, he 
assisted him further in his profession. Lydia was occasionally a visitor there, when her 
husband was gone to enjoy himself in London or Bath; and with the Bingleys they both 
of them frequently stayed so long, that even Bingley's good humor was overcome, and he 
proceeded so far as to talk of giving them a hint to be gone.  

Miss Bingley was very deeply mortified by Darcy's marriage; but as she thought it 
advisable to retain the right of visiting at Pemberley, she dropped all her resentment; was 
fonder than ever of Georgiana, almost as attentive to Darcy as heretofore, and paid off 
every arrear of civility to Elizabeth.  

Pemberley was now Georgiana's home; and the attachment of the sisters was exactly 
what Darcy had hoped to see. They were able to love each other, even as well as they 
intended. Georgiana had the highest opinion in the world of Elizabeth; though at first she 
often listened with an astonishment bordering on alarm at her lively, sportive manner of 
talking to her brother. He, who had always inspired in herself a respect which almost 
overcame her affection, she now saw the object of open pleasantry. Her mind received 
knowledge which had never before fallen in her way. By Elizabeth's instructions she 
began to comprehend that a woman may take liberties with her husband, which a brother 
will not always allow in a sister more than ten years younger than himself.  

Lady Catherine was extremely indignant on the marriage of her nephew; and as she gave 
way to all the genuine frankness of her character, in her reply to the letter which 
announced its arrangement, she sent him language so very abusive, especially of 
Elizabeth, that for some time all intercourse was at an end. But at length, by Elizabeth's 
persuasion, he was prevailed on to overlook the offense, and seek a reconciliation; and, 
after a little further resistance on the part of his aunt, her resentment gave way, either to 
her affection for him, or her curiosity to see how his wife conducted herself: and she 
condescended to wait on them at Pemberley, in spite of that pollution which its woods 
had received, not merely from the presence of such a mistress, but the visits of her uncle 
and aunt from the city.  

With the Gardiners they were always on the most intimate terms. Darcy, as well as 
Elizabeth, really loved them; and they were both ever sensible of the warmest gratitude 
towards the persons who, by bringing her into Derbyshire, had been the means of uniting 
them.  

THE END 
 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.litrix.com/pride&pr/pride001.htm 
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CHAPTER 21 : “HOW DO I LOVE THEE?” BY ELIZABETH 
BARRETT BROWNING 

 
 
Background Information 
 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning (1806-1861) was a member of the Barrett family and one of 
the most respected poets of the Victorian era.  Her most famous work is Sonnets from the 
Portuguese, a collection of love sonnets written by Browning but disguised as a 
translation. By far the most famous poem from this collection, with one of the most 
famous opening lines in the English language, is Sonnet number 43, found below. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work  �
�

How do I love thee?  Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 
I love thee to the level of everyday’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 
I love thee with the passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath, 
Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose, 
I shall but love thee better after death. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/2002/2002-h/2002-h.htm  
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CHAPTER 22 : TREASURE ISLAND BY ROBERT LOUIS 
STEVENSON 

 
Background Information 
 

Robert Louis Stevenson’s early rejection of Christianity created a schism with his father, 
a Scots Presbyterian, who described his son as the "orrible atheist.” Stevenson's first 
literary notice came from his adventure story Treasure Island, which, as was the custom 
of the day, first appeared serialized in Young Folks magazine from 1881 to 1882. He 
followed this with the popular Child's Garden of Verses in 1885, Kidnapped and The 
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, both in 1886.   Stevenson relocated to Samoa, 
with his wife Fanny — his marriage to this divorcee was a bit of a scandal — primarily 
for health reasons. There he wrote, up until the day he died, on December 3, 1894.  Two 
biographers concluded that Stevenson, while not wishing to affiliate with rationalist 
groups, was an agnostic. Biographer F. Watt (R.L.S., 1913) wrote that Stevenson "was 
destitute of fixed creed or belief, and that he is properly described as an Agnostic." In The 
Letters of Robert Louis Stevenson, published in 1994, a love letter included this line: "I 
believe in you as others believe in the Bible" (cited in Who's Who in Hell). Stevenson 
died of a brain hemorrhage in Samoa. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
[This story’s  narrator is Jim Hawkins, son of a guesthouse owner on the west coast of 
England sometime in the eighteenth century. To the inn come firstly an old buccaneer 
who has a map of Captain Flint's treasure, and secondly a group of pirates under the 
command of ominous blind man Pew. Jim Hawkins, the novel’s purported hero, in an act 
of bravery and cunning gets hold of the map before this rabid mob gets it. He delivers the 
map to Squire Trelawney, and together they set off for Treasure Island in the Squire's 
schooner. The rest of the crew, apart from Dr Livesey (a friend of the squire) are a 
company collected by Long John Silver. The latter and his men try to mutiny and get 
hold of the treasure themselves but Jim intervenes and through a series of adventures we 
find ourselves on Treasure Island with the marooned Ben Gunn and ever closer to the 
treasure itself.] 
 
 Chapter 34.  And Last 
 
THE next morning we fell early to work, for the transportation of this great mass of gold 
near a mile by land to the beach, and thence three miles by boat to the HISPANIOLA, 
was a considerable task for so small a number of workmen. The three fellows still abroad 
upon the island did not greatly trouble us; a single sentry on the shoulder of the hill was 
sufficient to ensure us against any sudden onslaught, and we thought, besides, they had 
had more than enough of fighting. 
 
Therefore the work was pushed on briskly. Gray and Ben Gunn came and went with the 
boat, while the rest during their absences piled treasure on the beach. Two of the bars, 
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slung in a rope's end, made a good load for a grown man--one that he was glad to walk 
slowly with. For my part, as I was not much use at carrying, I was kept busy all day in the 
cave packing the minted money into bread-bags. 
 
It was a strange collection, like Billy Bones's hoard for the diversity of coinage, but so 
much larger and so much more varied that I think I never had more pleasure than in 
sorting them. English, French, Spanish, Portuguese, Georges, and Louises, doubloons and 
double guineas and moidores and sequins, the pictures of all the kings of Europe for the 
last hundred years, strange Oriental pieces stamped with what looked like wisps of string 
or bits of spider's web, round pieces and square pieces, and pieces bored through the 
middle, as if to wear them round your neck--nearly every variety of money in the world 
must, I think, have found a place in that collection; and for number, I am sure they were 
like autumn leaves, so that my back ached with stooping and my fingers with sorting 
them out. 
 
Day after day this work went on; by every evening a fortune had been stowed aboard, but 
there was another fortune waiting for the morrow; and all this time we heard nothing of 
the three surviving mutineers. 
 
At last--I think it was on the third night--the doctor and I were strolling on the shoulder of 
the hill where it overlooks the lowlands of the isle, when, from out the thick darkness 
below, the wind brought us a noise between shrieking and singing. It was only a snatch 
that reached our ears, followed by the former silence. 
 
"Heaven forgive them," said the doctor; "'tis the mutineers!" 
 
"All drunk, sir," struck in the voice of Silver from behind us. 
 
Silver, I should say, was allowed his entire liberty, and in spite of daily rebuffs, seemed 
to regard himself once more as quite a privileged and friendly dependent. Indeed, it was 
remarkable how well he bore these slights and with what unwearying politeness he kept 
on trying to ingratiate himself with all. Yet, I think, none treated him better than a dog, 
unless it was Ben Gunn, who was still terribly afraid of his old quartermaster, or myself, 
who had really something to thank him for; although for that matter, I suppose, I had 
reason to think even worse of him than anybody else, for I had seen him meditating a 
fresh treachery upon the plateau. Accordingly, it was pretty gruffly that the doctor 
answered him. 
 
"Drunk or raving," said he. 
 
"Right you were, sir," replied Silver; "and precious little odds which, to you and me." 
 
"I suppose you would hardly ask me to call you a humane man," returned the doctor with 
a sneer, "and so my feelings may surprise you, Master Silver. But if I were sure they were 
raving--as I am morally certain one, at least, of them is down with fever--I should leave 
this camp, and at whatever risk to my own carcass, take them the assistance of my skill." 
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"Ask your pardon, sir, you would be very wrong," quoth Silver. "You would lose your 
precious life, and you may lay to that. I'm on your side now, hand and glove; and I 
shouldn't wish for to see the party weakened, let alone yourself, seeing as I know what I 
owes you. But these men down there, they couldn't keep their word-- no, not supposing 
they wished to; and what's more, they couldn't believe as you could." 
 
"No," said the doctor. "You're the man to keep your word, we know that." 
 
Well, that was about the last news we had of the three pirates. Only once we heard a 
gunshot a great way off and supposed them to be hunting. A council was held, and it was 
decided that we must desert them on the island --to the huge glee, I must say, of Ben 
Gunn, and with the strong approval of Gray. We left a good stock of powder and shot, the 
bulk of the salt goat, a few medicines, and some other necessaries, tools, clothing, a spare 
sail, a fathom or two of rope, and by the particular desire of the doctor, a handsome 
present of tobacco. 
 
That was about our last doing on the island. Before that, we had got the treasure stowed 
and had shipped enough water and the remainder of the goat meat in case of any distress; 
and at last, one fine morning, we weighed anchor, which was about all that we could 
manage, and stood out of North Inlet, the same colours flying that the captain had flown 
and fought under at the palisade. 
 
The three fellows must have been watching us closer than we thought for, as we soon had 
proved. For coming through the narrows, we had to lie very near the southern point, and 
there we saw all three of them kneeling together on a spit of sand, with their arms raised 
in supplication. It went to all our hearts, I think, to leave them in that wretched state; but 
we could not risk another mutiny; and to take them home for the gibbet would have been 
a cruel sort of kindness. The doctor hailed them and told them of the stores we had left, 
and where they were to find them. But they continued to call us by name and appeal to 
us, for God's sake, to be merciful and not leave them to die in such a place. 
 
At last, seeing the ship still bore on her course and was now swiftly drawing out of 
earshot, one of them--I know not which it was--leapt to his feet with a hoarse cry, 
whipped his musket to his shoulder, and sent a shot whistling over Silver's head and 
through the main-sail. 
 
After that, we kept under cover of the bulwarks, and when next I looked out they had 
disappeared from the spit, and the spit itself had almost melted out of sight in the growing 
distance. That was, at least, the end of that; and before noon, to my inexpressible joy, the 
highest rock of Treasure Island had sunk into the blue round of sea. 
 
We were so short of men that everyone on board had to bear a hand--only the captain 
lying on a mattress in the stern and giving his orders, for though greatly recovered he was 
still in want of quiet. We laid her head for the nearest port in Spanish America, for we 
could not risk the voyage home without fresh hands; and as it was, what with baffling 
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winds and a couple of fresh gales, we were all worn out before we reached it. 
 
It was just at sundown when we cast anchor in a most beautiful land-locked gulf, and 
were immediately surrounded by shore boats full of Negroes and Mexican Indians and 
half-bloods selling fruits and vegetables and offering to dive for bits of money. The sight 
of so many good-humoured faces (especially the blacks), the taste of the tropical fruits, 
and above all the lights that began to shine in the town made a most charming contrast to 
our dark and bloody sojourn on the island; and the doctor and the squire, taking me along 
with them, went ashore to pass the early part of the night. Here they met the captain of an 
English man-of- war, fell in talk with him, went on board his ship, and, in short, had so 
agreeable a time that day was breaking when we came alongside the HISPANIOLA. 
 
Ben Gunn was on deck alone, and as soon as we came on board he began, with wonderful 
contortions, to make us a confession. Silver was gone. The maroon had connived at his 
escape in a shore boat some hours ago, and he now assured us he had only done so to 
preserve our lives, which would certainly have been forfeit if "that man with the one leg 
had stayed aboard." But this was not all. The sea-cook had not gone empty- handed. He 
had cut through a bulkhead unobserved and had removed one of the sacks of coin, worth 
perhaps three or four hundred guineas, to help him on his further wanderings. 
 
I think we were all pleased to be so cheaply quit of him. 
 
Well, to make a long story short, we got a few hands on board, made a good cruise home, 
and the HISPANIOLA reached Bristol just as Mr. Blandly was beginning to think of 
fitting out her consort. Five men only of those who had sailed returned with her. "Drink 
and the devil had done for the rest," with a vengeance, although, to be sure, we were not 
quite in so bad a case as that other ship they sang about: 
 
With one man of her crew alive, What put to sea with seventy-five. 
 
All of us had an ample share of the treasure and used it wisely or foolishly, according to 
our natures. Captain Smollett is now retired from the sea. Gray not only saved his money, 
but being suddenly smit with the desire to rise, also studied his profession, and he is now 
mate and part owner of a fine full-rigged ship, married besides, and the father of a family. 
As for Ben Gunn, he got a thousand pounds, which he spent or lost in three weeks, or to 
be more exact, in nineteen days, for he was back begging on the twentieth. Then he was 
given a lodge to keep, exactly as he had feared upon the island; and he still lives, a great 
favourite, though something of a butt, with the country boys, and a notable singer in 
church on Sundays and saints' days. 
 
Of Silver we have heard no more. That formidable seafaring man with one leg has at last 
gone clean out of my life; but I dare say he met his old Negress, and perhaps still lives in 
comfort with her and Captain Flint. It is to be hoped so, I suppose, for his chances of 
comfort in another world are very small. 
 
The bar silver and the arms still lie, for all that I know, where Flint buried them; and 
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certainly they shall lie there for me. Oxen and wain-ropes would not bring me back again 
to that accursed island; and the worst dreams that ever I have are when I hear the surf 
booming about its coasts or start upright in bed with the sharp voice of Captain Flint still 
ringing in my ears: "Pieces of eight! Pieces of eight!" 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  
 
http://www.gradesaver.com/classicnotes/titles/treasure/about.html  
 
http://www.online-literature.com/stevenson/treasureisland/34/  
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 CHAPTER 23 :  A TALE OF TWO CITIES BY CHARLES 
DICKENS 

 
�

Background Information 
 
Charles Dickens (1812-1870), pen-named “Boz”, was perhaps the foremost novelist of 
the Victorian era. During his career Dickens achieved massive worldwide popularity, 
winning acclaim for his rich storytelling and memorable characters. In addition to his 
literary fame, Dickens was a vigorous social campaigner.  Though reared in the Church 
of England, his religious sympathies seemed to reside in Unitarianism, and these religious 
sympathies opposed to Biblical Christianity are subtly reflected in his novels.  As in other 
works by those opposed to sound Biblical Christianity, ‘good’ and ‘evil’ are subtly re-
defined from their Biblical definitions. 

 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
�

[This novel begins in 1775, set in France and England. Jerry Cruncher, an odd-job-man 
who works for Tellson’s Bank in England, stops the Dover mail-coach with an urgent 
message for Jarvis Lorry. The message instructs Lorry to wait at Dover for a young 
woman, and Lorry responds with the cryptic words, “Recalled to Life.” At Dover, Lorry 
is met by Lucie Manette, a young orphan whose father, a once-eminent doctor whom she 
supposed dead, has been discovered in France. Lorry escorts Lucie to Paris, where they 
meet Defarge, a former servant of Doctor Manette, who has kept Manette safe in a garret. 
Driven mad by eighteen years in the Bastille, Manette spends all of his time making 
shoes, a hobby he learned while in prison. Lorry assures Lucie that her love and devotion 
can recall her father to life, and indeed they do. 

The year moves forward to 1780. Charles Darnay stands accused of treason against the 
English crown. A bombastic lawyer named Stryver pleads Darnay’s case, but it is not 
until his drunk, good-for-nothing colleague, Sydney Carton, assists him that the court 
acquits Darnay. Carton clinches his argument by pointing out that he himself bears an 
uncanny resemblance to the defendant, which undermines the prosecution’s case for 
unmistakably identifying Darnay as the spy the authorities spotted. Lucie and Doctor 
Manette watched the court proceedings, and that night, Carton escorts Darnay to a tavern 
and asks how it feels to receive the sympathy of a woman like Lucie. Carton despises and 
resents Darnay because he reminds him of all that he himself has given up and might 
have been. 

In France, the cruel Marquis Evrémonde runs down a plebian child with his carriage. 
Manifesting an attitude typical of the aristocracy in regard to the poor at that time, the 
Marquis shows no regret, but instead curses the peasantry and hurries home to his 
chateau, where he awaits the arrival of his nephew, Darnay, from England. Arriving later 
that night, Darnay curses his uncle and the French aristocracy for its abominable 
treatment of the people. He renounces his identity as an Evrémonde and announces his 
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intention to return to England. That night, the Marquis is murdered; the murderer has left 
a note signed with the nickname adopted by French revolutionaries: “Jacques.” 

A year passes, and Darnay asks Manette for permission to marry Lucie. He says that, if 
Lucie accepts, he will reveal his true identity to Manette. Carton, meanwhile, also 
pledges his love to Lucie, admitting that, though his life is worthless, she has helped him 
dream of a better, more valuable existence. On the streets of London, Jerry Cruncher gets 
swept up in the funeral procession for a spy named Roger Cly. Later that night, he sneaks 
into the cemetery to steal and sell Cly’s body. In Paris, meanwhile, another English spy 
known as John Barsad drops into Defarge’s wine-shop. Barsad hopes to turn up evidence 
concerning the mounting revolution, which is still in its covert stages. Madame Defarge 
sits in the shop knitting a secret registry of those whom the revolution seeks to execute. 
Back in London, Darnay, on the morning of his wedding, keeps his promise to Manette; 
he reveals his true identity and, that night, Manette relapses into his old prison habit of 
making shoes. After nine days, Manette regains his presence of mind, and soon joins the 
newlyweds on their honeymoon. Upon Darnay’s return, Carton pays him a visit and asks 
for his friendship. Darnay assures Carton that he is always welcome in their home. 

The year shifts now to 1789. The peasants in Paris storm the Bastille and the French 
Revolution begins. The revolutionaries murder aristocrats in the streets, and Gabelle, a 
man charged with the maintenance of the Evrémonde estate, is imprisoned. Three years 
later, he writes to Darnay, asking to be rescued. Despite the threat of great danger to his 
person, Darnay departs immediately for France. 

As soon as Darnay arrives in Paris, the French revolutionaries arrest him as an emigrant. 
Lucie and Manette make their way to Paris in hopes of saving him. Darnay remains in 
prison for a year and three months before receiving a trial. In order to help free him, 
Manette uses his considerable influence with the revolutionaries, who sympathize with 
him for having served time in the Bastille. Darnay receives an acquittal, but that same 
night he is arrested again. The charges, this time, come from Defarge and his vengeful 
wife. Carton arrives in Paris with a plan to rescue Darnay and obtains the help of John 
Barsad, who turns out to be Solomon Pross, the long-lost brother of Miss Pross, Lucie’s 
loyal servant.  

At Darnay’s trial, Defarge produces a letter that he discovered in Manette’s old jail cell in 
the Bastille. The letter explains the cause of Manette’s imprisonment. Years ago, the 
brothers Evrémonde (Darnay’s father and uncle) enlisted Manette’s medical assistance. 
They asked him to tend to a woman, whom one of the brothers had raped, and her 
brother, whom the same brother had stabbed fatally. Fearing that Manette might report 
their misdeeds, the Evrémondes had him arrested. Upon hearing this story, the jury 
condemns Darnay for the crimes of his ancestors and sentences him to die within twenty-
four hours. That night, at the Defarge’s wine-shop, Carton overhears Madame Defarge 
plotting to have Lucie and her daughter (also Darnay’s daughter) executed as well; 
Madame Defarge, it turns out, is the surviving sibling of the man and woman killed by 
the Evrémondes. Carton arranges for the Manettes’ immediate departure from France. He 
then visits Darnay in prison, tricks him into changing clothes with him, and, after 
dictating a letter of explanation, drugs his friend unconscious. Barsad carries Darnay, 
now disguised as Carton, to an awaiting coach, while Carton, disguised as Darnay, awaits 
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execution. As Darnay, Lucie, their child, and Dr. Manette speed away from Paris, 
Madame Defarge arrives at Lucie’s apartment, as described in the chapter below.]  

Chapter 14 - The Knitting Done 
 

IN THAT SAME JUNCTURE Of time when the Fifty-Two awaited their fate Madame 
Defarge held darkly ominous council with The Vengeance and Jacques Three of the 
Revolutionary Jury. Not in the wine-shop did Madame Defarge confer with these 
ministers, but in the shed of the woodsawyer, erst a mender of roads. The sawyer himself 
did not participate in the conference, but abided at a little distance, like an outer satellite 
who was not to speak until required, or to offer an opinion until invited.  
"But our Defarge," said Jacques Three, "is undoubtedly a good Republican? Eh?"  
"There is no better," the voluble Vengeance protested in her shrill notes, "in France."  
"Peace, little Vengeance," said Madame Defarge, laying her hand with a slight frown on 
her lieutenant's lips, "hear me speak. My husband, fellow-citizen, is a good Republican 
and a bold man; he has deserved well of the Republic, and possesses its confidence. But 
my husband has his weaknesses, and he is so weak as to relent towards this Doctor."  
"It is a great pity," croaked Jacques Three, dubiously shaking his head, with his cruel 
fingers at his hungry mouth; "it is not quite like a good citizen; it is a thing to regret."  
"See you," said madame, "I care nothing for this Doctor, I. He may wear his head or lose 
it, for any interest I have in him; it is all one to me. But, the Evremonde people are to be 
exterminated, and the wife and child must follow the husband and father."  
"She has a fine head for it," croaked Jacques Three. "I have seen blue eyes and golden 
hair there, and they looked charming when Samson held them up." Ogre that he was, he 
spoke like an epicure.  
Madame Defarge cast down her eyes, and reflected a little.  
"The child also," observed Jacques Three, with a meditative enjoyment of his words, "has 
golden hair and blue eyes. And we seldom have a child there. It is a pretty sight!"  
"In a word," said Madame Defarge, coming out of her short abstraction, "I cannot trust 
my husband in this matter. Not only do I feel, since last night, that I dare not confide to 
him the details of my projects; but also I feel that if I delay, there is danger of his giving 
warning, and then they might escape."  
"That must never be," croaked Jacques Three; "no one must escape. We have not half 
enough as it is. We ought to have six score a day."  
"In a word," Madame Defarge went on, "my husband has not my reason for pursuing this 
family to annihilation, and I have not his reason for regarding this Doctor with any 
sensibility. I must act for myself, therefore. Come hither, little citizen."  
The wood-sawyer, who held her in the respect, and himself in the submission, of mortal 
fear, advanced with his hand to his red cap.  
"Touching those signals, little citizen," said Madame Defarge, sternly, "that she made to 
the prisoners; you are ready to bear witness to them this very day?"  
"Ay, ay, why not!" cried the sawyer. "Every day, in all weathers, from two to four, 
always signalling, sometimes with the little one, sometimes without. I know what I know. 
I have seen with my eyes."  
He made all manner of gestures while he spoke, as if in incidental imitation of some few 
of the great diversity of signals that he had never seen.  
"Clearly plots," said Jacques Three. "Transparently!"  
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"There is no doubt of the Jury?" inquired Madame Defarge, letting her eyes turn to him 
with a gloomy smile.  
"Rely upon the patriotic Jury, dear citizeness. I answer for my fellow Jurymen."  
"Now, let me see," said Madame Defarge, pondering again. "Yet once more! Can I spare 
this Doctor to my husband? I have no feeling either way. Can I spare him?"  
"He would count as one head," observed Jacques Three, in a low voice. "We really have 
not heads enough; it would be a pity, I think."  
"He was signalling with her when I saw her," argued Madame Defarge; "I cannot speak 
of one without the other; and I must not be silent, and trust the case wholly to him, this 
little citizen here. For, I am not a bad witness."  
The Vengeance and Jacques Three vied with each other in their fervent protestations that 
she was the most admirable and marvellous of witnesses. The little citizen, not to be 
outdone, declared her to be a celestial witness.  
"He must take his chance," said Madame Defarge. "No, I cannot spare him! You are 
engaged at three o'clock; you are going to see the batch of to-day executed.- You?"  
The question was addressed to the wood-sawyer, who hurriedly replied in the affirmative: 
seizing the occasion to add that he was the most ardent of Republicans, and that he would 
be in effect the most desolate of Republicans, if anything prevented him from enjoying 
the pleasure of smoking his afternoon pipe in the contemplation of the droll national 
barber. He was so very demonstrative herein, that he might have been suspected (perhaps 
was, by the dark eyes that looked contemptuously at him out of Madame Defarge's head) 
of having his small individual fears for his own personal safety, every hour in the day.  
"I," said madame, "am equally engaged at the same place. After it is over- say at eight to-
night- come you to me, in Saint Antoine, and we will give information against these 
people at my Section."  
The wood-sawyer said he would be proud and flattered to attend the citizeness. The 
citizeness looking at him, he became embarrassed, evaded her glance as a small dog 
would have done, retreated among his wood, and hid his confusion over the handle of his 
saw.  
Madame Defarge beckoned the Juryman and The Vengeance a little nearer to the door, 
and there expounded her further views to them thus:  
"She will now be at home, awaiting the moment of his death. She will be mourning and 
grieving. She will be in a state of mind to impeach the justice of the Republic. She will be 
full of sympathy with its enemies. I will go to her."  
"What an admirable woman; what an adorable woman!" exclaimed Jacques Three, 
rapturously. "Ah, my cherished!" cried The Vengeance; and embraced her.  
"Take you my knitting," said Madame Defarge, placing it in her lieutenant's hands, "and 
have it ready for me in my usual seat. Keep me my usual chair. Go you there, straight, for 
there will probably be a greater concourse than usual, to-day."  
"I willingly obey the orders of my Chief," said The Vengeance with alacrity, and kissing 
her cheek. "You will not be late?"  
"I shall be there before the commencement."  
"And before the tumbrils arrive. Be sure you are there, my soul," said The Vengeance, 
calling after her, for she had already turned into the street, "before the tumbrils arrive!"  
Madame Defarge slightly waved her hand, to imply that she heard, and might be relied 
upon to arrive in good time, and so went through the mud, and round the corner of the 
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prison wall. The Vengeance and the Juryman, looking after her as she walked away, were 
highly appreciative of her fine figure, and her superb moral endowments.  
There were many women at that time, upon whom the time laid a dreadfully disfiguring 
hand; but, there was not one among them more to be dreaded than this ruthless woman, 
now taking her way along the streets. Of a strong and fearless character, of shrewd sense 
and readiness, of great determination, of that kind of beauty which not only seems to 
impart to its possessor firmness and animosity, but to strike into others an instinctive 
recognition of those qualities; the troubled time would have heaved her up, under any 
circumstances. But, imbued from her childhood with a brooding sense of wrong, and an 
inveterate hatred of a class, opportunity had developed her into a tigress. She was 
absolutely without pity. If she had ever had the virtue in her, it had quite gone out of her.  
It was nothing to her, that an innocent man was to die for the sins of his forefathers; she 
saw, not him, but them. It was nothing to her, that his wife was to be made a widow and 
his daughter an orphan; that was insufficient punishment, because they were her natural 
enemies and her prey, and as such had no right to live. To appeal to her, was made 
hopeless by her having no sense of pity, even for herself. If she had been laid low in the 
streets, in any of the many encounters in which she had been engaged, she would not 
have pitied herself; nor, if she had been ordered to the axe to-morrow, would she have 
gone to it with any softer feeling than a fierce desire to change places with the man who 
sent here there.  
Such a heart Madame Defarge carried under her rough robe. Carelessly worn, it was a 
becoming robe enough, in a certain weird way, and her dark hair looked rich under her 
coarse red cap. Lying hidden in her bosom, was a loaded pistol. Lying hidden at her 
waist, was a sharpened dagger. Thus accoutred, and walking with the confident tread of 
such a character, and with the supple freedom of a woman who had habitually walked in 
her girlhood, bare-foot and bare-legged, on the brown sea-sand, Madame Defarge took 
her way along the streets.  
Now, when the journey of the travelling coach, at that very moment waiting for the 
completion of its load, had been planned out last night, the difficulty of taking Miss Pross 
in it had much engaged Mr. Lorry's attention. It was not merely desirable to avoid 
overloading the coach, but it was of the highest importance that the time occupied in 
examining it and its passengers, should be reduced to the utmost; since their escape might 
depend on the saving of only a few seconds here and there. Finally, he had proposed, 
after anxious consideration, that Miss Pross and Jerry, who were at liberty to leave the 
city, should leave it at three o'clock in the lightest-wheeled conveyance known to that 
period. Unencumbered with luggage, they would soon overtake the coach, and, passing it 
and preceding it on the road, would order its horses in advance, and greatly facilitate its 
progress during the precious hours of the night, when delay was the most to be dreaded.  
Seeing in this arrangement the hope of rendering real service in that pressing emergency, 
Miss Pross hailed it with joy. She and Jerry had beheld the coach start, had known who it 
was that Solomon brought, had passed some ten minutes in tortures of suspense, and were 
now concluding their arrangements to follow the coach, even as Madame Defarge, taking 
her way through the streets, now drew nearer and nearer to the else-deserted lodging in 
which they held their consultation.  
"Now what do you think, Mr. Cruncher," said Miss Pross, whose agitation was so great 
that she could hardly speak, or stand, or move, or live: "what do you think of our not 



 200

starting from this courtyard? Another carriage having already gone from here to-day, it 
might awaken suspicion."  
"My opinion, miss," returned Mr. Cruncher, "is as you're right. Likewise wot I'll stand by 
you, right or wrong."  
"I am so distracted with fear and hope for our precious creatures," said Miss Pross, wildly 
crying, "that I am incapable of forming any plan. Are you capable of forming any plan, 
my dear good Mr. Cruncher?"  
"Respectin' a future spear o' life, miss," returned Mr. Cruncher, "I hope so. Respectin' any 
present use o' this here blessed old head o' mind, I think not. Would you do me the 
favour, miss, to take notice o' two promises and wows wot it is my wishes fur to record in 
this here crisis?"  
"Oh, for gracious sake!" cried Miss Pross, still wildly crying, "record them at once, and 
get them out of the way, like an excellent man."  
"First," said Mr. Cruncher, who was all in a tremble, and who spoke with an ashy and 
solemn visage, "them poor things well out o' this, never no more will I do it, never no 
more!"  
"I am quite sure, Mr. Cruncher," returned Miss Pross, "that you never will do it again, 
whatever it is, and I be, you not to think it necessary to mention more particularly what it 
is."  
"No, miss," returned Jerry, "it shall not be named to you. Second: them poor things well 
out o' this, and never no more will I interfere with Mrs. Cruncher's flopping, never no 
more!"  
"Whatever housekeeping arrangement that may be," said Miss Pross, striving to dry her 
eyes and compose herself, "I have no doubt it is best that Mrs. Cruncher should have it 
entirely under her own superintendence.- O my poor darlings!"  
"I go so far as to say, miss, moreover," proceeded Mr. Cruncher, with a most alarming 
tendency to hold forth as from a pulpit- "and let my words be took down and took to Mrs. 
Cruncher through yourself- that wot my opinions respectin' flopping has undergone a 
change, and that wot I only hope with all my heart as Mrs. Cruncher may be a flopping at 
the present time."  
"There, there, there! I hope she is, my dear man," cried the distracted Miss Pross, "and I 
hope she finds it answering her expectations."  
"Forbid it," proceeded Mr. Cruncher, with additional solemnity, additional slowness, and 
additional tendency to hold forth and hold out, "as anything wot I have ever said or done 
should be visited on my earnest wishes for them poor creeturs now! Forbid it as we 
shouldn't all flop (if it was anyways conwenient) to get 'em out o' this here dismal risk! 
Forbid it, miss! Wot I say, for-BID it!" This was Mr. Cruncher's conclusion after a 
protracted but vain endeavour to find a better one.  
And still Madame Defarge, pursuing her way along the streets, came nearer and nearer.  
"If we ever get back to our native land," said Miss Pross, "you may rely upon my telling 
Mrs. Cruncher as much as I may be able to remember and understand of what you have 
so impressively said; and at all events you may be sure that I shall bear witness to your 
being thoroughly in earnest at this dreadful time. Now, pray let us think! My esteemed 
Mr. Cruncher, let us think!"  
Still, Madame Defarge, pursuing her way along the streets, came nearer and nearer.  
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"If you were to go before," said Miss Pross, "and stop the vehicle and horses from 
coming here, and were to wait somewhere for me; wouldn't that be best?"  
Mr. Cruncher thought it might be best.  
"Where could you wait for me?" asked Miss Pross.  
Mr. Cruncher was so bewildered that he could think of no locality but Temple Bar. Alas! 
Temple Bar was hundreds of miles away, and Madame Defarge was drawing very near 
indeed.  
"By the cathedral door," said Miss Pross. "Would it be much out of the way, to take me 
in, near the great cathedral door between the two towers?"  
"No, miss," answered Mr. Cruncher.  
"Then, like the best of men," said Miss Pross, "go to the posting-house straight, and make 
that change."  
"I am doubtful," said Mr. Cruncher, hesitating and shaking his head, "about leaving of 
you, you see. We don't know what may happen."  
"Heaven knows we don't," returned Miss Pross, "but have no fear for me. Take me in at 
the cathedral, at Three o'Clock, or as near it as you can, and I am sure it will be better 
than our going from here. I feel certain of it. There! Bless you, Mr. Cruncher! Think- not 
of me, but of the lives that may depend on both of us!"  
This exordium, and Miss Pross's two hands in quite agonised entreaty clasping his, 
decided Mr. Cruncher. With an encouraging nod or two, he immediately went out to alter 
the arrangements, and left her by herself to follow as she had proposed.  
The having originated a precaution which was already in course of execution, was a great 
relief to Miss Pross. The necessity of composing her appearance so that it should attract 
no special notice in the streets, was another relief. She looked at her watch, and it was 
twenty minutes past two. She had no time to lose, but must get ready at once.  
Afraid, in her extreme perturbation, of the loneliness of the deserted rooms, and of half-
imagined faces peeping from behind every open door in them, Miss Pross got a basin of 
cold water and began laving her eyes, which were swollen and red. Haunted by her 
feverish apprehensions, she could not bear to have her sight obscured for a minute at a 
time by the dripping water, but constantly paused and looked round to see that there was 
no one watching her. In one of those pauses she recoiled and cried out, for she saw a 
figure standing in the room.  
The basin fell to the ground broken, and the water flowed to the feet of Madame Defarge. 
By strange stern ways, and through much staining blood, those feet had come to meet that 
water.  
Madame Defarge looked coldly at her, and said, "The wife of Evremonde; where is she?"  
It flashed upon Miss Pross's mind that the doors were all standing open, and would 
suggest the flight. Her first act was to shut them. There were four in the room, and she 
shut them all. She then placed herself before the door of the chamber which Lucie had 
occupied.  
Madame Defarge's dark eyes followed her through this rapid movement, and rested on 
her when it was finished. Miss Pross had nothing beautiful about her; years had not tamed 
the wildness, or softened the grimness, of her appearance; but, she too was a determined 
woman in her different way, and she measured Madame Defarge with her eyes, every 
inch.  
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"You might, from your appearance, be the wife of Lucifer," said Miss Pross, in her 
breathing. "Nevertheless, you shall not get the better of me. I am an Englishwoman."  
Madame Defarge looked at her scornfully, but still with something of Miss Pross's own 
perception that they two were at bay. She saw a tight, hard, wiry woman before her, as 
Mr. Lorry had seen in the same figure a woman with a strong hand, in the years gone by. 
She knew full well that Miss Pross was the family's devoted friend; Miss Pross knew full 
well that Madame Defarge was the family's malevolent enemy.  
"On my way yonder," said Madame Defarge, with a slight movement of her hand towards 
the fatal spot, "where they reserve my chair and my knitting for me, I am come to make 
my compliments to her in passing. I wish to see her."  
"I know that your intentions are evil," said Miss Pross, "and you may depend upon it, I'll 
hold my own against them."  
Each spoke in her own language; neither understood the other's words; both were very 
watchful, and intent to deduce from look and manner, what the unintelligible words 
meant.  
"It will do her no good to keep herself concealed from me at this moment," said Madame 
Defarge. "Good patriots will know what that means. Let me see her. Go tell her that I 
wish to see her. Do you hear?"  
"If those eyes of yours were bed-winches," returned Miss Pross, "and I was an English 
four-poster, they shouldn't loose a splinter of me. No, you wicked foreign woman; I am 
your match."  
Madame Defarge was not likely to follow these idiomatic remarks in detail; but, she so 
far understood them as to perceive that she was set at naught.  
"Woman imbecile and pig-like!" said Madame Defarge, frowning. "I take no answer from 
you. I demand to see her. Either tell her that I demand to see her, or stand out of the way 
of the door and let me go to her!" This, with an angry explanatory wave of her right arm.  
"I little thought," said Miss Pross, "that I should ever want to understand your nonsensical 
language; but I would give all I have, except the clothes I wear, to know whether you 
suspect the truth, or any part of it."  
Neither of them for a single moment released the other's eyes. Madame Defarge had not 
moved from the spot where she stood when Miss Pross first became aware of her; but, 
she now advanced one step.  
"I am a Briton," said Miss Pross, "I am desperate. I don't care an English Twopence for 
myself. I know that the longer I keep you here, the greater hope there is for my Ladybird. 
I'll not leave a handful of that dark hair upon your head, if you lay a finger on me!"  
Thus Miss Pross, with a shake of her head and a flash of her eyes between every rapid 
sentence, and every rapid sentence a whole breath. Thus Miss Pross, who had never 
struck a blow in her life.  
But, her courage was of that emotional nature that it brought the irrepressible tears into 
her eyes. This was a courage that Madame Defarge so little comprehended as to mistake 
for weakness. "Ha, ha!" she laughed, "you poor wretch! What are you worth! I address 
myself to that Doctor." Then she raised her voice and called out, "Citizen Doctor! Wife of 
Evremonde! Child of Evremonde! Any person but this miserable fool, answer the 
Citizeness Defarge!"  
Perhaps the following silence, perhaps some latent disclosure in the expression of Miss 
Pross's face, perhaps a sudden misgiving apart from either suggestion, whispered to 
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Madame Defarge that they were gone. Three of the doors she opened swiftly, and looked 
in.  
"Those rooms are all in disorder, there has been hurried packing, there are odds and ends 
upon the ground. There is no one in that room behind you! Let me look."  
"Never!" said Miss Pross, who understood the request as perfectly as Madame Defarge 
understood the answer.  
"If they are not in that room, they are gone, and can be pursued and brought back," said 
Madame Defarge to herself.  
"As long as you don't know whether they are in that room or not, you are uncertain what 
to do," said Miss Pross to herself; "and you shall not know that, if I can prevent your 
knowing it; and know that, or not know that, you shall not leave here while I can hold 
you."  
"I have been in the streets from the first, nothing has stopped me, I will tear you to pieces, 
but I will have you from that door," said Madame Defarge.  
"We are alone at the top of a high house in a solitary courtyard, we are not likely to be 
heard, and I pray for bodily strength to keep you here, while every minute you are here is 
worth a hundred thousand guineas to my darling," said Miss Pross.  
Madame Defarge made at the door. Miss Pross, on the instinct of the moment, seized her 
round the waist in both her arms, and held her tight. It was in vain for Madame Defarge 
to struggle and to strike; Miss Pross, with the vigorous tenacity of love, always so much 
stronger than hate, clasped her tight, and even lifted her from the floor in the struggle that 
they had. The two hands of Madame Defarge buffeted and tore her face; but, Miss Pross, 
with her head down, held her round the waist, and clung to her with more than the hold of 
a drowning woman.  
Soon, Madame Defarge's hands ceased to strike, and felt at her encircled waist. "It is 
under my arm," said Miss Pross, in smothered tones, "you shall not draw it. I am stronger 
than you, I bless Heaven for it. I hold you till one or other of us faints or dies!"  
Madame Defarge's hands were at her bosom. Miss Pross looked up, saw what it was, 
struck at it, struck out a flash and a crash, and stood alone- blinded with smoke.  
All this was in a second. As the smoke cleared, leaving an awful stillness, it passed out on 
the air, like the soul of the furious woman whose body lay lifeless on the ground.  
In the first fright and horror of her situation, Miss Pross passed the body as far from it as 
she could, and ran down the stairs to call for fruitless help. Happily, she bethought herself 
of the consequences of what she did, in time to check herself and go back. It was dreadful 
to go in at the door again; but, she did go in, and even went near it, to get the bonnet and 
other things that she must wear. These she put on, out on the staircase, first shutting and 
locking the door and taking away the key. She then sat down on the stairs a few moments 
to breathe and to cry, and then got up and hurried away.  
By good fortune she had a veil on her bonnet, or she could hardly have gone along the 
streets without being stopped. By good fortune, too, she was naturally so peculiar in 
appearance as not to show disfigurement like any other woman. She needed both 
advantages, for the marks of griping fingers were deep in her face, and her hair was torn, 
and her dress (hastily composed with unsteady hands) was clutched and dragged a 
hundred ways.  
In crossing the bridge, she dropped the door key in the river. Arriving at the cathedral 
some few minutes before her escort, and waiting there, she thought, what if the key were 
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already taken in a net, what if it were identified, what if the door were opened and the 
remains discovered, what if she were stopped at the gate, sent to prison, and charged with 
murder! In the midst of these fluttering thoughts, the escort appeared, took her in, and 
took her away.  
"Is there any noise in the streets?" she asked him.  
"The usual noises," Mr. Cruncher replied; and looked surprised by the question and by 
her aspect.  
"I don't hear you," said Miss Pross. "What do you say?"  
It was in vain for Mr. Cruncher to repeat what he said; Miss Pross could not hear him. 
"So I'll nod my head," thought Mr. Cruncher, amazed, "at all events she'll see that." And 
she did.  
"Is there any noise in the streets now?" asked Miss Pross again, presently.  
Again Mr. Cruncher nodded his head.  
"I don't hear it."  
"Gone deaf in an hour?" said Mr. Cruncher, ruminating, with his mind much disturbed; 
"wot's come to her?"  
"I feel," said Miss Pross, "as if there had been a flash and a crash, and that crash was the 
last thing I should ever hear in this life."  
"Blest if she ain't in a queer condition!" said Mr. Cruncher, more and more disturbed. 
"Wot can she have been a takin', to keep her courage up? Hark! There's the roll of them 
dreadful carts! You can hear that, miss?"  
"I can hear," said Miss Pross, seeing that he spoke to her, "nothing. O, my good man, 
there was first a great crash, and then a great stillness, and that stillness seems to be fixed 
and unchangeable, never to be broken any more as long as my life lasts."  
"If she don't hear the roll of those dreadful carts, now very nigh their journey's end," said 
Mr. Cruncher, glancing over his shoulder, "it's my opinion that indeed she never will hear 
anything else in this world."  
And indeed she never did.  

[In the final chapter, found below, Sydney Carton meets his death at the guillotine.] 

Chapter 15 - The Footsteps Die Out For Ever 
 

ALONG THE PARIS STREETS, the death-carts rumble, hollow and harsh. Six tumbrils 
carry the day's wine to La Guillotine. All the devouring and insatiate Monsters imagined 
since imagination could record itself, are fused in the one realisation, Guillotine. And yet 
there is not in France, with its rich variety of soil and climate, a blade, a leaf, a root, a 
sprig, a peppercorn, which will grow to maturity under conditions more certain than those 
that have produced this horror. Crush humanity out of shape once more, under similar 
hammers, and it will twist itself into the same tortured forms. Sow the same seed of 
rapacious license and oppression over again, and it will surely yield the same fruit 
according to its kind.  
Six tumbrils roll along the streets. Change these back again to what they were, thou 
powerful enchanter, Time, and they shall be seen to be the carriages of absolute 
monarchs, the equipages of feudal nobles, the toilettes of flaring Jezebels, the churches 
that are not my father's house but dens of thieves, the huts of millions of starving 
peasants! No; the great magician who majestically works out the appointed order of the 
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Creator, never reverses his transformations. "If thou be changed into this shape by the 
will of God," say the seers to the enchanted, in the wise Arabian stories, "then remain so! 
But, if thou wear this form through mere passing conjuration, then resume thy former 
aspect!" Changeless and hopeless, the tumbrils roll along.  
As the sombre wheels of the six carts go round, they seem to plough up a long crooked 
furrow among the populace in the streets. Ridges of faces are thrown to this side and to 
that, and the ploughs go steadily onward. So used are the regular inhabitants of the 
houses to the spectacle, that in many windows there are no people, and in some the 
occupation of the hands is not so much as suspended, while, the eyes survey the faces in 
the tumbrils. Here and there, the inmate has visitors to see the sight; then he points his 
finger, with something of the complacency of a curator or authorised exponent, to this 
cart and to this, and seems to tell who sat here yesterday, and who there the day before.  
Of the riders in the tumbrils, some observe these things, and all things on their last 
roadside, with an impassive stare; others, with a lingering interest in the ways of life and 
men. Some, seated with drooping heads, are sunk in silent despair; again, there are some 
so heedful of their looks that they cast upon the multitude such glances as they have seen 
in theatres, and in pictures. Several close their eyes, and think, or try to get their straying 
thoughts together. Only one, and he a miserable creature, of a crazed aspect, is so 
shattered and made drunk by horror, that he sings, and tries to dance. Not one of the 
whole number appeals by look or gesture, to the pity of the people.  
There is a guard of sundry horsemen riding abreast of the tumbrils, and faces are often 
turned up to some of them, and they are asked some question. It would seem to be always 
the same question, for, it is always followed by a press of people towards the third cart. 
The horsemen abreast of that cart, frequently point out one man in it with their swords. 
The leading curiosity is, to know which is he; he stands at the back of the tumbril with his 
head bent down, to converse with a mere girl who sits on the side of the cart, and holds 
his hand. He has no curiosity or care for the scene about him, and always speaks to to the 
girl. Here and there in the long street of St. Honore, cries are raised against him. If they 
move him at all, it is only to a quiet smile, as he shakes his hair a little more loosely about 
his face. He cannot easily touch his face, his arms being bound.  
On the steps of a church, awaiting the coming-up of the tumbrils, stands the Spy and 
prison-sheep. He looks into the first of them: not there. He looks into the second: not 
there. He already asks himself, "Has he sacrificed me?" when his face clears, as he looks 
into the third.  
"Which is Evremonde?" says a man behind him.  
"That. At the back there."  
"With his hand in the girl's?"  
"Yes."  
The man cries, "Down, Evremonde To the Guillotine all aristocrats! Down, Evremonde!"  
"Hush, hush!" the Spy entreats him, timidly.  
"And why not, citizen?"  
"He is going to pay the forfeit: it will be paid in five minutes more. Let him be at peace."  
But the man continuing to exclaim, "Down, Evremonde!" the face of Evremonde is for a 
moment turned towards him. Evremonde then sees the Spy, and looks attentively at him, 
and goes his way.  



 206

The clocks are on the stroke of three, and the furrow ploughed among the populace is 
turning round, to come on into the place of execution, and end. The ridges thrown to this 
side and to that, now crumble in and close behind the last plough as it passes on, for all 
are following to the Guillotine. In front of it, seated in chairs, as in a garden of public 
diversion, are a number of women, busily knitting. On one of the foremost chairs, stands 
The Vengeance, looking about for her friend.  
"Therese!" she cries, in her shrill tones. "Who has seen her? Therese Defarge!"  
"She never missed before," says a knitting-woman of the sisterhood.  
"No; nor will she miss now," cries The Vengeance, petulantly.  
"Therese."  
"Louder," the woman recommends.  
Ay! Louder, Vengeance, much louder, and still she will scarcely hear thee. Louder yet, 
Vengeance, with a little oath or so added, and yet it will hardly bring her. Send other 
women up and down to seek her, lingering somewhere; and yet, although the messengers 
have done dread deeds, it is questionable whether of their own wills they will go far 
enough to find her!  
"Bad Fortune!" cries The Vengeance, stamping her foot in the chair, "and here are the 
tumbrils! And Evremonde will be despatched in a wink, and she not here! See her 
knitting in my hand, and her empty chair ready for her. I cry with vexation and 
disappointment!"  
As The Vengeance descends from her elevation to do it, the tumbrils begin to discharge 
their loads. The ministers of Sainte Guillotine are robed and ready. Crash!- A head is held 
up, and the knitting-women who scarcely lifted their eyes to look at it a moment ago 
when it could think and speak, count One.  
The second tumbril empties and moves on; the third comes up. Crash!- And the knitting-
women, never faltering or pausing in their work, count Two.  
The supposed Evremonde descends, and the seamstress is lifted out next after him. He 
has not relinquished her patient hand in getting out, but still holds it as he promised. He 
gently places her with her back to the crashing engine that constantly whirrs up and falls, 
and she looks into his face and thanks him.  
"But for you, dear stranger, I should not be so composed, for I am naturally a poor little 
thing, faint of heart; nor should I have been able to raise my thoughts to Him who was 
put to death, that we might have hope and comfort here to-day. I think you were sent to 
me by Heaven."  
"Or you to me," says Sydney Carton. "Keep your eyes upon me, dear child, and mind no 
other object."  
"I mind nothing while I hold your band. I shall mind nothing when I let it go, if they are 
rapid."  
"They will be rapid. Fear not!"  
The two stand in the fast-thinning throng of victims, but they speak as if they were alone. 
Eye to eye, voice to voice, hand to hand, heart to heart, these two children of the 
Universal Mother, else so wide apart and differing, have come together on the dark 
highway, to repair home together, and to rest in her bosom.  
"Brave and generous friend, will you let me ask you one last question? I am very 
ignorant, and it troubles me- just a little."  
"Tell me what it is."  
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"I have a cousin, an only relative and an orphan, like myself, whom I love very dearly. 
She is five years younger than I, and she lives in a farmer's house in the south country. 
Poverty parted us, and she knows nothing of my fate- for I cannot write- and if I could, 
how should I tell her! It is better as it is."  
"Yes, yes: better as it is."  
"What I have been thinking as we came along, and what I am still thinking now, as I look 
into your kind strong face which gives me so much support, is this:- If the Republic really 
does good to the poor, and they come to be less hungry, and in all ways to suffer less, she 
may live a long time: she may even live to be old."  
"What then, my gentle sister?"  
"Do you think:" the uncomplaining eyes in which there is so much endurance, fill with 
tears, and the lips part a little more and tremble: "that it will seem long to me, while I 
wait for her in the better land where I trust both you and I will be mercifully sheltered?"  
"It cannot be, my child; there is no Time there, and no trouble there."  
"You comfort me so much! I am so ignorant. Am I to kiss you now? Is the moment 
come?"  
"Yes."  
She kisses his lips; he kisses hers; they solemnly bless each other. The spare hand does 
not tremble as he releases it; nothing worse than a sweet, bright constancy is in the 
patient face. She goes next before him- is gone; the knitting-women count Twenty-Two.  
"I am the Resurrection and the Life, saith the Lord: he that believeth in me, though he 
were dead, yet shall he live: and whosoever liveth and believeth in me shall never die."  
The murmuring of many voices, the upturning of many faces, the pressing on of many 
footsteps in the outskirts of the crowd, so that it swells forward in a mass, like one great 
heave of water, all flashes away. Twenty-Three.  
They said of him, about the city that night, that it was the peacefullest man's face ever 
beheld there. Many added that he looked sublime and prophetic.  
One of the most remarkable sufferers by the same axe- a woman- had asked at the foot of 
the same scaffold, not long before, to be allowed to write down the thoughts that were 
inspiring her. If he had given any utterance to his, and they were prophetic, they would 
have been these:  
"I see Barsad, and Cly, Defarge, The Vengeance, the Juryman, the Judge, long ranks of 
the new oppressors who have risen on the destruction of the old, perishing by this 
retributive instrument, before it shall cease out of its present use. I see a beautiful city and 
a brilliant people rising from this abyss, and, in their struggles to be truly free, in their 
triumphs and defeats, through long long to come, I see the evil of this time and of the 
previous time of which this is the natural birth, gradually making expiation for itself and 
wearing out.  
"I see the lives for which I lay down my life, peaceful, useful, prosperous and happy, in 
that England which I shall see no more. I see Her with a child upon her bosom, who bears 
my name. I see her father, aged and bent, but otherwise restored, and faithful to all men 
in his healing office, and at peace. I see the good old man, so long their friend, in ten 
years' time enriching them with all he has, and passing tranquilly to his reward.  
"I see that I hold a sanctuary in their hearts, and in the hearts of their descendants, 
generations hence. I see her, an old woman, weeping for me on the anniversary of this 
day. I see her and her husband, their course done, lying side by side in their last earthly 
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bed, and I know that each was not more honoured and held sacred in the other's soul, than 
I was in the souls of both.  
"I see that child who lay upon her bosom and who bore my name, a man winning his way 
up in that path of life which once was mine. I see him winning it so well, that my name is 
made illustrious there by the light of his. I see the blots I threw upon it, faded away. I see 
him, foremost of just judges and honoured men, bringing a boy of my name, with a 
forehead that I know and golden hair, to this place- then fair to look upon, with not a 
trace of this day's disfigurement- and I hear him tell the child my story, with a tender and 
a faltering voice.  
"It is a far, far better thing that I do, than I have ever done; it is a far, far better rest that I 
go to than I have ever known."  
 
-THE END- .  

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.literature.org/authors/dickens-charles/two-cities/  
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 CHAPTER 24 : “OLD IRONSIDES” BY OLIVER WENDELL 
HOLMES�

Background Information 
 
Oliver Wendell Holmes’ (1809-1894) first popular poem was Old Ironsides, which he 
wrote in 1830 as a patriotic protest against the decision of the Secretary of Navy to 
destroy the fighting ship The USS Constitution (popularly known as Old Ironsides).  
Holmes was known as the leader of the Boston Brahmins, a group of upper-class poets, 
which included other famous writers such as Henry Wadsworth Longfellow and James 
Russel Lowell.  Holmes was an aggressive Unitarian and spent much time assaulting the 
Puritan theology of his forebears, as he did in his poem “The Deacon’s Masterpiece”. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

 

AY, tear her tatter'd ensign down!�

Long has it waved on high, 

And many an eye has danced to see 

That banner in the sky; 

Beneath it rung the battle shout, 

And burst the cannon's roar; 

The meteor of the ocean air 

Shall sweep the clouds no more! 

Her deck—once red with heroes' blood, 

Where knelt the vanquish'd foe, 

When winds were hurrying o'er the flood, 
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And waves were white below— 
No more shall feel the victor's tread, 

Or know the conquer'd knee; 

The harpies of the shore shall pluck 

The eagle of the sea! 

 

Oh! better that her shatter'd hulk�
Should sink beneath the wave; 
Her thunders shook the mighty deep, 
And there should be her grave; 
Nail to the mast her holy flag, 
Set every threadbare sail, 
And give her to the god of storms, 
The lightning and the gale! 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work 

Selections from the American poets / by William Cullen Bryant [electronic text] 

http://www.hti.umich.edu/cgi/t/text/text-idx?c=amverse;idno=BAH8718.0001.001  
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CHAPTER 25 :  THE SCARLET LETTER BY NATHANIEL 
HAWTHORNE 

�

Background Information 
 
Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864) was a 19th century American novelist and short story 
writer who, like Oliver Wendall Holmes, was critical of his Puritan forbears.  This 
disdain is reflected in his works such as The Scarlet Letter.  Nathaniel Hawthorne’s 
parents were Unitarian, but Nathaniel Hawthorne avoided all religious affiliation. 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

[The story begins in June 1642, in the Puritan town of Boston.  A crowd gathers to 
witness an official punishment of a young woman named Hester Prynne.  She has been 
found guilty of adultery and must wear a scarlet A on her dress as a sign of shame. 
Furthermore, she must stand on the scaffold for three hours, exposed to public 
humiliation. As Hester approaches the scaffold, many of the women in the crowd are 
angered by her beauty and quiet dignity. When demanded and cajoled to name the father 
of her child, Hester refuses. 

As Hester looks out over the crowd, she notices a small, 
misshapen man and recognizes him as her long-lost 
husband, who has been presumed lost at sea. When the 
husband sees Hester’s shame, he asks a man in the 
crowd about her and is told the story of his wife’s 
adultery. He angrily exclaims that the child’s father, the 
partner in the adulterous act, should also be punished 
and vows to find the man. He chooses a new name—
Roger Chillingworth—to aid him in his plan. 

Reverend John Wilson and the minister of her church, 
Arthur Dimmesdale, question Hester, but she refuses to 
name her lover. After she returns to her prison cell, the 

jailer brings in Roger Chillingworth, a physician, to calm Hester and her child with his 
roots and herbs. Dismissing the jailer, Chillingworth first treats Pearl, Hester’s baby, and 
then demands to know the name of the child’s father. When Hester refuses, he insists that 
she never reveal that he is her husband. If she ever does so, he warns her, he will destroy 
the child’s father. Hester agrees to Chillingworth’s terms even though she suspects she 
will regret it. 

Following her release from prison, Hester settles in a cottage at the edge of town and 
earns a meager living with her needlework. She lives a quiet, somber life with her 
daughter, Pearl. She is troubled by her daughter’s unusual character. As an infant, Pearl is 
fascinated by the scarlet A. As she grows older, Pearl becomes capricious and unruly. Her 
conduct starts rumors, and, not surprisingly, the church members suggest Pearl be taken 
away from Hester. 
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Hester, hearing the rumors that she may lose Pearl, goes to speak to Governor 
Bellingham. With him are Reverends Wilson and Dimmesdale. When Wilson questions 
Pearl about her catechism, she refuses to answer, even though she knows the correct 
response, thus jeopardizing her guardianship. Hester appeals to Reverend Dimmesdale in 
desperation, and the minister persuades the governor to let Pearl remain in Hester’s care. 

Because Reverend Dimmesdale’s health has begun to fail, the townspeople are happy to 
have Chillingworth, a newly arrived physician, take up lodgings with their beloved 
minister. Being in such close contact with Dimmesdale, Chillingworth begins to suspect 
that the minister’s illness is the result of some unconfessed guilt. He applies 
psychological pressure to the minister because he suspects Dimmesdale to be Pearl’s 
father. One evening, pulling the sleeping�Dimmesdale’s vestment aside, Chillingworth 
sees something startling on the sleeping minister’s pale chest: a scarlet A. 

Tormented by his guilty conscience, Dimmesdale goes to the square where Hester was 
punished years earlier. Climbing the scaffold, he sees Hester and Pearl and calls to them 
to join him. He admits his guilt to them but cannot find the courage to do so publicly. 
Suddenly Dimmesdale sees a meteor forming what appears to be a gigantic A in the sky; 
simultaneously, Pearl points toward the shadowy figure of Roger Chillingworth. Hester, 
shocked by Dimmesdale’s deterioration, decides to obtain a release from her vow of 
silence to her husband. In her discussion of this with Chillingworth, she tells him his 
obsession with revenge must be stopped in order to save his own soul. 

Several days later, Hester meets Dimmesdale in the forest, as described in the following 
excerpts from the work.]   

Chapter 17 
The Pastor and His Parishioner 
  
Slowly as the minister walked, he had almost gone by, before Hester Prynne could gather 
voice enough to attract his observation. At length, she succeeded. 
"Arthur Dimmesdale!" she said, faintly at first; then louder, but hoarsely. "Arthur 
Dimmesdale!" 
"Who speaks?" answered the minister. 
Gathering himself quickly up, he stood more erect, like a man taken by surprise in a 
mood to which he was reluctant to have witnesses. Throwing his eyes anxiously in the 
direction of the voice, he indistinctly beheld a form under the trees, clad in garments so 
sombre, and so little relieved from the gray twilight into which the clouded sky and the 
heavy foliage had darkened the noontide, that he knew not whether it were a woman or a 
shadow. It may be, that his pathway through life was haunted thus, by a spectre that had 
stolen out from among his thoughts. 
He made a step nigher, and discovered the scarlet letter. 
"Hester! Hester Prynne!" said he. "Is it thou? Art thou in life?" 
"Even so!" she answered. "In such life as has been mine these seven years past! And 
thou, Arthur Dimmesdale, dost thou yet live?" 
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It was no wonder that they thus questioned one another's actual and bodily existence, and 
even doubted of their own. So strangely did they meet, in the dim wood, that it was like 
the first encounter, in the world beyond the grave, of two spirits who had been intimately 
connected in their former life, but now stood coldly shuddering, in mutual dread; as not 
yet familiar with their state, nor wonted to the companionship of disembodied beings. 
Each a ghost, and awe-stricken at the other ghost! They were awe-stricken likewise at 
themselves; because the crisis flung back to them their consciousness, and revealed to 
each heart its history and experience, as life never does, except at such breathless epochs. 
The soul beheld its features in the mirror of the passing moment. It was with fear, and 
tremulously, and, as it were, by a slow, reluctant necessity, that Arthur Dimmesdale put 
forth his hand, chill as death, and touched the chill hand of Hester Prynne. The grasp, 
cold as it was, took away what was dreariest in the interview. They now felt themselves, 
at least, inhabitants of the same sphere. 
Without a word more spoken,--neither he nor she assuming the guidance, but with an 
unexpressed consent,--they glided back into the shadow of the woods, whence Hester had 
emerged, and sat down on the heap of moss where she and Pearl had before been sitting. 
When they found voice to speak, it was, at first, only to utter remarks and inquiries such 
as any two acquaintance might have made, about the gloomy sky, the threatening storm, 
and, next, the health of each. Thus they went onward, not boldly, but step by step, into 
the themes that were brooding deepest in their hearts. So long estranged by fate and 
circumstances, they needed something slight and casual to run before, and throw open the 
doors of intercourse, so that their real thoughts might be led across the threshold. 
After a while, the minister fixed his eyes on Hester Prynne's. 
"Hester," said he, "hast thou found peace?"  
She smiled drearily, looking down upon her bosom. 
"Hast thou?" she asked. 
"None!--nothing but despair!" he answered. "What else could I look for, being what I am, 
and leading such a life as mine? Were I an atheist,--a man devoid of conscience,--a 
wretch with coarse and brutal instincts,--I might have found peace, long ere now. Nay, I 
never should have lost it! But, as matters stand with my soul, whatever of good capacity 
there originally was in me, all of God's gifts that were the choicest have become the 
ministers of spiritual torment. Hester, I am most miserable!" 
"The people reverence thee," said Hester. "And surely thou workest good among them! 
Doth this bring thee no comfort?" 
"More misery, Hester!--only the more misery!" answered the clergyman, with a bitter 
smile. "As concerns the good which I may appear to do, I have no faith in it. It must 
needs be a delusion. What can a ruined soul, like mine, effect towards the redemption of 
other souls?--or a polluted soul, towards their purification? And as for the people's 
reverence, would that it were turned to scorn and hatred! Canst thou deem it, Hester, a 
consolation, that I must stand up in my pulpit, and meet so many eyes turned upward to 
my face, as if the light of heaven were beaming from it!--must see my flock hungry for 
the truth, and listening to my words as if a tongue of Pentecost were speaking!--and then 
look inward, and discern the black reality of what they idolize? I have laughed, in 
bitterness and agony of heart, at the contrast between what I seem and what I am! And 
Satan laughs at it!" 
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"You wrong yourself in this," said Hester gently. "You have deeply and sorely repented. 
Your sin is left behind you, in the days long past. Your present life is not less holy, in 
very truth, than it seems in people's eyes. Is there no reality in the penitence thus sealed 
and witnessed by good works? And wherefore should it not bring you peace?"  
"No, Hester, no!" replied the clergyman. "There is no substance in it! It is cold and dead, 
and can do nothing for me! Of penance I have had enough! Of penitence there has been 
none! Else, I should long ago have thrown off these garments of mock holiness, and have 
shown myself to mankind as they will see me at the judgment-seat. Happy are you, 
Hester, that wear the scarlet letter openly upon your bosom! Mine burns in secret! Thou 
little knowest what a relief it is, after the torment of a seven years' cheat, to look into an 
eye that recognizes me for what I am! Had I one friend,--or were it my worst enemy!--to 
whom, when sickened with the praises of all other men, I could daily betake myself, and 
be known as the vilest of all sinners, methinks my soul might keep itself alive thereby. 
Even thus much of truth would save me! But now, it is all falsehood!--all emptiness!--all 
death!" 
Hester Prynne looked into his face, but hesitated to speak. Yet, uttering his long-
restrained emotions so vehemently as he did, his words here offered her the very point of 
circumstances in which to interpose what she came to say. She conquered her fears, and 
spoke. 
"Such a friend as thou hast even now wished for," said she, "with whom to weep over thy 
sin, thou hast in me, the partner of it!"--Again she hesitated, but brought out the words 
with an effort.--"Thou hast long had such an enemy, and dwellest with him under the 
same roof!" 
The minister started to his feet, gasping for breath, and clutching at his heart as if he 
would have torn it out of his bosom. 
"Ha! What sayest thou?" cried he. "An enemy! And under mine own roof! What mean 
you?" 
Hester Prynne was now fully sensible of the deep injury for which she was responsible to 
this unhappy man, in permitting him to lie for so many years, or, indeed, for a single 
moment, at the mercy of one, whose purposes could not be other than malevolent. The 
very contiguity of his enemy, beneath whatever mask the latter might conceal himself, 
was enough to disturb the magnetic sphere of a being so sensitive as Arthur Dimmesdale. 
There had been a period when Hester was less alive to this consideration; or, perhaps, in 
the misanthropy of her own trouble, she left the minister to bear what she might picture to 
herself as a more tolerable doom. But of late, since the night of his vigil, all her 
sympathies towards him had been both softened and invigorated. She now read his heart 
more accurately. She doubted not, that the continual presence of Roger Chillingworth,--
the secret poison of his malignity, infecting all the air about him,--and his authorized 
interference, as a physician, with the minister's physical and spiritual infirmities,--that 
these bad opportunities had been turned to a cruel purpose. By means of them, the 
sufferer's conscience had been kept in an irritated state, the tendency of which was, not to 
cure by wholesome pain, but to disorganize and corrupt his spiritual being. Its result, on 
earth, could hardly fail to be insanity, and hereafter, that eternal alienation from the Good 
and True, of which madness is perhaps the earthly type. 
Such was the ruin to which she had brought the man, once,--nay, why should we not 
speak it?--still so passionately loved! Hester felt that the sacrifice of the clergyman's good 
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name, and death itself, as she had already told Roger Chillingworth, would have been 
infinitely preferable to the alternative which she had taken upon herself to choose. And 
now, rather than have had this grievous wrong to confess, she would gladly have laid 
down on the forest-leaves, and died there, at Arthur Dimmesdale's feet. 
"O Arthur," cried she, "forgive me! In all things else, I have striven to be true! Truth was 
the one virtue which I might have held fast, and did hold fast through all extremity; save 
when thy good,--thy life,--thy fame,--were put in question! Then I consented to a 
deception. But a lie is never good, even though death threaten on the other side! Dost 
thou not see what I would say? That old man!--the physician!--he whom they call Roger 
Chillingworth!--he was my husband!" 
The minister looked at her, for an instant, with all that violence of passion, which--
intermixed, in more shapes than one, with his higher, purer, softer qualities--was, in fact, 
the portion of him which the Devil claimed, and through which he sought to win the rest. 
Never was there a blacker or a fiercer frown, than Hester now encountered. For the brief 
space that it lasted, it was a dark transfiguration. But his character had been so much 
enfeebled by suffering, that even its lower energies were incapable of more than a 
temporary struggle. He sank down on the ground, and buried his face in his hands. 
"I might have known it!" murmured he. "I did know it! Was not the secret told me in the 
natural recoil of my heart, at the first sight of him, and as often as I have seen him since? 
Why did I not understand? O Hester Prynne, thou little, little knowest all the horror of 
this thing! And the shame!--the indelicacy!--the horrible ugliness of this exposure of a 
sick and guilty heart to the very eye that would gloat over it! Woman, woman, thou art 
accountable for this! I cannot forgive thee!" 
"Thou shalt forgive me!" cried Hester, flinging herself on the fallen leaves beside him. 
"Let God punish! Thou shalt forgive!" 
With sudden and desperate tenderness, she threw her arms around him, and pressed his 
head against her bosom; little caring though his cheek rested on the scarlet letter. He 
would have released himself, but strove in vain to do so. Hester would not set him free, 
lest he should look her sternly in the face. All the world had frowned on her,--for seven 
long years had it frowned upon this lonely woman,--and still she bore it all, nor ever once 
turned away her firm, sad eyes. Heaven, likewise, had frowned upon her, and she had not 
died. But the frown of this pale, weak, sinful, and sorrow-stricken man was what Hester 
could not bear, and live! 
"Wilt thou yet forgive me?" she repeated, over and over again. "Wilt thou not frown? 
Wilt thou forgive?" 
"I do forgive you, Hester," replied the minister, at length, with a deep utterance out of an 
abyss of sadness, but no anger. "I freely forgive you now. May God forgive us both! We 
are not, Hester, the worst sinners in the world. There is one worse than even the polluted 
priest! That old man's revenge has been blacker than my sin. He has violated, in cold 
blood, the sanctity of a human heart. Thou and I, Hester, never did so!" 
"Never, never!" whispered she. "What we did had a consecration of its own. We felt it so! 
We said so to each other! Hast thou forgotten it?" 
"Hush, Hester!" said Arthur Dimmesdale, rising from the ground. "No; I have not 
forgotten!" 
They sat down again, side by side, and hand clasped in hand, on the mossy trunk of the 
fallen tree. Life had never brought them a gloomier hour; it was the point whither their 
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pathway had so long been tending, and darkening ever, as it stole along;--and yet it 
inclosed a charm that made them linger upon it, and claim another, and another, and, after 
all, another moment. The forest was obscure around them, and creaked with a blast that 
was passing through it. The boughs were tossing heavily above their heads; while one 
solemn old tree groaned dolefully to another, as if telling the sad story of the pair that sat 
beneath, or constrained to forbode evil to come. 
And yet they lingered. How dreary looked the forest-track that led backward to the 
settlement, where Hester Prynne must take up again the burden of her ignominy, and the 
minister the hollow mockery of his good name! So they lingered an instant longer. No 
golden light had ever been so precious as the gloom of this dark forest. Here, seen only 
by his eyes, the scarlet letter need not burn into the bosom of the fallen woman! Here, 
seen only by her eyes, Arthur Dimmesdale, false to God and man, might be, for one 
moment, true! 
He started at a thought that suddenly occurred to him. 
"Hester!" cried he, "here is a new horror! Roger Chillingworth knows your purpose to 
reveal his true character. Will he continue, then, to keep our secret? What will now be the 
course of his revenge?" 
"There is a strange secrecy in his nature," replied Hester, thoughtfully; "and it has grown 
upon him by the hidden practices of his revenge. I deem it not likely that he will betray 
the secret. He will doubtless seek other means of satiating his dark passion." 
"And I!--how am I to live longer, breathing the same air with this deadly enemy?" 
exclaimed Arthur Dimmesdale, shrinking within himself, and pressing his hand nervously 
against his heart,--a gesture that had grown involuntary with him. "Think for me, Hester! 
Thou art strong. Resolve for me!" 
"Thou must dwell no longer with this man," said Hester, slowly and firmly. "Thy heart 
must be no longer under his evil eye!" 
"It were far worse than death!" replied the minister. "But how to avoid it? What choice 
remains to me? Shall I lie down again on these withered leaves, where I cast myself when 
thou didst tell me what he was? Must I sink down there, and die at once?" 
"Alas, what a ruin has befallen thee!" said Hester, with the tears gushing into her eyes. 
"Wilt thou die for very weakness? There is no other cause!" 
"The judgment of God is on me," answered the conscience-stricken priest. "It is too 
mighty for me to struggle with!" 
"Heaven would show mercy," rejoined Hester, "hadst thou but the strength to take 
advantage of it." 
"Be thou strong for me!" answered he. "Advise me what to do."  
"Is the world then so narrow?" exclaimed Hester Prynne, fixing her deep eyes on the 
minister's, and instinctively exercising a magnetic power over a spirit so shattered and 
subdued, that it could hardly hold itself erect. "Doth the universe lie within the compass 
of yonder town, which only a little time ago was but a leaf-strewn desert, as lonely as this 
around us? Whither leads yonder forest-track? Backward to the settlement, thou sayest! 
Yes; but onward, too! Deeper it goes, and deeper, into the wilderness, less plainly to be 
seen at every step; until, some few miles hence, the yellow leaves will show no vestige of 
the white man's tread. There thou art free! So brief a journey would bring thee from a 
world where thou hast been most wretched, to one where thou mayest still be happy! Is 



 217

there not shade enough in all this boundless forest to hide thy heart from the gaze of 
Roger Chillingworth?" 
"Yes, Hester; but only under the fallen leaves!" replied the minister, with a sad smile. 
"Then there is the broad pathway of the sea!" continued Hester. "It brought thee hither. If 
thou so choose, it will bear thee back again. In our native land, whether in some remote 
rural village or in vast London,--or, surely, in Germany, in France, in pleasant Italy,--thou 
wouldst be beyond his power and knowledge! And what hast thou to do with all these 
iron men, and their opinions? They have kept thy better part in bondage too long 
already!" 
"It cannot be!" answered the minister, listening as if he were called upon to realize a 
dream. "I am powerless to go. Wretched and sinful as I am, I have had no other thought 
than to drag on my earthly existence in the sphere where Providence hath placed me. Lost 
as my own soul is, I would still do what I may for other human souls! I dare not quit my 
post, though an unfaithful sentinel, whose sure reward is death and dishonor, when his 
dreary watch shall come to an end!"  
"Thou art crushed under this seven years' weight of misery," replied Hester, fervently 
resolved to buoy him up with her own energy. "But thou shalt leave it all behind thee! It 
shall not cumber thy steps, as thou treadest along the forest-path; neither shalt thou 
freight the ship with it, if thou prefer to cross the sea. Leave this wreck and ruin here 
where it hath happened! Meddle no more with it! Begin all anew! Hast thou exhausted 
possibility in the failure of this one trial? Not so! The future is yet full of trial and 
success. There is happiness to be enjoyed! There is good to be done! Exchange this false 
life of thine for a true one. Be, if thy spirit summon thee to such a mission, the teacher 
and apostle of the red men. Or,--as is more thy nature,--be a scholar and a sage among the 
wisest and the most renowned of the cultivated world. Preach! Write! Act! Do any thing, 
save to lie down and die! Give up this name of Arthur Dimmesdale, and make thyself 
another, and a high one, such as thou canst wear without fear or shame. Why shouldst 
thou tarry so much as one other day in the torments that have so gnawed into thy life!--
that have made thee feeble to will and to do!--that will leave thee powerless even to 
repent! Up, and away!" 
"O Hester!" cried Arthur Dimmesdale, in whose eyes a fitful light, kindled by her 
enthusiasm, flashed up and died away, "thou tellest of running a race to a man whose 
knees are tottering beneath him! I must die here. There is not the strength or courage left 
me to venture into the wide, strange, difficult world, alone!" 
It was the last expression of the despondency of a broken spirit. He lacked energy to 
grasp the better fortune that seemed within his reach. 
He repeated the word. 
"Alone, Hester!" 
"Thou shall not go alone!" answered she, in a deep whisper. 
Then, all was spoken! 
 
Chapter 18 
A Flood of Sunshine 
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Arthur Dimmesdale gazed into Hester's face with a look in which hope and joy shone out, 
indeed, but with fear betwixt them, and a kind of horror at her boldness, who had spoken 
what he vaguely hinted at, but dared not speak. 
But Hester Prynne, with a mind of native courage and activity, and for so long a period 
not merely estranged, but outlawed, from society, had habituated herself to such latitude 
of speculation as was altogether foreign to the clergyman. She had wandered, without 
rule or guidance, in a moral wilderness; as vast, as intricate and shadowy, as the untamed 
forest, amid the gloom of which they were now holding a colloquy that was to decide 
their fate. Her intellect and heart had their home, as it were, in desert places, where she 
roamed as freely as the wild Indian in his woods. For years past she had looked from this 
estranged point of view at human institutions, and whatever priests or legislators had 
established; criticizing all with hardly more reverence than the Indian would feel for the 
clerical band, the judicial robe, the pillory, the gallows, the fireside, or the church. The 
tendency of her fate and fortunes had been to set her free. The scarlet letter was her 
passport into regions where other women dared not tread. Shame, Despair, Solitude! 
These had been her teachers,--stern and wild ones,--and they had made her strong, but 
taught her much amiss. 
The minister, on the other hand, had never gone through an experience calculated to lead 
him beyond the scope of generally received laws; although, in a single instance, he had so 
fearfully transgressed one of the most sacred of them. But this had been a sin of passion, 
not of principle, nor even purpose. Since that wretched epoch, he had watched, with 
morbid zeal and minuteness, not his acts,--for those it was easy to arrange,--but each 
breath of emotion, and his every thought. At the head of the social system, as the 
clergymen of that day stood, he was only the more trammelled by its regulations, its 
principles, and even its prejudices. As a priest, the framework of his order inevitably 
hemmed him in. As a man who had once sinned, but who kept his conscience all alive 
and painfully sensitive by the fretting of an unhealed wound, he might have been 
supposed safer within the line of virtue, than if he had never sinned at all. 
Thus, we seem to see that, as regarded Hester Prynne, the whole seven years of outlaw 
and ignominy had been little other than a preparation for this very hour. But Arthur 
Dimmesdale! Were such a man once more to fall, what plea could be urged in 
extenuation of his crime? None; unless it avail him somewhat, that he was broken down 
by long and exquisite suffering; that his mind was darkened and confused by the very 
remorse which harrowed it; that, between fleeing as an avowed criminal, and remaining 
as a hypocrite, conscience might find it hard to strike the balance; that it was human to 
avoid the peril of death and infamy, and the inscrutable machinations of an enemy; that, 
finally, to this poor pilgrim, on his dreary and desert path, faint, sick, miserable, there 
appeared a glimpse of human affection and sympathy, a new life, and a true one, in 
exchange for the heavy doom which he was now expiating. And be the stern and sad truth 
spoken, that the breach which guilt has once made into the human soul is never, in this 
mortal state, repaired. It may be watched and guarded; so that the enemy shall not force 
his way again into the citadel, and might even, in his subsequent assaults, select some 
other avenue, in preference to that where he had formerly succeeded. But there is still the 
ruined wall, and, near it, the stealthy tread of the foe that would win over again his 
unforgotten triumph. 
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The struggle, if there were one, need not be described. Let it suffice, that the clergyman 
resolved to flee, and not alone. 
"If, in all these past seven years," thought he, "I could recall one instant of peace or hope, 
I would yet endure, for the sake of that earnest of Heaven's mercy. But now,--since I am 
irrevocably doomed,--wherefore should I not snatch the solace allowed to the condemned 
culprit before his execution? Or, if this be the path to a better life, as Hester would 
persuade me, I surely give up no fairer prospect by pursuing it! Neither can I any longer 
live without her companionship; so powerful is she to sustain,--so tender to soothe! O 
Thou to whom I dare not lift mine eyes, wilt Thou yet pardon me!" 
"Thou wilt go!" said Hester calmly, as he met her glance. 
The decision once made, a glow of strange enjoyment threw its flickering brightness over 
the trouble of his breast. It was the exhilarating effect--upon a prisoner just escaped from 
the dungeon of his own heart--of breathing the wild, free atmosphere of an unredeemed, 
unchristianized, lawless region. His spirit rose, as it were, with a bound, and attained a 
nearer prospect of the sky, than throughout all the misery which had kept him grovelling 
on the earth. Of a deeply religious temperament, there was inevitably a tinge of the 
devotional in his mood. 
"Do I feel joy again?" cried he, wondering at himself. "Methought the germ of it was 
dead in me! O Hester, thou art my better angel! I seem to have flung myself--sick, sin-
stained, and sorrow-blackened--down upon these forest-leaves, and to have risen up all 
made anew, and with new powers to glorify Him that hath been merciful! This is already 
the better life! Why did we not find it sooner?" 
"Let us not look back," answered Hester Prynne. "The past is gone! Wherefore should we 
linger upon it now? See! With this symbol, I undo it all, and make it as if it had never 
been!" 
So speaking, she undid the clasp that fastened the scarlet letter, and, taking it from her 
bosom, threw it to a distance among the withered leaves. The mystic token alighted on 
the hither verge of the stream. With a hand's breadth farther flight it would have fallen 
into the water, and have given the little brook another woe to carry onward, besides the 
unintelligible tale which it still kept murmuring about. But there lay the embroidered 
letter, glittering like a lost jewel, which some ill-fated wanderer might pick up, and 
thenceforth be haunted by strange phantoms of guilt, sinkings of the heart, and 
unaccountable misfortune. 
The stigma gone, Hester heaved a long, deep sigh, in which the burden of shame and 
anguish departed from her spirit. O exquisite relief! She had not known the weight, until 
she felt the freedom! By another impulse, she took off the formal cap that confined her 
hair; and down it fell upon her shoulders, dark and rich, with at once a shadow and a light 
in its abundance, and imparting the charm of softness to her features. There played 
around her mouth, and beamed out of her eyes, a radiant and tender smile, that seemed 
gushing from the very heart of womanhood. A crimson flush was glowing on her cheek, 
that had been long so pale. Her sex, her youth, and the whole richness of her beauty, 
came back from what men call the irrevocable past, and clustered themselves, with her 
maiden hope, and a happiness before unknown, within the magic circle of this hour. And, 
as if the gloom of the earth and sky had been but the effluence of these two mortal hearts, 
it vanished with their sorrow. All at once, as with a sudden smile of heaven, forth burst 
the sunshine, pouring a very flood into the obscure forest, gladdening each green leaf, 
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transmuting the yellow fallen ones to gold, and gleaming adown the gray trunks of the 
solemn trees. The objects that had made a shadow hitherto, embodied the brightness now. 
The course of the little brook might be traced by its merry gleam afar into the wood's 
heart of mystery, which had become a mystery of joy. 
Such was the sympathy of Nature--that wild, heathen Nature of the forest, never 
subjugated by human law, nor illumined by higher truth--with the bliss of these two 
spirits! Love, whether newly born, or aroused from a deathlike slumber, must always 
create a sunshine, filling the heart so full of radiance, that it overflows upon the outward 
world. Had the forest still kept its gloom, it would have been bright in Hester's eyes, and 
bright in Arthur Dimmesdale's! 
Hester looked at him with the thrill of another joy. 
"Thou must know Pearl!" said she. "Our little Pearl! Thou hast seen her,--yes, I know it!--
but thou wilt see her now with other eyes. She is a strange child! I hardly comprehend 
her! But thou wilt love her dearly, as I do, and wilt advise me how to deal with her." 
"Dost thou think the child will be glad to know me?" asked the minister, somewhat 
uneasily. "I have long shrunk from children, because they often show a distrust,--a 
backwardness to be familiar with me. I have even been afraid of little Pearl!" 
"Ah, that was sad!" answered the mother. "But she will love thee dearly, and thou her. 
She is not far off. I will call her! Pearl! Pearl!" 
"I see the child," observed the minister. "Yonder she is, standing in a streak of sunshine, a 
good way off, on the other side of the brook. So thou thinkest the child will love me?" 
Hester smiled, and again called to Pearl, who was visible, at some distance, as the 
minister had described her, like a bright-apparelled vision, in a sunbeam, which fell down 
upon her through an arch of boughs. The ray quivered to and fro, making her figure dim 
or distinct,--now like a real child, now like a child's spirit,--as the splendor went and 
came again. She heard her mother's voice, and approached slowly through the forest… 

[Returning to town, Dimmesdale loses heart in their plan: he has become a changed man 
and knows he is dying. Meanwhile, Hester is informed by the captain of the ship on 
which she arranged passage for their escape that Roger Chillingworth will also be a 
passenger.  On Election Day, Dimmesdale gives what is declared to be one of his most 
inspired sermons. But as the procession leaves the church, Dimmesdale stumbles and 
almost falls. Seeing Hester and Pearl in the crowd watching the parade, he climbs upon 
the scaffold and confesses his sin, dying in Hester’s arms. Later, witnesses swear that 
they saw a stigmata in the form of a scarlet A upon his chest. Chillingworth, losing his 
revenge, dies shortly thereafter and leaves Pearl a great deal of money, enabling her to go 
to Europe with her mother and make a wealthy marriage.  Several years later, Hester 
returns to Boston, resumes wearing the scarlet letter, and becomes a person to whom 
other women turn for solace. When she dies, she is buried near the grave of Dimmesdale, 
and they share a simple slate tombstone with the inscription “On a field, sable, the letter 
A gules.”] 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.eldritchpress.org/nh/sl.html  
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CHAPTER 26 : THE LADY OF SHALLOT BY ALFRED LORD 
TENNYSON 

 
Background Information 
 

Alfred Lord Tennyson (1809-1892) was Poet Laureate of the United Kingdom after 
William Wordsworth and is one of the most popular English poets.  Below is one of his 
most famous poems. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 

 

On either side the river lie  
Long fields of barley and of rye,  
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;  
And through the field the road run by  
To many-tower'd Camelot;  
And up and down the people go,  
Gazing where the lilies blow  
Round an island there below,  
The island of Shalott.  
Willows whiten, aspens quiver,  
Little breezes dusk and shiver  
Through the wave that runs for ever  
By the island in the river  
Flowing down to Camelot.  
Four grey walls, and four grey towers,  
Overlook a space of flowers,  
And the silent isle imbowers  
The Lady of Shalott.  
By the margin, willow veil'd, 
Slide the heavy barges trail'd  
By slow horses; and unhail'd  
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd 
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Skimming down to Camelot:  
But who hath seen her wave her hand?  
Or at the casement seen her stand?  
Or is she known in all the land,  
The Lady of Shalott?  
Only reapers, reaping early,  
In among the bearded barley  
Hear a song that echoes cheerly  
From the river winding clearly;  
Down to tower'd Camelot;  
And by the moon the reaper weary,  
Piling sheaves in uplands airy,  
Listening, whispers, " 'Tis the fairy  
The Lady of Shalott."  
There she weaves by night and day  
A magic web with colours gay.  
She has heard a whisper say,  
A curse is on her if she stay  
To look down to Camelot.  
She knows not what the curse may be,  
And so she weaveth steadily,  
And little other care hath she,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
And moving through a mirror clear  
That hangs before her all the year,  
Shadows of the world appear.  
There she sees the highway near  
Winding down to Camelot;  
There the river eddy whirls,  
And there the surly village churls,  
And the red cloaks of market girls  
Pass onward from Shalott.  
Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,  
An abbot on an ambling pad,  
Sometimes a curly shepherd lad,  
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad  
Goes by to tower'd Camelot;  
And sometimes through the mirror blue  
The knights come riding two and two.  
She hath no loyal Knight and true,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
But in her web she still delights  
To weave the mirror's magic sights,  
For often through the silent nights  
A funeral, with plumes and lights  
And music, went to Camelot;  
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Or when the Moon was overhead,  
Came two young lovers lately wed.  
"I am half sick of shadows," said  
The Lady of Shalott.  
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,  
He rode between the barley sheaves,  
The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,  
And flamed upon the brazen greaves  
Of bold Sir Lancelot.  
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd  
To a lady in his shield,  
That sparkled on the yellow field,  
Beside remote Shalott.  
The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,  
Like to some branch of stars we see  
Hung in the golden Galaxy.  
The bridle bells rang merrily  
As he rode down to Camelot:  
And from his blazon'd baldric slung  
A mighty silver bugle hung,  
And as he rode his armor rung  
Beside remote Shalott.  
All in the blue unclouded weather  
Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,  
The helmet and the helmet-feather  
Burn'd like one burning flame together,  
As he rode down to Camelot.  
As often thro' the purple night,  
Below the starry clusters bright,  
Some bearded meteor, burning bright,  
Moves over still Shalott.  
His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;  
On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;  
From underneath his helmet flow'd  
His coal-black curls as on he rode,  
As he rode down to Camelot.  
From the bank and from the river  
He flashed into the crystal mirror,  
"Tirra lirra," by the river  
Sang Sir Lancelot.  
She left the web, she left the loom,  
She made three paces through the room,  
She saw the water-lily bloom,  
She saw the helmet and the plume,  
She look'd down to Camelot.  
Out flew the web and floated wide;  
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The mirror crack'd from side to side;  
"The curse is come upon me," cried  
The Lady of Shalott.  
In the stormy east-wind straining,  
The pale yellow woods were waning,  
The broad stream in his banks complaining.  
Heavily the low sky raining  
Over tower'd Camelot;  
Down she came and found a boat  
Beneath a willow left afloat,  
And around about the prow she wrote  
The Lady of Shalott.  
And down the river's dim expanse  
Like some bold seer in a trance,  
Seeing all his own mischance --  
With a glassy countenance  
Did she look to Camelot.  
And at the closing of the day  
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;  
The broad stream bore her far away,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Lying, robed in snowy white  
That loosely flew to left and right --  
The leaves upon her falling light --  
Thro' the noises of the night,  
She floated down to Camelot:  
And as the boat-head wound along  
The willowy hills and fields among,  
They heard her singing her last song,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Heard a carol, mournful, holy,  
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,  
Till her blood was frozen slowly,  
And her eyes were darkened wholly,  
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.  
For ere she reach'd upon the tide  
The first house by the water-side,  
Singing in her song she died,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Under tower and balcony,  
By garden-wall and gallery,  
A gleaming shape she floated by,  
Dead-pale between the houses high,  
Silent into Camelot.  
Out upon the wharfs they came,  
Knight and Burgher, Lord and Dame,  
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And around the prow they read her name,  
The Lady of Shalott.  
Who is this? And what is here?  
And in the lighted palace near  
Died the sound of royal cheer;  
And they crossed themselves for fear,  
All the Knights at Camelot;  
But Lancelot mused a little space  
He said, "She has a lovely face;  
God in his mercy lend her grace,  
The Lady of Shalott." 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  
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CHAPTER 27  : TESS OF THE D’URBERVILLES BY THOMAS 
HARDY 

 
Background Information 
 
Thomas Hardy (1840-1928) was an English novelist, short story writer, and poet of the 
naturalist movement.  The naturalist movement delineated characters struggling against 
their passions and circumstances. The bulk of his work, set mainly in the semi-imaginary 
county of Wessex in England, is marked by poetic descriptions and fatalism. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
[A poor peddler named John Durbeyfield comes to believe that he is the descendent of an 
ancient noble family, the d’Urbervilles. Meanwhile, Tess, his eldest daughter, joins the 
other village girls in the May Day dance, where Tess briefly exchanges glances with a 
young man, she will later meet again. Mr. Durbeyfield and his wife decide to send Tess 
to the d’Urberville mansion.  It turns out that Mrs. d’Urberville is no relation to Tess at 
all: her husband, the merchant Simon Stokes, simply changed his name to d’Urberville 
after he retired. But Tess does not know this fact, and when the lascivious Alec 
d’Urberville, Mrs. d’Urberville’s son, procures Tess a job tending fowls on the 
d’Urberville estate, Tess has no choice but to accept, since she blames herself for an 
accident involving the family’s horse, its only means of income. 

Tess spends several months at this job, resisting Alec’s attempts to seduce her. Finally, 
Alec takes advantage of her in the woods one night after a fair. Tess knows she does not 
love Alec. She returns home to her family to give birth to Alec’s child, whom she 
christens Sorrow. Sorrow dies soon after he is born, and Tess spends a miserable year at 
home before deciding to seek work elsewhere. She finally accepts a job as a milkmaid at 
the Talbothays Dairy. 

At Talbothays, Tess enjoys a period of contentment and happiness, and there meets a man 
named Angel Clare.  He turns out to be the man from the May Day dance. Tess and 
Angel slowly fall in love. They grow closer throughout Tess’s time at Talbothays, and 
she eventually accepts his proposal of marriage. Still, she is troubled by pangs of 
conscience and feels she should tell Angel about her past. She writes him a confessional 
note and slips it under his door, but it slides under the carpet and Angel never sees it.  But 
after their wedding, Angel and Tess both confess premarital indiscretions, as described in 
the chapters below.] 

Phase the Fourth: The Consequence 
Chapter XXXIV 
 
They drove by the level road along the valley to a distance of a few miles, and, reaching 
Wellbridge, turned away from the village to the left, and over the great Elizabethan 
bridge which gives the place half its name. Immediately behind it stood the house 
wherein they had engaged lodgings, whose exterior features are so well known to all 
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travellers through the Froom Valley; once portion of a fine manorial residence, and the 
property and seat of a d'Urberville, but since its partial demolition a farmhouse. 
 
"Welcome to one of your ancestral mansions!" said Clare as he handed her down. But he 
regretted the pleasantry; it was too near a satire. On entering they found that, though they 
had only engaged a couple of rooms, the farmer had taken advantage of their proposed 
presence during the coming days to pay a New Year's visit to some friends, leaving a 
woman from a neighbouring cottage to minister to their few wants. The absoluteness of 
possession pleased them, and they realized it as the first moment of their experience 
under their own exclusive roof-tree. 
 
But he found that the mouldy old habitation somewhat depressed his bride. When the 
carriage was gone they ascended the stairs to wash their hands, the charwoman showing 
the way. On the landing Tess stopped and started. 
 
"What's the matter?" said he. 
 
"Those horrid women!" she answered with a smile. "How they frightened me." 
 
He looked up, and perceived two life-size portraits on panels built into the masonry. As 
all visitors to the mansion are aware, these paintings represent women of middle age, of a 
date some two hundred years ago, whose lineaments once seen can never be forgotten. 
The long pointed features, narrow eye, and smirk of the one, so suggestive of merciless 
treachery; the bill-hook nose, large teeth, and bold eye of the other suggesting arrogance 
to the point of ferocity, haunt the beholder afterwards in his dreams. 
 
"Whose portraits are those?" asked Clare of the charwoman. 
 
"I have been told by old folk that they were ladies of the d'Urberville�family, the ancient 
lords of this manor," she said, "Owing to their being builded into the wall they can't be 
moved away." 
 
The unpleasantness of the matter was that, in addition to their effect upon Tess, her fine 
features were unquestionably traceable in these exaggerated forms. He said nothing of 
this, however, and, regretting that he had gone out of his way to choose the house for 
their bridal time, went on into the adjoining room. The place having been rather hastily 
prepared for them they washed their hands in one basin. Clare touched hers under the 
water. 
 
"Which are my fingers and which are yours?" he said, looking up. "They are very much 
mixed." 
 
"They are all yours," said she, very prettily, and endeavoured to be gayer than she was. 
He had not been displeased with her thoughtfulness on such an occasion; it was what 
every sensible woman would show: but Tess knew that she had been thoughtful to 
excess, and struggled against it. 
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The sun was so low on that short last afternoon of the year that it shone in through a 
small opening and formed a golden staff which stretched across to her skirt, where it 
made a spot like a paint-mark set upon her. They went into the ancient parlour to tea, and 
here they shared their first common meal alone. Such was their childishness, or rather his, 
that he found it interesting to use the same bread-and-butter plate as herself, and to brush 
crumbs from her lips with his own. He wondered a little that she did not enter into these 
frivolities with his own zest. 
 
Looking at her silently for a long time; "She is a dear dear Tess," he thought to himself, 
as one deciding on the true construction of a difficult passage. "Do I realize solemnly 
enough how utterly and irretrievably this little womanly thing is the creature of my good 
or bad faith and fortune? I think not. I think I could not, unless I were a woman myself. 
What I am in worldly estate, she is. What I become, she must become. What I cannot be, 
she cannot be. And shall I ever neglect her, or hurt her, or even forget to consider her? 
God forbid such a crime!" 
 
They sat on over the tea-table waiting for their luggage, which the dairyman had 
promised to send before it grew dark. But evening began to close in, and the luggage did 
not arrive, and they had brought nothing more than they stood in. With the departure of 
the sun the calm mood of the winter day changed. Out of doors there began noises as of 
silk smartly rubbed; the restful dead leaves of the preceding autumn were stirred to 
irritated resurrection, and whirled about unwillingly, and tapped against the shutters. It 
soon began to rain. 
 
"That cock knew the weather was going to change," said Clare. 
 
The woman who had attended upon them had gone home for the night, but she had 
placed candles upon the table, and now they lit them. Each candle-flame drew towards 
the fireplace. 
 
"These old houses are so draughty," continued Angel, looking at the flames, and at the 
grease guttering down the sides. "I wonder where that luggage is. We haven't even a 
brush and comb." 
 
"I don't know," she answered, absent-minded. 
 
"Tess, you are not a bit cheerful this evening--not at all as you used to be. Those 
harridans on the panels upstairs have unsettled you. I am sorry I brought you here. I 
wonder if you really love me, after all?" He knew that she did, and the words had no 
serious intent; but she was surcharged with emotion, and winced like a wounded animal. 
Though she tried not to shed tears she could not help showing one or two. 
 
"I did not mean it!" said he, sorry. "You are worried at not having your things, I know. I 
cannot think why old Jonathan has not come with them. Why, it is seven o'clock? Ah, 
there he is!" 
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A knock had come to the door, and, there being nobody else to answer it, Clare went out. 
He returned to the room with a small package in his hand. 
 
"It is not Jonathan, after all," he said. 
 
"How vexing!" said Tess. 
 
The packet had been brought by a special messenger, who had arrived at Talbothays from 
Emminster Vicarage immediately after the departure of the married couple, and had 
followed them hither, being under injunction to deliver it into nobody's hands but theirs. 
Clare brought it to the light. It was less than a foot long, sewed up in canvas, sealed in red 
wax with his father's seal, and directed in his father's hand to "Mrs Angel Clare." 
 
"It is a little wedding-present for you, Tess," said he, handing it to her. "How thoughtful 
they are!" 
 
Tess looked a little flustered as she took it. 
 
"I think I would rather have you open it, dearest," said she, turning over the parcel. "I 
don't like to break those great seals; they look so serious. Please open it for me!" 
 
He undid the parcel. Inside was a case of morocco leather, on the top of which lay a note 
and a key. 
 
The note was for Clare, in the following words: 
 
My Dear Son---- 
 
Possibly you have forgotten that on the death of your godmother, Mrs Pitney, when you 
were a lad, she--vain kind woman that she was--left to me a portion of the contents of her 
jewel-case in trust for your wife, if you should ever have one, as a mark of her affection 
for you and whomsoever you should choose. This trust I have fulfilled, and the diamonds 
have been locked up at my banker's ever since. Though I feel it to be a somewhat 
incongruous act in the circumstances, I am, as you will see, bound to hand over the 
articles to the woman to whom the use of them for her lifetime will now rightly belong, 
and they are therefore promptly sent. They become, I believe, heirlooms, strictly 
speaking, according to the terms of your godmother's will. The precise words of the 
clause that refers to this matter are enclosed. 
 
"I do remember," said Clare; "but I had quite forgotten." 
 
Unlocking the case, they found it to contain a necklace, with pendant, bracelets, and ear-
rings; and also some other small ornaments. 
 
Tess seemed afraid to touch them at first, but her eyes sparkled for a moment as much as 



 230

the stones when Clare spread out the set. 
 
"Are they mine?" she asked incredulously. 
 
"They are, certainly," said he. 
 
He looked into the fire. He remembered how, when he was a lad of fifteen, his 
godmother, the Squire's wife--the only rich person with whom he had ever come in 
contact--had pinned her faith to his success; had prophesied a wondrous career for him. 
There had seemed nothing at all out of keeping with such a conjectured career in the 
storing up of these showy ornaments for his wife and the wives of her descendants. They 
gleamed somewhat ironically now. "Yet why?" he asked himself. It was but a question of 
vanity throughout; and if that were admitted into one side of the equation it should be 
admitted into the other. His wife was a d'Urberville: whom could they become better than 
her? 
 
Suddenly he said with enthusiasm--- 
 
"Tess, put them on--put them on!" And he turned from the fire to help her. 
 
But as if by magic she had already donned them-- necklace, ear-rings, bracelets, and all. 
 
"But the gown isn't right, Tess," said Clare. "It ought to be a low one for a set of brilliants 
like that." 
 
"Ought it?" said Tess. 
 
"Yes," said he. 
 
He suggested to her how to tuck in the upper edge of her bodice, so as to make it roughly 
approximate to the cut for evening wear; and when she had done this, and the pendant to 
the necklace hung isolated amid the whiteness of her throat, as it was designed to do, he 
stepped back to survey her. 
 
"My heavens," said Clare, "how beautiful you are!" 
 
As everybody knows, fine feathers make fine birds; a peasant girl but very moderately 
prepossessing to the casual observer in her simple condition and attire, will bloom as an 
amazing beauty if clothed as a woman of fashion with the aids that Art can render; while 
the beauty of the midnight crush would often cut but a sorry figure if placed inside the 
field-woman's wrapper upon a monotonous acreage of turnips on a dull day. He had 
never till now estimated the artistic excellence of Tess's limbs and features. 
 
"If you were only to appear in a ball-room!" he said. "But no--no, dearest; I think I love 
you best in the wing-bonnet and cotton-frock--yes, better than in this, well as you support 
these dignities." 
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Tess's sense of her striking appearance had given her a flush of excitement, which was 
yet not happiness. 
 
"I'll take them off," she said, "in case Jonathan should see me. They are not fit for me, are 
they? They must be sold, I suppose?" 
 
"Let them stay a few minutes longer. Sell them? Never. It would be a breach of faith." 
 
Influenced by a second thought she readily obeyed. She had something to tell, and there 
might be help in these. She sat down with the jewels upon her; and they again indulged in 
conjectures as to where Jonathan could possibly be with their baggage. The ale they had 
poured out for his consumption when he came had gone flat with long standing. 
 
Shortly after this they began supper, which was already laid on a side-table. Ere they had 
finished there was a jerk in the fire-smoke, the rising skein of which bulged out into the 
room, as if some giant had laid his hand on the chimney-top for a moment. It had been 
caused by the opening of the outer door. A heavy step was now heard in the passage, and 
Angel went out. 
 
"I couldn' make nobody hear at all by knocking," apologized Jonathan Kail, for it was he 
at last; "and as't was raining out I opened the door. I've brought the things, sir." 
 
"I am very glad to see them. But you are very late." 
 
"Well, yes, sir." 
 
There was something subdued in Jonathan Kail's tone which had not been there in the 
day, and lines of concern were ploughed upon his forehead in addition to the lines of 
years. He continued---- 
 
"We've all been gallied at the dairy at what might ha' been a most terrible affliction since 
you and your Mis'ess--so to name her now--left us this a'ternoon. Perhaps you ha'nt 
forgot the cock's afternoon crow?" 
 
"Dear me;---what------" 
 
"Well, some says it do mane one thing, and some another; but what's happened is that 
poor little Retty Priddle hev tried to drown herself." 
 
"No! Really! Why, she bade us goodbye with the rest----" 
 
"Yes. Well, sir, when you and your Mis'ess--so to name what she lawful is--when you 
two drove away, as I say, Retty and Marian put on their bonnets and went out; and as 
there is not much doing now, being New Year's Eve, and folks mops and brooms from 
what's inside 'em, nobody took much notice. They went on to Lew-Everard, where they 
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had summut to drink, and then on they vamped to Dree-armed Cross, and there they 
seemed to have parted, Retty striking across the water-meads as if for home, and Marian 
going on to the next village, where there's another public-house. Nothing more was zeed 
or heard o' Retty till the waterman, on his way home, noticed something by the Great 
Pool; 'twas her bonnet and shawl packed up. In the water he found her. He and another 
man brought her home, thinking a' was dead; but she fetched round by degrees." 
 
Angel, suddenly recollecting that Tess was overhearing this gloomy tale, went to shut the 
door between the passage and the ante-room to the inner parlour where she was; but his 
wife, flinging a shawl round her, had come to the outer room and was listening to the 
man's narrative, her eyes resting absently on the luggage and the drops of rain glistening 
upon it. 
 
"And, more than this, there's Marian; she's been found dead drunk by the withy-bed--a 
girl who hev never been known to touch anything before except shilling ale; though, to be 
sure, 'a was always a good trencher- woman, as her face showed. It seems as if the maids 
had all gone out o' their minds!" 
 
"And Izz?" asked Tess. 
 
"Izz is about house as usual; but 'a do say 'a can guess how it happened; and she seems to 
be very low in mind about it, poor maid, as well she mid be. And so you see, sir, as all 
this happened just when we was packing your few traps and your Mis'ess's night-rail and 
dressing things into the cart, why, it belated me." 
 
"Yes. Well, Jonathan, will you get the trunks upstairs, and drink a cup of ale, and hasten 
back as soon as you can, in case you should be wanted?" 
 
Tess had gone back to the inner parlour, and sat down by the fire, looking wistfully into 
it. She heard Jonathan Kail's heavy footsteps up and down the stairs till he had done 
placing the luggage, and heard him express his thanks for the ale her husband took out to 
him, and for the gratuity he received. Jonathan's footsteps then died from the door, and 
his cart creaked away. 
 
Angel slid forward the massive oak bar which secured the door, and coming in to where 
she sat over the hearth, pressed her cheeks between his hands from behind. He expected 
her to jump up gaily and unpack the toilet-gear that she had been so anxious about, but as 
she did not rise he sat down with her in the firelight, the candles on the supper-table being 
too thin and glimmering to interfere with its glow. 
 
"I am so sorry you should have heard this sad story about the girls," he said. "Still, don't 
let it depress you. Retty was naturally morbid, you know." 
 
"Without the least cause," said Tess. "While they who have cause to be, hide it, and 
pretend they are not." 
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This incident had turned the scale for her. They were simple and innocent girls on whom 
the unhappiness of unrequited love had fallen; they had deserved better at the hands of 
Fate. She had deserved worse--yet she was the chosen one. It was wicked of her to take 
all without paying. She would pay to the uttermost farthing; she would tell, there and 
then. This final determination she came to when she looked into the fire, he holding her 
hand. 
 
A steady glare from the now flameless embers painted the sides and back of the fireplace 
with its colour, and the well-polished andirons, and the old brass tongs that would not 
meet. The underside of the mantel-shelf was flushed with the high-coloured light, and the 
legs of the table nearest the fire. Tess's face and neck reflected the same warmth, which 
each gem turned into an Aldebaran or a Sirius--a constellation of white, red, and green 
flashes, that interchanged their hues with her every pulsation. 
 
"Do you remember what we said to each other this morning about telling our faults?" he 
asked abruptly, finding that she still remained immovable. "We spoke lightly perhaps, 
and you may well have done so. But for me it was no light promise. I want to make a 
confession to you, Love." 
 
This, from him, so unexpectedly apposite, had the effect upon her of a Providential 
interposition. 
 
"You have to confess something?" she said quickly, and even with gladness and relief. 
 
"You did not expect it? Ah--you thought too highly of me. Now listen. Put your head 
there, because I want you to forgive me, and not to be indignant with me for not telling 
you before, as perhaps I ought to have done." 
 
How strange it was! He seemed to be her double. She did not speak, and Clare went on---
- 
 
"I did not mention it because I was afraid of endangering my chance of you, darling, the 
great prize of my life--my Fellowship I call you. My brother's Fellowship was won at his 
college, mine at Talbothays Dairy. Well, I would not risk it. I was going to tell you a 
month ago--at the time you agreed to be mine, but I could not; I thought it might frighten 
you away from me. I put it off; then I thought I would tell you yesterday, to give you a 
chance at least of escaping me. But I did not. And I did not this morning, when you 
proposed our confessing our faults on the landing--the sinner that I was! But I must, now 
I see you sitting there so solemnly. I wonder if you will forgive me?" 
 
"O yes! I am sure that----" 
 
"Well, I hope so. But wait a minute. You don't know. To begin at the beginning. Though 
I imagine my poor father fears that I am one of the eternally lost for my doctrines, I am of 
course, a believer in good morals, Tess, as much as you. I used to wish to be a teacher of 
men, and it was a great disappointment to me when I found I could not enter the Church. 
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I admired spotlessness, even though I could lay no claim to it, and hated impurity, as I 
hope I do now. Whatever one may think of plenary inspiration, one must heartily 
subscribe to these words of Paul: 'Be thou an example-- in word, in conversation, in 
charity, in spirit, in faith, in purity.' It is the only safeguard for us poor human beings. 
'Integer vitae,' says a Roman poet, who is strange company for St Paul---- 
 
The man of upright life, from frailties free, 
Stands not in need of Moorish spear or bow 
Well, a certain place is paved with good intentions, and having felt all that so strongly, 
you will see what a terrible remorse it bred in me when, in the midst of my fine aims for 
other people, I myself fell." 
 
He then told her of that time of his life to which allusion has been made when, tossed 
about by doubts and difficulties in London, like a cork on the waves, he plunged into 
eight-and-forty hours' dissipation with a stranger. 
 
"Happily I awoke almost immediately to a sense of my folly," he continued. "I would 
have no more to say to her, and I came home. I have never repeated the offence. But I felt 
I should like to treat you with perfect frankness and honour, and I could not do so without 
telling this. Do you forgive me?" 
 
She pressed his hand tightly for an answer. 
 
"Then we will dismiss it at once and for ever!--too painful as it is for the occasion--and 
talk of something lighter." 
 
"O, Angel--I am almost glad--because now you can forgive me! I have not made my 
confession. I have a confession, too--remember, I said so." 
 
"Ah, to be sure! Now then for it, wicked little one." 
 
"Perhaps, although you smile, it is as serious as yours, or more so." 
 
"It can hardly be more serious, dearest." 
 
"It cannot--O no, it cannot!" She jumped up joyfully at the hope. "No, it cannot be more 
serious, certainly," she cried, "because 'tis just the same! I will tell you now." 
 
She sat down again. 
 
Their hands were still joined. The ashes under the grate were lit by the fire vertically, like 
a torrid waste. Imagination might have beheld a Last Day luridness in this red-coaled 
glow, which fell on his face and hand, and on hers, peering into the loose hair about her 
brow, and firing the delicate skin underneath. A large shadow of her shape rose upon the 
wall and ceiling. She bent forward, at which each diamond on her neck gave a sinister 
wink like a toad's; and pressing her forehead against his temple she entered on her story 
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of her acquaintance with Alec d'Urberville and its results, murmuring the words without 
flinching, and with her eyelids drooping down. 

Phase the Fifth: The Woman Pays 
Chapter XXXV 
 
Her narrative ended; even its re-assertions and secondary explanations were done. Tess's 
voice throughout had hardly risen higher than its opening tone; there had been no 
exculpatory phrase of any kind, and she had not wept. 
 
But the complexion even of external things seemed to suffer transmutation as her 
announcement progressed. The fire in the grate looked impish--demoniacally funny, as if 
it did not care in the least about her strait. The fender grinned idly, as if it too did not 
care. The light from the water-bottle was merely engaged in a chromatic problem. All 
material objects around announced their irresponsibility with terrible iteration. And yet 
nothing had changed since the moments when he had been kissing her; or rather, nothing 
in the substance of things. But the essence of things had changed. 
 
When she ceased the auricular impressions from their previous endearments seemed to 
hustle away into the corner of their brains, repeating themselves as echoes from a time of 
supremely purblind foolishness. 
 
Clare performed the irrelevant act of stirring the fire; the intelligence had not even yet got 
to the bottom of him. After stirring the embers he rose to his feet; all the force of her 
disclosure had imparted itself now. His face had withered. In the strenuousness of his 
concentration he treadled fitfully on the floor. He could not, by any contrivance, think 
closely enough; that was the meaning of his vague movement. When he spoke it was in 
the most inadequate, commonplace voice of the many varied tones she had heard from 
him. 
 
"Tess!" 
 
"Yes, dearest." 
 
"Am I to believe this? From your manner I am to take it as true. O you cannot be out of 
your mind! You ought to be! Yet you are not. ... My wife, my Tess--nothing in you 
warrants such a supposition as that?" 
 
"I am not out of my mind," she said. 
 
"And yet----" He looked vacantly at her, to resume with dazed senses: "Why didn't you 
tell me before? Ah, yes, you would have told me, in a way--but I hindered you, I 
remember!" 
 
These and other of his words were nothing but the perfunctory babble of the surface 
while the depths remained paralyzed. He turned away, and bent over a chair. Tess 
followed him to the middle of the room where he was, and stood there staring at him with 
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eyes that did not weep. Presently she slid down upon her knees beside his foot, and from 
this position she crouched in a heap. 
 
"In the name of our love, forgive me!" she whispered with a dry mouth. "I have forgiven 
you for the same!" 
 
And, as he did not answer, she said again---- 
 
"Forgive me as you are forgiven! I forgive you, Angel." 
 
"You--yes, you do." 
 
"But you do not forgive me?" 
 
"O Tess, forgiveness does not apply to the case! You were one person; now you are 
another. My God--how can forgiveness meet such a grotesque--prestidigitation as that!" 
 
He paused, contemplating this definition; then suddenly broke into horrible laughter--as 
unnatural and ghastly as a laugh in hell. 
 
"Don't--don't! It kills me quite, that!" she shrieked. "O have mercy upon me--have 
mercy!" 
 
He did not answer; and, sickly white, she jumped up. 
 
"Angel, Angel! what do you mean by that laugh?" she cried out. "Do you know what this 
is to me?" 
 
He shook his head. 
 
"I have been hoping, longing, praying, to make you happy! I have thought what joy it will 
be to do it, what an unworthy wife I shall be if I do not! That's what I have felt, Angel!" 
 
"I know that." 
 
"I thought, Angel, that you loved me--me, my very self! If it is I you do love, O how can 
it be that you look and speak so? It frightens me! Having begun to love you, I love you 
for ever--in all changes, in all disgraces, because you are yourself. I ask no more. Then 
how can you, O my own husband, stop loving me?" 
 
"I repeat, the woman I have been loving is not you." 
 
"But who?" 
 
"Another woman in your shape." 
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She perceived in his words the realization of her own apprehensive foreboding in former 
times. He looked upon her as a species of imposter; a guilty woman in the guise of an 
innocent one. Terror was upon her white face as she saw it; her cheek was flaccid, and 
her mouth had almost the aspect of a round little hole. The horrible sense of his view of 
her so deadened her that she staggered; and he stepped forward, thinking she was going 
to fall. 
 
"Sit down, sit down," he said gently. "You are ill; and it is natural that you should be." 
 
She did sit down, without knowing where she was, that strained look still upon her face, 
and her eyes such as to make his flesh creep. 
 
"I don't belong to you any more, then; do I, Angel?" she asked helplessly. "It is not me, 
but another woman like me that he loved, he says." 
 
The image raised caused her to take pity upon herself as one who was ill-used. Her eyes 
filled as she regarded her position further; she turned round and burst into a flood of self-
sympathetic tears. 
 
Clare was relieved at this change, for the effect on her of what had happened was 
beginning to be a trouble to him only less than the woe of the disclosure itself. He waited 
patiently, apathetically, till the violence of her grief had worn itself out, and her rush of 
weeping had lessened to a catching gasp at intervals. 
 
"Angel," she said suddenly, in her natural tones, the insane, dry voice of terror having left 
her now. "Angel, am I too wicked for you and me to live together?" 
 
"I have not been able to think what we can do." 
 
"I shan't ask you to let me live with you, Angel, because I have no right to! I shall not 
write to mother and sisters to say we be married, as I said I would do; and I shan't finish 
the good-hussif' I cut out and meant to make while we were in lodgings." 
 
"Shan't you?" 
 
"No, I shan't do anything, unless you order me to; and if you go away from me I shall not 
follow 'ee; and if you never speak to me any more I shall not ask why, unless you tell me 
I may." 
 
"And if I order you to do anything?" 
 
"I will obey you like your wretched slave, even if it is to lie down and die." 
 
"You are very good. But it strikes me that there is a want of harmony between your 
present mood of self-sacrifice and your past mood of self-preservation." 
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These were the first words of antagonism. To fling elaborate sarcasms at Tess, however, 
was much like flinging them at a dog or cat. The charms of their subtlety passed by her 
unappreciated, and she only received them as inimical sounds which meant that anger 
ruled. She remained mute, not knowing that he was smothering his affection for her. She 
hardly observed that a tear descended slowly upon his cheek, a tear so large that it 
magnified the pores of the skin over which it rolled, like the object lens of a microscope. 
Meanwhile reillumination as to the terrible and total change that her confession had 
wrought in his life, in his universe, returned to him, and he tried desperately to advance 
among the new conditions in which he stood. Some consequent action was necessary; yet 
what? 
 
"Tess," he said, as gently as he could speak, "I cannot stay--in this room--just now. I will 
walk out a little way." 
 
He quietly left the room, and the two glasses of wine that he had poured out for their 
supper--one for her, one for him--remained on the table untasted. This was what their 
agape had come to. At tea, two or three hours earlier, they had, in the freakishness of 
affection, drunk from one cup. 
 
The closing of the door behind him, gently as it had been pulled to, roused Tess from her 
stupor. He was gone; she could not stay. Hastily flinging her cloak around her she opened 
the door and followed, putting out the candles as if she were never coming back. The rain 
was over and the night was now clear. 
 
She was soon close at his heels, for Clare walked slowly and without purpose. His form 
beside her light gray figure looked black, sinister, and forbidding, and she felt as sarcasm 
the touch of the jewels of which she had been momentarily so proud. Clare turned at 
hearing her footsteps, but his recognition of her presence seemed to make no difference 
to him, and he went on over the five yawning arches of the great bridge in front of the 
house. 
 
The cow and horse tracks in the road were full of water, and rain having been enough to 
charge them, but not enough to wash them away. Across these minute pools the reflected 
stars flitted in a quick transit as she passed; she would not have known they were shining 
overhead if she had not seen them there--the vastest things of the universe imaged in 
objects so mean. 
 
The place to which they had travelled today was in the same valley as Talbothays, but 
some miles lower down the river; and the surroundings being open she kept easily in 
sight of him. Away from the house the road wound through the meads, and along these 
she followed Clare without any attempt to come up with him or to attract him, but with 
dumb and vacant fidelity. 
 
At last, however, her listless walk brought her up alongside him, and still he said nothing. 
The cruelty of fooled honesty is often great after enlightenment, and it was mighty in 
Clare now. The outdoor air had apparently taken away from him all tendency to act on 
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impulse; she knew that he saw her without irradiation--in all her bareness; that Time was 
chanting his satiric psalm at her then---- 
 
Behold, when thy face is made bare, he that loved thee shall hate; 
Thy face shall be no more fair at the fall of thy fate 
For thy life shall fall as a leaf and be shed as the rain; 
And the veil of thine head shall be grief, and the crown shall be pain. 
He was still intently thinking, and her companionship had now insufficient power to 
break or divert the strain of thought. What a weak thing her presence must have become 
to him! She could not help addressing Clare. 
 
"What have I done--what have I done! I have not told of anything that interferes with or 
belies my love for you. You don't think I planned it, do you? It is in your own mind what 
you are angry at, Angel; it is not in me. O, it is not in me, and I am not that deceitful 
woman you think me!" 
 
"H'm--well. Not deceitful, my wife; but not the same. No, not the same. But do not make 
me reproach you. I have sworn that I will not; and I will do everything to avoid it." 
 
But she went on pleading in her distraction; and perhaps said things that would have been 
better left to silence. 
 
"Angel!--Angel! I was a child--a child when it happened! I knew nothing of men." 
 
"You were more sinned against than sinning, that I admit." 
 
"Then will you not forgive me?" 
 
"I do forgive you, but forgiveness is not all." 
 
"And love me?" 
 
To this question he did not answer. 
 
"O Angel--my mother says that it sometimes happens so!--she knows several cases where 
they were worse than I, and the husband has not minded it much--has got over it at least. 
And yet the woman had not loved him as I do you!" 
 
"Don't, Tess; don't argue. Different societies, different manners. You almost make me say 
you are an unapprehending peasant woman, who have never been initiated into the 
proportions of social things. You don't know what you say." 
 
"I am only a peasant by position, not by nature!" 
 
She spoke with an impulse to anger, but it went as it came. 
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"So much the worse for you. I think that parson who unearthed your pedigree would have 
done better if he had held his tongue. I cannot help associating your decline as a family 
with this other fact--of your want of firmness. Decrepit families imply decrepit wills, 
decrepit conduct. Heaven, why did you give me a handle for despising you more by 
informing me of your descent! Here was I thinking you a new-sprung child of nature; 
there were you, the belated seedling of an effete aristocracy!" 
 
"Lots of families are as bad as mine in that! Retty's family were once large landowners, 
and so were Dairyman Billett's. And the Debbyhouses, who now are carters, were once 
the De Bayeux family. You find such as I everywhere; 'tis a feature of our county, and I 
can't help it." 
 
"So much the worse for the county." 
 
She took these reproaches in their bulk simply, not in their particulars; he did not love her 
as he had loved her hitherto, and to all else she was indifferent. 
 
They wandered on again in silence. It was said afterwards that a cottager of Wellbridge, 
who went out late that night for a doctor, met two lovers in the pastures, walking very 
slowly, without converse, one behind the other, as in a funeral procession, and the 
glimpse that he obtained of their faces seemed to denote that they were anxious and sad. 
Returning later, he passed them again in the same field, progressing just as slowly, and as 
regardless of the hour and of the cheerless night as before. It was only on account of his 
preoccupation with his own affairs, and the illness in his house, that he did not bear in 
mind the curious incident, which, however, he recalled a long while after. 
 
During the interval of the cottager's going and coming, she had said to her husband---- 
 
"I don't see how I can help being the cause of much misery to you all your life. The river 
is down there. I can put an end to myself in it. I am not afraid." 
 
"I don't wish to add murder to my other follies," he said. 
 
"I will leave something to show that I did it myself--on account of my shame. They will 
not blame you then." 
 
"Don't speak so absurdly--I wish not to hear it. It is nonsense to have such thoughts in 
this kind of case, which is rather one for satirical laughter than for tragedy. You don't in 
the least understand the quality of the mishap. It would be viewed in the light of a joke by 
nine-tenths of the world if it were known. Please oblige me by returning to the house, and 
going to bed." 
 
"I will," said she dutifully. 
 
They had rambled round by a road which led to the well-known ruins of the Cistercian 
abbey behind the mill, the latter having, in centuries past, been attached to the monastic 
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establishment. The mill still worked on, food being a perennial necessity; the abbey had 
perished, creeds being transient. One continually sees the ministration of the temporary 
outlasting the ministration of the eternal. Their walk having been circuitous they were 
still not far from the house, and in obeying his direction she only had to reach the large 
stone bridge across the main river, and follow the road for a few yards. When she got 
back everything remained as she had left it, the fire being still burning. She did not stay 
downstairs for more than a minute, but proceeded to her chamber, whither the luggage 
had been taken. Here she sat down on the edge of the bed, looking blankly around, and 
presently began to undress. In removing the light towards the bedstead its rays fell upon 
the tester of white dimity; something was hanging beneath it, and she lifted the candle to 
see what it was. A bough of mistletoe. Angel had put it there; she knew that in an instant. 
This was the explanation of that mysterious parcel which it had been so difficult to pack 
and bring; whose contents he would not explain to her, saying that time would soon show 
her the purpose thereof. In his zest and his gaiety he had hung it there. How foolish and 
inopportune that mistletoe looked now. 
 
Having nothing more to fear, having scarce anything to hope, for that he would relent 
there seemed no promise whatever, she lay down dully. When sorrow ceases to be 
speculative sleep sees her opportunity. Among so many happier moods which forbid 
repose this was a mood which welcomed it, and in a few minutes the lonely Tess forgot 
existence, surrounded by the aromatic stillness of the chamber that had once, possibly, 
been the bride-chamber of her own ancestry. 
 
Later on that night Clare also retraced his steps to the house. Entering softly to the sitting-
room he obtained a light, and with the manner of one who had considered his course he 
spread his rugs upon the old horse-hair sofa which stood there, and roughly shaped it to a 
sleeping-couch. Before lying down he crept shoeless upstairs, and listened at the door of 
her apartment. Her measured breathing told that she was sleeping profoundly. 
 
"Thank God!" murmured Clare; and yet he was conscious of a pang of bitterness at the 
thought--approximately true, though not wholly so--that having shifted the burden of her 
life to his shoulders she was now reposing without care. 
 
He turned away to descend; then, irresolute, faced round to her door again. In the act he 
caught sight of one of the d'Urberville dames, whose portrait was immediately over the 
entrance to Tess's bedchamber. In the candlelight the painting was more than unpleasant. 
Sinister design lurked in the woman's features, a concentrated purpose of revenge on the 
other sex--so it seemed to him then. The Caroline bodice of the portrait was low--
precisely as Tess's had been when he tucked it in to show the necklace; and again he 
experienced the distressing sensation of a resemblance between them. 
 
The check was sufficient. He resumed his retreat and descended. 
 
His air remained calm and cold, his small compressed mouth indexing his powers of self-
control; his face wearing still that terrible sterile expression which had spread thereon 
since her disclosure. It was the face of a man who was no longer passion's slave, yet who 
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found no advantage in his enfranchisement. He was simply regarding the harrowing 
contingencies of human experience, the unexpectedness of things. Nothing so pure, so 
sweet, so virginal as Tess had seemed possible all the long while that he had adored her, 
up to an hour ago; but 
 
The little less, and what worlds away! 
He argued erroneously when he said to himself that her heart was not indexed in the 
honest freshness of her face; but Tess had no advocate to set him right. Could it be 
possible, he continued, that eyes which as they gazed never expressed any divergence 
from what the tongue was telling, were yet ever seeing another world behind her 
ostensible one, discordant and contrasting? 
 
He reclined on his couch in the sitting-room, and extinguished the light. The night came 
in, and took up its place there, unconcerned and indifferent; the night which had already 
swallowed up his happiness, and was now digesting it listlessly; and was ready to 
swallow up the happiness of a thousand other people with as little disturbance or change 
of mien. 
 

[So Tess can forgive Angel, but Angel cannot forgive Tess. He gives her some money 
and boards a ship bound for Brazil, where he thinks he might establish a farm. He tells 
Tess he will try to accept her past but warns her not to try to join him until he comes for 
her. 

Tess struggles. She has a difficult time finding work and is forced to take a job at an 
unpleasant and unprosperous farm. She tries to visit Angel’s family but overhears his 
brothers discussing Angel’s poor marriage, so she leaves. She hears a wandering preacher 
speak and is stunned to discover that he is Alec d’Urberville, who has been converted to 
Christianity by Angel’s father, the Reverend Clare. Alec and Tess are each shaken by 
their encounter, and Alec appallingly begs Tess never to tempt him again. Soon after, 
however, he again begs Tess to marry him, having turned his back on his religious ways. 

Tess learns from her sister Liza-Lu that her mother is near death, and Tess is forced to 
return home to take care of her. Her mother recovers, but her father unexpectedly dies 
soon after. When the family is evicted from their home, Alec offers help. But Tess 
refuses to accept, knowing he only wants to obligate her to him again. 

At last, Angel decides to forgive his wife. He leaves Brazil, desperate to find her. Instead, 
he finds her mother, who tells him Tess has gone to a village called Sandbourne. There, 
he finds Tess in an expensive boardinghouse called The Herons, where he tells her he has 
forgiven her and begs her to take him back. Tess tells him he has come too late. She was 
unable to resist and went back to Alec d’Urberville. Angel leaves in a daze, and, 
heartbroken to the point of madness, Tess goes upstairs and stabs her lover to death. 
When the landlady finds Alec’s body, she raises an alarm, but Tess has already fled to 
find Angel. 

Angel agrees to help Tess, though he cannot quite believe that she has actually murdered 
Alec. They hide out in an empty mansion for a few days, then travel farther. When they 
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come to Stonehenge, Tess goes to sleep, but when morning breaks shortly thereafter, a 
search party discovers them. Tess is arrested and sent to jail. Angel and Liza-Lu watch as 
a black flag is raised over the prison, signaling Tess’s execution.] 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.sparknotes.com/lit/tess/summary.html  
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CHAPTER 28 : “ON LIBERTY” BY JOHN STUART MILL 

�

Background Information 
 
John Stuart Mill (1806-1873) was an English philosopher and political economist, noted 
especially as an advocate of utilitarianism, and an ardent opponent of Biblical 
Christianity.  Mill’s essay on the subject of liberty, excerpted below, reflects mainstream 
modern social philosophy, and displays its inherent rebelliousness against God. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
… The object of this Essay is to assert one very simple principle, as entitled to govern 
absolutely the dealings of society with the individual in the way of compulsion and 
control, whether the means used  be physical force in the form of legal penalties, or the 
moral coercion of public opinion. That principle is, that the sole end for which  
mankind are warranted, individually or collectively in interfering with  
the liberty of action of any of their number, is self-protection. That the only purpose for 
which power can be rightfully exercised over any member of a civilized community, 
against his will, is to prevent harm to others. His own good, either physical or moral, is 
not a sufficient warrant. He cannot rightfully be compelled to do or forbear because it  
will be better for him to do so, because it will make him happier, because, in the opinions 
of others, to do so would be wise, or even right. These are good reasons for remonstrating 
with him, or reasoning with him, or persuading him, or entreating him, but not for 
compelling him, or visiting him with any evil, in case he do otherwise. To justify  
that, the conduct from which it is desired to deter him must be calculated to produce evil 
to some one else. The only part of the conduct of any one, for which he is amenable to 
society, is that which concerns others. In the part which merely concerns himself, his  
independence is, of right, absolute. Over himself, over his own body and mind, the 
individual is sovereign. 
 
… Another important example of illegitimate interference with the rightful liberty of the 
individual, not simply threatened, but long since carried into triumphant effect, is 
Sabbatarian legislation. Without doubt, abstinence on one day in the week, so far as the 
exigencies of life permit, from the usual daily occupation, though in no respect  
religiously binding on any except Jews, is a highly beneficial custom. And inasmuch as 
this custom cannot be observed without a general consent to that effect among the 
industrious classes, therefore, in so far as some persons by working may impose the same 
necessity on others, it may be allowable and right that the law should guarantee to each, 
the observance by others of the custom, by suspending the greater operations of industry 
on a particular day. But this justification, grounded on the direct interest which others 
have in each individual's observance of the practice, does not apply to the self-chosen 
occupations in which a person may think fit to employ his leisure; nor does it hold good, 
in the smallest degree, for legal restrictions on amusements. It is true that the amusement 
of some is the day's work of others; but the pleasure, not to say the useful recreation, of 
many, is worth the labor of a few, provided the occupation is freely chosen, and can be 
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freely resigned. The operatives are perfectly right in thinking that if all worked on 
Sunday, seven days' work would have to be given for six days' wages: but so long as the 
great mass of employments are suspended, the small number who for the enjoyment of 
others must still work, obtain a proportional increase of earnings; and they are not 
obliged to follow those occupations, if they prefer leisure to emolument. If a further  
remedy is sought, it might be found in the establishment by custom of a holiday on some 
other day of the week for those particular classes of persons. The only ground, therefore, 
on which restrictions on Sunday amusements can be defended, must be that they are 
religiously wrong; a motive of legislation which never can be too earnestly protested  
against. "Deorum injuriae Diis curae." It remains to be proved that society or any of its 
officers holds a commission from on high to avenge any supposed offence to 
Omnipotence, which is not also a wrong to our fellow-creatures. The notion that it is one 
man's duty that another should be religious, was the foundation of all the religious 
persecutions ever perpetrated, and if admitted, would fully justify them. Though the 
feeling which breaks out in the repeated attempts to stop railway travelling on Sunday, in 
the resistance to the opening of Museums, and the like, has not the cruelty of the old 
persecutors, the state of mind indicated by it is fundamentally the same. It IS a 
determination not to tolerate others in doing what is permitted by their religion, because it 
is not permitted by the persecutor's religion. It is a belief that God not only abominates 
the act of the misbeliever, but will not hold us guiltless if we leave him unmolested. 
 
 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.constitution.org/jsm/liberty.txt   
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CHAPTER 29 : MOBY DICK BY HERMAN MELVILLE 

�

Background Information 
 
Herman Melville (1819-1891) was an American novelist, essayist and poet.  His most 
famous work, excerpted below, is unquestionably Moby Dick.    
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
CHAPTER 1 
 
Loomings. 
 
Call me Ishmael.  Some years ago--never mind how long 
precisely--having little or no money in my purse, and nothing 
particular to interest me on shore, I thought I would sail about a 
little and see the watery part of the world.  It is a way I have of 
driving off the spleen and regulating the circulation.  Whenever I 
find myself growing grim about the mouth; whenever it is a damp, 
drizzly November in my soul; whenever I find myself involuntarily 
pausing before coffin warehouses, and bringing up the rear of every 
funeral I meet; and especially whenever my hypos get such an upper 
hand of me, that it requires a strong moral principle to prevent me 
from deliberately stepping into the street, and methodically knocking 
people's hats off--then, I account it high time to get to sea as soon 
as I can.  This is my substitute for pistol and ball.  With a 
philosophical flourish Cato throws himself upon his sword; I quietly 
take to the ship.  There is nothing surprising in this.  If they but 
knew it, almost all men in their degree, some time or other, cherish 
very nearly the same feelings towards the ocean with me. 
 
There now is your insular city of the Manhattoes, belted round by 
wharves as Indian isles by coral reefs--commerce surrounds it with 
her surf.  Right and left, the streets take you waterward.  Its 
extreme downtown is the battery, where that noble mole is washed by 
waves, and cooled by breezes, which a few hours previous were out of 
sight of land.  Look at the crowds of water-gazers there. 
 
Circumambulate the city of a dreamy Sabbath afternoon.  Go from 
Corlears Hook to Coenties Slip, and from thence, by Whitehall, 
northward.  What do you see?--Posted like silent sentinels all around 
the town, stand thousands upon thousands of mortal men fixed in ocean 
reveries.  Some leaning against the spiles; some seated upon the 
pier-heads; some looking over the bulwarks of ships from China; some 
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high aloft in the rigging, as if striving to get a still better 
seaward peep.  But these are all landsmen; of week days pent up in 
lath and plaster--tied to counters, nailed to benches, clinched to 
desks.  How then is this?  Are the green fields gone?  What do they 
here? 
 
But look! here come more crowds, pacing straight for the water, and 
seemingly bound for a dive.  Strange!  Nothing will content them but 
the extremest limit of the land; loitering under the shady lee of 
yonder warehouses will not suffice.  No.  They must get just as nigh 
the water as they possibly can without falling in.  And there they 
stand--miles of them--leagues.  Inlanders all, they come from lanes 
and alleys, streets and avenues--north, east, south, and west.  Yet 
here they all unite.  Tell me, does the magnetic virtue of the 
needles of the compasses of all those ships attract them thither? 
 
Once more.  Say you are in the country; in some high land of lakes. 
Take almost any path you please, and ten to one it carries you down 
in a dale, and leaves you there by a pool in the stream.  There is 
magic in it.  Let the most absent-minded of men be plunged in his 
deepest reveries--stand that man on his legs, set his feet a-going, 
and he will infallibly lead you to water, if water there be in all 
that region.  Should you ever be athirst in the great American 
desert, try this experiment, if your caravan happen to be supplied 
with a metaphysical professor.  Yes, as every one knows, meditation 
and water are wedded for ever. 
 
But here is an artist.  He desires to paint you the dreamiest, 
shadiest, quietest, most enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all 
the valley of the Saco.  What is the chief element he employs?  There 
stand his trees, each with a hollow trunk, as if a hermit and a 
crucifix were within; and here sleeps his meadow, and there sleep his 
cattle; and up from yonder cottage goes a sleepy smoke.  Deep into 
distant woodlands winds a mazy way, reaching to overlapping spurs of 
mountains bathed in their hill-side blue.  But though the picture 
lies thus tranced, and though this pine-tree shakes down its sighs 
like leaves upon this shepherd's head, yet all were vain, unless the 
shepherd's eye were fixed upon the magic stream before him.  Go visit 
the Prairies in June, when for scores on scores of miles you wade 
knee-deep among Tiger-lilies--what is the one charm 
wanting?--Water--there is not a drop of water there!  Were Niagara 
but a cataract of sand, would you travel your thousand miles to see 
it?  Why did the poor poet of Tennessee, upon suddenly receiving two 
handfuls of silver, deliberate whether to buy him a coat, which he 
sadly needed, or invest his money in a pedestrian trip to Rockaway 
Beach?  Why is almost every robust healthy boy with a robust healthy 
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soul in him, at some time or other crazy to go to sea?  Why upon your 
first voyage as a passenger, did you yourself feel such a mystical 
vibration, when first told that you and your ship were now out of 
sight of land?  Why did the old Persians hold the sea holy?  Why did 
the Greeks give it a separate deity, and own brother of Jove?  Surely 
all this is not without meaning.  And still deeper the meaning of 
that story of Narcissus, who because he could not grasp the 
tormenting, mild image he saw in the fountain, plunged into it and 
was drowned.  But that same image, we ourselves see in all rivers and 
oceans.  It is the image of the ungraspable phantom of life; and this 
is the key to it all. 
 
Now, when I say that I am in the habit of going to sea whenever I 
begin to grow hazy about the eyes, and begin to be over conscious of 
my lungs, I do not mean to have it inferred that I ever go to sea as 
a passenger.  For to go as a passenger you must needs have a purse, 
and a purse is but a rag unless you have something in it.  Besides, 
passengers get sea-sick--grow quarrelsome--don't sleep of nights--do 
not enjoy themselves much, as a general thing;--no, I never go as a 
passenger; nor, though I am something of a salt, do I ever go to sea 
as a Commodore, or a Captain, or a Cook.  I abandon the glory and 
distinction of such offices to those who like them.  For my part, I 
abominate all honourable respectable toils, trials, and tribulations 
of every kind whatsoever.  It is quite as much as I can do to take 
care of myself, without taking care of ships, barques, brigs, 
schooners, and what not.  And as for going as cook,--though I confess 
there is considerable glory in that, a cook being a sort of officer 
on ship-board--yet, somehow, I never fancied broiling fowls;--though 
once broiled, judiciously buttered, and judgmatically salted and 
peppered, there is no one who will speak more respectfully, not to 
say reverentially, of a broiled fowl than I will.  It is out of the 
idolatrous dotings of the old Egyptians upon broiled ibis and roasted 
river horse, that you see the mummies of those creatures in their 
huge bake-houses the pyramids. 
 
No, when I go to sea, I go as a simple sailor, right before the mast, 
plumb down into the forecastle, aloft there to the royal mast-head. 
True, they rather order me about some, and make me jump from spar to 
spar, like a grasshopper in a May meadow.  And at first, this sort of 
thing is unpleasant enough.  It touches one's sense of honour, 
particularly if you come of an old established family in the land, 
the Van Rensselaers, or Randolphs, or Hardicanutes.  And more than 
all, if just previous to putting your hand into the tar-pot, you have 
been lording it as a country schoolmaster, making the tallest boys 
stand in awe of you.  The transition is a keen one, I assure you, 
from a schoolmaster to a sailor, and requires a strong decoction of 
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Seneca and the Stoics to enable you to grin and bear it.  But even 
this wears off in time. 
 
What of it, if some old hunks of a sea-captain orders me to get a 
broom and sweep down the decks?  What does that indignity amount to, 
weighed, I mean, in the scales of the New Testament?  Do you think 
the archangel Gabriel thinks anything the less of me, because I 
promptly and respectfully obey that old hunks in that particular 
instance?  Who ain't a slave?  Tell me that.  Well, then, however the 
old sea-captains may order me about--however they may thump and punch 
me about, I have the satisfaction of knowing that it is all right; 
that everybody else is one way or other served in much the same 
way--either in a physical or metaphysical point of view, that is; and 
so the universal thump is passed round, and all hands should rub each 
other's shoulder-blades, and be content. 
 
Again, I always go to sea as a sailor, because they make a point of 
paying me for my trouble, whereas they never pay passengers a single 
penny that I ever heard of.  On the contrary, passengers themselves 
must pay.  And there is all the difference in the world between 
paying and being paid.  The act of paying is perhaps the most 
uncomfortable infliction that the two orchard thieves entailed upon 
us.  But BEING PAID,--what will compare with it?  The urbane activity 
with which a man receives money is really marvellous, considering 
that we so earnestly believe money to be the root of all earthly 
ills, and that on no account can a monied man enter heaven.  Ah! how 
cheerfully we consign ourselves to perdition! 
 
Finally, I always go to sea as a sailor, because of the wholesome 
exercise and pure air of the fore-castle deck.  For as in this world, 
head winds are far more prevalent than winds from astern (that is, if 
you never violate the Pythagorean maxim), so for the most part the 
Commodore on the quarter-deck gets his atmosphere at second hand from 
the sailors on the forecastle.  He thinks he breathes it first; but 
not so.  In much the same way do the commonalty lead their leaders in 
many other things, at the same time that the leaders little suspect 
it.  But wherefore it was that after having repeatedly smelt the sea 
as a merchant sailor, I should now take it into my head to go on a 
whaling voyage; this the invisible police officer of the Fates, who 
has the constant surveillance of me, and secretly dogs me, and 
influences me in some unaccountable way--he can better answer than 
any one else.  And, doubtless, my going on this whaling voyage, 
formed part of the grand programme of Providence that was drawn up a 
long time ago.  It came in as a sort of brief interlude and solo 
between more extensive performances.  I take it that this part of the 
bill must have run something like this: 



 250

 
 
"GRAND CONTESTED ELECTION FOR THE PRESIDENCY OF THE UNITED 
STATES. 
"WHALING VOYAGE BY ONE ISHMAEL. 
"BLOODY BATTLE IN AFFGHANISTAN." 
 
 
Though I cannot tell why it was exactly that those stage managers, 
the Fates, put me down for this shabby part of a whaling voyage, when 
others were set down for magnificent parts in high tragedies, and 
short and easy parts in genteel comedies, and jolly parts in 
farces--though I cannot tell why this was exactly; yet, now that I 
recall all the circumstances, I think I can see a little into the 
springs and motives which being cunningly presented to me under 
various disguises, induced me to set about performing the part I did, 
besides cajoling me into the delusion that it was a choice resulting 
from my own unbiased freewill and discriminating judgment. 
 
Chief among these motives was the overwhelming idea of the great whale himself.  Such 
a portentous and mysterious monster roused all my curiosity.  Then the wild and distant 
seas where he rolled his island bulk; the undeliverable, nameless perils of the whale; 
these, with all the attending marvels of a thousand Patagonian sights and sounds, helped 
to sway me to my wish.  With other men, perhaps, such things would not have been 
inducements; but as for me, I am tormented with an everlasting itch for things remote.  I 
love to sail forbidden seas, and land on barbarous coasts.  Not ignoring what is good, I 
am quick to perceive a horror, and could still be social with it—would they let me--since 
it is but well to be on friendly terms with all the inmates of the place one lodges in. 
 
By reason of these things, then, the whaling voyage was welcome; the great flood-gates 
of the wonder-world swung open, and in the wild conceits that swayed me to my purpose, 
two and two there floated into my inmost soul, endless processions of the whale, and, mid 
most of them all, one grand hooded phantom, like a snow hill in the air. 

[The rest of the novel describes the voyage of the whaling ship Pequod, led by Captain 
Ahab, who leads his crew, including Ishmael, on a hunt for the whale Moby-Dick. The 
language is highly symbolic and many themes run throughout the work. The narrator's 
reflections, along with complex descriptions of the grueling work of whaling and 
personalities of his shipmates, are woven into a consideration of hubris, providence, 
nature, society, and the human struggle for meaning, happiness, and salvation.] 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext01/moby10b.txt   
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CHAPTER 30 : A MEDITATION OF C.H. SPURGEON 

Background Information 
 
Charles Haddon Spurgeon (1834-1892) was a British Particular British preacher who 
came to be called by many the "Prince of Preachers" for his gift of oratory and exquisite 
language.   Below is an example of his craft.  Spurgeon, who sought at least in some 
measure to recapture the Puritan heritage, was swimming upstream against the drift of 
modernism. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

“Happy art thou, O Israel; who is like unto thee, O people saved by the 
Lord!” -Deuteronomy 33:29 

He who affirms that Christianity makes men miserable, is himself an utter stranger to it. 
It were strange indeed, if it made us wretched, for see to what a position it exalts us! It 
makes us sons of God. Suppose you that God will give all the happiness to his enemies, 
and reserve all the mourning for his own family? Shall his foes have mirth and joy, and 
shall his home-born children inherit sorrow and wretchedness? Shall the sinner, who has 
no part in Christ, call himself rich in happiness, and shall we go mourning as if we were 
penniless beggars? No, we will rejoice in the Lord always, and glory in our inheritance, 
for we “have not received the spirit of bondage again to fear; but we have received the 
spirit of adoption, whereby we cry, Abba, Father.” The rod of chastisement must rest 
upon us in our measure, but it worketh for us the comfortable fruits of righteousness; and 
therefore by the aid of the divine Comforter, we, the “people saved of the Lord,” will joy 
in the God of our salvation. We are married unto Christ; and shall our great Bridegroom 
permit his spouse to linger in constant grief? Our hearts are knit unto him: we are his 
members, and though for awhile we may suffer as our Head once suffered, yet we are 
even now blessed with heavenly blessings in him. We have the earnest of our inheritance 
in the comforts of the Spirit, which are neither few nor small. Inheritors of joy for ever, 
we have foretastes of our portion. There are streaks of the light of joy to herald our 
eternal sunrising. Our riches are beyond the sea; our city with firm foundations lies on the 
other side the river; gleams of glory from the spirit-world cheer our hearts, and urge us 
onward. Truly is it said of us, “Happy art thou, O Israel; who is like unto thee, O people 
saved by the Lord?” 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.ccel.org/ccel/spurgeon/morneve.today.html  

�
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CHAPTER 31 : DOLL’S HOUSE BY HENRIK IBSEN 

Background Information 
 
Henrik Johan Ibsen (1828-1906) was a major Norwegian playwright who was largely 
responsible for the rise of what is known as “ the modern realistic drama.”  Ibsen is 
credited by humanists with founding the modern stage by introducing a critical eye and 
free inquiry into the conditions of life and issues of morality. Victorian-era plays were 
expected to be moral dramas , with noble protagonists pitted against darker forces; every 
drama was expected to result in a morally appropriate conclusion, meaning that goodness 
was to bring happiness, and immorality pain. Ibsen challenged this notion and the beliefs 
of his times.  For instance, one of Ibsen’s most infamous works, Doll’s House,  was a 
scathing criticism of the traditional roles of men and women in Victorian marriage, 
advocating feminism in its place.  In reality, Ibsen’s works reflect and promote a yet 
deeper spiritual declension of modern society. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
[Nora, the play’s protagonist, is treated like a doll by her husband Torvald Helmer. He 
refers to her incessantly as his little "skylark" and as his "squirrel." She is not even 
permitted a key to the mailbox. When she is blackmailed because of an improper act that 
she commits in order to save her husband's life – forging her father's name on a note – her 
husband shows disgust and horror at what she had done upon finding this out. His only 
concern is his own reputation, despite the love for him that prompts her to do it.  The 
blackmailer (Krogstad) recants, but for Nora, it is too late to go back to the way things 
were. Her illusions destroyed, she decides she must leave her husband, her children, and 
her Doll's House to discover what is truly real and what is not. As Ibsen described it, 
"Depressed and confused by her faith in authority, she loses faith in her moral right and 
ability to bring up her children. A mother in contemporary society, just as certain insects 
go away and die when she has done her duty in the propagation of the race."  The 
following dialogue concludes the play.] 

… 

Nora. I have fought a hard fight these three days. 
 
Helmer. And suffered agonies, and seen no way out but--. No, we 
won't call any of the horrors to mind. We will only shout with 
joy, and keep saying, "It's all over! It's all over!" Listen to 
me, Nora. You don't seem to realise that it is all over. What is 
this?--such a cold, set face! My poor little Nora, I quite 
understand; you don't feel as if you could believe that I have 
forgiven you. But it is true, Nora, I swear it; I have forgiven 
you everything. I know that what you did, you did out of love for me. 
 
Nora. That is true. 
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Helmer. You have loved me as a wife ought to love her husband. Only 
you had not sufficient knowledge to judge of the means you used. But 
do you suppose you are any the less dear to me, because you don't 
understand how to act on your own responsibility? No, no; only lean 
on me; I will advise you and direct you. I should not be a man if 
this womanly helplessness did not just give you a double 
attractiveness in my eyes. You must not think anymore about the 
hard things I said in my first moment of consternation, when 
I thought everything was going to overwhelm me. I have forgiven 
you, Nora; I swear to you I have forgiven you. 
 
Nora. Thank you for your forgiveness. (She goes out through the 
door to the right.) 
 
Helmer. No, don't go--. (Looks in.) What are you doing in there? 
 
Nora (from within). Taking off my fancy dress. 
 
Helmer (standing at the open door). Yes, do. Try and calm yourself, 
and make your mind easy again, my frightened little singing-bird. Be 
at rest, and feel secure; I have broad wings to shelter you under. 
(Walks up and down by the door.) How warm and cosy our home is, 
Nora. Here is shelter for you; here I will protect you like a 
hunted dove that I have saved from a hawk's claws; I will bring 
peace to your poor beating heart. It will come, little by little, 
Nora, believe me. Tomorrow morning you will look upon it all quite 
differently; soon everything will be just as it was before. 
Very soon you won't need me to assure you that I have forgiven 
you; you will yourself feel the certainty that I have done so. 
Can you suppose I should ever think of such a thing as 
repudiating you, or even reproaching you? You have no 
idea what a true man's heart is like, Nora. There is something so 
indescribably sweet and satisfying, to a man, in the knowledge 
that he has forgiven his wife--forgiven her freely, and with all 
his heart. It seems as if that had made her, as it were, doubly 
his own; he has given her a new life, so to speak; and she has 
in a way become both wife and child to him. So you shall be for 
me after this, my little scared, helpless darling. Have no 
anxiety about anything, Nora; only be frank and open with me, 
and I will serve as will and conscience both to you--. What 
is this? Not gone to bed? Have you changed your things? 
 
Nora (in everyday dress). Yes, Torvald, I have changed my things now. 
 
Helmer. But what for?--so late as this. 
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Nora. I shall not sleep tonight. 
 
Helmer. But, my dear Nora-- 
 
Nora (looking at her watch). It is not so very late. Sit down 
here, Torvald. You and I have much to say to one another. (She 
sits down at one side of the table.) 
 
Helmer. Nora--what is this?--this cold, set face?  
 
Nora. Sit down.  It will take some time; I have a lot to talk over 
with you. 
 
Helmer (sits down at the opposite side of the table). You alarm 
me, Nora!--and I don't understand you. 
 
Nora. No, that is just it. You don't understand me, and I have 
never understood you either--before tonight. No, you mustn't 
interrupt me. You must simply listen to what I say. Torvald, 
this is a settling of accounts. 
 
Helmer. What do you mean by that? 
 
Nora (after a short silence). Isn't there one thing that strikes 
you as strange in our sitting here like this? 
 
Helmer. What is that? 
 
Nora. We have been married now eight years. Does it not occur 
to you that this is the first time we two, you and I, husband 
and wife, have had a serious conversation? 
 
Helmer. What do you mean by serious? 
 
Nora. In all these eight years--longer than that--from the very 
beginning of our acquaintance, we have never exchanged a word on 
any serious subject. 
 
Helmer. Was it likely that I would be continually and forever 
telling you about worries that you could not help me to bear? 
 
Nora. I am not speaking about business matters. I say that we 
have never sat down in earnest together to try and get at the 
bottom of anything. 
 
Helmer. But, dearest Nora, would it have been any good to you? 
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Nora. That is just it; you have never understood me. I have been 
greatly wronged, Torvald--first by papa and then by you. 
 
Helmer. What! By us two--by us two, who have loved you better 
than anyone else in the world? 
 
Nora (shaking her head). You have never loved me. You have only 
thought it pleasant to be in love with me. 
 
Helmer. Nora, what do I hear you saying? 
 
Nora. It is perfectly true, Torvald. When I was at home with 
papa, he told me his opinion about everything, and so I 
had the same opinions; and if I differed from him I 
concealed the fact, because he would not have liked it. 
He called me his doll-child, and he played with me just 
as I used to play with my dolls. And when I came to 
live with you-- 
 
Helmer. What sort of an expression is that to use about our marriage? 
 
Nora (undisturbed). I mean that I was simply transferred from 
papa's hands into yours. You arranged everything according to 
your own taste, and so I got the same tastes as your else I 
pretended to, I am really not quite sure which--I think 
sometimes the one and sometimes the other. When I look back 
on it, it seems to me as if I had been living here like a 
poor woman--just from hand to mouth. I have existed merely 
to perform tricks for you, Torvald. But you would have it 
so. You and papa have committed a great sin against me. 
It is your fault that I have made nothing of my life. 
 
Helmer. How unreasonable and how ungrateful you are, Nora! Have 
you not been happy here? 
 
Nora. No, I have never been happy. I thought I was, but it has 
never really been so. 
 
Helmer. Not--not happy! 
 
Nora. No, only merry. And you have always been so kind to me. 
But our home has been nothing but a playroom. I have been 
your doll-wife, just as at home I was papa's doll-child; and 
here the children have been my dolls. I thought it great fun 
when you played with me, just as they thought it great fun 
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when I played with them. That is what our marriage has been, Torvald. 
 
Helmer. There is some truth in what you say--exaggerated and 
strained as your view of it is. But for the future it shall be 
different. Playtime shall be over, and lesson-time shall begin. 
 
Nora. Whose lessons? Mine, or the children's? 
 
Helmer. Both yours and the children's, my darling Nora. 
 
Nora. Alas, Torvald, you are not the man to educate me into being 
a proper wife for you. 
 
Helmer. And you can say that! 
 
Nora. And I--how am I fitted to bring up the children? 
 
Helmer. Nora! 
 
Nora. Didn't you say so yourself a little while ago--that you 
dare not trust me to bring them up? 
 
Helmer. In a moment of anger! Why do you pay any heed to that? 
 
Nora. Indeed, you were perfectly right. I am not fit for the 
task. There is another task I must undertake first. I must 
try and educate myself--you are not the man to help me in 
that. I must do that for myself. And that is why I am 
going to leave you now. 
 
Helmer (springing up). What do you say? 
 
Nora. I must stand quite alone, if I am to understand myself and 
everything about me. It is for that reason that I cannot remain 
with you any longer. 
 
Helmer. Nora, Nora! 
 
Nora. I am going away from here now, at once. I am sure Christine 
will take me in for the night-- 
 
Helmer. You are out of your mind! I won't allow it! I forbid you! 
 
Nora. It is no use forbidding me anything any longer. I will take 
with me what belongs to myself. I will take nothing from you, 
either now or later. 



 257

 
Helmer. What sort of madness is this! 
 
Nora. Tomorrow I shall go home--I mean, to my old home. It will 
be easiest for me to find something to do there. 
 
Helmer. You blind, foolish woman! 
 
Nora. I must try and get some sense, Torvald. 
 
Helmer. To desert your home, your husband and your children! And 
you don't consider what people will say! 
 
Nora. I cannot consider that at all. I only know that it is 
necessary for me. 
 
Helmer. It's shocking. This is how you would neglect your most 
sacred duties. 
 
Nora. What do you consider my most sacred duties? 
 
Helmer. Do I need to tell you that? Are they not your duties to 
your husband and your children? 
 
Nora. I have other duties just as sacred. 
 
Helmer. That you have not. What duties could those be? 
 
Nora. Duties to myself. 
 
Helmer. Before all else, you are a wife and a mother. 
 
Nora. I don't believe that any longer. I believe that before all 
else I am a reasonable human being, just as you are--or, at all 
events, that I must try and become one. I know quite well, 
Torvald, that most people would think you right, and that 
views of that kind are to be found in books; but I can no 
longer content myself with what most people say, or with 
what is found in books. I must think over things for myself 
and get to understand them. 
 
Helmer. Can you not understand your place in your own home? 
Have you not a reliable guide in such matters as that?--have 
you no religion? 
 
Nora. I am afraid, Torvald, I do not exactly know what religion is. 
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Helmer. What are you saying? 
 
Nora. I know nothing but what the clergyman said, when I went 
to be confirmed. He told us that religion was this, and that, 
and the other. When I am away from all this, and am alone, 
I will look into that matter too. I will see if what the 
clergyman said is true, or at all events if it is true for me. 
 
Helmer. This is unheard of in a girl of your age! But if religion 
cannot lead you aright, let me try and awaken your conscience. I 
suppose you have some moral sense? Or--answer me--am I to think you 
have none? 
 
Nora. I assure you, Torvald, that is not an easy question to answer. 
I really don't know. The thing perplexes me altogether. I only 
know that you and I look at it in quite a different light. 
I am learning, too, that the law is quite another thing from 
what I supposed; but I find it impossible to convince myself 
that the law is right. According to it a woman has no right 
to spare her old dying father, or to save her husband's 
life. I can't believe that. 
 
Helmer. You talk like a child. You don't understand the 
conditions of the world in which you live. 
 
Nora. No, I don't. But now I am going to try. I am going 
to see if I can make out who is right, the world or I. 
 
Helmer. You are ill, Nora; you are delirious; I almost think you 
are out of your mind. 
 
Nora. I have never felt my mind so clear and certain as tonight. 
 
Helmer. And is it with a clear and certain mind that you forsake 
your husband and your children? 
 
Nora. Yes, it is. 
 
Helmer. Then there is only one possible explanation. 
 
Nora. What is that? 
 
Helmer. You do not love me anymore. 
 
Nora. No, that is just it. 
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Helmer. Nora!--and you can say that? 
 
Nora. It gives me great pain, Torvald, for you have always been 
so kind to me, but I cannot help it. I do not love you any more. 
 
Helmer (regaining his composure). Is that a clear and certain 
conviction too? 
 
Nora. Yes, absolutely clear and certain. That is the reason why I 
will not stay here any longer. 
 
Helmer. And can you tell me what I have done to forfeit your love? 
 
Nora. Yes, indeed I can. It was tonight, when the wonderful thing did not 
happen; then I saw you were not the man I had thought you were. 
 
Helmer. Explain yourself better. I don't understand you. 
 
Nora. I have waited so patiently for eight years; for, goodness 
knows, I knew very well that wonderful things don't happen every 
day. Then this horrible misfortune came upon me; and then I felt 
quite certain that the wonderful thing was going to happen at last. 
When Krogstad's letter was lying out there, never for a moment 
did I imagine that you would consent to accept this man's 
conditions. I was so absolutely certain that you would say 
to him: Publish the thing to the whole world. And when that was done-- 
 
Helmer. Yes, what then?--when I had exposed my wife to shame and 
disgrace? 
 
Nora. When that was done, I was so absolutely certain, you would 
come forward and take everything upon yourself, and say: I am the 
guilty one. 
 
Helmer. Nora--! 
 
Nora. You mean that I would never have accepted such a sacrifice 
on your part? No, of course not. But what would my assurances have 
been worth against yours? That was the wonderful thing which I 
hoped for and feared; and it was to prevent that, that I wanted 
to kill myself. 
 
Helmer. I would gladly work night and day for you, Nora--bear 
sorrow and want for your sake. But no man would sacrifice his 
honour for the one he loves. 
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Nora. It is a thing hundreds of thousands of women have done. 
 
Helmer. Oh, you think and talk like a heedless child. 
 
Nora. Maybe. But you neither think nor talk like the man I 
could bind myself to. As soon as your fear was over--and it 
was not fear for what threatened me, but for what might happen 
to you--when the whole thing was past, as far as you were 
concerned it was exactly as if nothing at all had happened. 
Exactly as before, I was your little skylark, your doll, 
which you would in future treat with doubly gentle care, 
because it was so brittle and fragile. (Getting up.) 
Torvald--it was then it dawned upon me that for eight 
years I had been living here with a strange man, and had 
borne him three children--. Oh, I can't bear to think 
of it! I could tear myself into little bits! 
 
Helmer (sadly). I see, I see. An abyss has opened between us--there 
is no denying it. But, Nora, would it not be possible to fill it up? 
 
Nora. As I am now, I am no wife for you. 
 
Helmer. I have it in me to become a different man. 
 
Nora. Perhaps--if your doll is taken away from you. 
 
Helmer. But to part!--to part from you! No, no, Nora, I can't 
understand that idea. 
 
Nora (going out to the right). That makes it all the more certain 
that it must be done. (She comes back with her cloak and hat and 
a small bag which she puts on a chair by the table.) 
 
Helmer. Nora, Nora, not now! Wait until tomorrow. 
 
Nora (putting on her cloak). I cannot spend the night in a 
strange man's room. 
 
Helmer. But can't we live here like brother and sister--? 
 
Nora (putting on her hat). You know very well that would not last 
long. (Puts the shawl round her.) Goodbye, Torvald. I won't see 
the little ones. I know they are in better hands than mine. As 
I am now, I can be of no use to them. 
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Helmer. But some day, Nora--some day? 
 
Nora. How can I tell? I have no idea what is going to become of me. 
 
Helmer. But you are my wife, whatever becomes of you. 
 
Nora. Listen, Torvald. I have heard that when a wife deserts her 
husband's house, as I am doing now, he is legally freed from all 
obligations towards her. In any case, I set you free from all your 
obligations. You are not to feel yourself bound in the slightest 
way, any more than I shall. There must be perfect freedom on 
both sides. See, here is your ring back. Give me mine. 
 
Helmer. That too? 
 
Nora. That too. 
 
Helmer. Here it is. 
 
Nora. That's right. Now it is all over. I have put the keys here. 
The maids know all about everything in the house--better than I do. 
Tomorrow, after I have left her, Christine will come here and 
pack up my own things that I brought with me from home. I will 
have them sent after me. 
 
Helmer. All over! All over!--Nora, shall you never think of me again? 
 
Nora. I know I shall often think of you, the children, and this house. 
 
Helmer. May I write to you, Nora? 
 
Nora. No--never. You must not do that. 
 
Helmer. But at least let me send you-- 
 
Nora. Nothing--nothing-- 
 
Helmer. Let me help you if you are in want. 
 
Nora. No. I can receive nothing from a stranger. 
 
Helmer. Nora--can I never be anything more than a stranger to you? 
 
Nora (taking her bag). Ah, Torvald, the most wonderful thing of 
all would have to happen. 
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Helmer. Tell me what that would be! 
 
Nora. Both you and I would have to be so changed that--. Oh, Torvald, 
I don't believe any longer in wonderful things happening. 
 
Helmer. But I will believe in it. Tell me! So changed that--? 
 
Nora. That our life together would be a real wedlock. Goodbye. 
(She goes out through the hall.) 
 
Helmer (sinks down on a chair at the door and buries his face in 
his hands). Nora! Nora! (Looks round, and rises.) Empty. She is gone. (A hope 
flashes across his mind.) The most wonderful thing of all--? 
 
(The sound of a door shutting is heard from below.) 
 
 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  
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CHAPTER 32 :  BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL: PRELUDE TO A 
PHILOSOPHY OF THE FUTURE BY FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE 

Background Information 
 
Friedrich Wilhelm Nietzsche (1844-1900) was a German philosopher whose ideas and 
works anticipated the Nazi movement of the twentieth century.  He stood on the 
intellectual shoulders of those who had dismissed Biblical Christianity for humanism. 

In his work Beyond Good and Evil: Prelude to a Philosophy of the Future, Nietzsche 
sharply criticized the Western philosophy of his day for its acceptance of Christian 
premises regarding morality.  Nietzche rejected a universal morality for all human beings.  
In its place, he advocated moral relativism.  He portrayed even domination, appropriation 
and injury to the weak as not universally objectionable.  Below are brief excerpts from 
Beyond Good and Evil.   

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
PREFACE 
 

SUPPOSING that Truth is a woman--what then? Is there not ground 
for suspecting that all philosophers, in so far as they have been 
dogmatists, have failed to understand women--that the terrible 
seriousness and clumsy importunity with which they have usually 
paid their addresses to Truth, have been unskilled and unseemly 
methods for winning a woman? Certainly she has never allowed 
herself to be won; and at present every kind of dogma stands with 
sad and discouraged mien--IF, indeed, it stands at all! For there 
are scoffers who maintain that it has fallen, that all dogma lies 
on the ground--nay more, that it is at its last gasp. But to 
speak seriously, there are good grounds for hoping that all 
dogmatizing in philosophy, whatever solemn, whatever conclusive 
and decided airs it has assumed, may have been only a noble 
puerilism and tyronism; and probably the time is at hand when it 
will be once and again understood WHAT has actually sufficed for 
the basis of such imposing and absolute philosophical edifices as 
the dogmatists have hitherto reared: perhaps some popular 
superstition of immemorial time (such as the soul-superstition, 
which, in the form of subject- and ego-superstition, has not yet 
ceased doing mischief): perhaps some play upon words, a deception 
on the part of grammar, or an audacious generalization of very 
restricted, very personal, very human--all-too-human facts. The 
philosophy of the dogmatists, it is to be hoped, was only a 
promise for thousands of years afterwards, as was astrology in 
still earlier times, in the service of which probably more 
labour, gold, acuteness, and patience have been spent than on any 
actual science hitherto: we owe to it, and to its "super- 
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terrestrial" pretensions in Asia and Egypt, the grand style of 
architecture. It seems that in order to inscribe themselves upon 
the heart of humanity with everlasting claims, all great things 
have first to wander about the earth as enormous and awe- 
inspiring caricatures: dogmatic philosophy has been a caricature 
of this kind--for instance, the Vedanta doctrine in Asia, and 
Platonism in Europe. Let us not be ungrateful to it, although it 
must certainly be confessed that the worst, the most tiresome, 
and the most dangerous of errors hitherto has been a dogmatist 
error--namely, Plato's invention of Pure Spirit and the Good in 
Itself. But now when it has been surmounted, when Europe, rid of 
this nightmare, can again draw breath freely and at least enjoy a 
healthier--sleep, we, WHOSE DUTY IS WAKEFULNESS ITSELF, are the 
heirs of all the strength which the struggle against this error 
has fostered. It amounted to the very inversion of truth, and the 
denial of the PERSPECTIVE--the fundamental condition--of life, to 
speak of Spirit and the Good as Plato spoke of them; indeed one 
might ask, as a physician: "How did such a malady attack that 
finest product of antiquity, Plato? Had the wicked Socrates 
really corrupted him? Was Socrates after all a corrupter of 
youths, and deserved his hemlock?" But the struggle against 
Plato, or--to speak plainer, and for the "people"--the struggle 
against the ecclesiastical oppression of millenniums of 
Christianity (FOR CHRISTIANITY IS PLATONISM FOR THE "PEOPLE"), 
produced in Europe a magnificent tension of soul, such as had not 
existed anywhere previously; with such a tensely strained bow one 
can now aim at the furthest goals. As a matter of fact, the 
European feels this tension as a state of distress, and twice 
attempts have been made in grand style to unbend the bow: once by 
means of Jesuitism, and the second time by means of democratic 
enlightenment--which, with the aid of liberty of the press and 
newspaper-reading, might, in fact, bring it about that the spirit 
would not so easily find itself in "distress"! (The Germans 
invented gunpowder--all credit to them! but they again made things 
square--they invented printing.) But we, who are neither Jesuits, 
nor democrats, nor even sufficiently Germans, we GOOD EUROPEANS, 
and free, VERY free spirits--we have it still, all the distress 
of spirit and all the tension of its bow! And perhaps also the 
arrow, the duty, and, who knows? THE GOAL TO AIM AT. . . . 
… 
 
Chapter IX: What is noble? 
… 
259. To refrain mutually from injury, from violence, from 
exploitation, and put one's will on a par with that of others: 
this may result in a certain rough sense in good conduct among 
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individuals when the necessary conditions are given (namely, the 
actual similarity of the individuals in amount of force and 
degree of worth, and their co-relation within one organization). 
As soon, however, as one wished to take this principle more 
generally, and if possible even as the FUNDAMENTAL PRINCIPLE OF 
SOCIETY, it would immediately disclose what it really is--namely, 
a Will to the DENIAL of life, a principle of dissolution and 
decay. Here one must think profoundly to the very basis and 
resist all sentimental weakness: life itself is ESSENTIALLY 
appropriation, injury, conquest of the strange and weak, 
suppression, severity, obtrusion of peculiar forms, 
incorporation, and at the least, putting it mildest, 
exploitation;--but why should one for ever use precisely these 
words on which for ages a disparaging purpose has been stamped? 
Even the organization within which, as was previously supposed, 
the individuals treat each other as equal--it takes place in 
every healthy aristocracy--must itself, if it be a living and not 
a dying organization, do all that towards other bodies, which the 
individuals within it refrain from doing to each other it will 
have to be the incarnated Will to Power, it will endeavour to 
grow, to gain ground, attract to itself and acquire ascendancy-- 
not owing to any morality or immorality, but because it LIVES, 
and because life IS precisely Will to Power. On no point, 
however, is the ordinary consciousness of Europeans more 
unwilling to be corrected than on this matter, people now rave 
everywhere, even under the guise of science, about coming 
conditions of society in which "the exploiting character" is to 
be absent--that sounds to my ears as if they promised to invent a 
mode of life which should refrain from all organic functions. 
"Exploitation" does not belong to a depraved, or imperfect and 
primitive society it belongs to the nature of the living being as 
a primary organic function, it is a consequence of the intrinsic 
Will to Power, which is precisely the Will to Life--Granting that 
as a theory this is a novelty--as a reality it is the FUNDAMENTAL 
FACT of all history let us be so far honest towards ourselves! 
 
260. In a tour through the many finer and coarser moralities 
which have hitherto prevailed or still prevail on the earth, I 
found certain traits recurring regularly together, and connected 
with one another, until finally two primary types revealed 
themselves to me, and a radical distinction was brought to light. 
There is MASTER-MORALITY and SLAVE-MORALITY,--I would at once 
add, however, that in all higher and mixed civilizations, there 
are also attempts at the reconciliation of the two moralities, 
but one finds still oftener the confusion and mutual 
misunderstanding of them, indeed sometimes their close 
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juxtaposition--even in the same man, within one soul. The 
distinctions of moral values have either originated in a ruling 
caste, pleasantly conscious of being different from the ruled--or 
among the ruled class, the slaves and dependents of all sorts. In 
the first case, when it is the rulers who determine the 
conception "good," it is the exalted, proud disposition which is 
regarded as the distinguishing feature, and that which determines 
the order of rank. The noble type of man separates from himself 
the beings in whom the opposite of this exalted, proud 
disposition displays itself he despises them. Let it at once be 
noted that in this first kind of morality the antithesis "good" 
and "bad" means practically the same as "noble" and 
"despicable",--the antithesis "good" and "EVIL" is of a different 
origin. The cowardly, the timid, the insignificant, and those 
thinking merely of narrow utility are despised; moreover, also, 
the distrustful, with their constrained glances, the self- 
abasing, the dog-like kind of men who let themselves be abused, 
the mendicant flatterers, and above all the liars:--it is a 
fundamental belief of all aristocrats that the common people are 
untruthful. "We truthful ones"--the nobility in ancient Greece 
called themselves. It is obvious that everywhere the designations 
of moral value were at first applied to MEN; and were only 
derivatively and at a later period applied to ACTIONS; it is a 
gross mistake, therefore, when historians of morals start with 
questions like, "Why have sympathetic actions been praised?" The 
noble type of man regards HIMSELF as a determiner of values; he 
does not require to be approved of; he passes the judgment: "What 
is injurious to me is injurious in itself;" he knows that it is he 
himself only who confers honour on things; he is a CREATOR OF 
VALUES. He honours whatever he recognizes in himself: such 
morality equals self-glorification. In the foreground there is 
the feeling of plenitude, of power, which seeks to overflow, the 
happiness of high tension, the consciousness of a wealth which 
would fain give and bestow:--the noble man also helps the 
unfortunate, but not--or scarcely--out of pity, but rather from 
an impulse generated by the super-abundance of power. The noble 
man honours in himself the powerful one, him also who has power 
over himself, who knows how to speak and how to keep silence, who 
takes pleasure in subjecting himself to severity and hardness, 
and has reverence for all that is severe and hard. "Wotan placed 
a hard heart in my breast," says an old Scandinavian Saga: it is 
thus rightly expressed from the soul of a proud Viking. Such a 
type of man is even proud of not being made for sympathy; the 
hero of the Saga therefore adds warningly: "He who has not a hard 
heart when young, will never have one." The noble and brave who 
think thus are the furthest removed from the morality which sees 
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precisely in sympathy, or in acting for the good of others, or in 
DESINTERESSEMENT, the characteristic of the moral; faith in 
oneself, pride in oneself, a radical enmity and irony towards 
"selflessness," belong as definitely to noble morality, as do a 
careless scorn and precaution in presence of sympathy and the 
"warm heart."--It is the powerful who KNOW how to honour, it is 
their art, their domain for invention. The profound reverence for 
age and for tradition--all law rests on this double reverence,-- 
the belief and prejudice in favour of ancestors and unfavourable 
to newcomers, is typical in the morality of the powerful; and if, 
reversely, men of "modern ideas" believe almost instinctively in 
"progress" and the "future," and are more and more lacking in 
respect for old age, the ignoble origin of these "ideas" has 
complacently betrayed itself thereby. A morality of the ruling 
class, however, is more especially foreign and irritating to 
present-day taste in the sternness of its principle that one has 
duties only to one's equals; that one may act towards beings of a 
lower rank, towards all that is foreign, just as seems good to 
one, or "as the heart desires," and in any case "beyond good and 
evil": it is here that sympathy and similar sentiments can have a 
place. The ability and obligation to exercise prolonged gratitude 
and prolonged revenge--both only within the circle of equals,-- 
artfulness in retaliation, RAFFINEMENT of the idea in friendship, 
a certain necessity to have enemies (as outlets for the emotions 
of envy, quarrelsomeness, arrogance--in fact, in order to be a 
good FRIEND): all these are typical characteristics of the noble 
morality, which, as has been pointed out, is not the morality of 
"modern ideas," and is therefore at present difficult to realize, 
and also to unearth and disclose.--It is otherwise with the 
second type of morality, SLAVE-MORALITY. Supposing that the 
abused, the oppressed, the suffering, the unemancipated, the 
weary, and those uncertain of themselves should moralize, what 
will be the common element in their moral estimates? Probably a 
pessimistic suspicion with regard to the entire situation of man 
will find expression, perhaps a condemnation of man, together 
with his situation. The slave has an unfavourable eye for the 
virtues of the powerful; he has a skepticism and distrust, a 
REFINEMENT of distrust of everything "good" that is there 
honoured--he would fain persuade himself that the very happiness 
there is not genuine. On the other hand, THOSE qualities which 
serve to alleviate the existence of sufferers are brought into 
prominence and flooded with light; it is here that sympathy, the 
kind, helping hand, the warm heart, patience, diligence, 
humility, and friendliness attain to honour; for here these are 
the most useful qualities, and almost the only means of 
supporting the burden of existence. Slave-morality is essentially 
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the morality of utility. Here is the seat of the origin of the 
famous antithesis "good" and "evil":--power and dangerousness are 
assumed to reside in the evil, a certain dreadfulness, subtlety, 
and strength, which do not admit of being despised. According to 
slave-morality, therefore, the "evil" man arouses fear; according 
to master-morality, it is precisely the "good" man who arouses 
fear and seeks to arouse it, while the bad man is regarded as the 
despicable being. The contrast attains its maximum when, in 
accordance with the logical consequences of slave-morality, a 
shade of depreciation--it may be slight and well-intentioned--at 
last attaches itself to the "good" man of this morality; because, 
according to the servile mode of thought, the good man must in 
any case be the SAFE man: he is good-natured, easily deceived, 
perhaps a little stupid, un bonhomme. Everywhere that slave- 
morality gains the ascendancy, language shows a tendency to 
approximate the significations of the words "good" and "stupid."- 
-A last fundamental difference: the desire for FREEDOM, the 
instinct for happiness and the refinements of the feeling of 
liberty belong as necessarily to slave-morals and morality, as 
artifice and enthusiasm in reverence and devotion are the regular 
symptoms of an aristocratic mode of thinking and estimating.-- 
Hence we can understand without further detail why love AS A 
PASSION--it is our European specialty--must absolutely be of 
noble origin; as is well known, its invention is due to the 
Provencal poet-cavaliers, those brilliant, ingenious men of the 
"gai saber," to whom Europe owes so much, and almost owes itself… 
 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  
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CHAPTER 33 : HEART OF DARKNESS BY JOSEPH CONRAD 
 

�

Background Information 
 
Joseph Conrad (born Teodor Józef Konrad Korzeniowski, 1857 – 1924) was a Polish-
born British novelist. Some of his works have been labelled romantic, although Conrad's 
romanticism is tempered with irony and a sense of man's capacity for self-deception.  
Many critics regard Conrad as a forerunner of modernism. His narrativistic style and 
existential, anti-heroic characters have influenced many modern writers.  One of his most 
famous works is found below. 

 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
I 
 
The Nellie, a cruising yawl, swung to her anchor without a flutter of 
the sails, and was at rest. The flood had made, the wind was nearly 
calm, and being bound down the river, the only thing for it was to come 
to and wait for the turn of the tide. 
 
The sea-reach of the Thames stretched before us like the beginning of 
an interminable waterway. In the offing the sea and the sky were welded 
together without a joint, and in the luminous space the tanned sails 
of the barges drifting up with the tide seemed to stand still in red 
clusters of canvas sharply peaked, with gleams of varnished sprits. A 
haze rested on the low shores that ran out to sea in vanishing flatness. 
The air was dark above Gravesend, and farther back still seemed 
condensed into a mournful gloom, brooding motionless over the biggest, 
and the greatest, town on earth. 
 
The Director of Companies was our captain and our host. We four 
affectionately watched his back as he stood in the bows looking to 
seaward. On the whole river there was nothing that looked half so 
nautical. He resembled a pilot, which to a seaman is trustworthiness 
personified. It was difficult to realize his work was not out there in 
the luminous estuary, but behind him, within the brooding gloom. 
 
Between us there was, as I have already said somewhere, the bond of 
the sea. Besides holding our hearts together through long periods of 
separation, it had the effect of making us tolerant of each other's 
yarns--and even convictions. The Lawyer--the best of old fellows--had, 
because of his many years and many virtues, the only cushion on deck, 
and was lying on the only rug. The Accountant had brought out already a 
box of dominoes, and was toying architecturally with the bones. Marlow 
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sat cross-legged right aft, leaning against the mizzen-mast. He had 
sunken cheeks, a yellow complexion, a straight back, an ascetic aspect, 
and, with his arms dropped, the palms of hands outwards, resembled an 
idol. The Director, satisfied the anchor had good hold, made his way 
aft and sat down amongst us. We exchanged a few words lazily. Afterwards 
there was silence on board the yacht. For some reason or other we did 
not begin that game of dominoes. We felt meditative, and fit for nothing 
but placid staring. The day was ending in a serenity of still and 
exquisite brilliance. The water shone pacifically; the sky, without a 
speck, was a benign immensity of unstained light; the very mist on the 
Essex marshes was like a gauzy and radiant fabric, hung from the wooded 
rises inland, and draping the low shores in diaphanous folds. Only the 
gloom to the west, brooding over the upper reaches, became more somber 
every minute, as if angered by the approach of the sun. 
 
And at last, in its curved and imperceptible fall, the sun sank low, and 
from glowing white changed to a dull red without rays and without heat, 
as if about to go out suddenly, stricken to death by the touch of that 
gloom brooding over a crowd of men. 
 
Forthwith a change came over the waters, and the serenity became less 
brilliant but more profound. The old river in its broad reach rested 
unruffled at the decline of day, after ages of good service done to the 
race that peopled its banks, spread out in the tranquil dignity of a 
waterway leading to the uttermost ends of the earth. We looked at the 
venerable stream not in the vivid flush of a short day that comes and 
departs for ever, but in the august light of abiding memories. And 
indeed nothing is easier for a man who has, as the phrase goes, 
"followed the sea" with reverence and affection, than to evoke the 
great spirit of the past upon the lower reaches of the Thames. The tidal 
current runs to and fro in its unceasing service, crowded with memories 
of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home or to the battles 
of the sea. It had known and served all the men of whom the nation is 
proud, from Sir Francis Drake to Sir John Franklin, knights all, titled 
and untitled--the great knights-errant of the sea. It had borne all the 
ships whose names are like jewels flashing in the night of time, from 
the Golden Hind returning with her round flanks full of treasure, to be 
visited by the Queen's Highness and thus pass out of the gigantic tale, 
to the Erebus and Terror, bound on other conquests--and that never 
returned. It had known the ships and the men. They had sailed from 
Deptford, from Greenwich, from Erith--the adventurers and the settlers; 
kings' ships and the ships of men on 'Change; captains, admirals, the 
dark "interlopers" of the Eastern trade, and the commissioned "generals" 
of East India fleets. Hunters for gold or pursuers of fame, they all 
had gone out on that stream, bearing the sword, and often the torch, 
messengers of the might within the land, bearers of a spark from the 
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sacred fire. What greatness had not floated on the ebb of that river 
into the mystery of an unknown earth! . . . The dreams of men, the seed 
of commonwealths, the germs of empires. 
 
The sun set; the dusk fell on the stream, and lights began to appear 
along the shore. The Chapman lighthouse, a three-legged thing erect on a 
mud-flat, shone strongly. Lights of ships moved in the fairway--a great 
stir of lights going up and going down. And farther west on the upper 
reaches the place of the monstrous town was still marked ominously on 
the sky, a brooding gloom in sunshine, a lurid glare under the stars. 
 
"And this also," said Marlow suddenly, "has been one of the dark places 
of the earth." 
 
He was the only man of us who still "followed the sea." The worst that 
could be said of him was that he did not represent his class. He was a 
seaman, but he was a wanderer, too, while most seamen lead, if one may 
so express it, a sedentary life. Their minds are of the stay-at-home 
order, and their home is always with them--the ship; and so is their 
country--the sea. One ship is very much like another, and the sea is 
always the same. In the immutability of their surroundings the foreign 
shores, the foreign faces, the changing immensity of life, glide past, 
veiled not by a sense of mystery but by a slightly disdainful ignorance; 
for there is nothing mysterious to a seaman unless it be the sea itself, 
which is the mistress of his existence and as inscrutable as Destiny. 
For the rest, after his hours of work, a casual stroll or a casual spree 
on shore suffices to unfold for him the secret of a whole continent, 
and generally he finds the secret not worth knowing. The yarns of seamen 
have a direct simplicity, the whole meaning of which lies within the 
shell of a cracked nut. But Marlow was not typical (if his propensity 
to spin yarns be excepted), and to him the meaning of an episode was not 
inside like a kernel but outside, enveloping the tale which brought it 
out only as a glow brings out a haze, in the likeness of one of these 
misty halos that sometimes are made visible by the spectral illumination 
of moonshine. 
 
His remark did not seem at all surprising. It was just like Marlow. 
It was accepted in silence. No one took the trouble to grunt even; and 
presently he said, very slow-- 
 
"I was thinking of very old times, when the Romans first came here, 
nineteen hundred years ago--the other day. . . . Light came out of this 
river since--you say Knights? Yes; but it is like a running blaze on 
a plain, like a flash of lightning in the clouds. We live in the 
flicker--may it last as long as the old earth keeps rolling! But 
darkness was here yesterday. Imagine the feelings of a commander of 
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a fine--what d'ye call 'em?--trireme in the Mediterranean, ordered 
suddenly to the north; run overland across the Gauls in a hurry; put in 
charge of one of these craft the legionaries,--a wonderful lot of handy 
men they must have been too--used to build, apparently by the hundred, 
in a month or two, if we may believe what we read. Imagine him here--the 
very end of the world, a sea the color of lead, a sky the color of 
smoke, a kind of ship about as rigid as a concertina--and going up this 
river with stores, or orders, or what you like. Sandbanks, marshes, 
forests, savages,--precious little to eat fit for a civilized man, 
nothing but Thames water to drink. No Falernian wine here, no going 
ashore. Here and there a military camp lost in a wilderness, like a 
needle in a bundle of hay--cold, fog, tempests, disease, exile, and 
death,--death skulking in the air, in the water, in the bush. They must 
have been dying like flies here. Oh yes--he did it. Did it very well, 
too, no doubt, and without thinking much about it either, except 
afterwards to brag of what he had gone through in his time, perhaps. 
They were men enough to face the darkness. And perhaps he was cheered 
by keeping his eye on a chance of promotion to the fleet at Ravenna 
by-and-by, if he had good friends in Rome and survived the awful 
climate. Or think of a decent young citizen in a toga--perhaps too 
much dice, you know--coming out here in the train of some prefect, or 
tax-gatherer, or trader even, to mend his fortunes. Land in a swamp, 
march through the woods, and in some inland post feel the savagery, the 
utter savagery, had closed round him,--all that mysterious life of the 
wilderness that stirs in the forest, in the jungles, in the hearts of 
wild men. There's no initiation either into such mysteries. He has to 
live in the midst of the incomprehensible, which is also detestable. And 
it has a fascination, too, that goes to work upon him. The fascination 
of the abomination--you know. Imagine the growing regrets, the longing 
to escape, the powerless disgust, the surrender, the hate." 
 
He paused. 
 
"Mind," he began again, lifting one arm from the elbow, the palm of the 
hand outwards, so that, with his legs folded before him, he had the 
pose of a Buddha preaching in European clothes and without a 
lotus-flower--"Mind, none of us would feel exactly like this. What saves 
us is efficiency--the devotion to efficiency. But these chaps were not 
much account, really. They were no colonists; their administration was 
merely a squeeze, and nothing more, I suspect. They were conquerors, and 
for that you want only brute force--nothing to boast of, when you have 
it, since your strength is just an accident arising from the weakness of 
others. They grabbed what they could get for the sake of what was to 
be got. It was just robbery with violence, aggravated murder on a great 
scale, and men going at it blind--as is very proper for those who tackle 
a darkness. The conquest of the earth, which mostly means the taking 
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it away from those who have a different complexion or slightly flatter 
noses than ourselves, is not a pretty thing when you look into it too 
much. What redeems it is the idea only. An idea at the back of it; not 
a sentimental pretense but an idea; and an unselfish belief in the 
idea--something you can set up, and bow down before, and offer a 
sacrifice to. . . ." 
 
He broke off. Flames glided in the river, small green flames, red 
flames, white flames, pursuing, overtaking, joining, crossing each 
other--then separating slowly or hastily. The traffic of the great city 
went on in the deepening night upon the sleepless river. We looked on, 
waiting patiently--there was nothing else to do till the end of 
the flood; but it was only after a long silence, when he said, in 
a hesitating voice, "I suppose you fellows remember I did once turn 
fresh-water sailor for a bit," that we knew we were fated, before 
the ebb began to run, to hear about one of Marlow's inconclusive 
experiences. 
 
"I don't want to bother you much with what happened to me personally," 
he began, showing in this remark the weakness of many tellers of tales 
who seem so often unaware of what their audience would best like to 
hear; "yet to understand the effect of it on me you ought to know how I 
got out there, what I saw, how I went up that river to the place where I 
first met the poor chap. It was the farthest point of navigation and the 
culminating point of my experience. It seemed somehow to throw a kind of 
light on everything about me--and into my thoughts. It was somber enough 
too--and pitiful--not extraordinary in any way--not very clear either. 
No, not very clear. And yet it seemed to throw a kind of light. 
 
"I had then, as you remember, just returned to London after a lot of 
Indian Ocean, Pacific, China Seas--a regular dose of the East--six years 
or so, and I was loafing about, hindering you fellows in your work and 
invading your homes, just as though I had got a heavenly mission to 
civilize you. It was very fine for a time, but after a bit I did get 
tired of resting. Then I began to look for a ship--I should think the 
hardest work on earth. But the ships wouldn't even look at me. And I got 
tired of that game too. 
 
"Now when I was a little chap I had a passion for maps. I would look for 
hours at South America, or Africa, or Australia, and lose myself in all 
the glories of exploration. At that time there were many blank spaces on 
the earth, and when I saw one that looked particularly inviting on a map 
(but they all look that) I would put my finger on it and say, 'When 
I grow up I will go there.' The North Pole was one of these places, I 
remember. Well, I haven't been there yet, and shall not try now. The 
glamour's off. Other places were scattered about the Equator, and in 
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every sort of latitude all over the two hemispheres. I have been in some 
of them, and . . . well, we won't talk about that. But there was one 
yet--the biggest, the most blank, so to speak--that I had a hankering 
after. 
 
"True, by this time it was not a blank space any more. It had got filled 
since my boyhood with rivers and lakes and names. It had ceased to be 
a blank space of delightful mystery--a white patch for a boy to dream 
gloriously over. It had become a place of darkness. But there was in it 
one river especially, a mighty big river, that you could see on the map, 
resembling an immense snake uncoiled, with its head in the sea, its 
body at rest curving afar over a vast country, and its tail lost in the 
depths of the land. And as I looked at the map of it in a shop-window, 
it fascinated me as a snake would a bird--a silly little bird. Then I 
remembered there was a big concern, a Company for trade on that river. 
Dash it all! I thought to myself, they can't trade without using some 
kind of craft on that lot of fresh water--steamboats! Why shouldn't I 
try to get charge of one? I went on along Fleet Street, but could not 
shake off the idea. The snake had charmed me. 
 
"You understand it was a Continental concern, that Trading society; but 
I have a lot of relations living on the Continent, because it's cheap 
and not so nasty as it looks, they say. 
 
"I am sorry to own I began to worry them. This was already a fresh 
departure for me. I was not used to get things that way, you know. I 
always went my own road and on my own legs where I had a mind to go. I 
wouldn't have believed it of myself; but, then--you see--I felt somehow 
I must get there by hook or by crook. So I worried them. The men said 
'My dear fellow,' and did nothing. Then--would you believe it?--I tried 
the women. I, Charlie Marlow, set the women to work--to get a job. 
Heavens! Well, you see, the notion drove me. I had an aunt, a dear 
enthusiastic soul. She wrote: 'It will be delightful. I am ready to do 
anything, anything for you. It is a glorious idea. I know the wife of a 
very high personage in the Administration, and also a man who has lots 
of influence with,' &c., &c. She was determined to make no end of fuss 
to get me appointed skipper of a river steamboat, if such was my fancy. 
 
"I got my appointment--of course; and I got it very quick. It appears 
the Company had received news that one of their captains had been killed 
in a scuffle with the natives. This was my chance, and it made me the 
more anxious to go. It was only months and months afterwards, when I 
made the attempt to recover what was left of the body, that I heard the 
original quarrel arose from a misunderstanding about some hens. Yes, 
two black hens. Fresleven--that was the fellow's name, a Dane--thought 
himself wronged somehow in the bargain, so he went ashore and started to 
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hammer the chief of the village with a stick. Oh, it didn't surprise 
me in the least to hear this, and at the same time to be told that 
Fresleven was the gentlest, quietest creature that ever walked on two 
legs. No doubt he was; but he had been a couple of years already out 
there engaged in the noble cause, you know, and he probably felt the 
need at last of asserting his self-respect in some way. Therefore he 
whacked the old nigger mercilessly, while a big crowd of his people 
watched him, thunderstruck, till some man,--I was told the chief's 
son,--in desperation at hearing the old chap yell, made a tentative jab 
with a spear at the white man--and of course it went quite easy between 
the shoulder-blades. Then the whole population cleared into the forest, 
expecting all kinds of calamities to happen, while, on the other hand, 
the steamer Fresleven commanded left also in a bad panic, in charge of 
the engineer, I believe. Afterwards nobody seemed to trouble much 
about Fresleven's remains, till I got out and stepped into his shoes. I 
couldn't let it rest, though; but when an opportunity offered at last to 
meet my predecessor, the grass growing through his ribs was tall enough 
to hide his bones. They were all there. The supernatural being had not 
been touched after he fell. And the village was deserted, the huts gaped 
black, rotting, all askew within the fallen enclosures. A calamity 
had come to it, sure enough. The people had vanished. Mad terror had 
scattered them, men, women, and children, through the bush, and they had 
never returned. What became of the hens I don't know either. I should 
think the cause of progress got them, anyhow. However, through this 
glorious affair I got my appointment, before I had fairly begun to hope 
for it. 
 
"I flew around like mad to get ready, and before forty-eight hours I 
was crossing the Channel to show myself to my employers, and sign the 
contract. In a very few hours I arrived in a city that always makes me 
think of a whited sepulcher. Prejudice no doubt. I had no difficulty in 
finding the Company's offices. It was the biggest thing in the town, 
and everybody I met was full of it. They were going to run an over-sea 
empire, and make no end of coin by trade. 
 
"A narrow and deserted street in deep shadow, high houses, innumerable 
windows with venetian blinds, a dead silence, grass sprouting between 
the stones, imposing carriage archways right and left, immense double 
doors standing ponderously ajar. I slipped through one of these cracks, 
went up a swept and ungarnished staircase, as arid as a desert, and 
opened the first door I came to. Two women, one fat and the other slim, 
sat on straw-bottomed chairs, knitting black wool. The slim one got up 
and walked straight at me--still knitting with downcast eyes--and only 
just as I began to think of getting out of her way, as you would for a 
somnambulist, stood still, and looked up. Her dress was as plain as an 
umbrella-cover, and she turned round without a word and preceded me 
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into a waiting-room. I gave my name, and looked about. Deal table in 
the middle, plain chairs all round the walls, on one end a large shining 
map, marked with all the colors of a rainbow. There was a vast amount of 
red--good to see at any time, because one knows that some real work 
is done in there, a deuce of a lot of blue, a little green, smears of 
orange, and, on the East Coast, a purple patch, to show where the jolly 
pioneers of progress drink the jolly lager-beer. However, I wasn't going 
into any of these. I was going into the yellow. Dead in the center. And 
the river was there--fascinating--deadly--like a snake. Ough! A door 
opened, a white-haired secretarial head, but wearing a compassionate 
expression, appeared, and a skinny forefinger beckoned me into the 
sanctuary. Its light was dim, and a heavy writing-desk squatted in 
the middle. From behind that structure came out an impression of pale 
plumpness in a frock-coat. The great man himself. He was five feet 
six, I should judge, and had his grip on the handle-end of ever so many 
millions. He shook hands, I fancy, murmured vaguely, was satisfied with 
my French. Bon voyage. 
 
"In about forty-five seconds I found myself again in the waiting-room 
with the compassionate secretary, who, full of desolation and sympathy, 
made me sign some document. I believe I undertook amongst other things 
not to disclose any trade secrets. Well, I am not going to. 
 
"I began to feel slightly uneasy. You know I am not used to such 
ceremonies, and there was something ominous in the atmosphere. It 
was just as though I had been let into some conspiracy--I don't 
know--something not quite right; and I was glad to get out. In the outer 
room the two women knitted black wool feverishly. People were arriving, 
and the younger one was walking back and forth introducing them. The 
old one sat on her chair. Her flat cloth slippers were propped up on 
a foot-warmer, and a cat reposed on her lap. She wore a starched 
white affair on her head, had a wart on one cheek, and silver-rimmed 
spectacles hung on the tip of her nose. She glanced at me above the 
glasses. The swift and indifferent placidity of that look troubled me. 
Two youths with foolish and cheery countenances were being piloted over, 
and she threw at them the same quick glance of unconcerned wisdom. She 
seemed to know all about them and about me too. An eerie feeling came 
over me. She seemed uncanny and fateful. Often far away there I thought 
of these two, guarding the door of Darkness, knitting black wool as for 
a warm pall, one introducing, introducing continuously to the unknown, 
the other scrutinizing the cheery and foolish faces with unconcerned old 
eyes. Ave! Old knitter of black wool. Morituri te salutant. Not many of 
those she looked at ever saw her again--not half, by a long way. 
 
"There was yet a visit to the doctor. 'A simple formality,' assured me 
the secretary, with an air of taking an immense part in all my sorrows. 
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Accordingly a young chap wearing his hat over the left eyebrow, some 
clerk I suppose,--there must have been clerks in the business, though 
the house was as still as a house in a city of the dead,--came from 
somewhere up-stairs, and led me forth. He was shabby and careless, with 
ink-stains on the sleeves of his jacket, and his cravat was large and 
billowy, under a chin shaped like the toe of an old boot. It was a 
little too early for the doctor, so I proposed a drink, and thereupon he 
developed a vein of joviality. As we sat over our vermouths he glorified 
the Company's business, and by-and-by I expressed casually my surprise 
at him not going out there. He became very cool and collected all at 
once. 'I am not such a fool as I look, quoth Plato to his disciples,' 
he said sententiously, emptied his glass with great resolution, and we 
rose. 
 
"The old doctor felt my pulse, evidently thinking of something else 
the while. 'Good, good for there,' he mumbled, and then with a certain 
eagerness asked me whether I would let him measure my head. Rather 
surprised, I said Yes, when he produced a thing like calipers and got 
the dimensions back and front and every way, taking notes carefully. He 
was an unshaven little man in a threadbare coat like a gaberdine, with 
his feet in slippers, and I thought him a harmless fool. 'I always ask 
leave, in the interests of science, to measure the crania of those going 
out there,' he said. 'And when they come back, too?' I asked. 'Oh, I 
never see them,' he remarked; 'and, moreover, the changes take place 
inside, you know.' He smiled, as if at some quiet joke. 'So you are 
going out there. Famous. Interesting too.' He gave me a searching 
glance, and made another note. 'Ever any madness in your family?' he 
asked, in a matter-of-fact tone. I felt very annoyed. 'Is that question 
in the interests of science too?' 'It would be,' he said, without taking 
notice of my irritation, 'interesting for science to watch the mental 
changes of individuals, on the spot, but . . .' 'Are you an alienist?' I 
interrupted. 'Every doctor should be--a little,' answered that original, 
imperturbably. 'I have a little theory which you Messieurs who go out 
there must help me to prove. This is my share in the advantages my 
country shall reap from the possession of such a magnificent dependency. 
The mere wealth I leave to others. Pardon my questions, but you are 
the first Englishman coming under my observation. . . .' I hastened 
to assure him I was not in the least typical. 'If I were,' said I, 
'I wouldn't be talking like this with you.' 'What you say is rather 
profound, and probably erroneous,' he said, with a laugh. 'Avoid 
irritation more than exposure to the sun. Adieu. How do you English 
say, eh? Good-by. Ah! Good-by. Adieu. In the tropics one must before 
everything keep calm.' . . . He lifted a warning forefinger. . . . 'Du 
calme, du calme. Adieu.' 
 
"One thing more remained to do--say good-by to my excellent aunt. I 
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found her triumphant. I had a cup of tea--the last decent cup of tea for 
many days--and in a room that most soothingly looked just as you would 
expect a lady's drawing-room to look, we had a long quiet chat by the 
fireside. In the course of these confidences it became quite plain to me 
I had been represented to the wife of the high dignitary, and goodness 
knows to how many more people besides, as an exceptional and gifted 
creature--a piece of good fortune for the Company--a man you don't get 
hold of every day. Good heavens! and I was going to take charge of a 
two-penny-halfpenny river-steamboat with a penny whistle attached! It 
appeared, however, I was also one of the Workers, with a capital--you 
know. Something like an emissary of light, something like a lower sort 
of apostle. There had been a lot of such rot let loose in print and talk 
just about that time, and the excellent woman, living right in the rush 
of all that humbug, got carried off her feet. She talked about 'weaning 
those ignorant millions from their horrid ways,' till, upon my word, she 
made me quite uncomfortable. I ventured to hint that the Company was run 
for profit. 
 
"'You forget, dear Charlie, that the laborer is worthy of his hire,' she 
said, brightly. It's queer how out of touch with truth women are. They 
live in a world of their own, and there had never been anything like it, 
and never can be. It is too beautiful altogether, and if they were to 
set it up it would go to pieces before the first sunset. Some confounded 
fact we men have been living contentedly with ever since the day of 
creation would start up and knock the whole thing over. 
 
"After this I got embraced, told to wear flannel, be sure to write 
often, and so on--and I left. In the street--I don't know why--a queer 
feeling came to me that I was an impostor. Odd thing that I, who used to 
clear out for any part of the world at twenty-four hours' notice, with 
less thought than most men give to the crossing of a street, had a 
moment--I won't say of hesitation, but of startled pause, before this 
commonplace affair. The best way I can explain it to you is by saying 
that, for a second or two, I felt as though, instead of going to the 
center of a continent, I were about to set off for the center of the 
earth. 
 
"I left in a French steamer, and she called in every blamed port they 
have out there, for, as far as I could see, the sole purpose of landing 
soldiers and custom-house officers. I watched the coast. Watching a 
coast as it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma. There 
it is before you--smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, mean, insipid, or 
savage, and always mute with an air of whispering, 'Come and find out.' 
This one was almost featureless, as if still in the making, with 
an aspect of monotonous grimness. The edge of a colossal jungle, so 
dark-green as to be almost black, fringed with white surf, ran straight, 



 279

like a ruled line, far, far away along a blue sea whose glitter was 
blurred by a creeping mist. The sun was fierce, the land seemed to 
glisten and drip with steam. Here and there grayish-whitish specks 
showed up, clustered inside the white surf, with a flag flying above 
them perhaps. Settlements some centuries old, and still no bigger than 
pin-heads on the untouched expanse of their background. We pounded 
along, stopped, landed soldiers; went on, landed custom-house clerks to 
levy toll in what looked like a God-forsaken wilderness, with a tin shed 
and a flag-pole lost in it; landed more soldiers--to take care of the 
custom-house clerks, presumably. Some, I heard, got drowned in the surf; 
but whether they did or not, nobody seemed particularly to care. They 
were just flung out there, and on we went. Every day the coast 
looked the same, as though we had not moved; but we passed various 
places--trading places--with names like Gran' Bassam Little Popo, names 
that seemed to belong to some sordid farce acted in front of a sinister 
backcloth. The idleness of a passenger, my isolation amongst all these 
men with whom I had no point of contact, the oily and languid sea, the 
uniform somberness of the coast, seemed to keep me away from the truth 
of things, within the toil of a mournful and senseless delusion. The 
voice of the surf heard now and then was a positive pleasure, like the 
speech of a brother. It was something natural, that had its reason, that 
had a meaning. Now and then a boat from the shore gave one a momentary 
contact with reality. It was paddled by black fellows. You could see 
from afar the white of their eyeballs glistening. They shouted, sang; 
their bodies streamed with perspiration; they had faces like grotesque 
masks--these chaps; but they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality, an 
intense energy of movement, that was as natural and true as the surf 
along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being there. They were a 
great comfort to look at. For a time I would feel I belonged still to 
a world of straightforward facts; but the feeling would not last long. 
Something would turn up to scare it away. Once, I remember, we came upon 
a man-of-war anchored off the coast. There wasn't even a shed there, and 
she was shelling the bush. It appears the French had one of their wars 
going on thereabouts. Her ensign dropped limp like a rag; the muzzles 
of the long eight-inch guns stuck out all over the low hull; the greasy, 
slimy swell swung her up lazily and let her down, swaying her thin 
masts. In the empty immensity of earth, sky, and water, there she was, 
incomprehensible, firing into a continent. Pop, would go one of the 
eight-inch guns; a small flame would dart and vanish, a little 
white smoke would disappear, a tiny projectile would give a feeble 
screech--and nothing happened. Nothing could happen. There was a touch 
of insanity in the proceeding, a sense of lugubrious drollery in the 
sight; and it was not dissipated by somebody on board assuring me 
earnestly there was a camp of natives--he called them enemies!--hidden 
out of sight somewhere. 
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"We gave her her letters (I heard the men in that lonely ship were dying 
of fever at the rate of three a day) and went on. We called at some more 
places with farcical names, where the merry dance of death and trade 
goes on in a still and earthy atmosphere as of an overheated catacomb; 
all along the formless coast bordered by dangerous surf, as if Nature 
herself had tried to ward off intruders; in and out of rivers, streams 
of death in life, whose banks were rotting into mud, whose waters, 
thickened into slime, invaded the contorted mangroves, that seemed to 
writhe at us in the extremity of an impotent despair. Nowhere did we 
stop long enough to get a particularized impression, but the general 
sense of vague and oppressive wonder grew upon me. It was like a weary 
pilgrimage amongst hints for nightmares. 
 
"It was upward of thirty days before I saw the mouth of the big river. 
We anchored off the seat of the government. But my work would not begin 
till some two hundred miles farther on. So as soon as I could I made a 
start for a place thirty miles higher up. 
 
"I had my passage on a little sea-going steamer. Her captain was a 
Swede, and knowing me for a seaman, invited me on the bridge. He was a 
young man, lean, fair, and morose, with lanky hair and a shuffling gait. 
As we left the miserable little wharf, he tossed his head contemptuously 
at the shore. 'Been living there?' he asked. I said, 'Yes.' 'Fine lot 
these government chaps--are they not?' he went on, speaking English 
with great precision and considerable bitterness. 'It is funny what some 
people will do for a few francs a month. I wonder what becomes of that 
kind when it goes up country?' I said to him I expected to see that 
soon. 'So-o-o!' he exclaimed. He shuffled athwart, keeping one eye ahead 
vigilantly. 'Don't be too sure,' he continued. 'The other day I took 
up a man who hanged himself on the road. He was a Swede, too.' 
'Hanged himself! Why, in God's name?' I cried. He kept on looking 
out watchfully. 'Who knows? The sun too much for him, or the country 
perhaps.' 
 
"At last we opened a reach. A rocky cliff appeared, mounds of turned-up 
earth by the shore, houses on a hill, others, with iron roofs, amongst a 
waste of excavations, or hanging to the declivity. A continuous noise of 
the rapids above hovered over this scene of inhabited devastation. A 
lot of people, mostly black and naked, moved about like ants. A jetty 
projected into the river. A blinding sunlight drowned all this at times 
in a sudden recrudescence of glare. 'There's your Company's station,' 
said the Swede, pointing to three wooden barrack-like structures on the 
rocky slope. 'I will send your things up. Four boxes did you say? So. 
Farewell.' 
 
"I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then found a path 
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leading up the hill. It turned aside for the bowlders, and also for an 
undersized railway-truck lying there on its back with its wheels in 
the air. One was off. The thing looked as dead as the carcass of some 
animal. I came upon more pieces of decaying machinery, a stack of rusty 
rails. To the left a clump of trees made a shady spot, where dark things 
seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, the path was steep. A horn tooted to 
the right, and I saw the black people run. A heavy and dull detonation 
shook the ground, a puff of smoke came out of the cliff, and that was 
all. No change appeared on the face of the rock. They were building a 
railway. The cliff was not in the way or anything; but this objectless 
blasting was all the work going on. 
 
"A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. Six black men 
advanced in a file, toiling up the path. They walked erect and slow, 
balancing small baskets full of earth on their heads, and the clink kept 
time with their footsteps. Black rags were wound round their loins, and 
the short ends behind wagged to and fro like tails. I could see every 
rib, the joints of their limbs were like knots in a rope; each had an 
iron collar on his neck, and all were connected together with a chain 
whose bights swung between them, rhythmically clinking. Another report 
from the cliff made me think suddenly of that ship of war I had seen 
firing into a continent. It was the same kind of ominous voice; but 
these men could by no stretch of imagination be called enemies. They 
were called criminals, and the outraged law, like the bursting shells, 
had come to them, an insoluble mystery from over the sea. All their 
meager breasts panted together, the violently dilated nostrils quivered, 
the eyes stared stonily uphill. They passed me within six inches, 
without a glance, with that complete, deathlike indifference of unhappy 
savages. Behind this raw matter one of the reclaimed, the product of 
the new forces at work, strolled despondently, carrying a rifle by its 
middle. He had a uniform jacket with one button off, and seeing a white 
man on the path, hoisted his weapon to his shoulder with alacrity. This 
was simple prudence, white men being so much alike at a distance that 
he could not tell who I might be. He was speedily reassured, and with a 
large, white, rascally grin, and a glance at his charge, seemed to take 
me into partnership in his exalted trust. After all, I also was a part 
of the great cause of these high and just proceedings. 
 
"Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the left. My idea was to 
let that chain-gang get out of sight before I climbed the hill. You know 
I am not particularly tender; I've had to strike and to fend off. 
I've had to resist and to attack sometimes--that's only one way of 
resisting--without counting the exact cost, according to the demands 
of such sort of life as I had blundered into. I've seen the devil of 
violence, and the devil of greed, and the devil of hot desire; but, by 
all the stars! these were strong, lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed 
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and drove men--men, I tell you. But as I stood on this hillside, I 
foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that land I would become 
acquainted with a flabby, pretending, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and 
pitiless folly. How insidious he could be, too, I was only to find out 
several months later and a thousand miles farther. For a moment I 
stood appalled, as though by a warning. Finally I descended the hill, 
obliquely, towards the trees I had seen. 
 
"I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been digging on the 
slope, the purpose of which I found it impossible to divine. It wasn't 
a quarry or a sandpit, anyhow. It was just a hole. It might have 
been connected with the philanthropic desire of giving the criminals 
something to do. I don't know. Then I nearly fell into a very narrow 
ravine, almost no more than a scar in the hillside. I discovered that 
a lot of imported drainage-pipes for the settlement had been tumbled in 
there. There wasn't one that was not broken. It was a wanton smash-up. 
At last I got under the trees. My purpose was to stroll into the shade 
for a moment; but no sooner within than it seemed to me I had stepped 
into a gloomy circle of some Inferno. The rapids were near, and an 
uninterrupted, uniform, headlong, rushing noise filled the mournful 
stillness of the grove, where not a breath stirred, not a leaf moved, 
with a mysterious sound--as though the tearing pace of the launched 
earth had suddenly become audible. 
 
"Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees, leaning against the 
trunks, clinging to the earth, half coming out, half effaced within 
the dim light, in all the attitudes of pain, abandonment, and despair. 
Another mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder of the 
soil under my feet. The work was going on. The work! And this was the 
place where some of the helpers had withdrawn to die. 
 
"They were dying slowly--it was very clear. They were not enemies, they 
were not criminals, they were nothing earthly now,--nothing but black 
shadows of disease and starvation, lying confusedly in the greenish 
gloom. Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all the legality 
of time contracts, lost in uncongenial surroundings, fed on unfamiliar 
food, they sickened, became inefficient, and were then allowed to crawl 
away and rest. These moribund shapes were free as air--and nearly as 
thin. I began to distinguish the gleam of eyes under the trees. Then, 
glancing down, I saw a face near my hand. The black bones reclined at 
full length with one shoulder against the tree, and slowly the eyelids 
rose and the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous and vacant, a kind of 
blind, white flicker in the depths of the orbs, which died out slowly. 
The man seemed young--almost a boy--but you know with them it's hard to 
tell. I found nothing else to do but to offer him one of my good Swede's 
ship's biscuits I had in my pocket. The fingers closed slowly on it and 
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held--there was no other movement and no other glance. He had tied a 
bit of white worsted round his neck--Why? Where did he get it? Was it a 
badge--an ornament--a charm--a propitiatory act? Was there any idea at 
all connected with it? It looked startling round his black neck, this 
bit of white thread from beyond the seas. 
 
"Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles sat with their legs 
drawn up. One, with his chin propped on his knees, stared at nothing, 
in an intolerable and appalling manner: his brother phantom rested its 
forehead, as if overcome with a great weariness; and all about others 
were scattered in every pose of contorted collapse, as in some picture 
of a massacre or a pestilence. While I stood horror-struck, one of these 
creatures rose to his hands and knees, and went off on all-fours towards 
the river to drink. He lapped out of his hand, then sat up in the 
sunlight, crossing his shins in front of him, and after a time let his 
woolly head fall on his breastbone. 
 
"I didn't want any more loitering in the shade, and I made haste towards 
the station. When near the buildings I met a white man, in such an 
unexpected elegance of get-up that in the first moment I took him for 
a sort of vision. I saw a high starched collar, white cuffs, a light 
alpaca jacket, snowy trousers, a clear necktie, and varnished boots. No 
hat. Hair parted, brushed, oiled, under a green-lined parasol held in a 
big white hand. He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his ear. 
 
"I shook hands with this miracle, and I learned he was the Company's 
chief accountant, and that all the bookkeeping was done at this station. 
He had come out for a moment, he said, 'to get a breath of fresh air.' 
The expression sounded wonderfully odd, with its suggestion of sedentary 
desk-life. I wouldn't have mentioned the fellow to you at all, only 
it was from his lips that I first heard the name of the man who is 
so indissolubly connected with the memories of that time. Moreover, I 
respected the fellow. Yes; I respected his collars, his vast cuffs, 
his brushed hair. His appearance was certainly that of a hairdresser's 
dummy; but in the great demoralization of the land he kept up 
his appearance. That's backbone. His starched collars and got-up 
shirt-fronts were achievements of character. He had been out nearly 
three years; and, later on, I could not help asking him how he managed 
to sport such linen. He had just the faintest blush, and said modestly, 
'I've been teaching one of the native women about the station. It 
was difficult. She had a distaste for the work.' This man had verily 
accomplished something. And he was devoted to his books, which were in 
apple-pie order. 
 
"Everything else in the station was in a muddle,--heads, things, 
buildings. Strings of dusty niggers with splay feet arrived and 
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departed; a stream of manufactured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads, 
and brass-wire set into the depths of darkness, and in return came a 
precious trickle of ivory. 
 
"I had to wait in the station for ten days--an eternity. I lived in a 
hut in the yard, but to be out of the chaos I would sometimes get into 
the accountant's office. It was built of horizontal planks, and so badly 
put together that, as he bent over his high desk, he was barred from 
neck to heels with narrow strips of sunlight. There was no need to 
open the big shutter to see. It was hot there too; big flies buzzed 
fiendishly, and did not sting, but stabbed. I sat generally on the 
floor, while, of faultless appearance (and even slightly scented), 
perching on a high stool, he wrote, he wrote. Sometimes he stood up for 
exercise. When a truckle-bed with a sick man (some invalided agent from 
up-country) was put in there, he exhibited a gentle annoyance. 'The 
groans of this sick person,' he said, distract my attention. And without 
that it is extremely difficult to guard against clerical errors in this 
climate.' 
 
"One day he remarked, without lifting his head, 'In the interior you 
will no doubt meet Mr. Kurtz.' On my asking who Mr. Kurtz was, he 
said he was a first-class agent; and seeing my disappointment at 
this information, he added slowly, laying down his pen, 'He is a very 
remarkable person.' Further questions elicited from him that Mr. Kurtz 
was at present in charge of a trading post, a very important one, in the 
true ivory-country, at 'the very bottom of there. Sends in as much ivory 
as all the others put together. . . .' He began to write again. The sick 
man was too ill to groan. The flies buzzed in a great peace. 
 
"Suddenly there was a growing murmur of voices and a great tramping of 
feet. A caravan had come in. A violent babble of uncouth sounds burst 
out on the other side of the planks. All the carriers were speaking 
together, and in the midst of the uproar the lamentable voice of the 
chief agent was heard 'giving it up' tearfully for the twentieth time 
that day. . . . He rose slowly. 'What a frightful row,' he said. He 
crossed the room gently to look at the sick man, and returning, said to 
me, 'He does not hear.' 'What! Dead?' I asked, startled. 'No, not yet,' 
he answered, with great composure. Then, alluding with a toss of the 
head to the tumult in the station-yard, 'When one has got to make 
correct entries, one comes to hate those savages--hate them to the 
death.' He remained thoughtful for a moment. 'When you see Mr. Kurtz,' 
he went on, 'tell him from me that everything here'--he glanced at the 
desk--'is very satisfactory. I don't like to write to him--with those 
messengers of ours you never know who may get hold of your letter--at 
that Central Station.' He stared at me for a moment with his mild, 
bulging eyes. 'Oh, he will go far, very far,' he began again. 'He 
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will be a somebody in the Administration before long. They, above--the 
Council in Europe, you know--mean him to be.' 
 
"He turned to his work. The noise outside had ceased, and presently 
in going out I stopped at the door. In the steady buzz of flies the 
homeward-bound agent was lying flushed and insensible; the other, 
bent over his books, was making correct entries of perfectly correct 
transactions; and fifty feet below the doorstep I could see the still 
tree-tops of the grove of death. 
 
"Next day I left that station at last, with a caravan of sixty men, for 
a two-hundred-mile tramp. 
 
"No use telling you much about that. Paths, paths, everywhere; a 
stamped-in network of paths spreading over the empty land, through 
long grass, through burnt grass, through thickets, down and up chilly 
ravines, up and down stony hills ablaze with heat; and a solitude, a 
solitude, nobody, not a hut. The population had cleared out a long 
time ago. Well, if a lot of mysterious niggers armed with all kinds of 
fearful weapons suddenly took to traveling on the road between Deal and 
Gravesend, catching the yokels right and left to carry heavy loads for 
them, I fancy every farm and cottage thereabouts would get empty very 
soon. Only here the dwellings were gone too. Still I passed through 
several abandoned villages. There's something pathetically childish in 
the ruins of grass walls. Day after day, with the stamp and shuffle of 
sixty pair of bare feet behind me, each pair under a 60-lb. load. Camp, 
cook, sleep, strike camp, march. Now and then a carrier dead in harness, 
at rest in the long grass near the path, with an empty water-gourd and 
his long staff lying by his side. A great silence around and above. 
Perhaps on some quiet night the tremor of far-off drums, sinking, 
swelling, a tremor vast, faint; a sound weird, appealing, suggestive, 
and wild--and perhaps with as profound a meaning as the sound of bells 
in a Christian country. Once a white man in an unbuttoned uniform, 
camping on the path with an armed escort of lank Zanzibaris, very 
hospitable and festive--not to say drunk. Was looking after the upkeep 
of the road, he declared. Can't say I saw any road or any upkeep, unless 
the body of a middle-aged negro, with a bullet-hole in the forehead, 
upon which I absolutely stumbled three miles farther on, may be 
considered as a permanent improvement. I had a white companion too, not 
a bad chap, but rather too fleshy and with the exasperating habit of 
fainting on the hot hillsides, miles away from the least bit of shade 
and water. Annoying, you know, to hold your own coat like a parasol over 
a man's head while he is coming-to. I couldn't help asking him once what 
he meant by coming there at all. 'To make money, of course. What do you 
think?' he said, scornfully. Then he got fever, and had to be carried in 
a hammock slung under a pole. As he weighed sixteen stone I had no end 
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of rows with the carriers. They jibbed, ran away, sneaked off with their 
loads in the night--quite a mutiny. So, one evening, I made a speech in 
English with gestures, not one of which was lost to the sixty pairs of 
eyes before me, and the next morning I started the hammock off in front 
all right. An hour afterwards I came upon the whole concern wrecked in 
a bush--man, hammock, groans, blankets, horrors. The heavy pole had 
skinned his poor nose. He was very anxious for me to kill somebody, 
but there wasn't the shadow of a carrier near. I remembered the old 
doctor,--'It would be interesting for science to watch the mental 
changes of individuals, on the spot.' I felt I was becoming 
scientifically interesting. However, all that is to no purpose. On the 
fifteenth day I came in sight of the big river again, and hobbled into 
the Central Station. It was on a back water surrounded by scrub and 
forest, with a pretty border of smelly mud on one side, and on the three 
others inclosed by a crazy fence of rushes. A neglected gap was all the 
gate it had, and the first glance at the place was enough to let you see 
the flabby devil was running that show. White men with long staves in 
their hands appeared languidly from amongst the buildings, strolling up 
to take a look at me, and then retired out of sight somewhere. One of 
them, a stout, excitable chap with black mustaches, informed me with 
great volubility and many digressions, as soon as I told him who I was, 
that my steamer was at the bottom of the river. I was thunderstruck. 
What, how, why? Oh, it was 'all right.' The 'manager himself' was there. 
All quite correct. 'Everybody had behaved splendidly! splendidly!'--'you 
must,' he said in agitation, 'go and see the general manager at once. He 
is waiting!' 
 
"I did not see the real significance of that wreck at once. I fancy I 
see it now, but I am not sure--not at all. Certainly the affair was too 
stupid--when I think of it--to be altogether natural. Still. . . . But 
at the moment it presented itself simply as a confounded nuisance. The 
steamer was sunk. They had started two days before in a sudden hurry 
up the river with the manager on board, in charge of some volunteer 
skipper, and before they had been out three hours they tore the bottom 
out of her on stones, and she sank near the south bank. I asked myself 
what I was to do there, now my boat was lost. As a matter of fact, I had 
plenty to do in fishing my command out of the river. I had to set about 
it the very next day. That, and the repairs when I brought the pieces to 
the station, took some months. 
 
"My first interview with the manager was curious. He did not ask me to 
sit down after my twenty-mile walk that morning. He was commonplace in 
complexion, in features, in manners, and in voice. He was of middle 
size and of ordinary build. His eyes, of the usual blue, were perhaps 
remarkably cold, and he certainly could make his glance fall on one as 
trenchant and heavy as an ax. But even at these times the rest of his 
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person seemed to disclaim the intention. Otherwise there was only 
an indefinable, faint expression of his lips, something stealthy--a 
smile--not a smile--I remember it, but I can't explain. It was 
unconscious, this smile was, though just after he had said something it 
got intensified for an instant. It came at the end of his speeches like 
a seal applied on the words to make the meaning of the commonest phrase 
appear absolutely inscrutable. He was a common trader, from his youth 
up employed in these parts--nothing more. He was obeyed, yet he inspired 
neither love nor fear, nor even respect. He inspired uneasiness. That 
was it! Uneasiness. Not a definite mistrust--just uneasiness--nothing 
more. You have no idea how effective such a . . . a . . . faculty can 
be. He had no genius for organizing, for initiative, or for order even. 
That was evident in such things as the deplorable state of the station. 
He had no learning, and no intelligence. His position had come to 
him--why? Perhaps because he was never ill . . . He had served three 
terms of three years out there . . . Because triumphant health in the 
general rout of constitutions is a kind of power in itself. When he went 
home on leave he rioted on a large scale--pompously. Jack ashore--with 
a difference--in externals only. This one could gather from his casual 
talk. He originated nothing, he could keep the routine going--that's 
all. But he was great. He was great by this little thing that it was 
impossible to tell what could control such a man. He never gave that 
secret away. Perhaps there was nothing within him. Such a suspicion 
made one pause--for out there there were no external checks. Once when 
various tropical diseases had laid low almost every 'agent' in the 
station, he was heard to say, 'Men who come out here should have no 
entrails.' He sealed the utterance with that smile of his, as though 
it had been a door opening into a darkness he had in his keeping. 
You fancied you had seen things--but the seal was on. When annoyed at 
meal-times by the constant quarrels of the white men about precedence, 
he ordered an immense round table to be made, for which a special house 
had to be built. This was the station's mess-room. Where he sat was the 
first place--the rest were nowhere. One felt this to be his unalterable 
conviction. He was neither civil nor uncivil. He was quiet. He allowed 
his 'boy'--an overfed young negro from the coast--to treat the white 
men, under his very eyes, with provoking insolence. 
 
"He began to speak as soon as he saw me. I had been very long on the 
road. He could not wait. Had to start without me. The up-river stations 
had to be relieved. There had been so many delays already that he did 
not know who was dead and who was alive, and how they got on--and so on, 
and so on. He paid no attention to my explanations, and, playing with 
a stick of sealing-wax, repeated several times that the situation 
was 'very grave, very grave.' There were rumors that a very important 
station was in jeopardy, and its chief, Mr. Kurtz, was ill. Hoped it was 
not true. Mr. Kurtz was . . . I felt weary and irritable. Hang Kurtz, 
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I thought. I interrupted him by saying I had heard of Mr. Kurtz on the 
coast. 'Ah! So they talk of him down there,' he murmured to himself. 
Then he began again, assuring me Mr. Kurtz was the best agent he had, an 
exceptional man, of the greatest importance to the Company; therefore 
I could understand his anxiety. He was, he said, 'very, very uneasy.' 
Certainly he fidgeted on his chair a good deal, exclaimed, 'Ah, Mr. 
Kurtz!' broke the stick of sealing-wax and seemed dumbfounded by the 
accident. Next thing he wanted to know 'how long it would take to' . . . 
I interrupted him again. Being hungry, you know, and kept on my feet 
too, I was getting savage. 'How could I tell,' I said. 'I hadn't even 
seen the wreck yet--some months, no doubt.' All this talk seemed to me 
so futile. 'Some months,' he said. 'Well, let us say three months before 
we can make a start. Yes. That ought to do the affair.' I flung out 
of his hut (he lived all alone in a clay hut with a sort of veranda) 
muttering to myself my opinion of him. He was a chattering idiot. 
Afterwards I took it back when it was borne in upon me startlingly 
with what extreme nicety he had estimated the time requisite for the 
'affair.' 
 
"I went to work the next day, turning, so to speak, my back on that 
station. In that way only it seemed to me I could keep my hold on the 
redeeming facts of life. Still, one must look about sometimes; and then 
I saw this station, these men strolling aimlessly about in the sunshine 
of the yard. I asked myself sometimes what it all meant. They wandered 
here and there with their absurd long staves in their hands, like a lot 
of faithless pilgrims bewitched inside a rotten fence. The word 'ivory' 
rang in the air, was whispered, was sighed. You would think they were 
praying to it. A taint of imbecile rapacity blew through it all, like a 
whiff from some corpse. By Jove! I've never seen anything so unreal in 
my life. And outside, the silent wilderness surrounding this cleared 
speck on the earth struck me as something great and invincible, like 
evil or truth, waiting patiently for the passing away of this fantastic 
invasion. 
 
"Oh, these months! Well, never mind. Various things happened. One 
evening a grass shed full of calico, cotton prints, beads, and I don't 
know what else, burst into a blaze so suddenly that you would have 
thought the earth had opened to let an avenging fire consume all that 
trash. I was smoking my pipe quietly by my dismantled steamer, and saw 
them all cutting capers in the light, with their arms lifted high, when 
the stout man with mustaches came tearing down to the river, a tin 
pail in his hand, assured me that everybody was 'behaving splendidly, 
splendidly,' dipped about a quart of water and tore back again. I 
noticed there was a hole in the bottom of his pail. 
 
"I strolled up. There was no hurry. You see the thing had gone off like 
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a box of matches. It had been hopeless from the very first. The flame 
had leaped high, driven everybody back, lighted up everything--and 
collapsed. The shed was already a heap of embers glowing fiercely. A 
nigger was being beaten near by. They said he had caused the fire in 
some way; be that as it may, he was screeching most horribly. I saw him, 
later on, for several days, sitting in a bit of shade looking very sick 
and trying to recover himself: afterwards he arose and went out--and 
the wilderness without a sound took him into its bosom again. As I 
approached the glow from the dark I found myself at the back of two men, 
talking. I heard the name of Kurtz pronounced, then the words, 'take 
advantage of this unfortunate accident.' One of the men was the manager. 
I wished him a good evening. 'Did you ever see anything like it--eh? it 
is incredible,' he said, and walked off. The other man remained. He was 
a first-class agent, young, gentlemanly, a bit reserved, with a forked 
little beard and a hooked nose. He was stand-offish with the other 
agents, and they on their side said he was the manager's spy upon them. 
As to me, I had hardly ever spoken to him before. We got into talk, and 
by-and-by we strolled away from the hissing ruins. Then he asked me to 
his room, which was in the main building of the station. He struck 
a match, and I perceived that this young aristocrat had not only a 
silver-mounted dressing-case but also a whole candle all to himself. 
Just at that time the manager was the only man supposed to have any 
right to candles. Native mats covered the clay walls; a collection of 
spears, assegais, shields, knives was hung up in trophies. The business 
intrusted to this fellow was the making of bricks--so I had been 
informed; but there wasn't a fragment of a brick anywhere in the 
station, and he had been there more than a year--waiting. It seems he 
could not make bricks without something, I don't know what--straw maybe. 
Anyways, it could not be found there, and as it was not likely to be 
sent from Europe, it did not appear clear to me what he was waiting for. 
An act of special creation perhaps. However, they were all waiting--all 
the sixteen or twenty pilgrims of them--for something; and upon my word 
it did not seem an uncongenial occupation, from the way they took it, 
though the only thing that ever came to them was disease--as far as I 
could see. They beguiled the time by backbiting and intriguing against 
each other in a foolish kind of way. There was an air of plotting about 
that station, but nothing came of it, of course. It was as unreal as 
everything else--as the philanthropic pretense of the whole concern, as 
their talk, as their government, as their show of work. The only real 
feeling was a desire to get appointed to a trading-post where ivory 
was to be had, so that they could earn percentages. They intrigued 
and slandered and hated each other only on that account,--but as to 
effectually lifting a little finger--oh, no. By heavens! there is 
something after all in the world allowing one man to steal a horse while 
another must not look at a halter. Steal a horse straight out. Very 
well. He has done it. Perhaps he can ride. But there is a way of looking 
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at a halter that would provoke the most charitable of saints into a 
kick. 
 
"I had no idea why he wanted to be sociable, but as we chatted in there 
it suddenly occurred to me the fellow was trying to get at something--in 
fact, pumping me. He alluded constantly to Europe, to the people I was 
supposed to know there--putting leading questions as to my acquaintances 
in the sepulchral city, and so on. His little eyes glittered like 
mica discs--with curiosity,--though he tried to keep up a bit of 
superciliousness. At first I was astonished, but very soon I became 
awfully curious to see what he would find out from me. I couldn't 
possibly imagine what I had in me to make it worth his while. It was 
very pretty to see how he baffled himself, for in truth my body was full 
of chills, and my head had nothing in it but that wretched steamboat 
business. It was evident he took me for a perfectly shameless 
prevaricator. At last he got angry, and to conceal a movement of furious 
annoyance, he yawned. I rose. Then I noticed a small sketch in oils, 
on a panel, representing a woman, draped and blindfolded, carrying a 
lighted torch. The background was somber--almost black. The movement of 
the woman was stately, and the effect of the torchlight on the face was 
sinister. 
 
"It arrested me, and he stood by civilly, holding a half-pint champagne 
bottle (medical comforts) with the candle stuck in it. To my question he 
said Mr. Kurtz had painted this--in this very station more than a year 
ago--while waiting for means to go to his trading-post. 'Tell me, pray,' 
said I, 'who is this Mr. Kurtz?' 
 
"'The chief of the Inner Station,' he answered in a short tone, looking 
away. 'Much obliged,' I said, laughing. 'And you are the brickmaker of 
the Central Station. Everyone knows that.' He was silent for a while. 
'He is a prodigy,' he said at last. 'He is an emissary of pity, and 
science, and progress, and devil knows what else. We want,' he began 
to declaim suddenly, 'for the guidance of the cause intrusted to us by 
Europe, so to speak, higher intelligence, wide sympathies, a singleness 
of purpose.' 'Who says that?' I asked. 'Lots of them,' he replied. 'Some 
even write that; and so _he_ comes here, a special being, as you ought 
to know.' 'Why ought I to know?' I interrupted, really surprised. He 
paid no attention. 'Yes. To-day he is chief of the best station, next 
year he will be assistant-manager, two years more and . . . but I dare 
say you know what he will be in two years' time. You are of the new 
gang--the gang of virtue. The same people who sent him specially also 
recommended you. Oh, don't say no. I've my own eyes to trust.' Light 
dawned upon me. My dear aunt's influential acquaintances were producing 
an unexpected effect upon that young man. I nearly burst into a laugh. 
'Do you read the Company's confidential correspondence?' I asked. He 
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hadn't a word to say. It was great fun. 'When Mr. Kurtz,' I continued 
severely, 'is General Manager, you won't have the opportunity.' 
 
"He blew the candle out suddenly, and we went outside. The moon had 
risen. Black figures strolled about listlessly, pouring water on 
the glow, whence proceeded a sound of hissing; steam ascended in the 
moonlight, the beaten nigger groaned somewhere. 'What a row the brute 
makes!' said the indefatigable man with the mustaches, appearing 
near us. 'Serve him right. Transgression--punishment--bang! Pitiless, 
pitiless. That's the only way. This will prevent all conflagrations 
for the future. I was just telling the manager . . .' He noticed my 
companion, and became crestfallen all at once. 'Not in bed yet,' 
he said, with a kind of servile heartiness; 'it's so natural. Ha! 
Danger--agitation.' He vanished. I went on to the river-side, and 
the other followed me. I heard a scathing murmur at my ear, 'Heap 
of muffs--go to.' The pilgrims could be seen in knots gesticulating, 
discussing. Several had still their staves in their hands. I verily 
believe they took these sticks to bed with them. Beyond the fence the 
forest stood up spectrally in the moonlight, and through the dim stir, 
through the faint sounds of that lamentable courtyard, the silence of 
the land went home to one's very heart,--its mystery, its greatness, 
the amazing reality of its concealed life. The hurt nigger moaned feebly 
somewhere near by, and then fetched a deep sigh that made me mend my 
pace away from there. I felt a hand introducing itself under my arm. 
'My dear sir,' said the fellow, 'I don't want to be misunderstood, and 
especially by you, who will see Mr. Kurtz long before I can have that 
pleasure. I wouldn't like him to get a false idea of my 
disposition. . . .' 
 
 
"I let him run on, this _papier-mache_ Mephistopheles, and it seemed to 
me that if I tried I could poke my forefinger through him, and would find 
nothing inside but a little loose dirt, maybe. He, don't you see, had 
been planning to be assistant-manager by-and-by under the present man, 
and I could see that the coming of that Kurtz had upset them both not a 
little. He talked precipitately, and I did not try to stop him. I had my 
shoulders against the wreck of my steamer, hauled up on the slope like a 
carcass of some big river animal. The smell of mud, of primeval mud, 
by Jove! was in my nostrils, the high stillness of primeval forest was 
before my eyes; there were shiny patches on the black creek. The moon 
had spread over everything a thin layer of silver--over the rank grass, 
over the mud, upon the wall of matted vegetation standing higher than 
the wall of a temple, over the great river I could see through a somber 
gap glittering, glittering, as it flowed broadly by without a murmur. 
All this was great, expectant, mute, while the man jabbered about 
himself. I wondered whether the stillness on the face of the immensity 
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looking at us two were meant as an appeal or as a menace. What were we 
who had strayed in here? Could we handle that dumb thing, or would it 
handle us? I felt how big, how confoundedly big, was that thing that 
couldn't talk, and perhaps was deaf as well. What was in there? I could 
see a little ivory coming out from there, and I had heard Mr. Kurtz was 
in there. I had heard enough about it too--God knows! Yet somehow it 
didn't bring any image with it--no more than if I had been told an angel 
or a fiend was in there. I believed it in the same way one of you might 
believe there are inhabitants in the planet Mars. I knew once a Scotch 
sailmaker who was certain, dead sure, there were people in Mars. If you 
asked him for some idea how they looked and behaved, he would get shy 
and mutter something about 'walking on all-fours.' If you as much as 
smiled, he would--though a man of sixty--offer to fight you. I would not 
have gone so far as to fight for Kurtz, but I went for him near enough 
to a lie. You know I hate, detest, and can't bear a lie, not because 
I am straighter than the rest of us, but simply because it appalls me. 
There is a taint of death, a flavor of mortality in lies,--which is 
exactly what I hate and detest in the world--what I want to forget. 
It makes me miserable and sick, like biting something rotten would do. 
Temperament, I suppose. Well, I went near enough to it by letting the 
young fool there believe anything he liked to imagine as to my influence 
in Europe. I became in an instant as much of a pretense as the rest of 
the bewitched pilgrims. This simply because I had a notion it somehow 
would be of help to that Kurtz whom at the time I did not see--you 
understand. He was just a word for me. I did not see the man in the name 
any more than you do. Do you see him? Do you see the story? Do you see 
anything? It seems to me I am trying to tell you a dream--making a vain 
attempt, because no relation of a dream can convey the dream-sensation, 
that commingling of absurdity, surprise, and bewilderment in a tremor of 
struggling revolt, that notion of being captured by the incredible which 
is of the very essence of dreams. . . ." 
 
He was silent for a while. 
 
". . . No, it is impossible; it is impossible to convey the 
life-sensation of any given epoch of one's existence,--that which 
makes its truth, its meaning--its subtle and penetrating essence. It is 
impossible. We live, as we dream--alone. . . ." 
 
He paused again as if reflecting, then added--"Of course in this you 
fellows see more than I could then. You see me, whom you know. . . ." 
 
It had become so pitch dark that we listeners could hardly see one 
another. For a long time already he, sitting apart, had been no more 
to us than a voice. There was not a word from anybody. The others might 
have been asleep, but I was awake. I listened, I listened on the watch 
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for the sentence, for the word, that would give me the clew to the 
faint uneasiness inspired by this narrative that seemed to shape itself 
without human lips in the heavy night-air of the river. 
 
". . . Yes--I let him run on," Marlow began again, "and think what 
he pleased about the powers that were behind me. I did! And there was 
nothing behind me! There was nothing but that wretched, old, mangled 
steamboat I was leaning against, while he talked fluently about 'the 
necessity for every man to get on.' 'And when one comes out here, you 
conceive, it is not to gaze at the moon.' Mr. Kurtz was a 'universal 
genius,' but even a genius would find it easier to work with 'adequate 
tools--intelligent men.' He did not make bricks--why, there was a 
physical impossibility in the way--as I was well aware; and if he 
did secretarial work for the manager, it was because 'no sensible man 
rejects wantonly the confidence of his superiors.' Did I see it? I saw 
it. What more did I want? What I really wanted was rivets, by heaven! 
Rivets. To get on with the work--to stop the hole. Rivets I 
wanted. There were cases of them down at the coast--cases--piled 
up--burst--split! You kicked a loose rivet at every second step in that 
station yard on the hillside. Rivets had rolled into the grove of death. 
You could fill your pockets with rivets for the trouble of stooping 
down--and there wasn't one rivet to be found where it was wanted. We had 
plates that would do, but nothing to fasten them with. And every week 
the messenger, a lone negro, letter-bag on shoulder and staff in hand, 
left our station for the coast. And several times a week a coast caravan 
came in with trade goods,--ghastly glazed calico that made you shudder 
only to look at it, glass beads value about a penny a quart, confounded 
spotted cotton handkerchiefs. And no rivets. Three carriers could have 
brought all that was wanted to set that steamboat afloat. 
 
"He was becoming confidential now, but I fancy my unresponsive attitude 
must have exasperated him at last, for he judged it necessary to inform 
me he feared neither God nor devil, let alone any mere man. I said I 
could see that very well, but what I wanted was a certain quantity of 
rivets--and rivets were what really Mr. Kurtz wanted, if he had only 
known it. Now letters went to the coast every week. . . . 'My dear 
sir,' he cried, 'I write from dictation.' I demanded rivets. There was 
a way--for an intelligent man. He changed his manner; became very 
cold, and suddenly began to talk about a hippopotamus; wondered whether 
sleeping on board the steamer (I stuck to my salvage night and day) 
I wasn't disturbed. There was an old hippo that had the bad habit of 
getting out on the bank and roaming at night over the station grounds. 
The pilgrims used to turn out in a body and empty every rifle they could 
lay hands on at him. Some even had sat up o' nights for him. All this 
energy was wasted, though. 'That animal has a charmed life,' he said; 
'but you can say this only of brutes in this country. No man--you 
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apprehend me?--no man here bears a charmed life.' He stood there for 
a moment in the moonlight with his delicate hooked nose set a little 
askew, and his mica eyes glittering without a wink, then, with a curt 
Good night, he strode off. I could see he was disturbed and considerably 
puzzled, which made me feel more hopeful than I had been for days. It 
was a great comfort to turn from that chap to my influential friend, the 
battered, twisted, ruined, tin-pot steamboat. I clambered on board. She 
rang under my feet like an empty Huntley & Palmer biscuit-tin kicked 
along a gutter; she was nothing so solid in make, and rather less pretty 
in shape, but I had expended enough hard work on her to make me love 
her. No influential friend would have served me better. She had given 
me a chance to come out a bit--to find out what I could do. No, I don't 
like work. I had rather laze about and think of all the fine things that 
can be done. I don't like work--no man does--but I like what is in the 
work,--the chance to find yourself. Your own reality--for yourself, not 
for others--what no other man can ever know. They can only see the mere 
show, and never can tell what it really means. 
 
"I was not surprised to see somebody sitting aft, on the deck, with 
his legs dangling over the mud. You see I rather chummed with the few 
mechanics there were in that station, whom the other pilgrims naturally 
despised--on account of their imperfect manners, I suppose. This was the 
foreman--a boiler-maker by trade--a good worker. He was a lank, bony, 
yellow-faced man, with big intense eyes. His aspect was worried, and his 
head was as bald as the palm of my hand; but his hair in falling seemed 
to have stuck to his chin, and had prospered in the new locality, 
for his beard hung down to his waist. He was a widower with six young 
children (he had left them in charge of a sister of his to come out 
there), and the passion of his life was pigeon-flying. He was an 
enthusiast and a connoisseur. He would rave about pigeons. After work 
hours he used sometimes to come over from his hut for a talk about his 
children and his pigeons; at work, when he had to crawl in the mud under 
the bottom of the steamboat, he would tie up that beard of his in a kind 
of white serviette he brought for the purpose. It had loops to go over 
his ears. In the evening he could be seen squatted on the bank rinsing 
that wrapper in the creek with great care, then spreading it solemnly on 
a bush to dry. 
 
"I slapped him on the back and shouted, 'We shall have rivets!' He 
scrambled to his feet exclaiming 'No! Rivets!' as though he couldn't 
believe his ears. Then in a low voice, 'You . . . eh?' I don't know why 
we behaved like lunatics. I put my finger to the side of my nose and 
nodded mysteriously. 'Good for you!' he cried, snapped his fingers above 
his head, lifting one foot. I tried a jig. We capered on the iron deck. 
A frightful clatter came out of that hulk, and the virgin forest on 
the other bank of the creek sent it back in a thundering roll upon the 
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sleeping station. It must have made some of the pilgrims sit up in their 
hovels. A dark figure obscured the lighted doorway of the manager's hut, 
vanished, then, a second or so after, the doorway itself vanished too. 
We stopped, and the silence driven away by the stamping of our feet 
flowed back again from the recesses of the land. The great wall of 
vegetation, an exuberant and entangled mass of trunks, branches, leaves, 
boughs, festoons, motionless in the moonlight, was like a rioting 
invasion of soundless life, a rolling wave of plants, piled up, crested, 
ready to topple over the creek, to sweep every little man of us out 
of his little existence. And it moved not. A deadened burst of mighty 
splashes and snorts reached us from afar, as though an ichthyosaurus had 
been taking a bath of glitter in the great river. 'After all,' said the 
boiler-maker in a reasonable tone, 'why shouldn't we get the rivets?' 
Why not, indeed! I did not know of any reason why we shouldn't. 'They'll 
come in three weeks,' I said confidently. 
 
"But they didn't. Instead of rivets there came an invasion, an 
infliction, a visitation. It came in sections during the next three 
weeks, each section headed by a donkey carrying a white man in new 
clothes and tan shoes, bowing from that elevation right and left to the 
impressed pilgrims. A quarrelsome band of footsore sulky niggers trod on 
the heels of the donkeys; a lot of tents, camp-stools, tin boxes, white 
cases, brown bales would be shot down in the courtyard, and the air of 
mystery would deepen a little over the muddle of the station. Five such 
installments came, with their absurd air of disorderly flight with the 
loot of innumerable outfit shops and provision stores, that, one 
would think, they were lugging, after a raid, into the wilderness for 
equitable division. It was an inextricable mess of things decent in 
themselves but that human folly made look like the spoils of thieving. 
 
"This devoted band called itself the Eldorado Exploring Expedition, and 
I believe they were sworn to secrecy. Their talk, however, was the talk 
of sordid buccaneers: it was reckless without hardihood, greedy without 
audacity, and cruel without courage; there was not an atom of foresight 
or of serious intention in the whole batch of them, and they did not 
seem aware these things are wanted for the work of the world. To tear 
treasure out of the bowels of the land was their desire, with no more 
moral purpose at the back of it than there is in burglars breaking into 
a safe. Who paid the expenses of the noble enterprise I don't know; but 
the uncle of our manager was leader of that lot. 
 
"In exterior he resembled a butcher in a poor neighborhood, and his eyes 
had a look of sleepy cunning. He carried his fat paunch with ostentation 
on his short legs, and during the time his gang infested the station 
spoke to no one but his nephew. You could see these two roaming about 
all day long with their heads close together in an everlasting confab. 
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"I had given up worrying myself about the rivets. One's capacity for 
that kind of folly is more limited than you would suppose. I said 
Hang!--and let things slide. I had plenty of time for meditation, 
and now and then I would give some thought to Kurtz. I wasn't very 
interested in him. No. Still, I was curious to see whether this man, who 
had come out equipped with moral ideas of some sort, would climb to the 
top after all, and how he would set about his work when there." 
 
 
II 
 
 
"One evening as I was lying flat on the deck of my steamboat, I heard 
voices approaching--and there were the nephew and the uncle strolling 
along the bank. I laid my head on my arm again, and had nearly lost 
myself in a doze, when somebody said in my ear, as it were: 'I am as 
harmless as a little child, but I don't like to be dictated to. Am I the 
manager--or am I not? I was ordered to send him there. It's incredible.' 
. . . I became aware that the two were standing on the shore alongside 
the forepart of the steamboat, just below my head. I did not move; it 
did not occur to me to move: I was sleepy. 'It _is_ unpleasant,' grunted 
the uncle. 'He has asked the Administration to be sent there,' said the 
other, 'with the idea of showing what he could do; and I was instructed 
accordingly. Look at the influence that man must have. Is it not 
frightful?' They both agreed it was frightful, then made several bizarre 
remarks: 'Make rain and fine weather--one man--the Council--by the 
nose'--bits of absurd sentences that got the better of my drowsiness, 
so that I had pretty near the whole of my wits about me when the uncle 
said, 'The climate may do away with this difficulty for you. Is he alone 
there?' 'Yes,' answered the manager; 'he sent his assistant down the 
river with a note to me in these terms: "Clear this poor devil out of 
the country, and don't bother sending more of that sort. I had rather be 
alone than have the kind of men you can dispose of with me." It was more 
than a year ago. Can you imagine such impudence!' 'Anything since 
then?' asked the other, hoarsely. 'Ivory,' jerked the nephew; 'lots 
of it--prime sort--lots--most annoying, from him.' 'And with that?' 
questioned the heavy rumble. 'Invoice,' was the reply fired out, so to 
speak. Then silence. They had been talking about Kurtz. 
 
"I was broad awake by this time, but, lying perfectly at ease, remained 
still, having no inducement to change my position. 'How did that ivory 
come all this way?' growled the elder man, who seemed very vexed. The 
other explained that it had come with a fleet of canoes in charge of an 
English half-caste clerk Kurtz had with him; that Kurtz had apparently 
intended to return himself, the station being by that time bare of goods 



 297

and stores, but after coming three hundred miles, had suddenly decided 
to go back, which he started to do alone in a small dug-out with four 
paddlers, leaving the half-caste to continue down the river with the 
ivory. The two fellows there seemed astounded at anybody attempting such 
a thing. They were at a loss for an adequate motive. As to me, I seemed 
to see Kurtz for the first time. It was a distinct glimpse: the dug-out, 
four paddling savages, and the lone white man turning his back suddenly 
on the headquarters, on relief, on thoughts of home--perhaps; setting 
his face towards the depths of the wilderness, towards his empty and 
desolate station. I did not know the motive. Perhaps he was just simply 
a fine fellow who stuck to his work for its own sake. His name, you 
understand, had not been pronounced once. He was 'that man.' The 
half-caste, who, as far as I could see, had conducted a difficult 
trip with great prudence and pluck, was invariably alluded to as 'that 
scoundrel.' The 'scoundrel' had reported that the 'man' had been very 
ill--had recovered imperfectly. . . . The two below me moved away then a 
few paces, and strolled back and forth at some little distance. I heard: 
'Military post--doctor--two hundred miles--quite alone now--unavoidable 
delays--nine months--no news--strange rumors.' They approached again, 
just as the manager was saying, 'No one, as far as I know, unless a 
species of wandering trader--a pestilential fellow, snapping ivory from 
the natives.' Who was it they were talking about now? I gathered in 
snatches that this was some man supposed to be in Kurtz's district, and 
of whom the manager did not approve. 'We will not be free from unfair 
competition till one of these fellows is hanged for an example,' 
he said. 'Certainly,' grunted the other; 'get him hanged! Why not? 
Anything--anything can be done in this country. That's what I say; 
nobody here, you understand, _here_, can endanger your position. And 
why? You stand the climate--you outlast them all. The danger is in 
Europe; but there before I left I took care to--' They moved off and 
whispered, then their voices rose again. 'The extraordinary series of 
delays is not my fault. I did my possible.' The fat man sighed, 'Very 
sad.' 'And the pestiferous absurdity of his talk,' continued the other; 
'he bothered me enough when he was here. "Each station should be like a 
beacon on the road towards better things, a center for trade of course, 
but also for humanizing, improving, instructing." Conceive you--that 
ass! And he wants to be manager! No, it's--' Here he got choked by 
excessive indignation, and I lifted my head the least bit. I was 
surprised to see how near they were--right under me. I could have spat 
upon their hats. They were looking on the ground, absorbed in thought. 
The manager was switching his leg with a slender twig: his sagacious 
relative lifted his head. 'You have been well since you came out this 
time?' he asked. The other gave a start. 'Who? I? Oh! Like a charm--like 
a charm. But the rest--oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so quick, 
too, that I haven't the time to send them out of the country--it's 
incredible!' 'H'm. Just so,' grunted the uncle. 'Ah! my boy, trust to 
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this--I say, trust to this.' I saw him extend his short flipper of 
an arm for a gesture that took in the forest, the creek, the mud, the 
river,--seemed to beckon with a dishonoring flourish before the sunlit 
face of the land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to the 
hidden evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. It was so startling 
that I leaped to my feet and looked back at the edge of the forest, as 
though I had expected an answer of some sort to that black display of 
confidence. You know the foolish notions that come to one sometimes. The 
high stillness confronted these two figures with its ominous patience, 
waiting for the passing away of a fantastic invasion. 
 
"They swore aloud together--out of sheer fright, I believe--then 
pretending not to know anything of my existence, turned back to the 
station. The sun was low; and leaning forward side by side, they seemed 
to be tugging painfully uphill their two ridiculous shadows of unequal 
length, that trailed behind them slowly over the tall grass without 
bending a single blade. 
 
"In a few days the Eldorado Expedition went into the patient wilderness, 
that closed upon it as the sea closes over a diver. Long afterwards the 
news came that all the donkeys were dead. I know nothing as to the fate 
of the less valuable animals. They, no doubt, like the rest of us, found 
what they deserved. I did not inquire. I was then rather excited at 
the prospect of meeting Kurtz very soon. When I say very soon I mean 
it comparatively. It was just two months from the day we left the creek 
when we came to the bank below Kurtz's station. 
 
"Going up that river was like traveling back to the earliest beginnings 
of the world, when vegetation rioted on the earth and the big trees were 
kings. An empty stream, a great silence, an impenetrable forest. The air 
was warm, thick, heavy, sluggish. There was no joy in the brilliance of 
sunshine. The long stretches of the waterway ran on, deserted, into 
the gloom of overshadowed distances. On silvery sandbanks hippos and 
alligators sunned themselves side by side. The broadening waters flowed 
through a mob of wooded islands; you lost your way on that river as you 
would in a desert, and butted all day long against shoals, trying to 
find the channel, till you thought yourself bewitched and cut off for 
ever from everything you had known once--somewhere--far away--in another 
existence perhaps. There were moments when one's past came back to one, 
as it will sometimes when you have not a moment to spare to yourself; 
but it came in the shape of an unrestful and noisy dream, remembered 
with wonder amongst the overwhelming realities of this strange world of 
plants, and water, and silence. And this stillness of life did not in 
the least resemble a peace. It was the stillness of an implacable force 
brooding over an inscrutable intention. It looked at you with a vengeful 
aspect. I got used to it afterwards; I did not see it any more; I had no 
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time. I had to keep guessing at the channel; I had to discern, mostly by 
inspiration, the signs of hidden banks; I watched for sunken stones; I 
was learning to clap my teeth smartly before my heart flew out, when I 
shaved by a fluke some infernal sly old snag that would have ripped the 
life out of the tin-pot steamboat and drowned all the pilgrims; I had to 
keep a look-out for the signs of dead wood we could cut up in the night 
for next day's steaming. When you have to attend to things of that sort, 
to the mere incidents of the surface, the reality--the reality, I tell 
you--fades. The inner truth is hidden--luckily, luckily. But I felt it 
all the same; I felt often its mysterious stillness watching me at 
my monkey tricks, just as it watches you fellows performing on your 
respective tight-ropes for--what is it? half-a-crown a tumble--" 
 
"Try to be civil, Marlow," growled a voice, and I knew there was at 
least one listener awake besides myself. 
 
"I beg your pardon. I forgot the heartache which makes up the rest of 
the price. And indeed what does the price matter, if the trick be well 
done? You do your tricks very well. And I didn't do badly either, since 
I managed not to sink that steamboat on my first trip. It's a wonder to 
me yet. Imagine a blindfolded man set to drive a van over a bad road. 
I sweated and shivered over that business considerably, I can tell 
you. After all, for a seaman, to scrape the bottom of the thing that's 
supposed to float all the time under his care is the unpardonable sin. 
No one may know of it, but you never forget the thump--eh? A blow on the 
very heart. You remember it, you dream of it, you wake up at night and 
think of it--years after--and go hot and cold all over. I don't pretend 
to say that steamboat floated all the time. More than once she had to 
wade for a bit, with twenty cannibals splashing around and pushing. 
We had enlisted some of these chaps on the way for a crew. Fine 
fellows--cannibals--in their place. They were men one could work with, 
and I am grateful to them. And, after all, they did not eat each other 
before my face: they had brought along a provision of hippo-meat 
which went rotten, and made the mystery of the wilderness stink in my 
nostrils. Phoo! I can sniff it now. I had the manager on board and three 
or four pilgrims with their staves--all complete. Sometimes we came upon 
a station close by the bank, clinging to the skirts of the unknown, and 
the white men rushing out of a tumble-down hovel, with great gestures of 
joy and surprise and welcome, seemed very strange,--had the appearance 
of being held there captive by a spell. The word ivory would ring in 
the air for a while--and on we went again into the silence, along empty 
reaches, round the still bends, between the high walls of our 
winding way, reverberating in hollow claps the ponderous beat of the 
stern-wheel. Trees, trees, millions of trees, massive, immense, running 
up high; and at their foot, hugging the bank against the stream, crept 
the little begrimed steamboat, like a sluggish beetle crawling on the 
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floor of a lofty portico. It made you feel very small, very lost, and 
yet it was not altogether depressing, that feeling. After all, if you 
were small, the grimy beetle crawled on--which was just what you wanted 
it to do. Where the pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don't know. 
To some place where they expected to get something, I bet! For me it 
crawled toward Kurtz--exclusively; but when the steam-pipes started 
leaking we crawled very slow. The reaches opened before us and closed 
behind, as if the forest had stepped leisurely across the water to bar 
the way for our return. We penetrated deeper and deeper into the heart 
of darkness. It was very quiet there. At night sometimes the roll of 
drums behind the curtain of trees would run up the river and remain 
sustained faintly, as if hovering in the air high over our heads, till 
the first break of day. Whether it meant war, peace, or prayer we could 
not tell. The dawns were heralded by the descent of a chill stillness; 
the woodcutters slept, their fires burned low; the snapping of a twig 
would make you start. We were wanderers on a prehistoric earth, on an 
earth that wore the aspect of an unknown planet. We could have fancied 
ourselves the first of men taking possession of an accursed inheritance, 
to be subdued at the cost of profound anguish and of excessive toil. But 
suddenly, as we struggled round a bend, there would be a glimpse of rush 
walls, of peaked grass-roofs, a burst of yells, a whirl of black limbs, 
a mass of hands clapping, of feet stamping, of bodies swaying, of eyes 
rolling, under the droop of heavy and motionless foliage. The steamer 
toiled along slowly on the edge of a black and incomprehensible frenzy. 
The prehistoric man was cursing us, praying to us, welcoming us--who 
could tell? We were cut off from the comprehension of our surroundings; 
we glided past like phantoms, wondering and secretly appalled, as sane 
men would be before an enthusiastic outbreak in a madhouse. We could not 
understand, because we were too far and could not remember, because we 
were traveling in the night of first ages, of those ages that are gone, 
leaving hardly a sign--and no memories. 
 
"The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to look upon the shackled 
form of a conquered monster, but there--there you could look at a thing 
monstrous and free. It was unearthly, and the men were--No, they were 
not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the worst of it--this suspicion of 
their not being inhuman. It would come slowly to one. They howled, and 
leaped, and spun, and made horrid faces; but what thrilled you was just 
the thought of their humanity--like yours--the thought of your remote 
kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly 
enough; but if you were man enough you would admit to yourself that 
there was in you just the faintest trace of a response to the terrible 
frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of there being a meaning in it 
which you--you so remote from the night of first ages--could comprehend. 
And why not? The mind of man is capable of anything--because everything 
is in it, all the past as well as all the future. What was there after 
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all? Joy, fear, sorrow, devotion, valor, rage--who can tell?--but 
truth--truth stripped of its cloak of time. Let the fool gape and 
shudder--the man knows, and can look on without a wink. But he must at 
least be as much of a man as these on the shore. He must meet that 
truth with his own true stuff--with his own inborn strength. Principles? 
Principles won't do. Acquisitions, clothes, pretty rags--rags that would 
fly off at the first good shake. No; you want a deliberate belief. An 
appeal to me in this fiendish row--is there? Very well; I hear; I admit, 
but I have a voice too, and for good or evil mine is the speech that 
cannot be silenced. Of course, a fool, what with sheer fright and fine 
sentiments, is always safe. Who's that grunting? You wonder I didn't go 
ashore for a howl and a dance? Well, no--I didn't. Fine sentiments, you 
say? Fine sentiments, be hanged! I had no time. I had to mess about with 
white-lead and strips of woolen blanket helping to put bandages on 
those leaky steam-pipes--I tell you. I had to watch the steering, and 
circumvent those snags, and get the tin-pot along by hook or by crook. 
There was surface-truth enough in these things to save a wiser man. And 
between whiles I had to look after the savage who was fireman. He was 
an improved specimen; he could fire up a vertical boiler. He was there 
below me, and, upon my word, to look at him was as edifying as seeing a 
dog in a parody of breeches and a feather hat, walking on his hind-legs. 
A few months of training had done for that really fine chap. He squinted 
at the steam-gauge and at the water-gauge with an evident effort of 
intrepidity--and he had filed teeth too, the poor devil, and the wool of 
his pate shaved into queer patterns, and three ornamental scars on each 
of his cheeks. He ought to have been clapping his hands and stamping 
his feet on the bank, instead of which he was hard at work, a thrall to 
strange witchcraft, full of improving knowledge. He was useful because 
he had been instructed; and what he knew was this--that should the water 
in that transparent thing disappear, the evil spirit inside the boiler 
would get angry through the greatness of his thirst, and take a terrible 
vengeance. So he sweated and fired up and watched the glass fearfully 
(with an impromptu charm, made of rags, tied to his arm, and a piece of 
polished bone, as big as a watch, stuck flatways through his lower lip), 
while the wooded banks slipped past us slowly, the short noise was left 
behind, the interminable miles of silence--and we crept on, towards 
Kurtz. But the snags were thick, the water was treacherous and shallow, 
the boiler seemed indeed to have a sulky devil in it, and thus neither 
that fireman nor I had any time to peer into our creepy thoughts. 
 
"Some fifty miles below the Inner Station we came upon a hut of reeds, 
an inclined and melancholy pole, with the unrecognizable tatters of 
what had been a flag of some sort flying from it, and a neatly stacked 
woodpile. This was unexpected. We came to the bank, and on the stack of 
firewood found a flat piece of board with some faded pencil-writing 
on it. When deciphered it said: 'Wood for you. Hurry up. Approach 
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cautiously.' There was a signature, but it was illegible--not 
Kurtz--a much longer word. 'Hurry up.' Where? Up the river? 'Approach 
cautiously.' We had not done so. But the warning could not have been 
meant for the place where it could be only found after approach. 
Something was wrong above. But what--and how much? That was the 
question. We commented adversely upon the imbecility of that telegraphic 
style. The bush around said nothing, and would not let us look very far, 
either. A torn curtain of red twill hung in the doorway of the hut, and 
flapped sadly in our faces. The dwelling was dismantled; but we could 
see a white man had lived there not very long ago. There remained a rude 
table--a plank on two posts; a heap of rubbish reposed in a dark corner, 
and by the door I picked up a book. It had lost its covers, and the 
pages had been thumbed into a state of extremely dirty softness; but the 
back had been lovingly stitched afresh with white cotton thread, which 
looked clean yet. It was an extraordinary find. Its title was, 'An 
Inquiry into some Points of Seamanship,' by a man Tower, Towson--some 
such name--Master in his Majesty's Navy. The matter looked dreary 
reading enough, with illustrative diagrams and repulsive tables of 
figures, and the copy was sixty years old. I handled this amazing 
antiquity with the greatest possible tenderness, lest it should dissolve 
in my hands. Within, Towson or Towser was inquiring earnestly into the 
breaking strain of ships' chains and tackle, and other such matters. Not 
a very enthralling book; but at the first glance you could see there a 
singleness of intention, an honest concern for the right way of going 
to work, which made these humble pages, thought out so many years ago, 
luminous with another than a professional light. The simple old sailor, 
with his talk of chains and purchases, made me forget the jungle and 
the pilgrims in a delicious sensation of having come upon something 
unmistakably real. Such a book being there was wonderful enough; but 
still more astounding were the notes penciled in the margin, and plainly 
referring to the text. I couldn't believe my eyes! They were in cipher! 
Yes, it looked like cipher. Fancy a man lugging with him a book of that 
description into this nowhere and studying it--and making notes--in 
cipher at that! It was an extravagant mystery. 
 
"I had been dimly aware for some time of a worrying noise, and when I 
lifted my eyes I saw the wood-pile was gone, and the manager, aided by 
all the pilgrims, was shouting at me from the river-side. I slipped the 
book into my pocket. I assure you to leave off reading was like tearing 
myself away from the shelter of an old and solid friendship. 
 
"I started the lame engine ahead. 'It must be this miserable 
trader--this intruder,' exclaimed the manager, looking back malevolently 
at the place we had left. 'He must be English,' I said. 'It will not 
save him from getting into trouble if he is not careful,' muttered the 
manager darkly. I observed with assumed innocence that no man was safe 
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from trouble in this world. 
 
"The current was more rapid now, the steamer seemed at her last gasp, 
the stern-wheel flopped languidly, and I caught myself listening on 
tiptoe for the next beat of the boat, for in sober truth I expected the 
wretched thing to give up every moment. It was like watching the last 
flickers of a life. But still we crawled. Sometimes I would pick out a 
tree a little way ahead to measure our progress towards Kurtz by, but 
I lost it invariably before we got abreast. To keep the eyes so long 
on one thing was too much for human patience. The manager displayed 
a beautiful resignation. I fretted and fumed and took to arguing with 
myself whether or no I would talk openly with Kurtz; but before I could 
come to any conclusion it occurred to me that my speech or my silence, 
indeed any action of mine, would be a mere futility. What did it matter 
what anyone knew or ignored? What did it matter who was manager? One 
gets sometimes such a flash of insight. The essentials of this affair 
lay deep under the surface, beyond my reach, and beyond my power of 
meddling. 
 
"Towards the evening of the second day we judged ourselves about eight 
miles from Kurtz's station. I wanted to push on; but the manager looked 
grave, and told me the navigation up there was so dangerous that it 
would be advisable, the sun being very low already, to wait where we 
were till next morning. Moreover, he pointed out that if the warning 
to approach cautiously were to be followed, we must approach in 
daylight--not at dusk, or in the dark. This was sensible enough. Eight 
miles meant nearly three hours' steaming for us, and I could also see 
suspicious ripples at the upper end of the reach. Nevertheless, I was 
annoyed beyond expression at the delay, and most unreasonably too, since 
one night more could not matter much after so many months. As we had 
plenty of wood, and caution was the word, I brought up in the middle 
of the stream. The reach was narrow, straight, with high sides like a 
railway cutting. The dusk came gliding into it long before the sun had 
set. The current ran smooth and swift, but a dumb immobility sat on 
the banks. The living trees, lashed together by the creepers and every 
living bush of the undergrowth, might have been changed into stone, 
even to the slenderest twig, to the lightest leaf. It was not sleep--it 
seemed unnatural, like a state of trance. Not the faintest sound of any 
kind could be heard. You looked on amazed, and began to suspect yourself 
of being deaf--then the night came suddenly, and struck you blind as 
well. About three in the morning some large fish leaped, and the loud 
splash made me jump as though a gun had been fired. When the sun rose 
there was a white fog, very warm and clammy, and more blinding than the 
night. It did not shift or drive; it was just there, standing all round 
you like something solid. At eight or nine, perhaps, it lifted as a 
shutter lifts. We had a glimpse of the towering multitude of trees, 
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of the immense matted jungle, with the blazing little ball of the sun 
hanging over it--all perfectly still--and then the white shutter came 
down again, smoothly, as if sliding in greased grooves. I ordered the 
chain, which we had begun to heave in, to be paid out again. Before it 
stopped running with a muffled rattle, a cry, a very loud cry, as of 
infinite desolation, soared slowly in the opaque air. It ceased. A 
complaining clamor, modulated in savage discords, filled our ears. The 
sheer unexpectedness of it made my hair stir under my cap. I don't know 
how it struck the others: to me it seemed as though the mist itself had 
screamed, so suddenly, and apparently from all sides at once, did 
this tumultuous and mournful uproar arise. It culminated in a hurried 
outbreak of almost intolerably excessive shrieking, which stopped short, 
leaving us stiffened in a variety of silly attitudes, and obstinately 
listening to the nearly as appalling and excessive silence. 'Good God! 
What is the meaning--?' stammered at my elbow one of the pilgrims,--a 
little fat man, with sandy hair and red whiskers, who wore side-spring 
boots, and pink pyjamas tucked into his socks. Two others remained 
open-mouthed a whole minute, then dashed into the little cabin, to rush 
out incontinently and stand darting scared glances, with Winchesters at 
'ready' in their hands. What we could see was just the steamer we 
were on, her outlines blurred as though she had been on the point of 
dissolving, and a misty strip of water, perhaps two feet broad, around 
her--and that was all. The rest of the world was nowhere, as far as our 
eyes and ears were concerned. Just nowhere. Gone, disappeared; swept off 
without leaving a whisper or a shadow behind. 
 
"I went forward, and ordered the chain to be hauled in short, so as to 
be ready to trip the anchor and move the steamboat at once if necessary. 
'Will they attack?' whispered an awed voice. 'We will all be butchered 
in this fog,' murmured another. The faces twitched with the strain, the 
hands trembled slightly, the eyes forgot to wink. It was very curious 
to see the contrast of expressions of the white men and of the black 
fellows of our crew, who were as much strangers to that part of the 
river as we, though their homes were only eight hundred miles away. The 
whites, of course greatly discomposed, had besides a curious look of 
being painfully shocked by such an outrageous row. The others had an 
alert, naturally interested expression; but their faces were essentially 
quiet, even those of the one or two who grinned as they hauled at the 
chain. Several exchanged short, grunting phrases, which seemed to settle 
the matter to their satisfaction. Their headman, a young, broad-chested 
black, severely draped in dark-blue fringed cloths, with fierce nostrils 
and his hair all done up artfully in oily ringlets, stood near me. 
'Aha!' I said, just for good fellowship's sake. 'Catch 'im,' he snapped, 
with a bloodshot widening of his eyes and a flash of sharp teeth--'catch 
'im. Give 'im to us.' 'To you, eh?' I asked; 'what would you do with 
them?' 'Eat 'im!' he said curtly, and, leaning his elbow on the rail, 
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looked out into the fog in a dignified and profoundly pensive attitude. 
I would no doubt have been properly horrified, had it not occurred to 
me that he and his chaps must be very hungry: that they must have been 
growing increasingly hungry for at least this month past. They had been 
engaged for six months (I don't think a single one of them had any 
clear idea of time, as we at the end of countless ages have. They still 
belonged to the beginnings of time--had no inherited experience to teach 
them as it were), and of course, as long as there was a piece of paper 
written over in accordance with some farcical law or other made down the 
river, it didn't enter anybody's head to trouble how they would live. 
Certainly they had brought with them some rotten hippo-meat, which 
couldn't have lasted very long, anyway, even if the pilgrims hadn't, in 
the midst of a shocking hullabaloo, thrown a considerable quantity of it 
overboard. It looked like a high-handed proceeding; but it was really 
a case of legitimate self-defense. You can't breathe dead hippo waking, 
sleeping, and eating, and at the same time keep your precarious grip on 
existence. Besides that, they had given them every week three pieces of 
brass wire, each about nine inches long; and the theory was they were to 
buy their provisions with that currency in river-side villages. You can 
see how _that_ worked. There were either no villages, or the people were 
hostile, or the director, who like the rest of us fed out of tins, with 
an occasional old he-goat thrown in, didn't want to stop the steamer for 
some more or less recondite reason. So, unless they swallowed the wire 
itself, or made loops of it to snare the fishes with, I don't see what 
good their extravagant salary could be to them. I must say it was paid 
with a regularity worthy of a large and honorable trading company. For 
the rest, the only thing to eat--though it didn't look eatable in the 
least--I saw in their possession was a few lumps of some stuff like 
half-cooked dough, of a dirty lavender color, they kept wrapped in 
leaves, and now and then swallowed a piece of, but so small that it 
seemed done more for the looks of the thing than for any serious purpose 
of sustenance. Why in the name of all the gnawing devils of hunger they 
didn't go for us--they were thirty to five--and have a good tuck in for 
once, amazes me now when I think of it. They were big powerful men, 
with not much capacity to weigh the consequences, with courage, with 
strength, even yet, though their skins were no longer glossy and their 
muscles no longer hard. And I saw that something restraining, one of 
those human secrets that baffle probability, had come into play there. 
I looked at them with a swift quickening of interest--not because it 
occurred to me I might be eaten by them before very long, though I 
own to you that just then I perceived--in a new light, as it were--how 
unwholesome the pilgrims looked, and I hoped, yes, I positively hoped, 
that my aspect was not so--what shall I say?--so--unappetizing: a touch 
of fantastic vanity which fitted well with the dream-sensation that 
pervaded all my days at that time. Perhaps I had a little fever too. One 
can't live with one's finger everlastingly on one's pulse. I had 
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often 'a little fever,' or a little touch of other things--the playful 
paw-strokes of the wilderness, the preliminary trifling before the more 
serious onslaught which came in due course. Yes; I looked at them as you 
would on any human being, with a curiosity of their impulses, motives, 
capacities, weaknesses, when brought to the test of an inexorable 
physical necessity. Restraint! What possible restraint? Was it 
superstition, disgust, patience, fear--or some kind of primitive honor? 
No fear can stand up to hunger, no patience can wear it out, disgust 
simply does not exist where hunger is; and as to superstition, beliefs, 
and what you may call principles, they are less than chaff in a breeze. 
Don't you know the devilry of lingering starvation, its exasperating 
torment, its black thoughts, its somber and brooding ferocity? Well, 
I do. It takes a man all his inborn strength to fight hunger properly. 
It's really easier to face bereavement, dishonor, and the perdition of 
one's soul--than this kind of prolonged hunger. Sad, but true. And these 
chaps too had no earthly reason for any kind of scruple. Restraint! I 
would just as soon have expected restraint from a hyena prowling amongst 
the corpses of a battlefield. But there was the fact facing me--the fact 
dazzling, to be seen, like the foam on the depths of the sea, like a 
ripple on an unfathomable enigma, a mystery greater--when I thought 
of it--than the curious, inexplicable note of desperate grief in this 
savage clamor that had swept by us on the river-bank, behind the blind 
whiteness of the fog. 
 
"Two pilgrims were quarreling in hurried whispers as to which bank. 
'Left.' 'No, no; how can you? Right, right, of course.' 'It is very 
serious,' said the manager's voice behind me; 'I would be desolated if 
anything should happen to Mr. Kurtz before we came up.' I looked at him, 
and had not the slightest doubt he was sincere. He was just the kind of 
man who would wish to preserve appearances. That was his restraint. But 
when he muttered something about going on at once, I did not even take 
the trouble to answer him. I knew, and he knew, that it was impossible. 
Were we to let go our hold of the bottom, we would be absolutely in 
the air--in space. We wouldn't be able to tell where we were going 
to--whether up or down stream, or across--till we fetched against one 
bank or the other,--and then we wouldn't know at first which it was. 
Of course I made no move. I had no mind for a smash-up. You couldn't 
imagine a more deadly place for a shipwreck. Whether drowned at once or 
not, we were sure to perish speedily in one way or another. 'I authorize 
you to take all the risks,' he said, after a short silence. 'I refuse to 
take any,' I said shortly; which was just the answer he expected, though 
its tone might have surprised him. 'Well, I must defer to your judgment. 
You are captain,' he said, with marked civility. I turned my shoulder to 
him in sign of my appreciation, and looked into the fog. How long would 
it last? It was the most hopeless look-out. The approach to this Kurtz 
grubbing for ivory in the wretched bush was beset by as many dangers as 
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though he had been an enchanted princess sleeping in a fabulous castle. 
'Will they attack, do you think?' asked the manager, in a confidential 
tone. 
 
"I did not think they would attack, for several obvious reasons. The 
thick fog was one. If they left the bank in their canoes they would get 
lost in it, as we would be if we attempted to move. Still, I had also 
judged the jungle of both banks quite impenetrable--and yet eyes were 
in it, eyes that had seen us. The river-side bushes were certainly very 
thick; but the undergrowth behind was evidently penetrable. 
However, during the short lift I had seen no canoes anywhere in the 
reach--certainly not abreast of the steamer. But what made the idea of 
attack inconceivable to me was the nature of the noise--of the cries we 
had heard. They had not the fierce character boding of immediate hostile 
intention. Unexpected, wild, and violent as they had been, they had 
given me an irresistible impression of sorrow. The glimpse of the 
steamboat had for some reason filled those savages with unrestrained 
grief. The danger, if any, I expounded, was from our proximity to a 
great human passion let loose. Even extreme grief may ultimately vent 
itself in violence--but more generally takes the form of apathy. . . . 
 
"You should have seen the pilgrims stare! They had no heart to grin, or 
even to revile me; but I believe they thought me gone mad--with fright, 
maybe. I delivered a regular lecture. My dear boys, it was no good 
bothering. Keep a look-out? Well, you may guess I watched the fog for 
the signs of lifting as a cat watches a mouse; but for anything else our 
eyes were of no more use to us than if we had been buried miles deep 
in a heap of cotton-wool. It felt like it too--choking, warm, stifling. 
Besides, all I said, though it sounded extravagant, was absolutely 
true to fact. What we afterwards alluded to as an attack was really an 
attempt at repulse. The action was very far from being aggressive--it 
was not even defensive, in the usual sense: it was undertaken under the 
stress of desperation, and in its essence was purely protective. 
 
"It developed itself, I should say, two hours after the fog lifted, and 
its commencement was at a spot, roughly speaking, about a mile and a 
half below Kurtz's station. We had just floundered and flopped round a 
bend, when I saw an islet, a mere grassy hummock of bright green, in 
the middle of the stream. It was the only thing of the kind; but as we 
opened the reach more, I perceived it was the head of a long sandbank, 
or rather of a chain of shallow patches stretching down the middle of 
the river. They were discolored, just awash, and the whole lot was seen 
just under the water, exactly as a man's backbone is seen running down 
the middle of his back under the skin. Now, as far as I did see, I could 
go to the right or to the left of this. I didn't know either channel, of 
course. The banks looked pretty well alike, the depth appeared the same; 
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but as I had been informed the station was on the west side, I naturally 
headed for the western passage. 
 
"No sooner had we fairly entered it than I became aware it was much 
narrower than I had supposed. To the left of us there was the long 
uninterrupted shoal, and to the right a high, steep bank heavily 
overgrown with bushes. Above the bush the trees stood in serried ranks. 
The twigs overhung the current thickly, and from distance to distance a 
large limb of some tree projected rigidly over the stream. It was then 
well on in the afternoon, the face of the forest was gloomy, and a 
broad strip of shadow had already fallen on the water. In this shadow 
we steamed up--very slowly, as you may imagine. I sheered her well 
inshore--the water being deepest near the bank, as the sounding-pole 
informed me. 
 
"One of my hungry and forbearing friends was sounding in the bows just 
below me. This steamboat was exactly like a decked scow. On the deck 
there were two little teak-wood houses, with doors and windows. The 
boiler was in the fore-end, and the machinery right astern. Over the 
whole there was a light roof, supported on stanchions. The funnel 
projected through that roof, and in front of the funnel a small cabin 
built of light planks served for a pilot-house. It contained a couch, 
two camp-stools, a loaded Martini-Henry leaning in one corner, a tiny 
table, and the steering-wheel. It had a wide door in front and a broad 
shutter at each side. All these were always thrown open, of course. I 
spent my days perched up there on the extreme fore-end of that roof, 
before the door. At night I slept, or tried to, on the couch. An 
athletic black belonging to some coast tribe, and educated by my poor 
predecessor, was the helmsman. He sported a pair of brass earrings, wore 
a blue cloth wrapper from the waist to the ankles, and thought all the 
world of himself. He was the most unstable kind of fool I had ever seen. 
He steered with no end of a swagger while you were by; but if he lost 
sight of you, he became instantly the prey of an abject funk, and would 
let that cripple of a steamboat get the upper hand of him in a minute. 
 
"I was looking down at the sounding-pole, and feeling much annoyed to 
see at each try a little more of it stick out of that river, when I saw 
my poleman give up the business suddenly, and stretch himself flat on 
the deck, without even taking the trouble to haul his pole in. He kept 
hold on it though, and it trailed in the water. At the same time the 
fireman, whom I could also see below me, sat down abruptly before his 
furnace and ducked his head. I was amazed. Then I had to look at the 
river mighty quick, because there was a snag in the fairway. Sticks, 
little sticks, were flying about--thick: they were whizzing before my 
nose, dropping below me, striking behind me against my pilot-house. All 
this time the river, the shore, the woods, were very quiet--perfectly 
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quiet. I could only hear the heavy splashing thump of the stern-wheel 
and the patter of these things. We cleared the snag clumsily. Arrows, by 
Jove! We were being shot at! I stepped in quickly to close the shutter 
on the land side. That fool-helmsman, his hands on the spokes, was 
lifting his knees high, stamping his feet, champing his mouth, like a 
reined-in horse. Confound him! And we were staggering within ten feet of 
the bank. I had to lean right out to swing the heavy shutter, and I saw 
a face amongst the leaves on the level with my own, looking at me very 
fierce and steady; and then suddenly, as though a veil had been removed 
from my eyes, I made out, deep in the tangled gloom, naked breasts, 
arms, legs, glaring eyes,--the bush was swarming with human limbs in 
movement, glistening, of bronze color. The twigs shook, swayed, and 
rustled, the arrows flew out of them, and then the shutter came to. 
'Steer her straight,' I said to the helmsman. He held his head rigid, 
face forward; but his eyes rolled, he kept on lifting and setting down 
his feet gently, his mouth foamed a little. 'Keep quiet!' I said in a 
fury. I might just as well have ordered a tree not to sway in the wind. 
I darted out. Below me there was a great scuffle of feet on the iron 
deck; confused exclamations; a voice screamed, 'Can you turn back?' 
I caught shape of a V-shaped ripple on the water ahead. What? Another 
snag! A fusillade burst out under my feet. The pilgrims had opened with 
their Winchesters, and were simply squirting lead into that bush. A 
deuce of a lot of smoke came up and drove slowly forward. I swore at 
it. Now I couldn't see the ripple or the snag either. I stood in the 
doorway, peering, and the arrows came in swarms. They might have been 
poisoned, but they looked as though they wouldn't kill a cat. The bush 
began to howl. Our wood-cutters raised a warlike whoop; the report of a 
rifle just at my back deafened me. I glanced over my shoulder, and the 
pilot-house was yet full of noise and smoke when I made a dash at the 
wheel. The fool-nigger had dropped everything, to throw the shutter 
open and let off that Martini-Henry. He stood before the wide opening, 
glaring, and I yelled at him to come back, while I straightened the 
sudden twist out of that steamboat. There was no room to turn even if I 
had wanted to, the snag was somewhere very near ahead in that confounded 
smoke, there was no time to lose, so I just crowded her into the 
bank--right into the bank, where I knew the water was deep. 
 
"We tore slowly along the overhanging bushes in a whirl of broken twigs 
and flying leaves. The fusillade below stopped short, as I had foreseen 
it would when the squirts got empty. I threw my head back to a glinting 
whizz that traversed the pilot-house, in at one shutter-hole and out 
at the other. Looking past that mad helmsman, who was shaking the empty 
rifle and yelling at the shore, I saw vague forms of men running bent 
double, leaping, gliding, distinct, incomplete, evanescent. Something 
big appeared in the air before the shutter, the rifle went overboard, 
and the man stepped back swiftly, looked at me over his shoulder in an 
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extraordinary, profound, familiar manner, and fell upon my feet. The 
side of his head hit the wheel twice, and the end of what appeared 
a long cane clattered round and knocked over a little camp-stool. It 
looked as though after wrenching that thing from somebody ashore he had 
lost his balance in the effort. The thin smoke had blown away, we were 
clear of the snag, and looking ahead I could see that in another hundred 
yards or so I would be free to sheer off, away from the bank; but my 
feet felt so very warm and wet that I had to look down. The man had 
rolled on his back and stared straight up at me; both his hands clutched 
that cane. It was the shaft of a spear that, either thrown or lunged 
through the opening, had caught him in the side just below the ribs; the 
blade had gone in out of sight, after making a frightful gash; my shoes 
were full; a pool of blood lay very still, gleaming dark-red under the 
wheel; his eyes shone with an amazing luster. The fusillade burst out 
again. He looked at me anxiously, gripping the spear like something 
precious, with an air of being afraid I would try to take it away from 
him. I had to make an effort to free my eyes from his gaze and attend 
to the steering. With one hand I felt above my head for the line of 
the steam-whistle, and jerked out screech after screech hurriedly. The 
tumult of angry and warlike yells was checked instantly, and then from 
the depths of the woods went out such a tremulous and prolonged wail of 
mournful fear and utter despair as may be imagined to follow the flight 
of the last hope from the earth. There was a great commotion in the 
bush; the shower of arrows stopped, a few dropping shots rang out 
sharply--then silence, in which the languid beat of the stern-wheel came 
plainly to my ears. I put the helm hard a-starboard at the moment when 
the pilgrim in pink pyjamas, very hot and agitated, appeared in the 
doorway. 'The manager sends me--' he began in an official tone, and 
stopped short. 'Good God!' he said, glaring at the wounded man. 
 
"We two whites stood over him, and his lustrous and inquiring glance 
enveloped us both. I declare it looked as though he would presently put 
to us some question in an understandable language; but he died without 
uttering a sound, without moving a limb, without twitching a muscle. 
Only in the very last moment, as though in response to some sign we 
could not see, to some whisper we could not hear, he frowned heavily, 
and that frown gave to his black death-mask an inconceivably somber, 
brooding, and menacing expression. The luster of inquiring glance faded 
swiftly into vacant glassiness. 'Can you steer?' I asked the agent 
eagerly. He looked very dubious; but I made a grab at his arm, and he 
understood at once I meant him to steer whether or no. To tell you 
the truth, I was morbidly anxious to change my shoes and socks. 'He is 
dead,' murmured the fellow, immensely impressed. 'No doubt about it,' 
said I, tugging like mad at the shoe-laces. 'And, by the way, I suppose 
Mr. Kurtz is dead as well by this time.' 
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"For the moment that was the dominant thought. There was a sense of 
extreme disappointment, as though I had found out I had been striving 
after something altogether without a substance. I couldn't have been 
more disgusted if I had traveled all this way for the sole purpose of 
talking with Mr. Kurtz. Talking with. . . . I flung one shoe overboard, 
and became aware that that was exactly what I had been looking forward 
to--a talk with Kurtz. I made the strange discovery that I had never 
imagined him as doing, you know, but as discoursing. I didn't say to 
myself, 'Now I will never see him,' or 'Now I will never shake him by 
the hand,' but, 'Now I will never hear him.' The man presented himself 
as a voice. Not of course that I did not connect him with some sort of 
action. Hadn't I been told in all the tones of jealousy and admiration 
that he had collected, bartered, swindled, or stolen more ivory than all 
the other agents together? That was not the point. The point was in his 
being a gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one that stood 
out pre-eminently, that carried with it a sense of real presence, was 
his ability to talk, his words--the gift of expression, the bewildering, 
the illuminating, the most exalted and the most contemptible, the 
pulsating stream of light, or the deceitful flow from the heart of an 
impenetrable darkness. 
 
"The other shoe went flying unto the devil-god of that river. I thought, 
'By Jove! it's all over. We are too late; he has vanished--the gift has 
vanished, by means of some spear, arrow, or club. I will never hear that 
chap speak after all,'--and my sorrow had a startling extravagance 
of emotion, even such as I had noticed in the howling sorrow of these 
savages in the bush. I couldn't have felt more of lonely desolation 
somehow, had I been robbed of a belief or had missed my destiny in 
life. . . . Why do you sigh in this beastly way, somebody? Absurd? Well, 
absurd. Good Lord! mustn't a man ever--Here, give me some tobacco." . . . 
 
There was a pause of profound stillness, then a match flared, and 
Marlow's lean face appeared, worn, hollow, with downward folds and 
dropped eyelids, with an aspect of concentrated attention; and as he 
took vigorous draws at his pipe, it seemed to retreat and advance out of 
the night in the regular flicker of the tiny flame. The match went out. 
 
"Absurd!" he cried. "This is the worst of trying to tell. . . . Here 
you all are, each moored with two good addresses, like a hulk with 
two anchors, a butcher round one corner, a policeman round another, 
excellent appetites, and temperature normal--you hear--normal from 
year's end to year's end. And you say, Absurd! Absurd be--exploded! 
Absurd! My dear boys, what can you expect from a man who out of sheer 
nervousness had just flung overboard a pair of new shoes. Now I think of 
it, it is amazing I did not shed tears. I am, upon the whole, proud 
of my fortitude. I was cut to the quick at the idea of having lost the 
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inestimable privilege of listening to the gifted Kurtz. Of course I 
was wrong. The privilege was waiting for me. Oh yes, I heard more than 
enough. And I was right, too. A voice. He was very little more than a 
voice. And I heard--him--it--this voice--other voices--all of them were 
so little more than voices--and the memory of that time itself lingers 
around me, impalpable, like a dying vibration of one immense jabber, 
silly, atrocious, sordid, savage, or simply mean, without any kind of 
sense. Voices, voices--even the girl herself--now--" 
 
He was silent for a long time. 
 
"I laid the ghost of his gifts at last with a lie," he began suddenly. 
"Girl! What? Did I mention a girl? Oh, she is out of it--completely. 
They--the women, I mean--are out of it--should be out of it. We must 
help them to stay in that beautiful world of their own, lest ours 
gets worse. Oh, she had to be out of it. You should have heard the 
disinterred body of Mr. Kurtz saying, 'My Intended.' You would have 
perceived directly then how completely she was out of it. And the lofty 
frontal bone of Mr. Kurtz! They say the hair goes on growing sometimes, 
but this--ah specimen, was impressively bald. The wilderness had patted 
him on the head, and, behold, it was like a ball--an ivory ball; it had 
caressed him, and--lo!--he had withered; it had taken him, loved him, 
embraced him, got into his veins, consumed his flesh, and sealed 
his soul to its own by the inconceivable ceremonies of some devilish 
initiation. He was its spoiled and pampered favorite. Ivory? I should 
think so. Heaps of it, stacks of it. The old mud shanty was bursting 
with it. You would think there was not a single tusk left either above 
or below the ground in the whole country. 'Mostly fossil,' the manager 
had remarked disparagingly. It was no more fossil than I am; but they 
call it fossil when it is dug up. It appears these niggers do bury 
the tusks sometimes--but evidently they couldn't bury this parcel 
deep enough to save the gifted Mr. Kurtz from his fate. We filled the 
steamboat with it, and had to pile a lot on the deck. Thus he could 
see and enjoy as long as he could see, because the appreciation of this 
favor had remained with him to the last. You should have heard him say, 
'My ivory.' Oh yes, I heard him. 'My Intended, my ivory, my station, my 
river, my--' everything belonged to him. It made me hold my breath in 
expectation of hearing the wilderness burst into a prodigious peal of 
laughter that would shake the fixed stars in their places. Everything 
belonged to him--but that was a trifle. The thing was to know what he 
belonged to, how many powers of darkness claimed him for their own. That 
was the reflection that made you creepy all over. It was impossible--it 
was not good for one either--trying to imagine. He had taken a high seat 
amongst the devils of the land--I mean literally. You can't understand. 
How could you?--with solid pavement under your feet, surrounded by kind 
neighbors ready to cheer you or to fall on you, stepping delicately 
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between the butcher and the policeman, in the holy terror of scandal and 
gallows and lunatic asylums--how can you imagine what particular region 
of the first ages a man's untrammeled feet may take him into by the way 
of solitude--utter solitude without a policeman--by the way of silence, 
utter silence, where no warning voice of a kind neighbor can be heard 
whispering of public opinion? These little things make all the great 
difference. When they are gone you must fall back upon your own innate 
strength, upon your own capacity for faithfulness. Of course you may 
be too much of a fool to go wrong--too dull even to know you are being 
assaulted by the powers of darkness. I take it, no fool ever made a 
bargain for his soul with the devil: the fool is too much of a fool, or 
the devil too much of a devil--I don't know which. Or you may be such 
a thunderingly exalted creature as to be altogether deaf and blind to 
anything but heavenly sights and sounds. Then the earth for you is only 
a standing place--and whether to be like this is your loss or your gain 
I won't pretend to say. But most of us are neither one nor the other. 
The earth for us is a place to live in, where we must put up with 
sights, with sounds, with smells too, by Jove!--breathe dead hippo, 
so to speak, and not be contaminated. And there, don't you see? 
Your strength comes in, the faith in your ability for the digging of 
unostentatious holes to bury the stuff in--your power of devotion, 
not to yourself, but to an obscure, back-breaking business. And that's 
difficult enough. Mind, I am not trying to excuse or even explain--I am 
trying to account to myself for--for--Mr. Kurtz--for the shade of Mr. 
Kurtz. This initiated wraith from the back of Nowhere honored me with 
its amazing confidence before it vanished altogether. This was because 
it could speak English to me. The original Kurtz had been educated 
partly in England, and--as he was good enough to say himself--his 
sympathies were in the right place. His mother was half-English, his 
father was half-French. All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz; 
and by-and-by I learned that, most appropriately, the International 
Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs had intrusted him with the 
making of a report, for its future guidance. And he had written it too. 
I've seen it. I've read it. It was eloquent, vibrating with eloquence, 
but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen pages of close writing he had 
found time for! But this must have been before his--let us say--nerves, 
went wrong, and caused him to preside at certain midnight dances ending 
with unspeakable rites, which--as far as I reluctantly gathered 
from what I heard at various times--were offered up to him--do you 
understand?--to Mr. Kurtz himself. But it was a beautiful piece 
of writing. The opening paragraph, however, in the light of later 
information, strikes me now as ominous. He began with the argument 
that we whites, from the point of development we had arrived at, 'must 
necessarily appear to them [savages] in the nature of supernatural 
beings--we approach them with the might as of a deity,' and so on, and 
so on. 'By the simple exercise of our will we can exert a power for good 
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practically unbounded,' &c., &c. From that point he soared and took me 
with him. The peroration was magnificent, though difficult to remember, 
you know. It gave me the notion of an exotic Immensity ruled by an 
august Benevolence. It made me tingle with enthusiasm. This was the 
unbounded power of eloquence--of words--of burning noble words. There 
were no practical hints to interrupt the magic current of phrases, 
unless a kind of note at the foot of the last page, scrawled evidently 
much later, in an unsteady hand, may be regarded as the exposition of 
a method. It was very simple, and at the end of that moving appeal to 
every altruistic sentiment it blazed at you, luminous and terrifying, 
like a flash of lightning in a serene sky: 'Exterminate all the brutes!' 
The curious part was that he had apparently forgotten all about that 
valuable postscriptum, because, later on, when he in a sense came to 
himself, he repeatedly entreated me to take good care of 'my pamphlet' 
(he called it), as it was sure to have in the future a good influence 
upon his career. I had full information about all these things, and, 
besides, as it turned out, I was to have the care of his memory. I've 
done enough for it to give me the indisputable right to lay it, if I 
choose, for an everlasting rest in the dust-bin of progress, amongst 
all the sweepings and, figuratively speaking, all the dead cats of 
civilization. But then, you see, I can't choose. He won't be forgotten. 
Whatever he was, he was not common. He had the power to charm or 
frighten rudimentary souls into an aggravated witch-dance in his 
honor; he could also fill the small souls of the pilgrims with bitter 
misgivings: he had one devoted friend at least, and he had conquered 
one soul in the world that was neither rudimentary nor tainted with 
self-seeking. No; I can't forget him, though I am not prepared to affirm 
the fellow was exactly worth the life we lost in getting to him. I 
missed my late helmsman awfully,--I missed him even while his body 
was still lying in the pilot-house. Perhaps you will think it passing 
strange this regret for a savage who was no more account than a grain of 
sand in a black Sahara. Well, don't you see, he had done something, he 
had steered; for months I had him at my back--a help--an instrument. It 
was a kind of partnership. He steered for me--I had to look after him, I 
worried about his deficiencies, and thus a subtle bond had been created, 
of which I only became aware when it was suddenly broken. And the 
intimate profundity of that look he gave me when he received his hurt 
remains to this day in my memory--like a claim of distant kinship 
affirmed in a supreme moment. 
 
"Poor fool! If he had only left that shutter alone. He had no restraint, 
no restraint--just like Kurtz--a tree swayed by the wind. As soon as 
I had put on a dry pair of slippers, I dragged him out, after first 
jerking the spear out of his side, which operation I confess I performed 
with my eyes shut tight. His heels leaped together over the little 
door-step; his shoulders were pressed to my breast; I hugged him from 
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behind desperately. Oh! he was heavy, heavy; heavier than any man on 
earth, I should imagine. Then without more ado I tipped him overboard. 
The current snatched him as though he had been a wisp of grass, and I 
saw the body roll over twice before I lost sight of it for ever. All the 
pilgrims and the manager were then congregated on the awning-deck 
about the pilot-house, chattering at each other like a flock of excited 
magpies, and there was a scandalized murmur at my heartless promptitude. 
What they wanted to keep that body hanging about for I can't guess. 
Embalm it, maybe. But I had also heard another, and a very ominous, 
murmur on the deck below. My friends the wood-cutters were likewise 
scandalized, and with a better show of reason--though I admit that the 
reason itself was quite inadmissible. Oh, quite! I had made up my mind 
that if my late helmsman was to be eaten, the fishes alone should have 
him. He had been a very second-rate helmsman while alive, but now he was 
dead he might have become a first-class temptation, and possibly cause 
some startling trouble. Besides, I was anxious to take the wheel, the 
man in pink pyjamas showing himself a hopeless duffer at the business. 
 
"This I did directly the simple funeral was over. We were going 
half-speed, keeping right in the middle of the stream, and I listened 
to the talk about me. They had given up Kurtz, they had given up the 
station; Kurtz was dead, and the station had been burnt--and so on--and 
so on. The red-haired pilgrim was beside himself with the thought that 
at least this poor Kurtz had been properly revenged. 'Say! We must have 
made a glorious slaughter of them in the bush. Eh? What do you think? 
Say?' He positively danced, the bloodthirsty little gingery beggar. 
And he had nearly fainted when he saw the wounded man! I could not help 
saying, 'You made a glorious lot of smoke, anyhow.' I had seen, from the 
way the tops of the bushes rustled and flew, that almost all the shots 
had gone too high. You can't hit anything unless you take aim and fire 
from the shoulder; but these chaps fired from the hip with their eyes 
shut. The retreat, I maintained--and I was right--was caused by the 
screeching of the steam-whistle. Upon this they forgot Kurtz, and began 
to howl at me with indignant protests. 
 
"The manager stood by the wheel murmuring confidentially about the 
necessity of getting well away down the river before dark at all events, 
when I saw in the distance a clearing on the river-side and the outlines 
of some sort of building. 'What's this?' I asked. He clapped his hands 
in wonder. 'The station!' he cried. I edged in at once, still going 
half-speed. 
 
"Through my glasses I saw the slope of a hill interspersed with rare 
trees and perfectly free from undergrowth. A long decaying building on 
the summit was half buried in the high grass; the large holes in the 
peaked roof gaped black from afar; the jungle and the woods made a 
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background. There was no inclosure or fence of any kind; but there had 
been one apparently, for near the house half-a-dozen slim posts remained 
in a row, roughly trimmed, and with their upper ends ornamented with 
round carved balls. The rails, or whatever there had been between, had 
disappeared. Of course the forest surrounded all that. The river-bank 
was clear, and on the water-side I saw a white man under a hat like a 
cart-wheel beckoning persistently with his whole arm. Examining the 
edge of the forest above and below, I was almost certain I could see 
movements--human forms gliding here and there. I steamed past prudently, 
then stopped the engines and let her drift down. The man on the shore 
began to shout, urging us to land. 'We have been attacked,' screamed 
the manager. 'I know--I know. It's all right,' yelled back the other, as 
cheerful as you please. 'Come along. It's all right. I am glad.' 
 
"His aspect reminded me of something I had seen--something funny I had 
seen somewhere. As I maneuvered to get alongside, I was asking myself, 
'What does this fellow look like?' Suddenly I got it. He looked like 
a harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff that was brown 
holland probably, but it was covered with patches all over, with bright 
patches, blue, red, and yellow,--patches on the back, patches on front, 
patches on elbows, on knees; colored binding round his jacket, scarlet 
edging at the bottom of his trousers; and the sunshine made him look 
extremely gay and wonderfully neat withal, because you could see how 
beautifully all this patching had been done. A beardless, boyish face, 
very fair, no features to speak of, nose peeling, little blue eyes, 
smiles and frowns chasing each other over that open countenance like 
sunshine and shadow on a windswept plain. 'Look out, captain!' he 
cried; 'there's a snag lodged in here last night.' What! Another snag? I 
confess I swore shamefully. I had nearly holed my cripple, to finish off 
that charming trip. The harlequin on the bank turned his little pug nose 
up to me. 'You English?' he asked, all smiles. 'Are you?' I shouted from 
the wheel. The smiles vanished, and he shook his head as if sorry for 
my disappointment. Then he brightened up. 'Never mind!' he cried 
encouragingly. 'Are we in time?' I asked. 'He is up there,' he replied, 
with a toss of the head up the hill, and becoming gloomy all of a 
sudden. His face was like the autumn sky, overcast one moment and bright 
the next. 
 
"When the manager, escorted by the pilgrims, all of them armed to the 
teeth, had gone to the house, this chap came on board. 'I say, I 
don't like this. These natives are in the bush,' I said. He assured me 
earnestly it was all right. 'They are simple people,' he added; 'well, 
I am glad you came. It took me all my time to keep them off.' 'But you 
said it was all right,' I cried. 'Oh, they meant no harm,' he said; and 
as I stared he corrected himself, 'Not exactly.' Then vivaciously, 'My 
faith, your pilot-house wants a clean up!' In the next breath he advised 
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me to keep enough steam on the boiler to blow the whistle in case of any 
trouble. 'One good screech will do more for you than all your rifles. 
They are simple people,' he repeated. He rattled away at such a rate 
he quite overwhelmed me. He seemed to be trying to make up for lots of 
silence, and actually hinted, laughing, that such was the case. 'Don't 
you talk with Mr. Kurtz?' I said. 'You don't talk with that man--you 
listen to him,' he exclaimed with severe exaltation. 'But now--' He 
waved his arm, and in the twinkling of an eye was in the uttermost 
depths of despondency. In a moment he came up again with a jump, 
possessed himself of both my hands, shook them continuously, while he 
gabbled: 'Brother sailor . . . honor . . . pleasure . . . delight . . . 
introduce myself . . . Russian . . . son of an arch-priest . . . 
Government of Tambov . . . What? Tobacco! English tobacco; the excellent 
English tobacco! Now, that's brotherly. Smoke? Where's a sailor that 
does not smoke?' 
 
"The pipe soothed him, and gradually I made out he had run away from 
school, had gone to sea in a Russian ship; ran away again; served some 
time in English ships; was now reconciled with the arch-priest. He made 
a point of that. 'But when one is young one must see things, gather 
experience, ideas; enlarge the mind.' 'Here!' I interrupted. 'You can 
never tell! Here I have met Mr. Kurtz,' he said, youthfully solemn and 
reproachful. I held my tongue after that. It appears he had persuaded a 
Dutch trading-house on the coast to fit him out with stores and goods, 
and had started for the interior with a light heart, and no more idea of 
what would happen to him than a baby. He had been wandering about that 
river for nearly two years alone, cut off from everybody and everything. 
'I am not so young as I look. I am twenty-five,' he said. 'At first old 
Van Shuyten would tell me to go to the devil,' he narrated with keen 
enjoyment; 'but I stuck to him, and talked and talked, till at last he 
got afraid I would talk the hind-leg off his favorite dog, so he gave 
me some cheap things and a few guns, and told me he hoped he would never 
see my face again. Good old Dutchman, Van Shuyten. I've sent him one 
small lot of ivory a year ago, so that he can't call me a little thief 
when I get back. I hope he got it. And for the rest I don't care. I had 
some wood stacked for you. That was my old house. Did you see?' 
 
"I gave him Towson's book. He made as though he would kiss me, but 
restrained himself. 'The only book I had left, and I thought I had lost 
it,' he said, looking at it ecstatically. 'So many accidents happen to 
a man going about alone, you know. Canoes get upset sometimes--and 
sometimes you've got to clear out so quick when the people get angry.' 
He thumbed the pages. 'You made notes in Russian?' I asked. He nodded. 
'I thought they were written in cipher,' I said. He laughed, then became 
serious. 'I had lots of trouble to keep these people off,' he said. 'Did 
they want to kill you?' I asked. 'Oh no!' he cried, and checked 
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himself. 'Why did they attack us?' I pursued. He hesitated, then 
said shamefacedly, 'They don't want him to go.' 'Don't they?' I said, 
curiously. He nodded a nod full of mystery and wisdom. 'I tell you,' he 
cried, 'this man has enlarged my mind.' He opened his arms wide, staring 
at me with his little blue eyes that were perfectly round." 
 
 
 
 
III 
 
 
"I looked at him, lost in astonishment. There he was before me, in 
motley, as though he had absconded from a troupe of mimes, enthusiastic, 
fabulous. His very existence was improbable, inexplicable, and 
altogether bewildering. He was an insoluble problem. It was 
inconceivable how he had existed, how he had succeeded in getting so 
far, how he had managed to remain--why he did not instantly disappear. 
'I went a little farther,' he said, 'then still a little farther--till 
I had gone so far that I don't know how I'll ever get back. Never mind. 
Plenty time. I can manage. You take Kurtz away quick--quick--I tell 
you.' The glamour of youth enveloped his particolored rags, his 
destitution, his loneliness, the essential desolation of his futile 
wanderings. For months--for years--his life hadn't been worth a day's 
purchase; and there he was gallantly, thoughtlessly alive, to all 
appearance indestructible solely by the virtue of his few years and 
of his unreflecting audacity. I was seduced into something like 
admiration--like envy. Glamour urged him on, glamour kept him unscathed. 
He surely wanted nothing from the wilderness but space to breathe in and 
to push on through. His need was to exist, and to move onwards at 
the greatest possible risk, and with a maximum of privation. If the 
absolutely pure, uncalculating, unpractical spirit of adventure had ever 
ruled a human being, it ruled this be-patched youth. I almost envied 
him the possession of this modest and clear flame. It seemed to have 
consumed all thought of self so completely, that, even while he was 
talking to you, you forgot that it was he--the man before your eyes--who 
had gone through these things. I did not envy him his devotion to Kurtz, 
though. He had not meditated over it. It came to him, and he accepted it 
with a sort of eager fatalism. I must say that to me it appeared about 
the most dangerous thing in every way he had come upon so far. 
 
"They had come together unavoidably, like two ships becalmed near 
each other, and lay rubbing sides at last. I suppose Kurtz wanted an 
audience, because on a certain occasion, when encamped in the forest, 
they had talked all night, or more probably Kurtz had talked. 'We talked 
of everything,' he said, quite transported at the recollection. 'I 
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forgot there was such a thing as sleep. The night did not seem to last 
an hour. Everything! Everything! . . . Of love too.' 'Ah, he talked to 
you of love!' I said, much amused. 'It isn't what you think,' he cried, 
almost passionately. 'It was in general. He made me see things--things.' 
 
"He threw his arms up. We were on deck at the time, and the headman 
of my wood-cutters, lounging near by, turned upon him his heavy and 
glittering eyes. I looked around, and I don't know why, but I assure you 
that never, never before, did this land, this river, this jungle, the 
very arch of this blazing sky, appear to me so hopeless and so dark, so 
impenetrable to human thought, so pitiless to human weakness. 'And, ever 
since, you have been with him, of course?' I said. 
 
"On the contrary. It appears their intercourse had been very much broken 
by various causes. He had, as he informed me proudly, managed to nurse 
Kurtz through two illnesses (he alluded to it as you would to some risky 
feat), but as a rule Kurtz wandered alone, far in the depths of the 
forest. 'Very often coming to this station, I had to wait days and 
days before he would turn up,' he said. 'Ah, it was worth waiting 
for!--sometimes.' 'What was he doing? exploring or what?' I asked. 'Oh 
yes, of course;' he had discovered lots of villages, a lake too--he 
did not know exactly in what direction; it was dangerous to inquire 
too much--but mostly his expeditions had been for ivory. 'But he had no 
goods to trade with by that time,' I objected. 'There's a good lot of 
cartridges left even yet,' he answered, looking away. 'To speak plainly, 
he raided the country,' I said. He nodded. 'Not alone, surely!' He 
muttered something about the villages round that lake. 'Kurtz got the 
tribe to follow him, did he?' I suggested. He fidgeted a little. 'They 
adored him,' he said. The tone of these words was so extraordinary that 
I looked at him searchingly. It was curious to see his mingled eagerness 
and reluctance to speak of Kurtz. The man filled his life, occupied his 
thoughts, swayed his emotions. 'What can you expect?' he burst out; 'he 
came to them with thunder and lightning, you know--and they had never 
seen anything like it--and very terrible. He could be very terrible. 
You can't judge Mr. Kurtz as you would an ordinary man. No, no, no! 
Now--just to give you an idea--I don't mind telling you, he wanted to 
shoot me too one day--but I don't judge him.' 'Shoot you!' I cried. 
'What for?' 'Well, I had a small lot of ivory the chief of that village 
near my house gave me. You see I used to shoot game for them. Well, 
he wanted it, and wouldn't hear reason. He declared he would shoot me 
unless I gave him the ivory and then cleared out of the country, because 
he could do so, and had a fancy for it, and there was nothing on earth 
to prevent him killing whom he jolly well pleased. And it was true too. 
I gave him the ivory. What did I care! But I didn't clear out. No, no. I 
couldn't leave him. I had to be careful, of course, till we got friendly 
again for a time. He had his second illness then. Afterwards I had to 



 320

keep out of the way; but I didn't mind. He was living for the most part 
in those villages on the lake. When he came down to the river, sometimes 
he would take to me, and sometimes it was better for me to be careful. 
This man suffered too much. He hated all this, and somehow he couldn't 
get away. When I had a chance I begged him to try and leave while there 
was time; I offered to go back with him. And he would say yes, and then 
he would remain; go off on another ivory hunt; disappear for weeks; 
forget himself amongst these people--forget himself--you know.' 'Why! 
he's mad,' I said. He protested indignantly. Mr. Kurtz couldn't be mad. 
If I had heard him talk, only two days ago, I wouldn't dare hint at 
such a thing. . . . I had taken up my binoculars while we talked and was 
looking at the shore, sweeping the limit of the forest at each side and 
at the back of the house. The consciousness of there being people in 
that bush, so silent, so quiet--as silent and quiet as the ruined house 
on the hill--made me uneasy. There was no sign on the face of nature 
of this amazing tale that was not so much told as suggested to me in 
desolate exclamations, completed by shrugs, in interrupted phrases, in 
hints ending in deep sighs. The woods were unmoved, like a mask--heavy, 
like the closed door of a prison--they looked with their air of hidden 
knowledge, of patient expectation, of unapproachable silence. The 
Russian was explaining to me that it was only lately that Mr. Kurtz had 
come down to the river, bringing along with him all the fighting men of 
that lake tribe. He had been absent for several months--getting himself 
adored, I suppose--and had come down unexpectedly, with the intention to 
all appearance of making a raid either across the river or down stream. 
Evidently the appetite for more ivory had got the better of the--what 
shall I say?--less material aspirations. However he had got much worse 
suddenly. 'I heard he was lying helpless, and so I came up--took my 
chance,' said the Russian. 'Oh, he is bad, very bad.' I directed my 
glass to the house. There were no signs of life, but there was the 
ruined roof, the long mud wall peeping above the grass, with three 
little square window-holes, no two of the same size; all this brought 
within reach of my hand, as it were. And then I made a brusque movement, 
and one of the remaining posts of that vanished fence leaped up in the 
field of my glass. You remember I told you I had been struck at the 
distance by certain attempts at ornamentation, rather remarkable in the 
ruinous aspect of the place. Now I had suddenly a nearer view, and its 
first result was to make me throw my head back as if before a blow. Then 
I went carefully from post to post with my glass, and I saw my mistake. 
These round knobs were not ornamental but symbolic; they were expressive 
and puzzling, striking and disturbing--food for thought and also for 
the vultures if there had been any looking down from the sky; but at all 
events for such ants as were industrious enough to ascend the pole. 
They would have been even more impressive, those heads on the stakes, if 
their faces had not been turned to the house. Only one, the first I had 
made out, was facing my way. I was not so shocked as you may think. The 
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start back I had given was really nothing but a movement of surprise. 
I had expected to see a knob of wood there, you know. I returned 
deliberately to the first I had seen--and there it was, black, dried, 
sunken, with closed eyelids,--a head that seemed to sleep at the top of 
that pole, and, with the shrunken dry lips showing a narrow white line 
of the teeth, was smiling too, smiling continuously at some endless and 
jocose dream of that eternal slumber. 
 
"I am not disclosing any trade secrets. In fact the manager said 
afterwards that Mr. Kurtz's methods had ruined the district. I have no 
opinion on that point, but I want you clearly to understand that there 
was nothing exactly profitable in these heads being there. They only 
showed that Mr. Kurtz lacked restraint in the gratification of his 
various lusts, that there was something wanting in him--some small 
matter which, when the pressing need arose, could not be found under 
his magnificent eloquence. Whether he knew of this deficiency himself I 
can't say. I think the knowledge came to him at last--only at the very 
last. But the wilderness had found him out early, and had taken on him a 
terrible vengeance for the fantastic invasion. I think it had whispered 
to him things about himself which he did not know, things of which he 
had no conception till he took counsel with this great solitude--and the 
whisper had proved irresistibly fascinating. It echoed loudly within him 
because he was hollow at the core. . . . I put down the glass, and the 
head that had appeared near enough to be spoken to seemed at once to 
have leaped away from me into inaccessible distance. 
 
"The admirer of Mr. Kurtz was a bit crestfallen. In a hurried, 
indistinct voice he began to assure me he had not dared to take 
these--say, symbols--down. He was not afraid of the natives; they would 
not stir till Mr. Kurtz gave the word. His ascendency was extraordinary. 
The camps of these people surrounded the place, and the chiefs came 
every day to see him. They would crawl. . . . 'I don't want to know 
anything of the ceremonies used when approaching Mr. Kurtz,' I shouted. 
Curious, this feeling that came over me that such details would be more 
intolerable than those heads drying on the stakes under Mr. Kurtz's 
windows. After all, that was only a savage sight, while I seemed at 
one bound to have been transported into some lightless region of subtle 
horrors, where pure, uncomplicated savagery was a positive relief, being 
something that had a right to exist--obviously--in the sunshine. The 
young man looked at me with surprise. I suppose it did not occur to him 
Mr. Kurtz was no idol of mine. He forgot I hadn't heard any of these 
splendid monologues on, what was it? on love, justice, conduct of 
life--or what not. If it had come to crawling before Mr. Kurtz, he 
crawled as much as the veriest savage of them all. I had no idea of the 
conditions, he said: these heads were the heads of rebels. I shocked him 
excessively by laughing. Rebels! What would be the next definition I 
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was to hear? There had been enemies, criminals, workers--and these 
were rebels. Those rebellious heads looked very subdued to me on their 
sticks. 'You don't know how such a life tries a man like Kurtz,' cried 
Kurtz's last disciple. 'Well, and you?' I said. 'I! I! I am a simple 
man. I have no great thoughts. I want nothing from anybody. How can 
you compare me to . . .?' His feelings were too much for speech, and 
suddenly he broke down. 'I don't understand,' he groaned. 'I've been 
doing my best to keep him alive, and that's enough. I had no hand in 
all this. I have no abilities. There hasn't been a drop of medicine or a 
mouthful of invalid food for months here. He was shamefully abandoned. 
A man like this, with such ideas. Shamefully! Shamefully! I--I--haven't 
slept for the last ten nights. . . .' 
 
"His voice lost itself in the calm of the evening. The long shadows of 
the forest had slipped down hill while we talked, had gone far beyond 
the ruined hovel, beyond the symbolic row of stakes. All this was in the 
gloom, while we down there were yet in the sunshine, and the stretch 
of the river abreast of the clearing glittered in a still and dazzling 
splendor, with a murky and over-shadowed bend above and below. Not a 
living soul was seen on the shore. The bushes did not rustle. 
 
"Suddenly round the corner of the house a group of men appeared, as 
though they had come up from the ground. They waded waist-deep in the 
grass, in a compact body, bearing an improvised stretcher in their 
midst. Instantly, in the emptiness of the landscape, a cry arose whose 
shrillness pierced the still air like a sharp arrow flying straight to 
the very heart of the land; and, as if by enchantment, streams of human 
beings--of naked human beings--with spears in their hands, with bows, 
with shields, with wild glances and savage movements, were poured into 
the clearing by the dark-faced and pensive forest. The bushes shook, the 
grass swayed for a time, and then everything stood still in attentive 
immobility. 
 
"'Now, if he does not say the right thing to them we are all done for,' 
said the Russian at my elbow. The knot of men with the stretcher had 
stopped too, half-way to the steamer, as if petrified. I saw the man on 
the stretcher sit up, lank and with an uplifted arm, above the shoulders 
of the bearers. 'Let us hope that the man who can talk so well of love 
in general will find some particular reason to spare us this time,' I 
said. I resented bitterly the absurd danger of our situation, as if 
to be at the mercy of that atrocious phantom had been a dishonoring 
necessity. I could not hear a sound, but through my glasses I saw the 
thin arm extended commandingly, the lower jaw moving, the eyes of 
that apparition shining darkly far in its bony head that nodded with 
grotesque jerks. Kurtz--Kurtz--that means short in German--don't it? 
Well, the name was as true as everything else in his life--and death. 
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He looked at least seven feet long. His covering had fallen off, and his 
body emerged from it pitiful and appalling as from a winding-sheet. I 
could see the cage of his ribs all astir, the bones of his arm waving. 
It was as though an animated image of death carved out of old ivory had 
been shaking its hand with menaces at a motionless crowd of men made of 
dark and glittering bronze. I saw him open his mouth wide--it gave him 
a weirdly voracious aspect, as though he had wanted to swallow all the 
air, all the earth, all the men before him. A deep voice reached 
me faintly. He must have been shouting. He fell back suddenly. The 
stretcher shook as the bearers staggered forward again, and almost at 
the same time I noticed that the crowd of savages was vanishing without 
any perceptible movement of retreat, as if the forest that had ejected 
these beings so suddenly had drawn them in again as the breath is drawn 
in a long aspiration. 
 
"Some of the pilgrims behind the stretcher carried his arms--two 
shot-guns, a heavy rifle, and a light revolver-carbine--the thunderbolts 
of that pitiful Jupiter. The manager bent over him murmuring as 
he walked beside his head. They laid him down in one of the little 
cabins--just a room for a bed-place and a camp-stool or two, you know. 
We had brought his belated correspondence, and a lot of torn envelopes 
and open letters littered his bed. His hand roamed feebly amongst these 
papers. I was struck by the fire of his eyes and the composed languor of 
his expression. It was not so much the exhaustion of disease. He did not 
seem in pain. This shadow looked satiated and calm, as though for the 
moment it had had its fill of all the emotions. 
 
"He rustled one of the letters, and looking straight in my face said, 
'I am glad.' Somebody had been writing to him about me. These special 
recommendations were turning up again. The volume of tone he emitted 
without effort, almost without the trouble of moving his lips, amazed 
me. A voice! a voice! It was grave, profound, vibrating, while the man 
did not seem capable of a whisper. However, he had enough strength in 
him--factitious no doubt--to very nearly make an end of us, as you shall 
hear directly. 
 
"The manager appeared silently in the doorway; I stepped out at once 
and he drew the curtain after me. The Russian, eyed curiously by the 
pilgrims, was staring at the shore. I followed the direction of his 
glance. 
 
"Dark human shapes could be made out in the distance, flitting 
indistinctly against the gloomy border of the forest, and near the river 
two bronze figures, leaning on tall spears, stood in the sunlight under 
fantastic headdresses of spotted skins, warlike and still in statuesque 
repose. And from right to left along the lighted shore moved a wild and 



 324

gorgeous apparition of a woman. 
 
"She walked with measured steps, draped in striped and fringed cloths, 
treading the earth proudly, with a slight jingle and flash of barbarous 
ornaments. She carried her head high; her hair was done in the shape of 
a helmet; she had brass leggings to the knee, brass wire gauntlets to 
the elbow, a crimson spot on her tawny cheek, innumerable necklaces of 
glass beads on her neck; bizarre things, charms, gifts of witch-men, 
that hung about her, glittered and trembled at every step. She must have 
had the value of several elephant tusks upon her. She was savage and 
superb, wild-eyed and magnificent; there was something ominous and 
stately in her deliberate progress. And in the hush that had fallen 
suddenly upon the whole sorrowful land, the immense wilderness, the 
colossal body of the fecund and mysterious life seemed to look at her, 
pensive, as though it had been looking at the image of its own tenebrous 
and passionate soul. 
 
"She came abreast of the steamer, stood still, and faced us. Her long 
shadow fell to the water's edge. Her face had a tragic and fierce 
aspect of wild sorrow and of dumb pain mingled with the fear of some 
struggling, half-shaped resolve. She stood looking at us without a 
stir and like the wilderness itself, with an air of brooding over an 
inscrutable purpose. A whole minute passed, and then she made a step 
forward. There was a low jingle, a glint of yellow metal, a sway of 
fringed draperies, and she stopped as if her heart had failed her. The 
young fellow by my side growled. The pilgrims murmured at my back. 
She looked at us all as if her life had depended upon the unswerving 
steadiness of her glance. Suddenly she opened her bared arms and threw 
them up rigid above her head, as though in an uncontrollable desire to 
touch the sky, and at the same time the swift shadows darted out on the 
earth, swept around on the river, gathering the steamer into a shadowy 
embrace. A formidable silence hung over the scene. 
 
"She turned away slowly, walked on, following the bank, and passed into 
the bushes to the left. Once only her eyes gleamed back at us in the 
dusk of the thickets before she disappeared. 
 
"'If she had offered to come aboard I really think I would have tried to 
shoot her,' said the man of patches, nervously. 'I had been risking my 
life every day for the last fortnight to keep her out of the house. She 
got in one day and kicked up a row about those miserable rags I picked 
up in the storeroom to mend my clothes with. I wasn't decent. At least 
it must have been that, for she talked like a fury to Kurtz for an hour, 
pointing at me now and then. I don't understand the dialect of this 
tribe. Luckily for me, I fancy Kurtz felt too ill that day to care, or 
there would have been mischief. I don't understand. . . . No--it's too 
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much for me. Ah, well, it's all over now.' 
 
"At this moment I heard Kurtz's deep voice behind the curtain, 'Save 
me!--save the ivory, you mean. Don't tell me. Save _me!_ Why, I've had 
to save you. You are interrupting my plans now. Sick! Sick! Not so sick 
as you would like to believe. Never mind. I'll carry my ideas out 
yet--I will return. I'll show you what can be done. You with your little 
peddling notions--you are interfering with me. I will return. I . . .' 
 
"The manager came out. He did me the honor to take me under the arm and 
lead me aside. 'He is very low, very low,' he said. He considered it 
necessary to sigh, but neglected to be consistently sorrowful. 'We have 
done all we could for him--haven't we? But there is no disguising the 
fact, Mr. Kurtz has done more harm than good to the Company. He did 
not see the time was not ripe for vigorous action. Cautiously, 
cautiously--that's my principle. We must be cautious yet. The district 
is closed to us for a time. Deplorable! Upon the whole, the trade will 
suffer. I don't deny there is a remarkable quantity of ivory--mostly 
fossil. We must save it, at all events--but look how precarious the 
position is--and why? Because the method is unsound.' 'Do you,' said I, 
looking at the shore, 'call it "unsound method"?' 'Without doubt,' he 
exclaimed, hotly. 'Don't you?' . . . 'No method at all,' I murmured 
after a while. 'Exactly,' he exulted. 'I anticipated this. Shows a 
complete want of judgment. It is my duty to point it out in the proper 
quarter.' 'Oh,' said I, 'that fellow--what's his name?--the brickmaker, 
will make a readable report for you.' He appeared confounded for a 
moment. It seemed to me I had never breathed an atmosphere so vile, 
and I turned mentally to Kurtz for relief--positively for relief. 
'Nevertheless I think Mr. Kurtz is a remarkable man,' I said with 
emphasis. He started, dropped on me a cold heavy glance, said very 
quietly, 'He _was_,' and turned his back on me. My hour of favor was 
over; I found myself lumped along with Kurtz as a partisan of methods 
for which the time was not ripe: I was unsound! Ah! but it was something 
to have at least a choice of nightmares. 
 
"I had turned to the wilderness really, not to Mr. Kurtz, who, I was 
ready to admit, was as good as buried. And for a moment it seemed to me 
as if I also were buried in a vast grave full of unspeakable secrets. I 
felt an intolerable weight oppressing my breast, the smell of the damp 
earth, the unseen presence of victorious corruption, the darkness of an 
impenetrable night. . . . The Russian tapped me on the shoulder. I heard 
him mumbling and stammering something about 'brother seaman--couldn't 
conceal--knowledge of matters that would affect Mr. Kurtz's reputation.' 
I waited. For him evidently Mr. Kurtz was not in his grave; I suspect 
that for him Mr. Kurtz was one of the immortals. 'Well!' said I at last, 
'speak out. As it happens, I am Mr. Kurtz's friend--in a way.' 
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"He stated with a good deal of formality that had we not been 'of the 
same profession,' he would have kept the matter to himself without 
regard to consequences. 'He suspected there was an active ill-will 
towards him on the part of these white men that--' 'You are right,' I 
said, remembering a certain conversation I had overheard. 'The manager 
thinks you ought to be hanged.' He showed a concern at this intelligence 
which amused me at first. 'I had better get out of the way quietly,' he 
said, earnestly. 'I can do no more for Kurtz now, and they would soon 
find some excuse. What's to stop them? There's a military post three 
hundred miles from here.' 'Well, upon my word,' said I, 'perhaps you 
had better go if you have any friends amongst the savages near by.' 
'Plenty,' he said. 'They are simple people--and I want nothing, you 
know.' He stood biting his lips, then: 'I don't want any harm to happen 
to these whites here, but of course I was thinking of Mr. Kurtz's 
reputation--but you are a brother seaman and--' 'All right,' said I, 
after a time. 'Mr. Kurtz's reputation is safe with me.' I did not know 
how truly I spoke. 
 
"He informed me, lowering his voice, that it was Kurtz who had ordered 
the attack to be made on the steamer. 'He hated sometimes the idea of 
being taken away--and then again. . . . But I don't understand these 
matters. I am a simple man. He thought it would scare you away--that you 
would give it up, thinking him dead. I could not stop him. Oh, I had an 
awful time of it this last month.' 'Very well,' I said. 'He is all right 
now.' 'Ye-e-es,' he muttered, not very convinced apparently. 'Thanks,' 
said I; 'I shall keep my eyes open.' 'But quiet--eh?' he urged, 
anxiously. 'It would be awful for his reputation if anybody here--' I 
promised a complete discretion with great gravity. 'I have a canoe and 
three black fellows waiting not very far. I am off. Could you give me a 
few Martini-Henry cartridges?' I could, and did, with proper secrecy. He 
helped himself, with a wink at me, to a handful of my tobacco. 'Between 
sailors--you know--good English tobacco.' At the door of the pilot-house 
he turned round--' I say, haven't you a pair of shoes you could spare?' 
He raised one leg. 'Look.' The soles were tied with knotted strings 
sandal-wise under his bare feet. I rooted out an old pair, at which he 
looked with admiration before tucking it under his left arm. One of his 
pockets (bright red) was bulging with cartridges, from the other (dark 
blue) peeped 'Towson's Inquiry,' &c., &c. He seemed to think himself 
excellently well equipped for a renewed encounter with the wilderness. 
'Ah! I'll never, never meet such a man again. You ought to have heard 
him recite poetry--his own too it was, he told me. Poetry!' He rolled 
his eyes at the recollection of these delights. 'Oh, he enlarged my 
mind!' 'Goodby,' said I. He shook hands and vanished in the night. 
Sometimes I ask myself whether I had ever really seen him--whether it 
was possible to meet such a phenomenon! . . . 
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"When I woke up shortly after midnight his warning came to my mind with 
its hint of danger that seemed, in the starred darkness, real enough to 
make me get up for the purpose of having a look round. On the hill a 
big fire burned, illuminating fitfully a crooked corner of the 
station-house. One of the agents with a picket of a few of our blacks, 
armed for the purpose, was keeping guard over the ivory; but deep within 
the forest, red gleams that wavered, that seemed to sink and rise from 
the ground amongst confused columnar shapes of intense blackness, showed 
the exact position of the camp where Mr. Kurtz's adorers were keeping 
their uneasy vigil. The monotonous beating of a big drum filled the air 
with muffled shocks and a lingering vibration. A steady droning sound of 
many men chanting each to himself some weird incantation came out from 
the black, flat wall of the woods as the humming of bees comes out of 
a hive, and had a strange narcotic effect upon my half-awake senses. 
I believe I dozed off leaning over the rail, till an abrupt burst of 
yells, an overwhelming outbreak of a pent-up and mysterious frenzy, woke 
me up in a bewildered wonder. It was cut short all at once, and the 
low droning went on with an effect of audible and soothing silence. I 
glanced casually into the little cabin. A light was burning within, but 
Mr. Kurtz was not there. 
 
"I think I would have raised an outcry if I had believed my eyes. But I 
didn't believe them at first--the thing seemed so impossible. The fact 
is I was completely unnerved by a sheer blank fright, pure abstract 
terror, unconnected with any distinct shape of physical danger. What 
made this emotion so overpowering was--how shall I define it?--the moral 
shock I received, as if something altogether monstrous, intolerable to 
thought and odious to the soul, had been thrust upon me unexpectedly. 
This lasted of course the merest fraction of a second, and then the 
usual sense of commonplace, deadly danger, the possibility of a sudden 
onslaught and massacre, or something of the kind, which I saw impending, 
was positively welcome and composing. It pacified me, in fact, so much, 
that I did not raise an alarm. 
 
"There was an agent buttoned up inside an ulster and sleeping on a chair 
on deck within three feet of me. The yells had not awakened him; he 
snored very slightly; I left him to his slumbers and leaped ashore. I 
did not betray Mr. Kurtz--it was ordered I should never betray him--it 
was written I should be loyal to the nightmare of my choice. I was 
anxious to deal with this shadow by myself alone,--and to this day I 
don't know why I was so jealous of sharing with anyone the peculiar 
blackness of that experience. 
 
"As soon as I got on the bank I saw a trail--a broad trail through the 
grass. I remember the exultation with which I said to myself, 'He can't 
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walk--he is crawling on all-fours--I've got him.' The grass was wet 
with dew. I strode rapidly with clenched fists. I fancy I had some vague 
notion of falling upon him and giving him a drubbing. I don't know. I 
had some imbecile thoughts. The knitting old woman with the cat obtruded 
herself upon my memory as a most improper person to be sitting at the 
other end of such an affair. I saw a row of pilgrims squirting lead in 
the air out of Winchesters held to the hip. I thought I would never get 
back to the steamer, and imagined myself living alone and unarmed in the 
woods to an advanced age. Such silly things--you know. And I remember 
I confounded the beat of the drum with the beating of my heart, and was 
pleased at its calm regularity. 
 
"I kept to the track though--then stopped to listen. The night was very 
clear: a dark blue space, sparkling with dew and starlight, in which 
black things stood very still. I thought I could see a kind of motion 
ahead of me. I was strangely cocksure of everything that night. I 
actually left the track and ran in a wide semicircle (I verily believe 
chuckling to myself) so as to get in front of that stir, of that motion 
I had seen--if indeed I had seen anything. I was circumventing Kurtz as 
though it had been a boyish game. 
 
"I came upon him, and, if he had not heard me coming, I would have 
fallen over him too, but he got up in time. He rose, unsteady, long, 
pale, indistinct, like a vapor exhaled by the earth, and swayed 
slightly, misty and silent before me; while at my back the fires loomed 
between the trees, and the murmur of many voices issued from the forest. 
I had cut him off cleverly; but when actually confronting him I seemed 
to come to my senses, I saw the danger in its right proportion. It was 
by no means over yet. Suppose he began to shout? Though he could hardly 
stand, there was still plenty of vigor in his voice. 'Go away--hide 
yourself,' he said, in that profound tone. It was very awful. I glanced 
back. We were within thirty yards from the nearest fire. A black figure 
stood up, strode on long black legs, waving long black arms, across the 
glow. It had horns--antelope horns, I think--on its head. Some sorcerer, 
some witch-man, no doubt: it looked fiend-like enough. 'Do you know what 
you are doing?' I whispered. 'Perfectly,' he answered, raising his voice 
for that single word: it sounded to me far off and yet loud, like a hail 
through a speaking-trumpet. 'If he makes a row we are lost,' I thought 
to myself. This clearly was not a case for fisticuffs, even apart from 
the very natural aversion I had to beat that Shadow--this wandering and 
tormented thing. 'You will be lost,' I said--'utterly lost.' One gets 
sometimes such a flash of inspiration, you know. I did say the right 
thing, though indeed he could not have been more irretrievably lost than 
he was at this very moment, when the foundations of our intimacy were 
being laid--to endure--to endure--even to the end--even beyond. 
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"'I had immense plans,' he muttered irresolutely. 'Yes,' said I; 'but if 
you try to shout I'll smash your head with--' There was not a stick or 
a stone near. 'I will throttle you for good,' I corrected myself. 'I was 
on the threshold of great things,' he pleaded, in a voice of longing, 
with a wistfulness of tone that made my blood run cold. 'And now for 
this stupid scoundrel--' 'Your success in Europe is assured in any 
case,' I affirmed, steadily. I did not want to have the throttling of 
him, you understand--and indeed it would have been very little use for 
any practical purpose. I tried to break the spell--the heavy, mute spell 
of the wilderness--that seemed to draw him to its pitiless breast by the 
awakening of forgotten and brutal instincts, by the memory of gratified 
and monstrous passions. This alone, I was convinced, had driven him out 
to the edge of the forest, to the bush, towards the gleam of fires, the 
throb of drums, the drone of weird incantations; this alone had beguiled 
his unlawful soul beyond the bounds of permitted aspirations. And, don't 
you see, the terror of the position was not in being knocked on the 
head--though I had a very lively sense of that danger too--but in this, 
that I had to deal with a being to whom I could not appeal in the 
name of anything high or low. I had, even like the niggers, to invoke 
him--himself his own exalted and incredible degradation. There was 
nothing either above or below him, and I knew it. He had kicked himself 
loose of the earth. Confound the man! he had kicked the very earth to 
pieces. He was alone, and I before him did not know whether I stood 
on the ground or floated in the air. I've been telling you what we 
said--repeating the phrases we pronounced,--but what's the good? They 
were common everyday words,--the familiar, vague sounds exchanged on 
every waking day of life. But what of that? They had behind them, to my 
mind, the terrific suggestiveness of words heard in dreams, of phrases 
spoken in nightmares. Soul! If anybody had ever struggled with a soul, 
I am the man. And I wasn't arguing with a lunatic either. Believe me 
or not, his intelligence was perfectly clear--concentrated, it is true, 
upon himself with horrible intensity, yet clear; and therein was my only 
chance--barring, of course, the killing him there and then, which wasn't 
so good, on account of unavoidable noise. But his soul was mad. Being 
alone in the wilderness, it had looked within itself, and, by heavens! I 
tell you, it had gone mad. I had--for my sins, I suppose--to go through 
the ordeal of looking into it myself. No eloquence could have been so 
withering to one's belief in mankind as his final burst of sincerity. 
He struggled with himself, too. I saw it,--I heard it. I saw the 
inconceivable mystery of a soul that knew no restraint, no faith, and 
no fear, yet struggling blindly with itself. I kept my head pretty well; 
but when I had him at last stretched on the couch, I wiped my forehead, 
while my legs shook under me as though I had carried half a ton on my 
back down that hill. And yet I had only supported him, his bony arm 
clasped round my neck--and he was not much heavier than a child. 
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"When next day we left at noon, the crowd, of whose presence behind the 
curtain of trees I had been acutely conscious all the time, flowed out 
of the woods again, filled the clearing, covered the slope with a mass 
of naked, breathing, quivering, bronze bodies. I steamed up a bit, then 
swung down-stream, and two thousand eyes followed the evolutions of 
the splashing, thumping, fierce river-demon beating the water with its 
terrible tail and breathing black smoke into the air. In front of the 
first rank, along the river, three men, plastered with bright red earth 
from head to foot, strutted to and fro restlessly. When we came abreast 
again, they faced the river, stamped their feet, nodded their horned 
heads, swayed their scarlet bodies; they shook towards the fierce 
river-demon a bunch of black feathers, a mangy skin with a pendent 
tail--something that looked like a dried gourd; they shouted 
periodically together strings of amazing words that resembled no sounds 
of human language; and the deep murmurs of the crowd, interrupted 
suddenly, were like the response of some satanic litany. 
 
"We had carried Kurtz into the pilot-house: there was more air there. 
Lying on the couch, he stared through the open shutter. There was an 
eddy in the mass of human bodies, and the woman with helmeted head and 
tawny cheeks rushed out to the very brink of the stream. She put out her 
hands, shouted something, and all that wild mob took up the shout in a 
roaring chorus of articulated, rapid, breathless utterance. 
 
"'Do you understand this?' I asked. 
 
"He kept on looking out past me with fiery, longing eyes, with a mingled 
expression of wistfulness and hate. He made no answer, but I saw a 
smile, a smile of indefinable meaning, appear on his colorless lips 
that a moment after twitched convulsively. 'Do I not?' he said slowly, 
gasping, as if the words had been torn out of him by a supernatural 
power. 
 
"I pulled the string of the whistle, and I did this because I saw the 
pilgrims on deck getting out their rifles with an air of anticipating a 
jolly lark. At the sudden screech there was a movement of abject terror 
through that wedged mass of bodies. 'Don't! Don't you frighten them 
away,' cried someone on deck disconsolately. I pulled the string 
time after time. They broke and ran, they leaped, they crouched, they 
swerved, they dodged the flying terror of the sound. The three red chaps 
had fallen flat, face down on the shore, as though they had been shot 
dead. Only the barbarous and superb woman did not so much as flinch, 
and stretched tragically her bare arms after us over the somber and 
glittering river. 
 
"And then that imbecile crowd down on the deck started their little fun, 
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and I could see nothing more for smoke. 
 
"The brown current ran swiftly out of the heart of darkness, bearing us 
down towards the sea with twice the speed of our upward progress; and 
Kurtz's life was running swiftly too, ebbing, ebbing out of his heart 
into the sea of inexorable time. The manager was very placid, he had 
no vital anxieties now, he took us both in with a comprehensive and 
satisfied glance: the 'affair' had come off as well as could be wished. 
I saw the time approaching when I would be left alone of the party of 
'unsound method.' The pilgrims looked upon me with disfavor. I was, 
so to speak, numbered with the dead. It is strange how I accepted this 
unforeseen partnership, this choice of nightmares forced upon me in the 
tenebrous land invaded by these mean and greedy phantoms. 
 
"Kurtz discoursed. A voice! a voice! It rang deep to the very last. It 
survived his strength to hide in the magnificent folds of eloquence the 
barren darkness of his heart. Oh, he struggled! he struggled! The wastes 
of his weary brain were haunted by shadowy images now--images of wealth 
and fame revolving obsequiously round his unextinguishable gift of 
noble and lofty expression. My Intended, my station, my career, my 
ideas--these were the subjects for the occasional utterances of elevated 
sentiments. The shade of the original Kurtz frequented the bedside of 
the hollow sham, whose fate it was to be buried presently in the mold of 
primeval earth. But both the diabolic love and the unearthly hate of 
the mysteries it had penetrated fought for the possession of that 
soul satiated with primitive emotions, avid of lying fame, of sham 
distinction, of all the appearances of success and power. 
 
"Sometimes he was contemptibly childish. He desired to have kings meet 
him at railway-stations on his return from some ghastly Nowhere, where 
he intended to accomplish great things. 'You show them you have in you 
something that is really profitable, and then there will be no limits to 
the recognition of your ability,' he would say. 'Of course you must take 
care of the motives--right motives--always.' The long reaches that were 
like one and the same reach, monotonous bends that were exactly alike, 
slipped past the steamer with their multitude of secular trees looking 
patiently after this grimy fragment of another world, the forerunner 
of change, of conquest, of trade, of massacres, of blessings. I looked 
ahead--piloting. 'Close the shutter,' said Kurtz suddenly one day; 'I 
can't bear to look at this.' I did so. There was a silence. 'Oh, but I 
will wring your heart yet!' he cried at the invisible wilderness. 
 
"We broke down--as I had expected--and had to lie up for repairs at the 
head of an island. This delay was the first thing that shook 
Kurtz's confidence. One morning he gave me a packet of papers and a 
photograph,--the lot tied together with a shoe-string. 'Keep this for 
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me,' he said. 'This noxious fool' (meaning the manager) 'is capable of 
prying into my boxes when I am not looking.' In the afternoon I saw him. 
He was lying on his back with closed eyes, and I withdrew quietly, but 
I heard him mutter, 'Live rightly, die, die . . .' I listened. There was 
nothing more. Was he rehearsing some speech in his sleep, or was it a 
fragment of a phrase from some newspaper article? He had been writing 
for the papers and meant to do so again, 'for the furthering of my 
ideas. It's a duty.' 
 
"His was an impenetrable darkness. I looked at him as you peer down at 
a man who is lying at the bottom of a precipice where the sun never 
shines. But I had not much time to give him, because I was helping the 
engine-driver to take to pieces the leaky cylinders, to straighten a 
bent connecting-rod, and in other such matters. I lived in an 
infernal mess of rust, filings, nuts, bolts, spanners, hammers, 
ratchet-drills--things I abominate, because I don't get on with them. I 
tended the little forge we fortunately had aboard; I toiled wearily in a 
wretched scrap-heap--unless I had the shakes too bad to stand. 
 
"One evening coming in with a candle I was startled to hear him say a 
little tremulously, 'I am lying here in the dark waiting for death.' 
The light was within a foot of his eyes. I forced myself to murmur, 'Oh, 
nonsense!' and stood over him as if transfixed. 
 
"Anything approaching the change that came over his features I have 
never seen before, and hope never to see again. Oh, I wasn't touched. 
I was fascinated. It was as though a veil had been rent. I saw on that 
ivory face the expression of somber pride, of ruthless power, of craven 
terror--of an intense and hopeless despair. Did he live his life again 
in every detail of desire, temptation, and surrender during that supreme 
moment of complete knowledge? He cried in a whisper at some image, at 
some vision,--he cried out twice, a cry that was no more than a breath-- 
 
"'The horror! The horror!' 
 
"I blew the candle out and left the cabin. The pilgrims were dining in 
the mess-room, and I took my place opposite the manager, who lifted his 
eyes to give me a questioning glance, which I successfully ignored. 
He leaned back, serene, with that peculiar smile of his sealing the 
unexpressed depths of his meanness. A continuous shower of small flies 
streamed upon the lamp, upon the cloth, upon our hands and faces. 
Suddenly the manager's boy put his insolent black head in the doorway, 
and said in a tone of scathing contempt-- 
 
"'Mistah Kurtz--he dead.' 
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"All the pilgrims rushed out to see. I remained, and went on with my 
dinner. I believe I was considered brutally callous. However, I did not 
eat much. There was a lamp in there--light, don't you know--and outside 
it was so beastly, beastly dark. I went no more near the remarkable man 
who had pronounced a judgment upon the adventures of his soul on this 
earth. The voice was gone. What else had been there? But I am of course 
aware that next day the pilgrims buried something in a muddy hole. 
 
"And then they very nearly buried me. 
 
"However, as you see, I did not go to join Kurtz there and then. I did 
not. I remained to dream the nightmare out to the end, and to show 
my loyalty to Kurtz once more. Destiny. My destiny! Droll thing life 
is--that mysterious arrangement of merciless logic for a futile purpose. 
The most you can hope from it is some knowledge of yourself--that comes 
too late--a crop of unextinguishable regrets. I have wrestled with 
death. It is the most unexciting contest you can imagine. It takes place 
in an impalpable grayness, with nothing underfoot, with nothing around, 
without spectators, without clamor, without glory, without the great 
desire of victory, without the great fear of defeat, in a sickly 
atmosphere of tepid skepticism, without much belief in your own right, 
and still less in that of your adversary. If such is the form of 
ultimate wisdom, then life is a greater riddle than some of us think 
it to be. I was within a hair's-breadth of the last opportunity for 
pronouncement, and I found with humiliation that probably I would 
have nothing to say. This is the reason why I affirm that Kurtz was a 
remarkable man. He had something to say. He said it. Since I had peeped 
over the edge myself, I understand better the meaning of his stare, that 
could not see the flame of the candle, but was wide enough to embrace 
the whole universe, piercing enough to penetrate all the hearts that 
beat in the darkness. He had summed up--he had judged. 'The horror!' He 
was a remarkable man. After all, this was the expression of some sort 
of belief; it had candor, it had conviction, it had a vibrating note 
of revolt in its whisper, it had the appalling face of a glimpsed 
truth--the strange commingling of desire and hate. And it is not my own 
extremity I remember best--a vision of grayness without form filled 
with physical pain, and a careless contempt for the evanescence of all 
things--even of this pain itself. No! It is his extremity that I seem to 
have lived through. True, he had made that last stride, he had stepped 
over the edge, while I had been permitted to draw back my hesitating 
foot. And perhaps in this is the whole difference; perhaps all the 
wisdom, and all truth, and all sincerity, are just compressed into that 
inappreciable moment of time in which we step over the threshold of the 
invisible. Perhaps! I like to think my summing-up would not have been 
a word of careless contempt. Better his cry--much better. It was 
an affirmation, a moral victory paid for by innumerable defeats, by 
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abominable terrors, by abominable satisfactions. But it was a victory! 
That is why I have remained loyal to Kurtz to the last, and even beyond, 
when a long time after I heard once more, not his own voice, but 
the echo of his magnificent eloquence thrown to me from a soul as 
translucently pure as a cliff of crystal. 
 
"No, they did not bury me, though there is a period of time which I 
remember mistily, with a shuddering wonder, like a passage through some 
inconceivable world that had no hope in it and no desire. I found myself 
back in the sepulchral city resenting the sight of people hurrying 
through the streets to filch a little money from each other, to devour 
their infamous cookery, to gulp their unwholesome beer, to dream their 
insignificant and silly dreams. They trespassed upon my thoughts. They 
were intruders whose knowledge of life was to me an irritating pretense, 
because I felt so sure they could not possibly know the things I knew. 
Their bearing, which was simply the bearing of commonplace individuals 
going about their business in the assurance of perfect safety, was 
offensive to me like the outrageous flauntings of folly in the face of 
a danger it is unable to comprehend. I had no particular desire to 
enlighten them, but I had some difficulty in restraining myself from 
laughing in their faces, so full of stupid importance. I dare say I was 
not very well at that time. I tottered about the streets--there were 
various affairs to settle--grinning bitterly at perfectly respectable 
persons. I admit my behavior was inexcusable, but then my temperature 
was seldom normal in these days. My dear aunt's endeavors to 'nurse up 
my strength' seemed altogether beside the mark. It was not my strength 
that wanted nursing, it was my imagination that wanted soothing. I kept 
the bundle of papers given me by Kurtz, not knowing exactly what to do 
with it. His mother had died lately, watched over, as I was told, by 
his Intended. A clean-shaved man, with an official manner and wearing 
gold-rimmed spectacles, called on me one day and made inquiries, at 
first circuitous, afterwards suavely pressing, about what he was pleased 
to denominate certain 'documents.' I was not surprised, because I had 
had two rows with the manager on the subject out there. I had refused 
to give up the smallest scrap out of that package, and I took the same 
attitude with the spectacled man. He became darkly menacing at last, 
and with much heat argued that the Company had the right to every bit 
of information about its 'territories.' And, said he, 'Mr. Kurtz's 
knowledge of unexplored regions must have been necessarily extensive 
and peculiar--owing to his great abilities and to the deplorable 
circumstances in which he had been placed: therefore'--I assured him Mr. 
Kurtz's knowledge, however extensive, did not bear upon the problems 
of commerce or administration. He invoked then the name of science. 'It 
would be an incalculable loss if,' &c., &c. I offered him the report on 
the 'Suppression of Savage Customs,' with the postscriptum torn off. He 
took it up eagerly, but ended by sniffing at it with an air of contempt. 
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'This is not what we had a right to expect,' he remarked. 'Expect 
nothing else,' I said. 'There are only private letters.' He withdrew 
upon some threat of legal proceedings, and I saw him no more; but 
another fellow, calling himself Kurtz's cousin, appeared two days later, 
and was anxious to hear all the details about his dear relative's last 
moments. Incidentally he gave me to understand that Kurtz had been 
essentially a great musician. 'There was the making of an immense 
success,' said the man, who was an organist, I believe, with lank gray 
hair flowing over a greasy coat-collar. I had no reason to doubt 
his statement; and to this day I am unable to say what was Kurtz's 
profession, whether he ever had any--which was the greatest of his 
talents. I had taken him for a painter who wrote for the papers, or else 
for a journalist who could paint--but even the cousin (who took snuff 
during the interview) could not tell me what he had been--exactly. He 
was a universal genius--on that point I agreed with the old chap, who 
thereupon blew his nose noisily into a large cotton handkerchief and 
withdrew in senile agitation, bearing off some family letters and 
memoranda without importance. Ultimately a journalist anxious to know 
something of the fate of his 'dear colleague' turned up. This visitor 
informed me Kurtz's proper sphere ought to have been politics 'on the 
popular side.' He had furry straight eyebrows, bristly hair cropped 
short, an eye-glass on a broad ribbon, and, becoming expansive, 
confessed his opinion that Kurtz really couldn't write a bit--'but 
heavens! how that man could talk! He electrified large meetings. He had 
faith--don't you see?--he had the faith. He could get himself to believe 
anything--anything. He would have been a splendid leader of an extreme 
party.' 'What party?' I asked. 'Any party,' answered the other. 'He 
was an--an--extremist.' Did I not think so? I assented. Did I know, he 
asked, with a sudden flash of curiosity, 'what it was that had induced 
him to go out there?' 'Yes,' said I, and forthwith handed him the 
famous Report for publication, if he thought fit. He glanced through it 
hurriedly, mumbling all the time, judged 'it would do,' and took himself 
off with this plunder. 
 
"Thus I was left at last with a slim packet of letters and the girl's 
portrait. She struck me as beautiful--I mean she had a beautiful 
expression. I know that the sunlight can be made to lie too, yet one 
felt that no manipulation of light and pose could have conveyed the 
delicate shade of truthfulness upon those features. She seemed ready to 
listen without mental reservation, without suspicion, without a thought 
for herself. I concluded I would go and give her back her portrait 
and those letters myself. Curiosity? Yes; and also some other feeling 
perhaps. All that had been Kurtz's had passed out of my hands: his soul, 
his body, his station, his plans, his ivory, his career. There remained 
only his memory and his Intended--and I wanted to give that up too to 
the past, in a way,--to surrender personally all that remained of him 
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with me to that oblivion which is the last word of our common fate. I 
don't defend myself. I had no clear perception of what it was I really 
wanted. Perhaps it was an impulse of unconscious loyalty, or the 
fulfillment of one of these ironic necessities that lurk in the facts of 
human existence. I don't know. I can't tell. But I went. 
 
"I thought his memory was like the other memories of the dead that 
accumulate in every man's life,--a vague impress on the brain of shadows 
that had fallen on it in their swift and final passage; but before the 
high and ponderous door, between the tall houses of a street as still 
and decorous as a well-kept alley in a cemetery, I had a vision of him 
on the stretcher, opening his mouth voraciously, as if to devour all the 
earth with all its mankind. He lived then before me; he lived as much 
as he had ever lived--a shadow insatiable of splendid appearances, of 
frightful realities; a shadow darker than the shadow of the night, and 
draped nobly in the folds of a gorgeous eloquence. The vision seemed to 
enter the house with me--the stretcher, the phantom-bearers, the wild 
crowd of obedient worshipers, the gloom of the forests, the glitter of 
the reach between the murky bends, the beat of the drum, regular and 
muffled like the beating of a heart--the heart of a conquering darkness. 
It was a moment of triumph for the wilderness, an invading and vengeful 
rush which, it seemed to me, I would have to keep back alone for the 
salvation of another soul. And the memory of what I had heard him say 
afar there, with the horned shapes stirring at my back, in the glow of 
fires, within the patient woods, those broken phrases came back to 
me, were heard again in their ominous and terrifying simplicity. I 
remembered his abject pleading, his abject threats, the colossal scale 
of his vile desires, the meanness, the torment, the tempestuous anguish 
of his soul. And later on I seemed to see his collected languid manner, 
when he said one day, 'This lot of ivory now is really mine. The Company 
did not pay for it. I collected it myself at a very great personal risk. 
I am afraid they will try to claim it as theirs though. H'm. It is a 
difficult case. What do you think I ought to do--resist? Eh? I want no 
more than justice.' . . . He wanted no more than justice--no more than 
justice. I rang the bell before a mahogany door on the first floor, and 
while I waited he seemed to stare at me out of the glassy panel--stare 
with that wide and immense stare embracing, condemning, loathing all the 
universe. I seemed to hear the whispered cry, 'The horror! The horror!' 
 
"The dusk was falling. I had to wait in a lofty drawing-room with three 
long windows from floor to ceiling that were like three luminous and 
bedraped columns. The bent gilt legs and backs of the furniture shone in 
indistinct curves. The tall marble fireplace had a cold and monumental 
whiteness. A grand piano stood massively in a corner, with dark gleams 
on the flat surfaces like a somber and polished sarcophagus. A high door 
opened--closed. I rose. 
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"She came forward, all in black, with a pale head, floating towards 
me in the dusk. She was in mourning. It was more than a year since his 
death, more than a year since the news came; she seemed as though she 
would remember and mourn for ever. She took both my hands in hers and 
murmured, 'I had heard you were coming.' I noticed she was not very 
young--I mean not girlish. She had a mature capacity for fidelity, for 
belief, for suffering. The room seemed to have grown darker, as if all 
the sad light of the cloudy evening had taken refuge on her forehead. 
This fair hair, this pale visage, this pure brow, seemed surrounded by 
an ashy halo from which the dark eyes looked out at me. Their glance was 
guileless, profound, confident, and trustful. She carried her sorrowful 
head as though she were proud of that sorrow, as though she would say, 
'I--I alone know how to mourn for him as he deserves. But while we were 
still shaking hands, such a look of awful desolation came upon her 
face that I perceived she was one of those creatures that are not the 
playthings of Time. For her he had died only yesterday. And, by Jove! 
the impression was so powerful that for me too he seemed to have died 
only yesterday--nay, this very minute. I saw her and him in the same 
instant of time--his death and her sorrow--I saw her sorrow in the very 
moment of his death. Do you understand? I saw them together--I heard 
them together. She had said, with a deep catch of the breath, 'I have 
survived;' while my strained ears seemed to hear distinctly, mingled 
with her tone of despairing regret, the summing-up whisper of his 
eternal condemnation. I asked myself what I was doing there, with a 
sensation of panic in my heart as though I had blundered into a place 
of cruel and absurd mysteries not fit for a human being to behold. She 
motioned me to a chair. We sat down. I laid the packet gently on the 
little table, and she put her hand over it. . . . 'You knew him well,' 
she murmured, after a moment of mourning silence. 
 
"'Intimacy grows quick out there,' I said. 'I knew him as well as it is 
possible for one man to know another.' 
 
"'And you admired him,' she said. 'It was impossible to know him and not 
to admire him. Was it?' 
 
"'He was a remarkable man,' I said, unsteadily. Then before the 
appealing fixity of her gaze, that seemed to watch for more words on my 
lips, I went on, 'It was impossible not to--' 
 
"'Love him,' she finished eagerly, silencing me into an appalled 
dumbness. 'How true! how true! But when you think that no one knew him 
so well as I! I had all his noble confidence. I knew him best.' 
 
"'You knew him best,' I repeated. And perhaps she did. But with every 
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word spoken the room was growing darker, and only her forehead, smooth 
and white, remained illumined by the unextinguishable light of belief 
and love. 
 
"'You were his friend,' she went on. 'His friend,' she repeated, a 
little louder. 'You must have been, if he had given you this, and sent 
you to me. I feel I can speak to you--and oh! I must speak. I want 
you--you who have heard his last words--to know I have been worthy of 
him. . . . It is not pride. . . . Yes! I am proud to know I understood 
him better than anyone on earth--he told me so himself. And since his 
mother died I have had no one--no one--to--to--' 
 
"I listened. The darkness deepened. I was not even sure whether he had 
given me the right bundle. I rather suspect he wanted me to take care 
of another batch of his papers which, after his death, I saw the manager 
examining under the lamp. And the girl talked, easing her pain in the 
certitude of my sympathy; she talked as thirsty men drink. I had heard 
that her engagement with Kurtz had been disapproved by her people. He 
wasn't rich enough or something. And indeed I don't know whether he had 
not been a pauper all his life. He had given me some reason to infer 
that it was his impatience of comparative poverty that drove him out 
there. 
 
"'. . . Who was not his friend who had heard him speak once?' she was 
saying. 'He drew men towards him by what was best in them.' She looked 
at me with intensity. 'It is the gift of the great,' she went on, and 
the sound of her low voice seemed to have the accompaniment of all 
the other sounds, full of mystery, desolation, and sorrow, I had ever 
heard--the ripple of the river, the soughing of the trees swayed by the 
wind, the murmurs of wild crowds, the faint ring of incomprehensible 
words cried from afar, the whisper of a voice speaking from beyond the 
threshold of an eternal darkness. 'But you have heard him! You know!' 
she cried. 
 
"'Yes, I know,' I said with something like despair in my heart, but 
bowing my head before the faith that was in her, before that great and 
saving illusion that shone with an unearthly glow in the darkness, in 
the triumphant darkness from which I could not have defended her--from 
which I could not even defend myself. 
 
"'What a loss to me--to us!'--she corrected herself with beautiful 
generosity; then added in a murmur, 'To the world.' By the last gleams 
of twilight I could see the glitter of her eyes, full of tears--of tears 
that would not fall. 
 
"'I have been very happy--very fortunate--very proud,' she went on. 'Too 
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fortunate. Too happy for a little while. And now I am unhappy for--for 
life.' 
 
"She stood up; her fair hair seemed to catch all the remaining light in 
a glimmer of gold. I rose too. 
 
"'And of all this,' she went on, mournfully, 'of all his promise, and 
of all his greatness, of his generous mind, of his noble heart, nothing 
remains--nothing but a memory. You and I--' 
 
"'We shall always remember him,' I said, hastily. 
 
"'No!' she cried. 'It is impossible that all this should be lost--that 
such a life should be sacrificed to leave nothing--but sorrow. You 
know what vast plans he had. I knew of them too--I could not perhaps 
understand,--but others knew of them. Something must remain. His words, 
at least, have not died.' 
 
"'His words will remain,' I said. 
 
"'And his example,' she whispered to herself. 'Men looked up to 
him,--his goodness shone in every act. His example--' 
 
"'True,' I said; 'his example too. Yes, his example. I forgot that.' 
 
"'But I do not. I cannot--I cannot believe--not yet. I cannot believe 
that I shall never see him again, that nobody will see him again, never, 
never, never.' 
 
"She put out her arms as if after a retreating figure, stretching them 
black and with clasped pale hands across the fading and narrow sheen of 
the window. Never see him! I saw him clearly enough then. I shall see 
this eloquent phantom as long as I live, and I shall see her too, a 
tragic and familiar Shade, resembling in this gesture another one, 
tragic also, and bedecked with powerless charms, stretching bare brown 
arms over the glitter of the infernal stream, the stream of darkness. 
She said suddenly very low, 'He died as he lived.' 
 
"'His end,' said I, with dull anger stirring in me, 'was in every way 
worthy of his life.' 
 
"'And I was not with him,' she murmured. My anger subsided before a 
feeling of infinite pity. 
 
"'Everything that could be done--' I mumbled. 
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"'Ah, but I believed in him more than anyone on earth--more than his 
own mother, more than--himself. He needed me! Me! I would have treasured 
every sigh, every word, every sign, every glance.' 
 
"I felt like a chill grip on my chest. 'Don't,' I said, in a muffled 
voice. 
 
"'Forgive me. I--I--have mourned so long in silence--in silence. . . . 
You were with him--to the last? I think of his loneliness. Nobody near 
to understand him as I would have understood. Perhaps no one to 
hear. . . .' 
 
"'To the very end,' I said, shakily. 'I heard his very last words. . . .' 
I stopped in a fright. 
 
"'Repeat them,' she said in a heart-broken tone. 'I want--I 
want--something--something--to--to live with.' 
 
"I was on the point of crying at her, 'Don't you hear them?' The dusk 
was repeating them in a persistent whisper all around us, in a whisper 
that seemed to swell menacingly like the first whisper of a rising wind. 
'The horror! The horror!' 
 
"'His last word--to live with,' she murmured. 'Don't you understand I 
loved him--I loved him--I loved him!' 
 
"I pulled myself together and spoke slowly. 
 
"'The last word he pronounced was--your name.' 
 
"I heard a light sigh, and then my heart stood still, stopped dead short 
by an exulting and terrible cry, by the cry of inconceivable triumph and 
of unspeakable pain. 'I knew it--I was sure!' . . . She knew. She was 
sure. I heard her weeping; she had hidden her face in her hands. It 
seemed to me that the house would collapse before I could escape, that 
the heavens would fall upon my head. But nothing happened. The heavens 
do not fall for such a trifle. Would they have fallen, I wonder, if I 
had rendered Kurtz that justice which was his due? Hadn't he said he 
wanted only justice? But I couldn't. I could not tell her. It would have 
been too dark--too dark altogether. . . ." 
 
Marlow ceased, and sat apart, indistinct and silent, in the pose of a 
meditating Buddha. Nobody moved for a time. "We have lost the first of 
the ebb," said the Director, suddenly. I raised my head. The offing was 
barred by a black bank of clouds, and the tranquil waterway leading 
to the uttermost ends of the earth flowed somber under an overcast 
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sky--seemed to lead into the heart of an immense darkness. 
 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/526/526.txt  
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CHAPTER 34 : “THE METAMORPHOSIS” BY FRANZ KAFKA 

Background Information 
 
Franz Kafka (1883-1924) was one of the major German-language novelists and short 
story writers of the 20th century, whose unique body of writing has become considered 
amongst the most influential in Western literature.  One of his most famous pieces of 
writing is his short story Die Verwandlung (The Metamorphosis), found below.  The 
adjective "kafkaesque" has come into common use to denote mundane yet absurd and 
surreal circumstances of the kind commonly found in Kafka's work.  Kafka’s works are 
an exhibit of how modern man, having abandoned Biblical Christianity, has descended 
into the absurd and irrational. 

 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 
I 
 
One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found 
himself transformed in his bed into a horrible vermin.  He lay on 
his armour-like back, and if he lifted his head a little he could 
see his brown belly, slightly domed and divided by arches into stiff 
sections.  The bedding was hardly able to cover it and seemed ready 
to slide off any moment.  His many legs, pitifully thin compared 
with the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he 
looked. 
 
"What's happened to me?" he thought.  It wasn't a dream.  His room, 
a proper human room although a little too small, lay peacefully 
between its four familiar walls.  A collection of textile samples 
lay spread out on the table - Samsa was a travelling salesman - and 
above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out of an 
illustrated magazine and housed in a nice, gilded frame.  It showed 
a lady fitted out with a fur hat and fur boa who sat upright, 
raising a heavy fur muff that covered the whole of her lower arm 
towards the viewer. 
 
Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather. 
Drops of rain could be heard hitting the pane, which made him feel 
quite sad.  "How about if I sleep a little bit longer and forget all 
this nonsense", he thought, but that was something he was unable to 
do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in his present 
state couldn't get into that position.  However hard he threw 
himself onto his right, he always rolled back to where he was.  He 
must have tried it a hundred times, shut his eyes so that he 
wouldn't have to look at the floundering legs, and only stopped when 
he began to feel a mild, dull pain there that he had never felt 
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before. 
 
"Oh, God", he thought, "what a strenuous career it is that I've 
chosen! Travelling day in and day out.  Doing business like this 
takes much more effort than doing your own business at home, and on 
top of that there's the curse of travelling, worries about making 
train connections, bad and irregular food, contact with different 
people all the time so that you can never get to know anyone or 
become friendly with them.  It can all go to Hell!"  He felt a 
slight itch up on his belly; pushed himself slowly up on his back 
towards the headboard so that he could lift his head better; found 
where the itch was, and saw that it was covered with lots of little 
white spots which he didn't know what to make of; and when he tried 
to feel the place with one of his legs he drew it quickly back 
because as soon as he touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder. 
 
He slid back into his former position.  "Getting up early all the 
time", he thought, "it makes you stupid.  You've got to get enough 
sleep.  Other travelling salesmen live a life of luxury.  For 
instance, whenever I go back to the guest house during the morning 
to copy out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting 
there eating their breakfasts.  I ought to just try that with my 
boss; I'd get kicked out on the spot.  But who knows, maybe that 
would be the best thing for me.  If I didn't have my parents to 
think about I'd have given in my notice a long time ago, I'd have 
gone up to the boss and told him just what I think, tell him 
everything I would, let him know just what I feel.  He'd fall right 
off his desk! And it's a funny sort of business to be sitting up 
there at your desk, talking down at your subordinates from up there, 
especially when you have to go right up close because the boss is 
hard of hearing.  Well, there's still some hope; once I've got the 
money together to pay off my parents' debt to him - another five or 
six years I suppose - that's definitely what I'll do.  That's when 
I'll make the big change.  First of all though, I've got to get up, 
my train leaves at five." 
 
And he looked over at the alarm clock, ticking on the chest of 
drawers.  "God in Heaven!" he thought.  It was half past six and the 
hands were quietly moving forwards, it was even later than half 
past, more like quarter to seven.  Had the alarm clock not rung? He 
could see from the bed that it had been set for four o'clock as it 
should have been; it certainly must have rung.  Yes, but was it 
possible to quietly sleep through that furniture-rattling noise? 
True, he had not slept peacefully, but probably all the more deeply 
because of that.  What should he do now? The next train went at 
seven; if he were to catch that he would have to rush like mad and 
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the collection of samples was still not packed, and he did not at 
all feel particularly fresh and lively.  And even if he did catch 
the train he would not avoid his boss's anger as the office 
assistant would have been there to see the five o'clock train go, he 
would have put in his report about Gregor's not being there a long 
time ago.  The office assistant was the boss's man, spineless, and 
with no understanding.  What about if he reported sick? But that 
would be extremely strained and suspicious as in fifteen years of 
service Gregor had never once yet been ill.  His boss would 
certainly come round with the doctor from the medical insurance 
company, accuse his parents of having a lazy son, and accept the 
doctor's recommendation not to make any claim as the doctor believed 
that no-one was ever ill but that many were workshy.  And what's 
more, would he have been entirely wrong in this case? Gregor did in 
fact, apart from excessive sleepiness after sleeping for so long, 
feel completely well and even felt much hungrier than usual. 
 
He was still hurriedly thinking all this through, unable to decide 
to get out of the bed, when the clock struck quarter to seven. 
There was a cautious knock at the door near his head.  "Gregor", 
somebody called - it was his mother - "it's quarter to seven. 
Didn't you want to go somewhere?"  That gentle voice! Gregor was 
shocked when he heard his own voice answering, it could hardly be 
recognised as the voice he had had before.  As if from deep inside 
him, there was a painful and uncontrollable squeaking mixed in with 
it, the words could be made out at first but then there was a sort 
of echo which made them unclear, leaving the hearer unsure whether 
he had heard properly or not.  Gregor had wanted to give a full 
answer and explain everything, but in the circumstances contented 
himself with saying: "Yes, mother, yes, thank-you, I'm getting up 
now."  The change in Gregor's voice probably could not be noticed 
outside through the wooden door, as his mother was satisfied with 
this explanation and shuffled away.  But this short conversation 
made the other members of the family aware that Gregor, against 
their expectations was still at home, and soon his father came 
knocking at one of the side doors, gently, but with his fist. 
"Gregor, Gregor", he called, "what's wrong?"  And after a short 
while he called again with a warning deepness in his voice: "Gregor! 
Gregor!"  At the other side door his sister came plaintively: 
"Gregor? Aren't you well? Do you need anything?"  Gregor answered to 
both sides: "I'm ready, now", making an effort to remove all the 
strangeness from his voice by enunciating very carefully and putting 
long pauses between each, individual word.  His father went back to 
his breakfast, but his sister whispered: "Gregor, open the door, I 
beg of you."  Gregor, however, had no thought of opening the door, 
and instead congratulated himself for his cautious habit, acquired 
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from his travelling, of locking all doors at night even when he was 
at home. 
 
The first thing he wanted to do was to get up in peace without being 
disturbed, to get dressed, and most of all to have his breakfast. 
Only then would he consider what to do next, as he was well aware 
that he would not bring his thoughts to any sensible conclusions by 
lying in bed.  He remembered that he had often felt a slight pain in 
bed, perhaps caused by lying awkwardly, but that had always turned 
out to be pure imagination and he wondered how his imaginings would 
slowly resolve themselves today.  He did not have the slightest 
doubt that the change in his voice was nothing more than the first 
sign of a serious cold, which was an occupational hazard for 
travelling salesmen. 
 
It was a simple matter to throw off the covers; he only had to blow 
himself up a little and they fell off by themselves.  But it became 
difficult after that, especially as he was so exceptionally broad. 
He would have used his arms and his hands to push himself up; but 
instead of them he only had all those little legs continuously 
moving in different directions, and which he was moreover unable to 
control.  If he wanted to bend one of them, then that was the first 
one that would stretch itself out; and if he finally managed to do 
what he wanted with that leg, all the others seemed to be set free 
and would move about painfully.  "This is something that can't be 
done in bed", Gregor said to himself, "so don't keep trying to do 
it". 
 
The first thing he wanted to do was get the lower part of his body 
out of the bed, but he had never seen this lower part, and could not 
imagine what it looked like; it turned out to be too hard to move; 
it went so slowly; and finally, almost in a frenzy, when he 
carelessly shoved himself forwards with all the force he could 
gather, he chose the wrong direction, hit hard against the lower 
bedpost, and learned from the burning pain he felt that the lower 
part of his body might well, at present, be the most sensitive. 
 
So then he tried to get the top part of his body out of the bed 
first, carefully turning his head to the side.  This he managed 
quite easily, and despite its breadth and its weight, the bulk of 
his body eventually followed slowly in the direction of the head. 
But when he had at last got his head out of the bed and into the 
fresh air it occurred to him that if he let himself fall it would be 
a miracle if his head were not injured, so he became afraid to carry 
on pushing himself forward the same way.  And he could not knock 
himself out now at any price; better to stay in bed than lose 
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consciousness. 
 
It took just as much effort to get back to where he had been 
earlier, but when he lay there sighing, and was once more watching 
his legs as they struggled against each other even harder than 
before, if that was possible, he could think of no way of bringing 
peace and order to this chaos.  He told himself once more that it 
was not possible for him to stay in bed and that the most sensible 
thing to do would be to get free of it in whatever way he could at 
whatever sacrifice.  At the same time, though, he did not forget to 
remind himself that calm consideration was much better than rushing 
to desperate conclusions.  At times like this he would direct his 
eyes to the window and look out as clearly as he could, but 
unfortunately, even the other side of the narrow street was 
enveloped in morning fog and the view had little confidence or cheer 
to offer him.  "Seven o'clock, already", he said to himself when the 
clock struck again, "seven o'clock, and there's still a fog like 
this."  And he lay there quietly a while longer, breathing lightly 
as if he perhaps expected the total stillness to bring things back 
to their real and natural state. 
 
But then he said to himself: "Before it strikes quarter past seven 
I'll definitely have to have got properly out of bed.  And by then 
somebody will have come round from work to ask what's happened to me 
as well, as they open up at work before seven o'clock."  And so he 
set himself to the task of swinging the entire length of his body 
out of the bed all at the same time.  If he succeeded in falling out 
of bed in this way and kept his head raised as he did so he could 
probably avoid injuring it.  His back seemed to be quite hard, and 
probably nothing would happen to it falling onto the carpet.  His 
main concern was for the loud noise he was bound to make, and which 
even through all the doors would probably raise concern if not 
alarm.  But it was something that had to be risked. 
 
When Gregor was already sticking half way out of the bed - the new 
method was more of a game than an effort, all he had to do was rock 
back and forth - it occurred to him how simple everything would be 
if somebody came to help him.  Two strong people - he had his father 
and the maid in mind - would have been more than enough; they would 
only have to push their arms under the dome of his back, peel him 
away from the bed, bend down with the load and then be patient and 
careful as he swang over onto the floor, where, hopefully, the 
little legs would find a use.  Should he really call for help 
though, even apart from the fact that all the doors were locked? 
Despite all the difficulty he was in, he could not suppress a smile 
at this thought. 
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After a while he had already moved so far across that it would have 
been hard for him to keep his balance if he rocked too hard.  The 
time was now ten past seven and he would have to make a final 
decision very soon.  Then there was a ring at the door of the flat. 
"That'll be someone from work", he said to himself, and froze very 
still, although his little legs only became all the more lively as 
they danced around.  For a moment everything remained quiet. 
"They're not opening the door", Gregor said to himself, caught in 
some nonsensical hope.  But then of course, the maid's firm steps 
went to the door as ever and opened it.  Gregor only needed to hear 
the visitor's first words of greeting and he knew who it was - the 
chief clerk himself.  Why did Gregor have to be the only one 
condemned to work for a company where they immediately became highly 
suspicious at the slightest shortcoming? Were all employees, every 
one of them, louts, was there not one of them who was faithful and 
devoted who would go so mad with pangs of conscience that he 
couldn't get out of bed if he didn't spend at least a couple of 
hours in the morning on company business? Was it really not enough 
to let one of the trainees make enquiries - assuming enquiries were 
even necessary - did the chief clerk have to come himself, and did 
they have to show the whole, innocent family that this was so 
suspicious that only the chief clerk could be trusted to have the 
wisdom to investigate it? And more because these thoughts had made 
him upset than through any proper decision, he swang himself with 
all his force out of the bed.  There was a loud thump, but it wasn't 
really a loud noise.  His fall was softened a little by the carpet, 
and Gregor's back was also more elastic than he had thought, which 
made the sound muffled and not too noticeable.  He had not held his 
head carefully enough, though, and hit it as he fell; annoyed and in 
pain, he turned it and rubbed it against the carpet. 
 
"Something's fallen down in there", said the chief clerk in the room 
on the left.  Gregor tried to imagine whether something of the sort 
that had happened to him today could ever happen to the chief clerk 
too; you had to concede that it was possible.  But as if in gruff 
reply to this question, the chief clerk's firm footsteps in his 
highly polished boots could now be heard in the adjoining room. 
From the room on his right, Gregor's sister whispered to him to let 
him know: "Gregor, the chief clerk is here."  "Yes, I know", said 
Gregor to himself; but without daring to raise his voice loud enough 
for his sister to hear him. 
 
"Gregor", said his father now from the room to his left, "the chief 
clerk has come round and wants to know why you didn't leave on the 
early train.  We don't know what to say to him.  And anyway, he 
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wants to speak to you personally.  So please open up this door.  I'm 
sure he'll be good enough to forgive the untidiness of your room." 
Then the chief clerk called "Good morning,  Mr. Samsa". "He isn't 
well", said his mother to the chief clerk, while his father 
continued to speak through the door.  "He isn't well, please believe 
me.  Why else would Gregor have missed a train! The lad only ever 
thinks about the business.  It nearly makes me cross the way he 
never goes out in the evenings; he's been in town for a week now but 
stayed home every evening.  He sits with us in the kitchen and just 
reads the paper or studies train timetables.  His idea of relaxation 
is working with his fretsaw.  He's made a little frame, for 
instance, it only took him two or three evenings, you'll be amazed 
how nice it is; it's hanging up in his room; you'll see it as soon 
as Gregor opens the door.  Anyway, I'm glad you're here; we wouldn't 
have been able to get Gregor to open the door by ourselves; he's so 
stubborn; and I'm sure he isn't well, he said this morning that he 
is, but he isn't."  "I'll be there in a moment", said Gregor slowly 
and thoughtfully, but without moving so that he would not miss any 
word of the conversation.  "Well I can't think of any other way of 
explaining it,  Mrs. Samsa", said the chief clerk, "I hope it's 
nothing serious.  But on the other hand, I must say that if we 
people in commerce ever become slightly unwell then, fortunately or 
unfortunately as you like, we simply have to overcome it because of 
business considerations."  "Can the chief clerk come in to see you 
now then?", asked his father impatiently, knocking at the door 
again.  "No", said Gregor.  In the room on his right there followed 
a painful silence; in the room on his left his sister began to cry. 
 
So why did his sister not go and join the others? She had probably 
only just got up and had not even begun to get dressed.  And why was 
she crying? Was it because he had not got up, and had not let the 
chief clerk in, because he was in danger of losing his job and if 
that happened his boss would once more pursue their parents with the 
same demands as before? There was no need to worry about things like 
that yet.  Gregor was still there and had not the slightest 
intention of abandoning his family.  For the time being he just lay 
there on the carpet, and no-one who knew the condition he was in 
would seriously have expected him to let the chief clerk in.  It was 
only a minor discourtesy, and a suitable excuse could easily be 
found for it later on, it was not something for which Gregor could 
be sacked on the spot.  And it seemed to Gregor much more sensible 
to leave him now in peace instead of disturbing him with talking at 
him and crying.  But the others didn't know what was happening, they 
were worried, that would excuse their behaviour. 
 
The chief clerk now raised his voice, "Mr. Samsa", he called to him, 
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"what is wrong? You barricade yourself in your room, give us no more 
than yes or no for an answer, you are causing serious and 
unnecessary concern to your parents and you fail - and I mention 
this just by the way - you fail to carry out your business duties in 
a way that is quite unheard of.  I'm speaking here on behalf of your 
parents and of your employer, and really must request a clear and 
immediate explanation.  I am astonished, quite astonished.  I 
thought I knew you as a calm and sensible person, and now you 
suddenly seem to be showing off with peculiar whims.  This morning, 
your employer did suggest a possible reason for your failure to 
appear, it's true - it had to do with the money that was recently 
entrusted to you - but I came near to giving him my word of honour 
that that could not be the right explanation.  But now that I see 
your incomprehensible stubbornness I no longer feel any wish 
whatsoever to intercede on your behalf.  And nor is your position 
all that secure.  I had originally intended to say all this to you 
in private, but since you cause me to waste my time here for no good 
reason I don't see why your parents should not also learn of it. 
Your turnover has been very unsatisfactory of late; I grant you that 
it's not the time of year to do especially good business, we 
recognise that; but there simply is no time of year to do no 
business at all,  Mr. Samsa, we cannot allow there to be." 
 
"But Sir", called Gregor, beside himself and forgetting all else in 
the excitement, "I'll open up immediately, just a moment.  I'm 
slightly unwell, an attack of dizziness, I haven't been able to get 
up.  I'm still in bed now.  I'm quite fresh again now, though.  I'm 
just getting out of bed.  Just a moment.  Be patient! It's not quite 
as easy as I'd thought.  I'm quite alright now, though.  It's 
shocking, what can suddenly happen to a person! I was quite alright 
last night, my parents know about it, perhaps better than me, I had 
a small symptom of it last night already.  They must have noticed 
it.  I don't know why I didn't let you know at work! But you always 
think you can get over an illness without staying at home.  Please, 
don't make my parents suffer! There's no basis for any of the 
accusations you're making; nobody's ever said a word to me about any 
of these things.  Maybe you haven't read the latest contracts I sent 
in.  I'll set off with the eight o'clock train, as well, these few 
hours of rest have given me strength.  You don't need to wait, sir; 
I'll be in the office soon after you, and please be so good as to 
tell that to the boss and recommend me to him!" 
 
And while Gregor gushed out these words, hardly knowing what he was 
saying, he made his way over to the chest of drawers - this was 
easily done, probably because of the practise he had already had in 
bed - where he now tried to get himself upright.  He really did want 
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to open the door, really did want to let them see him and to speak 
with the chief clerk; the others were being so insistent, and he was 
curious to learn what they would say when they caught sight of him. 
If they were shocked then it would no longer be Gregor's 
responsibility and he could rest.  If, however, they took everything 
calmly he would still have no reason to be upset, and if he hurried 
he really could be at the station for eight o'clock.  The first few 
times he tried to climb up on the smooth chest of drawers he just 
slid down again, but he finally gave himself one last swing and 
stood there upright; the lower part of his body was in serious pain 
but he no longer gave any attention to it.  Now he let himself fall 
against the back of a nearby chair and held tightly to the edges of 
it with his little legs.  By now he had also calmed down, and kept 
quiet so that he could listen to what the chief clerk was saying. 
 
"Did you understand a word of all that?" the chief clerk asked his 
parents, "surely he's not trying to make fools of us". "Oh, God!" 
called his mother, who was already in tears, "he could be seriously 
ill and we're making him suffer.  Grete! Grete!" she then cried. 
"Mother?" his sister called from the other side.  They communicated 
across Gregor's room.  "You'll have to go for the doctor straight 
away.  Gregor is ill.  Quick, get the doctor.  Did you hear the way 
Gregor spoke just now?"  "That was the voice of an animal", said the 
chief clerk, with a calmness that was in contrast with his mother's 
screams.  "Anna! Anna!" his father called into the kitchen through 
the entrance hall, clapping his hands, "get a locksmith here, now!" 
And the two girls, their skirts swishing, immediately ran out 
through the hall, wrenching open the front door of the flat as they 
went.  How had his sister managed to get dressed so quickly? There 
was no sound of the door banging shut again; they must have left it 
open;  people often do in homes where something awful has happened. 
 
Gregor, in contrast, had become much calmer.  So they couldn't 
understand his words any more, although they seemed clear enough to 
him, clearer than before - perhaps his ears had become used to the 
sound.  They had realised, though, that there was something wrong 
with him, and were ready to help.  The first response to his 
situation had been confident and wise, and that made him feel 
better.  He felt that he had been drawn back in among people, and 
from the doctor and the locksmith he expected great and surprising 
achievements - although he did not really distinguish one from the 
other.  Whatever was said next would be crucial, so, in order to 
make his voice as clear as possible, he coughed a little, but taking 
care to do this not too loudly as even this might well sound 
different from the way that a human coughs and he was no longer sure 
he could judge this for himself.  Meanwhile, it had become very 
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quiet in the next room.  Perhaps his parents were sat at the table 
whispering with the chief clerk, or perhaps they were all pressed 
against the door and listening. 
 
Gregor slowly pushed his way over to the door with the chair.  Once 
there he let go of it and threw himself onto the door, holding 
himself upright against it using the adhesive on the tips of his 
legs.  He rested there a little while to recover from the effort 
involved and then set himself to the task of turning the key in the 
lock with his mouth.  He seemed, unfortunately, to have no proper 
teeth - how was he, then, to grasp the key? - but the lack of teeth 
was, of course, made up for with a very strong jaw; using the jaw, 
he really was able to start the key turning, ignoring the fact that 
he must have been causing some kind of damage as a brown fluid came 
from his mouth, flowed over the key and dripped onto the floor. 
"Listen", said the chief clerk in the next room, "he's turning the 
key."  Gregor was greatly encouraged by this; but they all should 
have been calling to him, his father and his mother too: "Well done, 
Gregor", they should have cried, "keep at it, keep hold of the 
lock!"  And with the idea that they were all excitedly following his 
efforts, he bit on the key with all his strength, paying no 
attention to the pain he was causing himself.  As the key turned 
round he turned around the lock with it, only holding himself 
upright with his mouth, and hung onto the key or pushed it down 
again with the whole weight of his body as needed.  The clear sound 
of the lock as it snapped back was Gregor's sign that he could break 
his concentration, and as he regained his breath he said to himself: 
"So, I didn't need the locksmith after all". Then he lay his head on 
the handle of the door to open it completely. 
 
Because he had to open the door in this way, it was already wide 
open before he could be seen.  He had first to slowly turn himself 
around one of the double doors, and he had to do it very carefully 
if he did not want to fall flat on his back before entering the 
room.  He was still occupied with this difficult movement, unable to 
pay attention to anything else, when he heard the chief clerk 
exclaim a loud "Oh!", which sounded like the soughing of the wind. 
Now he also saw him - he was the nearest to the door - his hand 
pressed against his open mouth and slowly retreating as if driven by 
a steady and invisible force.  Gregor's mother, her hair still 
dishevelled from bed despite the chief clerk's being there, looked 
at his father.  Then she unfolded her arms, took two steps forward 
towards Gregor and sank down onto the floor into her skirts that 
spread themselves out around her as her head disappeared down onto 
her breast.  His father looked hostile, and clenched his fists as if 
wanting to knock Gregor back into his room.  Then he looked 
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uncertainly round the living room, covered his eyes with his hands 
and wept so that his powerful chest shook. 
 
So Gregor did not go into the room, but leant against the inside of 
the other door which was still held bolted in place.  In this way 
only half of his body could be seen, along with his head above it 
which he leant over to one side as he peered out at the others. 
Meanwhile the day had become much lighter; part of the endless, 
grey-black building on the other side of the street - which was a 
hospital - could be seen quite clearly with the austere and regular 
line of windows piercing its facade; the rain was still 
falling, now throwing down large, individual droplets which hit the 
ground one at a time.  The washing up from breakfast lay on the 
table; there was so much of it because, for Gregor's father, 
breakfast was the most important meal of the day and he would 
stretch it out for several hours as he sat reading a number of 
different newspapers.  On the wall exactly opposite there was 
photograph of Gregor when he was a lieutenant in the army, his sword 
in his hand and a carefree smile on his face as he called forth 
respect for his uniform and bearing.  The door to the entrance hall 
was open and as the front door of the flat was also open he could 
see onto the landing and the stairs where they began their way down 
below. 
 
"Now, then", said Gregor, well aware that he was the only one to 
have kept calm, "I'll get dressed straight away now, pack up my 
samples and set off.  Will you please just let me leave? You can 
see", he said to the chief clerk, "that I'm not stubborn and like I 
like to do my job; being a commercial traveller is arduous but 
without travelling I couldn't earn my living.  So where are you 
going, in to the office? Yes? Will you report everything accurately, 
then? It's quite possible for someone to be temporarily unable to 
work, but that's just the right time to remember what's been 
achieved in the past and consider that later on, once the difficulty 
has been removed, he will certainly work with all the more diligence 
and concentration.  You're well aware that I'm seriously in debt to 
our employer as well as having to look after my parents and my 
sister, so that I'm trapped in a difficult situation, but I will 
work my way out of it again.  Please don't make things any harder 
for me than they are already, and don't take sides against me at the 
office.  I know that nobody likes the travellers.  They think we 
earn an enormous wage as well as having a soft time of it.  That's 
just prejudice but they have no particular reason to think better 
it.  But you, sir, you have a better overview than the rest of the 
staff, in fact, if I can say this in confidence, a better overview 
than the boss himself - it's very easy for a businessman like him to 
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make mistakes about his employees and judge them more harshly than 
he should.  And you're also well aware that we travellers spend 
almost the whole year away from the office, so that we can very 
easily fall victim to gossip and chance and groundless complaints, 
and it's almost impossible to defend yourself from that sort of 
thing, we don't usually even hear about them, or if at all it's when 
we arrive back home exhausted from a trip, and that's when we feel 
the harmful effects of what's been going on without even knowing 
what caused them.  Please, don't go away, at least first say 
something to show that you grant that I'm at least partly right!" 
 
But the chief clerk had turned away as soon as Gregor had started to 
speak, and, with protruding lips, only stared back at him over his 
trembling shoulders as he left.  He did not keep still for a moment 
while Gregor was speaking, but moved steadily towards the door 
without taking his eyes off him.  He moved very gradually, as if 
there had been some secret prohibition on leaving the room.  It was 
only when he had reached the entrance hall that he made a sudden 
movement, drew his foot from the living room, and rushed forward in 
a panic.  In the hall, he stretched his right hand far out towards 
the stairway as if out there, there were some supernatural force 
waiting to save him. 
 
Gregor realised that it was out of the question to let the chief 
clerk go away in this mood if his position in the firm was not to be 
put into extreme danger.  That was something his parents did not 
understand very well; over the years, they had become convinced that 
this job would provide for Gregor for his entire life, and besides, 
they had so much to worry about at present that they had lost sight 
of any thought for the future.  Gregor, though, did think about the 
future.  The chief clerk had to be held back, calmed down, convinced 
and finally won over; the future of Gregor and his family depended 
on it! If only his sister were here! She was clever; she was already 
in tears while Gregor was still lying peacefully on his back.  And 
the chief clerk was a lover of women, surely she could persuade him; 
she would close the front door in the entrance hall and talk him out 
of his shocked state.  But his sister was not there, Gregor would 
have to do the job himself.  And without considering that he still 
was not familiar with how well he could move about in his present 
state, or that his speech still might not - or probably would not - 
be understood, he let go of the door; pushed himself through the 
opening; tried to reach the chief clerk on the landing who, 
ridiculously, was holding on to the banister with both hands; but 
Gregor fell immediately over and, with a little scream as he sought 
something to hold onto, landed on his numerous little legs.  Hardly 
had that happened than, for the first time that day, he began to 
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feel alright with his body; the little legs had the solid ground 
under them; to his pleasure, they did exactly as he told them; they 
were even making the effort to carry him where he wanted to go; and 
he was soon believing that all his sorrows would soon be finally at 
an end.  He held back the urge to move but swayed from side to side 
as he crouched there on the floor.  His mother was not far away in 
front of him and seemed, at first, quite engrossed in herself, but 
then she suddenly jumped up with her arms outstretched and her 
fingers spread shouting: "Help, for pity's sake, Help!"  The way she 
held her head suggested she wanted to see Gregor better, but the 
unthinking way she was hurrying backwards showed that she did not; 
she had forgotten that the table was behind her with all the 
breakfast things on it; when she reached the table she sat quickly 
down on it without knowing what she was doing; without even seeming 
to notice that the coffee pot had been knocked over and a gush of 
coffee was pouring down onto the carpet. 
 
"Mother, mother", said Gregor gently, looking up at her.  He had 
completely forgotten the chief clerk for the moment, but could not 
help himself snapping in the air with his jaws at the sight of the 
flow of coffee.  That set his mother screaming anew, she fled from 
the table and into the arms of his father as he rushed towards her. 
Gregor, though, had no time to spare for his parents now; the chief 
clerk had already reached the stairs; with his chin on the banister, 
he looked back for the last time.  Gregor made a run for him; he 
wanted to be sure of reaching him; the chief clerk must have 
expected something, as he leapt down several steps at once and 
disappeared; his shouts resounding all around the staircase.  The 
flight of the chief clerk seemed, unfortunately, to put Gregor's 
father into a panic as well.  Until then he had been relatively self 
controlled, but now, instead of running after the chief clerk 
himself, or at least not impeding Gregor as he ran after him, 
Gregor's father seized the chief clerk's stick in his right hand 
(the chief clerk had left it behind on a chair, along with his hat 
and overcoat), picked up a large newspaper from the table with his 
left, and used them to drive Gregor back into his room, stamping his 
foot at him as he went.  Gregor's appeals to his father were of no 
help, his appeals were simply not understood, however much he humbly 
turned his head his father merely stamped his foot all the harder. 
Across the room, despite the chilly weather, Gregor's mother had 
pulled open a window, leant far out of it and pressed her hands to 
her face.  A strong draught of air flew in from the street towards 
the stairway, the curtains flew up, the newspapers on the table 
fluttered and some of them were blown onto the floor.  Nothing would 
stop Gregor's father as he drove him back, making hissing noises at 
him like a wild man.  Gregor had never had any practice in moving 
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backwards and was only able to go very slowly.  If Gregor had only 
been allowed to turn round he would have been back in his room 
straight away, but he was afraid that if he took the time to do that 
his father would become impatient, and there was the threat of a 
lethal blow to his back or head from the stick in his father's hand 
any moment.  Eventually, though, Gregor realised that he had no 
choice as he saw, to his disgust, that he was quite incapable of 
going backwards in a straight line; so he began, as quickly as 
possible and with frequent anxious glances at his father, to turn 
himself round.  It went very slowly, but perhaps his father was able 
to see his good intentions as he did nothing to hinder him, in fact 
now and then he used the tip of his stick to give directions from a 
distance as to which way to turn.  If only his father would stop 
that unbearable hissing! It was making Gregor quite confused.  When 
he had nearly finished turning round, still listening to that 
hissing, he made a mistake and turned himself back a little the way 
he had just come.  He was pleased when he finally had his head in 
front of the doorway, but then saw that it was too narrow, and his 
body was too broad to get through it without further difficulty.  In 
his present mood, it obviously did not occur to his father to open 
the other of the double doors so that Gregor would have enough space 
to get through.  He was merely fixed on the idea that Gregor should 
be got back into his room as quickly as possible.  Nor would he ever 
have allowed Gregor the time to get himself upright as preparation 
for getting through the doorway.  What he did, making more noise 
than ever, was to drive Gregor forwards all the harder as if there 
had been nothing in the way; it sounded to Gregor as if there was 
now more than one father behind him; it was not a pleasant 
experience, and Gregor pushed himself into the doorway without 
regard for what might happen.  One side of his body lifted itself, 
he lay at an angle in the doorway, one flank scraped on the white 
door and was painfully injured, leaving vile brown flecks on it, 
soon he was stuck fast and would not have been able to move at all 
by himself, the little legs along one side hung quivering in the air 
while those on the other side were pressed painfully against the 
ground.  Then his father gave him a hefty shove from behind which 
released him from where he was held and sent him flying, and heavily 
bleeding, deep into his room.  The door was slammed shut with the 
stick, then, finally, all was quiet. 
 
 
 
II 
 
 
It was not until it was getting dark that evening that Gregor awoke 
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from his deep and coma-like sleep.  He would have woken soon 
afterwards anyway even if he hadn't been disturbed, as he had had 
enough sleep and felt fully rested.  But he had the impression that 
some hurried steps and the sound of the door leading into the front 
room being carefully shut had woken him.  The light from the 
electric street lamps shone palely here and there onto the ceiling 
and tops of the furniture, but down below, where Gregor was, it was 
dark.  He pushed himself over to the door, feeling his way clumsily 
with his antennae - of which he was now beginning to learn the value 
- in order to see what had been happening there.  The whole of his 
left side seemed like one, painfully stretched scar,  and he limped 
badly on his two rows of legs.  One of the legs had been badly 
injured in the events of that morning - it was nearly a miracle that 
only one of them had been - and dragged along lifelessly. 
 
It was only when he had reached the door that he realised what it 
actually was that had drawn him over to it; it was the smell of 
something to eat.  By the door there was a dish filled with 
sweetened milk with little pieces of white bread floating in it.  He 
was so pleased he almost laughed, as he was even hungrier than he 
had been that morning, and immediately dipped his head into the 
milk, nearly covering his eyes with it.  But he soon drew his head 
back again in disappointment; not only did the pain in his tender 
left side make it difficult to eat the food - he was only able to 
eat if his whole body worked together as a snuffling whole - but the 
milk did not taste at all nice.  Milk like this was normally his 
favourite drink, and his sister had certainly left it there for him 
because of that, but he turned, almost against his own will, away 
from the dish and crawled back into the centre of the room. 
 
Through the crack in the door, Gregor could see that the gas had 
been lit in the living room.  His father at this time would normally 
be sat with his evening paper, reading it out in a loud voice to 
Gregor's mother, and sometimes to his sister, but there was now not 
a sound to be heard.  Gregor's sister would often write and tell him 
about this reading, but maybe his father had lost the habit in 
recent times.  It was so quiet all around too, even though there 
must have been somebody in the flat.  "What a quiet life it is the 
family lead", said Gregor to himself, and, gazing into the darkness, 
felt a great pride that he was able to provide a life like that in 
such a nice home for his sister and parents.  But what now, if all 
this peace and wealth and comfort should come to a horrible and 
frightening end? That was something that Gregor did not want to 
think about too much, so he started to move about, crawling up and 
down the room. 
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Once during that long evening, the door on one side of the room was 
opened very slightly and hurriedly closed again; later on the door 
on the other side did the same; it seemed that someone needed to 
enter the room but thought better of it.  Gregor went and waited 
immediately by the door, resolved either to bring the timorous 
visitor into the room in some way or at least to find out who it 
was; but the door was opened no more that night and Gregor waited in 
vain.  The previous morning while the doors were locked everyone had 
wanted to get in there to him, but now, now that he had opened up 
one of the doors and the other had clearly been unlocked some time 
during the day, no-one came, and the keys were in the other sides. 
 
It was not until late at night that the gaslight in the living room 
was put out, and now it was easy to see that parents and sister had 
stayed awake all that time, as they all could be distinctly heard as 
they went away together on tip-toe.  It was clear that no-one would 
come into Gregor's room any more until morning; that gave him plenty 
of time to think undisturbed about how he would have to re-arrange 
his life.  For some reason, the tall, empty room where he was forced 
to remain made him feel uneasy as he lay there flat on the floor, 
even though he had been living in it for five years.  Hardly aware 
of what he was doing other than a slight feeling of shame, he 
hurried under the couch.  It pressed down on his back a little, and 
he was no longer able to lift his head, but he nonetheless felt 
immediately at ease and his only regret was that his body was too 
broad to get it all underneath. 
 
He spent the whole night there.  Some of the time he passed in a 
light sleep, although he frequently woke from it in alarm because of 
his hunger, and some of the time was spent in worries and vague 
hopes which, however, always led to the same conclusion: for the 
time being he must remain calm, he must show patience and the 
greatest consideration so that his family could bear the 
unpleasantness that he, in his present condition, was forced to 
impose on them. 
 
Gregor soon had the opportunity to test the strength of his 
decisions, as early the next morning, almost before the night had 
ended, his sister, nearly fully dressed, opened the door from the 
front room and looked anxiously in.  She did not see him straight 
away, but when she did notice him under the couch - he had to be 
somewhere, for God's sake, he couldn't have flown away - she was so 
shocked that she lost control of herself and slammed the door shut 
again from outside.  But she seemed to regret her behaviour, as she 
opened the door again straight away and came in on tip-toe as if 
entering the room of someone seriously ill or even of a stranger. 
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Gregor had pushed his head forward, right to the edge of the couch, 
and watched her.  Would she notice that he had left the milk as it 
was, realise that it was not from any lack of hunger and bring him 
in some other food that was more suitable? If she didn't do it 
herself he would rather go hungry than draw her attention to it, 
although he did feel a terrible urge to rush forward from under the 
couch, throw himself at his sister's feet and beg her for something 
good to eat.  However, his sister noticed the full dish immediately 
and looked at it and the few drops of milk splashed around it with 
some surprise.  She immediately picked it up - using a rag, 
not her bare hands - and carried it out.  Gregor was extremely 
curious as to what she would bring in its place, imagining the 
wildest possibilities, but he never could have guessed what his 
sister, in her goodness, actually did bring.  In order to test his 
taste, she brought him a whole selection of things, all spread out 
on an old newspaper.  There were old, half-rotten vegetables; bones 
from the evening meal, covered in white sauce that had gone hard; a 
few raisins and almonds; some cheese that Gregor had declared 
inedible two days before; a dry roll and some bread spread with 
butter and salt.  As well as all that she had poured some water into 
the dish, which had probably been permanently set aside for Gregor's 
use, and placed it beside them.  Then, out of consideration for 
Gregor's feelings, as she knew that he would not eat in front of 
her, she hurried out again and even turned the key in the lock so 
that Gregor would know he could make things as comfortable for 
himself as he liked.  Gregor's little legs whirred, at last he could 
eat.  What's more, his injuries must already have completely healed 
as he found no difficulty in moving.  This amazed him, as more than 
a month earlier he had cut his finger slightly with a knife, he 
thought of how his finger had still hurt the day before yesterday. 
"Am I less sensitive than I used to be, then?", he thought, and was 
already sucking greedily at the cheese which had immediately, almost 
compellingly, attracted him much more than the other foods on the 
newspaper.  Quickly one after another, his eyes watering with 
pleasure, he consumed the cheese, the vegetables and the sauce; the 
fresh foods, on the other hand, he didn't like at all, and even 
dragged the things he did want to eat a little way away from them 
because he couldn't stand the smell.  Long after he had finished 
eating and lay lethargic in the same place, his sister slowly turned 
the key in the lock as a sign to him that he should withdraw.  He 
was immediately startled, although he had been half asleep, and he 
hurried back under the couch.  But he needed great self-control to 
stay there even for the short time that his sister was in the room, 
as eating so much food had rounded out his body a little and he 
could hardly breathe in that narrow space.  Half suffocating, he 
watched with bulging eyes as his sister unselfconsciously took a 
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broom and swept up the left-overs, mixing them in with the food he 
had not even touched at all as if it could not be used any more. 
She quickly dropped it all into a bin, closed it with its wooden 
lid, and carried everything out.  She had hardly turned her back 
before Gregor came out again from under the couch and stretched 
himself. 
 
This was how Gregor received his food each day now, once in the 
morning while his parents and the maid were still asleep, and the 
second time after everyone had eaten their meal at midday as his 
parents would sleep for a little while then as well, and Gregor's 
sister would send the maid away on some errand.  Gregor's father and 
mother certainly did not want him to starve either, but perhaps it 
would have been more than they could stand to have any more 
experience of his feeding than being told about it, and perhaps his 
sister wanted to spare them what distress she could as they were 
indeed suffering enough. 
 
It was impossible for Gregor to find out what they had told the 
doctor and the locksmith that first morning to get them out of the 
flat.  As nobody could understand him, nobody, not even his sister, 
thought that he could understand them, so he had to be content to 
hear his sister's sighs and appeals to the saints as she moved about 
his room.  It was only later, when she had become a little more used 
to everything - there was, of course, no question of her ever 
becoming fully used to the situation - that Gregor would sometimes 
catch a friendly comment, or at least a comment that could be 
construed as friendly.  "He's enjoyed his dinner today", she might 
say when he had diligently cleared away all the food left for him, 
or if he left most of it, which slowly became more and more 
frequent, she would often say, sadly, "now everything's just been 
left there again". 
 
Although Gregor wasn't able to hear any news directly he did listen 
to much of what was said in the next rooms, and whenever he heard 
anyone speaking he would scurry straight to the appropriate door and 
press his whole body against it.  There was seldom any conversation, 
especially at first, that was not about him in some way, even if 
only in secret.  For two whole days, all the talk at every mealtime 
was about what they should do now; but even between meals they spoke 
about the same subject as there were always at least two members of 
the family at home - nobody wanted to be at home by themselves and 
it was out of the question to leave the flat entirely empty.  And on 
the very first day the maid had fallen to her knees and begged 
Gregor's mother to let her go without delay.  It was not very clear 
how much she knew of what had happened but she left within a quarter 
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of an hour, tearfully thanking Gregor's mother for her dismissal as 
if she had done her an enormous service.  She even swore 
emphatically not to tell anyone the slightest about what had 
happened, even though no-one had asked that of her. 
 
Now Gregor's sister also had to help his mother with the cooking; 
although that was not so much bother as no-one ate very much. 
Gregor often heard how one of them would unsuccessfully urge another 
to eat, and receive no more answer than "no thanks, I've had enough" 
or something similar.  No-one drank very much either.  His sister 
would sometimes ask his father whether he would like a beer, hoping 
for the chance to go and fetch it herself.  When his father then 
said nothing she would add, so that he would not feel selfish, that 
she could send the housekeeper for it, but then his father would 
close the matter with a big, loud "No", and no more would be said. 
 
Even before the first day had come to an end, his father had 
explained to Gregor's mother and sister what their finances and 
prospects were.  Now and then he stood up from the table and took 
some receipt or document from the little cash box he had saved from 
his business when it had collapsed five years earlier.  Gregor heard 
how he opened the complicated lock and then closed it again after he 
had taken the item he wanted.  What he heard his father say was some 
of the first good news that Gregor heard since he had first been 
incarcerated in his room.  He had thought that nothing at all 
remained from his father's business, at least he had never told him 
anything different, and Gregor had never asked him about it anyway. 
Their business misfortune had reduced the family to a state of total 
despair, and Gregor's only concern at that time had been to arrange 
things so that they could all forget about it as quickly as 
possible.  So then he started working especially hard, with a fiery 
vigour that raised him from a junior salesman to a travelling 
representative almost overnight, bringing with it the chance to earn 
money in quite different ways.  Gregor converted his success at work 
straight into cash that he could lay on the table at home for the 
benefit of his astonished and delighted family.  They had been good 
times and they had never come again, at least not with the same 
splendour, even though Gregor had later earned so much that he was 
in a position to bear the costs of the whole family, and did bear 
them.  They had even got used to it, both Gregor and the family, 
they took the money with gratitude and he was glad to provide it, 
although there was no longer much warm affection given in return. 
Gregor only remained close to his sister now.  Unlike him, she was 
very fond of music and a gifted and expressive violinist, it was his 
secret plan to send her to the conservatory next year even though it 
would cause great expense that would have to be made up for in some 
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other way.  During Gregor's short periods in town, conversation with 
his sister would often turn to the conservatory but it was only ever 
mentioned as a lovely dream that could never be realised.  Their 
parents did not like to hear this innocent talk, but Gregor thought 
about it quite hard and decided he would let them know what he 
planned with a grand announcement of it on Christmas day. 
 
That was the sort of totally pointless thing that went through his 
mind in his present state, pressed upright against the door and 
listening.  There were times when he simply became too tired to 
continue listening, when his head would fall wearily against the 
door and he would pull it up again with a start, as even the 
slightest noise he caused would be heard next door and they would 
all go silent.  "What's that he's doing now", his father would say 
after a while, clearly having gone over to the door, and only then 
would the interrupted conversation slowly be taken up again. 
 
When explaining things, his father repeated himself several times, 
partly because it was a long time since he had been occupied with 
these matters himself and partly because Gregor's mother did not 
understand everything first time.  From these repeated explanations 
Gregor learned, to his pleasure, that despite all their misfortunes 
there was still some money available from the old days.  It was not 
a lot, but it had not been touched in the meantime and some interest 
had accumulated.  Besides that, they had not been using up all the 
money that Gregor had been bringing home every month, keeping only a 
little for himself, so that that, too, had been accumulating. 
Behind the door, Gregor nodded with enthusiasm in his pleasure at 
this unexpected thrift and caution.  He could actually have used 
this surplus money to reduce his father's debt to his boss, and the 
day when he could have freed himself from that job would have come 
much closer, but now it was certainly better the way his father had 
done things. 
 
This money, however, was certainly not enough to enable the family 
to live off the interest; it was enough to maintain them for, 
perhaps, one or two years, no more.  That's to say, it was money 
that should not really be touched but set aside for emergencies; 
money to live on had to be earned.  His father was healthy but old, 
and lacking in self confidence.  During the five years that he had 
not been working - the first holiday in a life that had been full of 
strain and no success - he had put on a lot of weight and become 
very slow and clumsy.  Would Gregor's elderly mother now have to go 
and earn money? She suffered from asthma and it was a strain for her 
just to move about the home, every other day would be spent 
struggling for breath on the sofa by the open window.  Would his 
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sister have to go and earn money? She was still a child of 
seventeen, her life up till then had been very enviable, consisting 
of wearing nice clothes, sleeping late, helping out in the business, 
joining in with a few modest pleasures and most of all playing the 
violin.  Whenever they began to talk of the need to earn money, 
Gregor would always first let go of the door and then throw himself 
onto the cool, leather sofa next to it, as he became quite hot with 
shame and regret. 
 
He would often lie there the whole night through, not sleeping a 
wink but scratching at the leather for hours on end.  Or he might go 
to all the effort of pushing a chair to the window, climbing up onto 
the sill and, propped up in the chair, leaning on the window to 
stare out of it.  He had used to feel a great sense of freedom from 
doing this, but doing it now was obviously something more remembered 
than experienced,  as what he actually saw in this way was becoming 
less distinct every day, even things that were quite near; he had 
used to curse the ever-present view of the hospital across the 
street, but now he could not see it at all, and if he had not known 
that he lived in Charlottenstrasse, which was a quiet street despite 
being in the middle of the city, he could have thought that he was 
looking out the window at a barren waste where the grey sky and the 
grey earth mingled inseparably.  His observant sister only needed to 
notice the chair twice before she would always push it back to its 
exact position by the window after she had tidied up the room, and 
even left the inner pane of the window open from then on. 
 
If Gregor had only been able to speak to his sister and thank her 
for all that she had to do for him it would have been easier for him 
to bear it; but as it was it caused him pain.  His sister, 
naturally, tried as far as possible to pretend there was nothing 
burdensome about it, and the longer it went on, of course, the 
better she was able to do so, but as time went by Gregor was also 
able to see through it all so much better.  It had even become very 
unpleasant for him, now, whenever she entered the room.  No sooner 
had she come in than she would quickly close the door as a 
precaution so that no-one would have to suffer the view into 
Gregor's room, then she would go straight to the window and pull it 
hurriedly open almost as if she were suffocating.  Even if it was 
cold, she would stay at the window breathing deeply for a little 
while.  She would alarm Gregor twice a day with this running about 
and noise making; he would stay under the couch shivering the whole 
while, knowing full well that she would certainly have liked to 
spare him this ordeal, but it was impossible for her to be in the 
same room with him with the windows closed. 
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One day, about a month after Gregor's transformation when his sister 
no longer had any particular reason to be shocked at his appearance, 
she came into the room a little earlier than usual and found him 
still staring out the window, motionless, and just where he would be 
most horrible.  In itself, his sister's not coming into the room 
would have been no surprise for Gregor as it would have been 
difficult for her to immediately open the window while he was still 
there, but not only did she not come in, she went straight back and 
closed the door behind her, a stranger would have thought he had 
threatened her and tried to bite her.  Gregor went straight to hide 
himself under the couch, of course, but he had to wait until midday 
before his sister came back and she seemed much more uneasy than 
usual.  It made him realise that she still found his appearance 
unbearable and would continue to do so, she probably even had to 
overcome the urge to flee when she saw the little bit of him that 
protruded from under the couch.  One day, in order to spare her even 
this sight, he spent four hours carrying the bedsheet over to the 
couch on his back and arranged it so that he was completely covered 
and his sister would not be able to see him even if she bent down. 
If she did not think this sheet was necessary then all she had to do 
was take it off again, as it was clear enough that it was no 
pleasure for Gregor to cut himself off so completely.  She left the 
sheet where it was.  Gregor even thought he glimpsed a look of 
gratitude one time when he carefully looked out from under the sheet 
to see how his sister liked the new arrangement. 
 
For the first fourteen days, Gregor's parents could not bring 
themselves to come into the room to see him.  He would often hear 
them say how they appreciated all the new work his sister was doing 
even though, before, they had seen her as a girl who was somewhat 
useless and frequently been annoyed with her.  But now the two of 
them, father and mother, would often both wait outside the door of 
Gregor's room while his sister tidied up in there, and as soon as 
she went out again she would have to tell them exactly how 
everything looked, what Gregor had eaten, how he had behaved this 
time and whether, perhaps, any slight improvement could be seen. 
His mother also wanted to go in and visit Gregor relatively soon but 
his father and sister at first persuaded her against it.  Gregor 
listened very closely to all this, and approved fully.  Later, 
though, she had to be held back by force, which made her call out: 
"Let me go and see Gregor, he is my unfortunate son! Can't you 
understand I have to see him?", and Gregor would think to himself 
that maybe it would be better if his mother came in, not every day 
of course, but one day a week, perhaps; she could understand 
everything much better than his sister who, for all her courage, was 
still just a child after all, and really might not have had an 
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adult's appreciation of the burdensome job she had taken on. 
 
Gregor's wish to see his mother was soon realised.  Out of 
consideration for his parents, Gregor wanted to avoid being seen at 
the window during the day, the few square meters of the floor did 
not give him much room to crawl about, it was hard to just lie 
quietly through the night, his food soon stopped giving him any 
pleasure at all, and so, to entertain himself, he got into the habit 
of crawling up and down the walls and ceiling.  He was especially 
fond of hanging from the ceiling; it was quite different from lying 
on the floor; he could breathe more freely; his body had a light 
swing to it; and up there, relaxed and almost happy, it might happen 
that he would surprise even himself by letting go of the ceiling and 
landing on the floor with a crash.  But now, of course, he had far 
better control of his body than before and, even with a fall as 
great as that, caused himself no damage.  Very soon his sister 
noticed Gregor's new way of entertaining himself - he had, after 
all, left traces of the adhesive from his feet as he crawled about - 
and got it into her head to make it as easy as possible for him by 
removing the furniture that got in his way, especially the chest of 
drawers and the desk.  Now, this was not something that she would be 
able to do by herself; she did not dare to ask for help from her 
father; the sixteen year old maid had carried on bravely since the 
cook had left but she certainly would not have helped in this, she 
had even asked to be allowed to keep the kitchen locked at all times 
and never to have to open the door unless it was especially 
important; so his sister had no choice but to choose some time when 
Gregor's father was not there and fetch his mother to help her.  As 
she approached the room, Gregor could hear his mother express her 
joy, but once at the door she went silent.  First, of course, his 
sister came in and looked round to see that everything in the room 
was alright; and only then did she let her mother enter.  Gregor had 
hurriedly pulled the sheet down lower over the couch and put more 
folds into it so that everything really looked as if it had just 
been thrown down by chance.  Gregor also refrained, this time, from 
spying out from under the sheet; he gave up the chance to see his 
mother until later and was simply glad that she had come.  "You can 
come in, he can't be seen", said his sister, obviously leading her 
in by the hand.  The old chest of drawers was too heavy for a pair 
of feeble women to be heaving about, but Gregor listened as they 
pushed it from its place, his sister always taking on the heaviest 
part of the work for herself and ignoring her mother's warnings that 
she would strain herself.  This lasted a very long time.  After 
labouring at it for fifteen minutes or more his mother said it would 
be better to leave the chest where it was, for one thing it was too 
heavy for them to get the job finished before Gregor's father got 
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home and leaving it in the middle of the room it would be in his way 
even more, and for another thing it wasn't even sure that taking the 
furniture away would really be any help to him.  She thought just 
the opposite; the sight of the bare walls saddened her right to her 
heart; and why wouldn't Gregor feel the same way about it, he'd been 
used to this furniture in his room for a long time and it would make 
him feel abandoned to be in an empty room like that.  Then, quietly, 
almost whispering as if wanting Gregor (whose whereabouts she did 
not know) to hear not even the tone of her voice, as she was 
convinced that he did not understand her words, she added "and by 
taking the furniture away, won't it seem like we're showing that 
we've given up all hope of improvement and we're abandoning him to 
cope for himself? I think it'd be best to leave the room exactly the 
way it was before so that when Gregor comes back to us again he'll 
find everything unchanged and he'll be able to forget the time in 
between all the easier". 
 
Hearing these words from his mother made Gregor realise that the 
lack of any direct human communication, along with the monotonous 
life led by the family during these two months, must have made him 
confused - he could think of no other way of explaining to himself 
why he had seriously wanted his room emptied out.  Had he really 
wanted to transform his room into a cave, a warm room fitted out 
with the nice furniture he had inherited? That would have let him 
crawl around unimpeded in any direction, but it would also have let 
him quickly forget his past when he had still been human.  He had 
come very close to forgetting, and it had only been the voice of his 
mother, unheard for so long, that had shaken him out of it.  Nothing 
should be removed; everything had to stay; he could not do without 
the good influence the furniture had on his condition; and if the 
furniture made it difficult for him to crawl about mindlessly that 
was not a loss but a great advantage. 
 
His sister, unfortunately, did not agree; she had become used to the 
idea, not without reason, that she was Gregor's spokesman to his 
parents about the things that concerned him.  This meant that his 
mother's advice now was sufficient reason for her to insist on 
removing not only the chest of drawers and the desk, as she had 
thought at first, but all the furniture apart from the all-important 
couch.  It was more than childish perversity, of course, or the 
unexpected confidence she had recently acquired, that made her 
insist; she had indeed noticed that Gregor needed a lot of room to 
crawl about in, whereas the furniture, as far as anyone could see, 
was of no use to him at all.  Girls of that age, though, do become 
enthusiastic about things and feel they must get their way whenever 
they can.  Perhaps this was what tempted Grete to make Gregor's 
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situation seem even more shocking than it was so that she could do 
even more for him.  Grete would probably be the only one who would 
dare enter a room dominated by Gregor crawling about the bare walls 
by himself. 
 
So she refused to let her mother dissuade her.  Gregor's mother 
already looked uneasy in his room, she soon stopped speaking and 
helped Gregor's sister to get the chest of drawers out with what 
strength she had.  The chest of drawers was something that Gregor 
could do without if he had to, but the writing desk had to stay. 
Hardly had the two women pushed the chest of drawers, groaning, out 
of the room than Gregor poked his head out from under the couch to 
see what he could do about it.  He meant to be as careful and 
considerate as he could, but, unfortunately, it was his mother who 
came back first while Grete in the next room had her arms round the 
chest, pushing and pulling at it from side to side by herself 
without, of course, moving it an inch.  His mother was not used to 
the sight of Gregor, he might have made her ill, so Gregor hurried 
backwards to the far end of the couch.  In his startlement, though, 
he was not able to prevent the sheet at its front from moving a 
little.  It was enough to attract his mother's attention.  She stood 
very still, remained there a moment, and then went back out to 
Grete. 
 
Gregor kept trying to assure himself that nothing unusual was 
happening, it was just a few pieces of furniture being moved after 
all, but he soon had to admit that the women going to and fro, their 
little calls to each other, the scraping of the furniture on the 
floor, all these things made him feel as if he were being assailed 
from all sides.  With his head and legs pulled in against him and 
his body pressed to the floor, he was forced to admit to himself 
that he could not stand all of this much longer.  They were emptying 
his room out; taking away everything that was dear to him; they had 
already taken out the chest containing his fretsaw and other tools; 
now they threatened to remove the writing desk with its place 
clearly worn into the floor, the desk where he had done his homework 
as a business trainee, at high school, even while he had been at 
infant school - he really could not wait any longer to see whether 
the two women's intentions were good.  He had nearly forgotten they 
were there anyway, as they were now too tired to say anything while 
they worked and he could only hear their feet as they stepped 
heavily on the floor. 
 
So, while the women were leant against the desk in the other room 
catching their breath, he sallied out, changed direction four times 
not knowing what he should save first before his attention was 
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suddenly caught by the picture on the wall - which was already 
denuded of everything else that had been on it - of the lady dressed 
in copious fur.  He hurried up onto the picture and pressed himself 
against its glass, it held him firmly and felt good on his hot 
belly.  This picture at least, now totally covered by Gregor, would 
certainly be taken away by no-one.  He turned his head to face the 
door into the living room so that he could watch the women when they 
came back. 
 
They had not allowed themselves a long rest and came back quite 
soon; Grete had put her arm around her mother and was nearly 
carrying her.  "What shall we take now, then?", said Grete and 
looked around.  Her eyes met those of Gregor on the wall.  Perhaps 
only because her mother was there, she remained calm, bent her face 
to her so that she would not look round and said, albeit hurriedly 
and with a tremor in her voice: "Come on, let's go back in the 
living room for a while?"  Gregor could see what Grete had in mind, 
she wanted to take her mother somewhere safe and then chase him down 
from the wall.  Well, she could certainly try it! He sat unyielding 
on his picture.  He would rather jump at Grete's face. 
 
But Grete's words had made her mother quite worried, she stepped to 
one side, saw the enormous brown patch against the flowers of the 
wallpaper, and before she even realised it was Gregor that she saw 
screamed: "Oh God, oh God!"  Arms outstretched, she fell onto the 
couch as if she had given up everything and stayed there immobile. 
"Gregor!" shouted his sister, glowering at him and shaking her fist. 
 That was the first word she had spoken to him directly since his 
transformation.  She ran into the other room to fetch some kind of 
smelling salts to bring her mother out of her faint; Gregor wanted 
to help too - he could save his picture later, although he stuck 
fast to the glass and had to pull himself off by force; then he, 
too, ran into the next room as if he could advise his sister like in 
the old days; but he had to just stand behind her doing nothing; she 
was looking into various bottles, he startled her when she turned 
round; a bottle fell to the ground and broke; a splinter cut 
Gregor's face, some kind of caustic medicine splashed all over him; 
now, without delaying any longer, Grete took hold of all the bottles 
she could and ran with them in to her mother; she slammed the door 
shut with her foot.  So now Gregor was shut out from his mother, 
who, because of him, might be near to death; he could not open the 
door if he did not want to chase his sister away, and she had to 
stay with his mother; there was nothing for him to do but wait; and, 
oppressed with anxiety and self-reproach, he began to crawl about, 
he crawled over everything, walls, furniture, ceiling, and finally 
in his confusion as the whole room began to spin around him he fell 
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down into the middle of the dinner table. 
 
He lay there for a while, numb and immobile, all around him it was 
quiet, maybe that was a good sign.  Then there was someone at the 
door.  The maid, of course, had locked herself in her kitchen so 
that Grete would have to go and answer it.  His father had arrived 
home.  "What's happened?" were his first words; Grete's appearance 
must have made everything clear to him.  She answered him with 
subdued voice, and openly pressed her face into his chest: "Mother's 
fainted, but she's better now.  Gregor got out."  "Just as I 
expected", said his father, "just as I always said, but you women 
wouldn't listen, would you."  It was clear to Gregor that Grete had 
not said enough and that his father took it to mean that something 
bad had happened, that he was responsible for some act of violence. 
That meant Gregor would now have to try to calm his father, as he 
did not have the time to explain things to him even if that had been 
possible.  So he fled to the door of his room and pressed himself 
against it so that his father, when he came in from the hall, could 
see straight away that Gregor had the best intentions and would go 
back into his room without delay, that it would not be necessary to 
drive him back but that they had only to open the door and he would 
disappear. 
 
His father, though, was not in the mood to notice subtleties like 
that; "Ah!", he shouted as he came in, sounding as if he were both 
angry and glad at the same time.  Gregor drew his head back from the 
door and lifted it towards his father.  He really had not imagined 
his father the way he stood there now; of late, with his new habit 
of crawling about, he had neglected to pay attention to what was 
going on the rest of the flat the way he had done before.  He really 
ought to have expected things to have changed, but still, still, was 
that really his father? The same tired man as used to be laying 
there entombed in his bed when Gregor came back from his business 
trips, who would receive him sitting in the armchair in his 
nightgown when he came back in the evenings; who was hardly even 
able to stand up but, as a sign of his pleasure, would just raise 
his arms and who, on the couple of times a year when they went for a 
walk together on a Sunday or public holiday wrapped up tightly in 
his overcoat between Gregor and his mother, would always labour his 
way forward a little more slowly than them, who were already walking 
slowly for his sake; who would place his stick down carefully and, 
if he wanted to say something would invariably stop and gather his 
companions around him.  He was standing up straight enough now; 
dressed in a smart blue uniform with gold buttons, the sort worn by 
the employees at the banking institute; above the high, stiff collar 
of the coat his strong double-chin emerged; under the bushy 
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eyebrows, his piercing, dark eyes looked out fresh and alert; his 
normally unkempt white hair was combed down painfully close to his 
scalp.  He took his cap, with its gold monogram from, probably, some 
bank, and threw it in an arc right across the room onto the sofa, 
put his hands in his trouser pockets, pushing back the bottom of his 
long uniform coat, and, with look of determination, walked towards 
Gregor.  He probably did not even know himself what he had in mind, 
but nonetheless lifted his feet unusually high.  Gregor was amazed 
at the enormous size of the soles of his boots, but wasted no time 
with that - he knew full well, right from the first day of his new 
life, that his father thought it necessary to always be extremely 
strict with him.  And so he ran up to his father, stopped when his 
father stopped, scurried forwards again when he moved, even 
slightly.  In this way they went round the room several times 
without anything decisive happening, without even giving the 
impression of a chase as everything went so slowly.  Gregor remained 
all this time on the floor, largely because he feared his father 
might see it as especially provoking if he fled onto the wall or 
ceiling.  Whatever he did, Gregor had to admit that he certainly 
would not be able to keep up this running about for long, as for 
each step his father took he had to carry out countless movements. 
He became noticeably short of breath, even in his earlier life his 
lungs had not been very reliable.  Now, as he lurched about in his 
efforts to muster all the strength he could for running he could 
hardly keep his eyes open; his thoughts became too slow for him to 
think of any other way of saving himself than running; he almost 
forgot that the walls were there for him to use although, here, they 
were concealed behind carefully carved furniture full of notches and 
protrusions - then, right beside him, lightly tossed, something flew 
down and rolled in front of him.  It was an apple; then another one 
immediately flew at him; Gregor froze in shock; there was no longer 
any point in running as his father had decided to bombard him.  He 
had filled his pockets with fruit from the bowl on the sideboard and 
now, without even taking the time for careful aim, threw one apple 
after another.  These little, red apples rolled about on the floor, 
knocking into each other as if they had electric motors.  An apple 
thrown without much force glanced against Gregor's back and slid off 
without doing any harm.  Another one however, immediately following 
it, hit squarely and lodged in his back; Gregor wanted to drag 
himself away, as if he could remove the surprising, the incredible 
pain by changing his position; but he felt as if nailed to the spot 
and spread himself out, all his senses in confusion.  The last thing 
he saw was the door of his room being pulled open, his sister was 
screaming, his mother ran out in front of her in her blouse (as his 
sister had taken off some of her clothes after she had fainted to 
make it easier for her to breathe), she ran to his father, her 
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skirts unfastened and sliding one after another to the ground, 
stumbling over the skirts she pushed herself to his father, her arms 
around him, uniting herself with him totally - now Gregor lost his 
ability to see anything - her hands behind his father's head begging 
him to spare Gregor's life. 
 
 
 
III 
 
 
No-one dared to remove the apple lodged in Gregor's flesh, so it 
remained there as a visible reminder of his injury.  He had suffered 
it there for more than a month, and his condition seemed serious 
enough to remind even his father that Gregor, despite his current 
sad and revolting form, was a family member who could not be treated 
as an enemy.  On the contrary, as a family there was a duty to 
swallow any revulsion for him and to be patient, just to be patient. 
 
Because of his injuries, Gregor had lost much of his mobility - 
probably permanently.  He had been reduced to the condition of an 
ancient invalid and it took him long, long minutes to crawl across 
his room - crawling over the ceiling was out of the question - but 
this deterioration in his condition was fully (in his opinion) made 
up for by the door to the living room being left open every evening. 
 He got into the habit of closely watching it for one or two hours 
before it was opened and then, lying in the darkness of his room 
where he could not be seen from the living room, he could watch the 
family in the light of the dinner table and listen to their 
conversation - with everyone's permission, in a way, and thus quite 
differently from before. 
 
They no longer held the lively conversations of earlier times, of 
course, the ones that Gregor always thought about with longing when 
he was tired and getting into the damp bed in some small hotel room. 
 All of them were usually very quiet nowadays.  Soon after dinner, 
his father would go to sleep in his chair; his mother and sister 
would urge each other to be quiet; his mother, bent deeply under the 
lamp, would sew fancy underwear for a fashion shop; his sister, who 
had taken a sales job, learned shorthand and French in the evenings 
so that she might be able to get a better position later on. 
Sometimes his father would wake up and say to Gregor's mother 
"you're doing so much sewing again today!", as if he did not know 
that he had been dozing - and then he would go back to sleep again 
while mother and sister would exchange a tired grin. 
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With a kind of stubbornness, Gregor's father refused to take his 
uniform off even at home; while his nightgown hung unused on its peg 
Gregor's father would slumber where he was, fully dressed, as if 
always ready to serve and expecting to hear the voice of his 
superior even here.  The uniform had not been new to start with, but 
as a result of this it slowly became even shabbier despite the 
efforts of Gregor's mother and sister to look after it.  Gregor 
would often spend the whole evening looking at all the stains on 
this coat, with its gold buttons always kept polished and shiny, 
while the old man in it would sleep, highly uncomfortable but 
peaceful. 
 
As soon as it struck ten, Gregor's mother would speak gently to his 
father to wake him and try to persuade him to go to bed, as he 
couldn't sleep properly where he was and he really had to get his 
sleep if he was to be up at six to get to work.  But since he had 
been in work he had become more obstinate and would always insist on 
staying longer at the table, even though he regularly fell asleep 
and it was then harder than ever to persuade him to exchange the 
chair for his bed.  Then, however much mother and sister would 
importune him with little reproaches and warnings he would keep 
slowly shaking his head for a quarter of an hour with his eyes 
closed and refusing to get up.  Gregor's mother would tug at his 
sleeve, whisper endearments into his ear, Gregor's sister would 
leave her work to help her mother, but nothing would have any effect 
on him.  He would just sink deeper into his chair.  Only when the 
two women took him under the arms he would abruptly open his eyes, 
look at them one after the other and say: "What a life! This is what 
peace I get in my old age!"  And supported by the two women he would 
lift himself up carefully as if he were carrying the greatest load 
himself, let the women take him to the door, send them off and carry 
on by himself while Gregor's mother would throw down her needle and 
his sister her pen so that they could run after his father and 
continue being of help to him. 
 
Who, in this tired and overworked family, would have had time to 
give more attention to Gregor than was absolutely necessary? The 
household budget became even smaller; so now the maid was dismissed; 
an enormous, thick-boned charwoman with white hair that flapped 
around her head came every morning and evening to do the heaviest 
work; everything else was looked after by Gregor's mother on top of 
the large amount of sewing work she did.  Gregor even learned, 
listening to the evening conversation about what price they had 
hoped for, that several items of jewellery belonging to the family 
had been sold, even though both mother and sister had been very fond 
of wearing them at functions and celebrations.  But the loudest 
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complaint was that although the flat was much too big for their 
present circumstances, they could not move out of it, there was no 
imaginable way of transferring Gregor to the new address.  He could 
see quite well, though, that there were more reasons than 
consideration for him that made it difficult for them to move, it 
would have been quite easy to transport him in any suitable crate 
with a few air holes in it; the main thing holding the family back 
from their decision to move was much more to do with their total 
despair, and the thought that they had been struck with a misfortune 
unlike anything experienced by anyone else they knew or were related 
to.  They carried out absolutely everything that the world expects 
from poor people, Gregor's father brought bank employees their 
breakfast, his mother sacrificed herself by washing clothes for 
strangers, his sister ran back and forth behind her desk at the 
behest of the customers, but they just did not have the strength to 
do any more.  And the injury in Gregor's back began to hurt as much 
as when it was new.  After they had come back from taking his father 
to bed Gregor's mother and sister would now leave their work where 
it was and sit close together, cheek to cheek; his mother would 
point to Gregor's room and say "Close that door, Grete", and then, 
when he was in the dark again, they would sit in the next room and 
their tears would mingle, or they would simply sit there staring 
dry-eyed at the table. 
 
Gregor hardly slept at all, either night or day.  Sometimes he would 
think of taking over the family's affairs, just like before, the 
next time the door was opened; he had long forgotten about his boss 
and the chief clerk, but they would appear again in his thoughts, 
the salesmen and the apprentices, that stupid teaboy, two or three 
friends from other businesses, one of the chambermaids from a 
provincial hotel, a tender memory that appeared and disappeared 
again, a cashier from a hat shop for whom his attention had been 
serious but too slow, - all of them appeared to him, mixed together 
with strangers and others he had forgotten, but instead of helping 
him and his family they were all of them inaccessible, and he was 
glad when they disappeared.  Other times he was not at all in the 
mood to look after his family, he was filled with simple rage about 
the lack of attention he was shown, and although he could think of 
nothing he would have wanted, he made plans of how he could get into 
the pantry where he could take all the things he was entitled to, 
even if he was not hungry.  Gregor's sister no longer thought about 
how she could please him but would hurriedly push some food or other 
into his room with her foot before she rushed out to work in the 
morning and at midday, and in the evening she would sweep it away 
again with the broom, indifferent as to whether it had been eaten or 
- more often than not - had been left totally untouched.  She still 
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cleared up the room in the evening, but now she could not have been 
any quicker about it.  Smears of dirt were left on the walls, here 
and there were little balls of dust and filth.  At first, Gregor 
went into one of the worst of these places when his sister arrived 
as a reproach to her, but he could have stayed there for weeks 
without his sister doing anything about it; she could see the dirt 
as well as he could but she had simply decided to leave him to it. 
At the same time she became touchy in a way that was quite new for 
her and which everyone in the family understood - cleaning up 
Gregor's room was for her and her alone.  Gregor's mother did once 
thoroughly clean his room, and needed to use several bucketfuls of 
water to do it - although that much dampness also made Gregor ill 
and he lay flat on the couch, bitter and immobile.  But his mother 
was to be punished still more for what she had done, as hardly had 
his sister arrived home in the evening than she noticed the change 
in Gregor's room and, highly aggrieved, ran back into the living 
room where, despite her mothers raised and imploring hands, she 
broke into convulsive tears.  Her father, of course, was startled 
out of his chair and the two parents looked on astonished and 
helpless; then they, too, became agitated; Gregor's father, standing 
to the right of his mother, accused her of not leaving the cleaning 
of Gregor's room to his sister; from her left, Gregor's sister 
screamed at her that she was never to clean Gregor's room again; 
while his mother tried to draw his father, who was beside himself 
with anger, into the bedroom; his sister, quaking with tears, 
thumped on the table with her small fists; and Gregor hissed in 
anger that no-one had even thought of closing the door to save him 
the sight of this and all its noise. 
 
Gregor's sister was exhausted from going out to work, and looking 
after Gregor as she had done before was even more work for her, but 
even so his mother ought certainly not to have taken her place. 
Gregor, on the other hand, ought not to be neglected.  Now, though, 
the charwoman was here.  This elderly widow, with a robust bone 
structure that made her able to withstand the hardest of things in 
her long life, wasn't really repelled by Gregor.  Just by chance one 
day, rather than any real curiosity, she opened the door to Gregor's 
room and found herself face to face with him.  He was taken totally 
by surprise, no-one was chasing him but he began to rush to and fro 
while she just stood there in amazement with her hands crossed in 
front of her.  From then on she never failed to open the door 
slightly every evening and morning and look briefly in on him.  At 
first she would call to him as she did so with words that she 
probably considered friendly, such as "come on then, you old 
dung-beetle!", or "look at the old dung-beetle there!"  Gregor never 
responded to being spoken to in that way, but just remained where he 
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was without moving as if the door had never even been opened.  If 
only they had told this charwoman to clean up his room every day 
instead of letting her disturb him for no reason whenever she felt 
like it! One day, early in the morning while a heavy rain struck the 
windowpanes, perhaps indicating that spring was coming, she began to 
speak to him in that way once again.  Gregor was so resentful of it 
that he started to move toward her, he was slow and infirm, but it 
was like a kind of attack.  Instead of being afraid, the charwoman 
just lifted up one of the chairs from near the door and stood there 
with her mouth open, clearly intending not to close her mouth until 
the chair in her hand had been slammed down into Gregor's back. 
"Aren't you coming any closer, then?", she asked when Gregor turned 
round again, and she calmly put the chair back in the corner. 
 
Gregor had almost entirely stopped eating.  Only if he happened to 
find himself next to the food that had been prepared for him he 
might take some of it into his mouth to play with it, leave it there 
a few hours and then, more often than not, spit it out again.  At 
first he thought it was distress at the state of his room that 
stopped him eating, but he had soon got used to the changes made 
there.  They had got into the habit of putting things into this room 
that they had no room for anywhere else, and there were now many 
such things as one of the rooms in the flat had been rented out to 
three gentlemen.  These earnest gentlemen - all three of them had 
full beards, as Gregor learned peering through the crack in the door 
one day - were painfully insistent on things' being tidy.  This 
meant not only in their own room but, since they had taken a room in 
this establishment, in the entire flat and especially in the 
kitchen.  Unnecessary clutter was something they could not tolerate, 
especially if it was dirty.  They had moreover brought most of their 
own furnishings and equipment with them.  For this reason, many 
things had become superfluous which, although they could not be 
sold, the family did not wish to discard.  All these things found 
their way into Gregor's room.  The dustbins from the kitchen found 
their way in there too.  The charwoman was always in a hurry, and 
anything she couldn't use for the time being she would just chuck in 
there.  He, fortunately, would usually see no more than the object 
and the hand that held it.  The woman most likely meant to fetch the 
things back out again when she had time and the opportunity, or to 
throw everything out in one go, but what actually happened was that 
they were left where they landed when they had first been thrown 
unless Gregor made his way through the junk and moved it somewhere 
else.  At first he moved it because, with no other room free where 
he could crawl about, he was forced to, but later on he came to 
enjoy it although moving about in the way left him sad and tired to 
death and he would remain immobile for hours afterwards. 
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The gentlemen who rented the room would sometimes take their evening 
meal at home in the living room that was used by everyone, and so 
the door to this room was often kept closed in the evening.  But 
Gregor found it easy to give up having the door open, he had, after 
all, often failed to make use of it when it was open and, without 
the family having noticed it, lain in his room in its darkest 
corner.  One time, though, the charwoman left the door to the living 
room slightly open, and it remained open when the gentlemen who 
rented the room came in in the evening and the light was put on. 
They sat up at the table where, formerly, Gregor had taken his meals 
with his father and mother, they unfolded the serviettes and picked 
up their knives and forks.  Gregor's mother immediately appeared in 
the doorway with a dish of meat and soon behind her came his sister 
with a dish piled high with potatoes.  The food was steaming, and 
filled the room with its smell.  The gentlemen bent over the dishes 
set in front of them as if they wanted to test the food before 
eating it, and the gentleman in the middle, who seemed to count as 
an authority for the other two, did indeed cut off a piece of meat 
while it was still in its dish, clearly wishing to establish whether 
it was sufficiently cooked or whether it should be sent back to the 
kitchen.  It was to his satisfaction, and Gregor's mother and 
sister, who had been looking on anxiously, began to breathe again 
and smiled. 
 
The family themselves ate in the kitchen.  Nonetheless, Gregor's 
father came into the living room before he went into the kitchen, 
bowed once with his cap in his hand and did his round of the table. 
The gentlemen stood as one, and mumbled something into their beards. 
 Then, once they were alone, they ate in near perfect silence.  It 
seemed remarkable to Gregor that above all the various noises of 
eating their chewing teeth could still be heard, as if they had 
wanted to Show Gregor that you need teeth in order to eat and it was 
not possible to perform anything with jaws that are toothless 
however nice they might be.  "I'd like to eat something", said 
Gregor anxiously, "but not anything like they're eating.  They do 
feed themselves.  And here I am, dying!" 
 
Throughout all this time, Gregor could not remember having heard the 
violin being played, but this evening it began to be heard from the 
kitchen.  The three gentlemen had already finished their meal, the 
one in the middle had produced a newspaper, given a page to each of 
the others, and now they leant back in their chairs reading them and 
smoking.  When the violin began playing they became attentive, stood 
up and went on tip-toe over to the door of the hallway where they 
stood pressed against each other.  Someone must have heard them in 
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the kitchen, as Gregor's father called out: "Is the playing perhaps 
unpleasant for the gentlemen? We can stop it straight away."  "On 
the contrary", said the middle gentleman, "would the young lady not 
like to come in and play for us here in the room, where it is, after 
all, much more cosy and comfortable?"  "Oh yes, we'd love to", 
called back Gregor's father as if he had been the violin player 
himself.  The gentlemen stepped back into the room and waited. 
Gregor's father soon appeared with the music stand, his mother with 
the music and his sister with the violin.  She calmly prepared 
everything for her to begin playing; his parents, who had never 
rented a room out before and therefore showed an exaggerated 
courtesy towards the three gentlemen, did not even dare to sit on 
their own chairs; his father leant against the door with his right 
hand pushed in between two buttons on his uniform coat; his mother, 
though, was offered a seat by one of the gentlemen and sat - leaving 
the chair where the gentleman happened to have placed it - out of 
the way in a corner. 
 
His sister began to play; father and mother paid close attention, 
one on each side, to the movements of her hands.  Drawn in by the 
playing, Gregor had dared to come forward a little and already had 
his head in the living room.  Before, he had taken great pride in 
how considerate he was but now it hardly occurred to him that he had 
become so thoughtless about the others.  What's more, there was now 
all the more reason to keep himself hidden as he was covered in the 
dust that lay everywhere in his room and flew up at the slightest 
movement; he carried threads, hairs, and remains of food about on 
his back and sides; he was much too indifferent to everything now to 
lay on his back and wipe himself on the carpet like he had used to 
do several times a day.  And despite this condition, he was not too 
shy to move forward a little onto the immaculate floor of the living 
room. 
 
No-one noticed him, though.  The family was totally preoccupied with 
the violin playing; at first, the three gentlemen had put their 
hands in their pockets and come up far too close behind the music 
stand to look at all the notes being played, and they must have 
disturbed Gregor's sister, but soon, in contrast with the family, 
they  withdrew back to the window with their heads sunk and talking 
to each other at half volume, and they stayed by the window while 
Gregor's father observed them anxiously.  It really now seemed very 
obvious that they had expected to hear some beautiful or 
entertaining violin playing but had been disappointed, that they had 
had enough of the whole performance and it was only now out of 
politeness that they allowed their peace to be disturbed.  It was 
especially unnerving, the way they all blew the smoke from their 
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cigarettes upwards from their mouth and noses.  Yet Gregor's sister 
was playing so beautifully.  Her face was leant to one side, 
following the lines of music with a careful and melancholy 
expression.  Gregor crawled a little further forward, keeping his 
head close to the ground so that he could meet her eyes if the 
chance came.  Was he an animal if music could captivate him so? It 
seemed to him that he was being shown the way to the unknown 
nourishment he had been yearning for.  He was determined to make his 
way forward to his sister and tug at her skirt to show her she might 
come into his room with her violin, as no-one appreciated her 
playing here as much as he would.  He never wanted to let her out of 
his room, not while he lived, anyway; his shocking appearance 
should, for once, be of some use to him; he wanted to be at every 
door of his room at once to hiss and spit at the attackers; his 
sister should not be forced to stay with him, though, but stay of 
her own free will; she would sit beside him on the couch with her 
ear bent down to him while he told her how he had always intended to 
send her to the conservatory, how he would have told everyone about 
it last Christmas - had Christmas really come and gone already? - if 
this misfortune hadn't got in the way, and refuse to let anyone 
dissuade him from it.  On hearing all this, his sister would break 
out in tears of emotion, and Gregor would climb up to her shoulder 
and kiss her neck, which, since she had been going out to work, she 
had kept free without any necklace or collar. 
 
"Mr. Samsa!", shouted the middle gentleman to Gregor's father, 
pointing, without wasting any more words, with his forefinger at 
Gregor as he slowly moved forward.  The violin went silent, the 
middle of the three gentlemen first smiled at his two friends, 
shaking his head, and then looked back at Gregor.  His father seemed 
to think it more important to calm the three gentlemen before 
driving Gregor out, even though they were not at all upset and 
seemed to think Gregor was more entertaining that the violin playing 
had been.  He rushed up to them with his arms spread out and 
attempted to drive them back into their room at the same time as 
trying to block their view of Gregor with his body.  Now they did 
become a little annoyed, and it was not clear whether it was his 
father's behaviour that annoyed them or the dawning realisation that 
they had had a neighbour like Gregor in the next room without 
knowing it.  They asked Gregor's father for explanations, raised 
their arms like he had, tugged excitedly at their beards and moved 
back towards their room only very slowly.  Meanwhile Gregor's sister 
had overcome the despair she had fallen into when her playing was 
suddenly interrupted.  She had let her hands drop and let violin and 
bow hang limply for a while but continued to look at the music as if 
still playing, but then she suddenly pulled herself together, lay 
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the instrument on her mother's lap who still sat laboriously 
struggling for breath where she was, and ran into the next room 
which, under pressure from her father, the three gentlemen were more 
quickly moving toward.  Under his sister's experienced hand, the 
pillows and covers on the beds flew up and were put into order and 
she had already finished making the beds and slipped out again 
before the three gentlemen had reached the room.  Gregor's father 
seemed so obsessed with what he was doing that he forgot all the 
respect he owed to his tenants.  He urged them and pressed them 
until, when he was already at the door of the room, the middle of 
the three gentlemen shouted like thunder and stamped his foot and 
thereby brought Gregor's father to a halt.  "I declare here and 
now", he said, raising his hand and glancing at Gregor's mother and 
sister to gain their attention too, "that with regard to the 
repugnant conditions that prevail in this flat and with this family" 
- here he looked briefly but decisively at the floor - "I give 
immediate notice on my room.  For the days that I have been living 
here I will, of course, pay nothing at all, on the contrary I will 
consider whether to proceed with some kind of action for damages 
from you, and believe me it would be very easy to set out the 
grounds for such an action."  He was silent and looked straight 
ahead as if waiting for something.  And indeed, his two friends 
joined in with the words: "And we also give immediate notice."  With 
that, he took hold of the door handle and slammed the door. 
 
Gregor's father staggered back to his seat, feeling his way with his 
hands, and fell into it; it looked as if he was stretching himself 
out for his usual evening nap but from the uncontrolled way his head 
kept nodding it could be seen that he was not sleeping at all. 
Throughout all this, Gregor had lain still where the three gentlemen 
had first seen him.  His disappointment at the failure of his plan, 
and perhaps also because he was weak from hunger, made it impossible 
for him to move.  He was sure that everyone would turn on him any 
moment, and he waited.  He was not even startled out of this state 
when the violin on his mother's lap fell from her trembling fingers 
and landed loudly on the floor. 
 
"Father, Mother", said his sister, hitting the table with her hand 
as introduction, "we can't carry on like this.  Maybe you can't see 
it, but I can.  I don't want to call this monster my brother, all I 
can say is: we have to try and get rid of it.  We've done all that's 
humanly possible to look after it and be patient, I don't think 
anyone could accuse us of doing anything wrong." 
 
"She's absolutely right", said Gregor's father to himself.  His 
mother, who still had not had time to catch her breath, began to 
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cough dully, her hand held out in front of her and a deranged 
expression in her eyes. 
 
Gregor's sister rushed to his mother and put her hand on her 
forehead.  Her words seemed to give Gregor's father some more 
definite ideas.  He sat upright, played with his uniform cap between 
the plates left by the three gentlemen after their meal, and 
occasionally looked down at Gregor as he lay there immobile. 
 
"We have to try and get rid of it", said Gregor's sister, now 
speaking only to her father, as her mother was too occupied with 
coughing to listen, "it'll be the death of both of you, I can see it 
coming.  We can't all work as hard as we have to and then come home 
to be tortured like this, we can't endure it.  I can't endure it any 
more."  And she broke out so heavily in tears that they flowed down 
the face of her mother, and she wiped them away with mechanical hand 
movements. 
 
"My child", said her father with sympathy and obvious understanding, 
"what are we to do?" 
 
His sister just shrugged her shoulders as a sign of the helplessness 
and tears that had taken hold of her, displacing her earlier 
certainty. 
 
"If he could just understand us", said his father almost as a 
question; his sister shook her hand vigorously through her tears as 
a sign that of that there was no question. 
 
"If he could just understand us", repeated Gregor's father, closing 
his eyes in acceptance of his sister's certainty that that was quite 
impossible, "then perhaps we could come to some kind of arrangement 
with him.  But as it is ..." 
 
"It's got to go", shouted his sister, "that's the only way, Father. 
You've got to get rid of the idea that that's Gregor.  We've only 
harmed ourselves by believing it for so long.  How can that be 
Gregor? If it were Gregor he would have seen long ago that it's not 
possible for human beings to live with an animal like that and he 
would have gone of his own free will.  We wouldn't have a brother 
any more, then, but we could carry on with our lives and remember 
him with respect.  As it is this animal is persecuting us, it's 
driven out our tenants, it obviously wants to take over the whole 
flat and force us to sleep on the streets.  Father, look, just 
look", she suddenly screamed, "he's starting again!"   In her alarm, 
which was totally beyond Gregor's comprehension, his sister even 
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abandoned his mother as she pushed herself vigorously out of her 
chair as if more willing to sacrifice her own mother than stay 
anywhere near Gregor.  She rushed over to behind her father, who had 
become excited merely because she was and stood up half raising his 
hands in front of Gregor's sister as if to protect her. 
 
But Gregor had had no intention of frightening anyone, least of all 
his sister.  All he had done was begin to turn round so that he 
could go back into his room, although that was in itself quite 
startling as his pain-wracked condition meant that turning round 
required a great deal of effort and he was using his head to help 
himself do it, repeatedly raising it and striking it against the 
floor.  He stopped and looked round.  They seemed to have realised 
his good intention and had only been alarmed briefly.  Now they all 
looked at him in unhappy silence.  His mother lay in her chair with 
her legs stretched out and pressed against each other, her eyes 
nearly closed with exhaustion; his sister sat next to his father 
with her arms around his neck. 
 
"Maybe now they'll let me turn round", thought Gregor and went back 
to work.  He could not help panting loudly with the effort and had 
sometimes to stop and take a rest.  No-one was making him rush any 
more, everything was left up to him.  As soon as he had finally 
finished turning round he began to move straight ahead.  He was 
amazed at the great distance that separated him from his room, and 
could not understand how he had covered that distance in his weak 
state a little while before and almost without noticing it.  He 
concentrated on crawling as fast as he could and hardly noticed that 
there was not a word, not any cry, from his family to distract him. 
He did not turn his head until he had reached the doorway.  He did 
not turn it all the way round as he felt his neck becoming stiff, 
but it was nonetheless enough to see that nothing behind him had 
changed, only his sister had stood up.  With his last glance he saw 
that his mother had now fallen completely asleep. 
 
He was hardly inside his room before the door was hurriedly shut, 
bolted and locked.  The sudden noise behind Gregor so startled him 
that his little legs collapsed under him.  It was his sister who had 
been in so much of a rush.  She had been standing there waiting and 
sprung forward lightly, Gregor had not heard her coming at all, and 
as she turned the key in the lock she said loudly to her parents "At 
last!". 
 
"What now, then?", Gregor asked himself as he looked round in the 
darkness.  He soon made the discovery that he could no longer move 
at all.  This was no surprise to him, it seemed rather that being 
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able to actually move around on those spindly little legs until then 
was unnatural.  He also felt relatively comfortable.  It is true 
that his entire body was aching, but the pain seemed to be slowly 
getting weaker and weaker and would finally disappear altogether. 
He could already hardly feel the decayed apple in his back or the 
inflamed area around it, which was entirely covered in white dust. 
He thought back of his family with emotion and love.  If it was 
possible, he felt that he must go away even more strongly than his 
sister.  He remained in this state of empty and peaceful rumination 
until he heard the clock tower strike three in the morning.  He 
watched as it slowly began to get light everywhere outside the 
window too.  Then, without his willing it, his head sank down 
completely, and his last breath flowed weakly from his nostrils. 
 
When the cleaner came in early in the morning - they'd often asked 
her not to keep slamming the doors but with her strength and in her 
hurry she still did, so that everyone in the flat knew when she'd 
arrived and from then on it was impossible to sleep in peace - she 
made her usual brief look in on Gregor and at first found nothing 
special.  She thought he was laying there so still on purpose, 
playing the martyr; she attributed all possible understanding to 
him.  She happened to be holding the long broom in her hand, so she 
tried to tickle Gregor with it from the doorway.  When she had no 
success with that she tried to make a nuisance of herself and poked 
at him a little, and only when she found she could shove him across 
the floor with no resistance at all did she start to pay attention. 
She soon realised what had really happened, opened her eyes wide, 
whistled to herself, but did not waste time to yank open the bedroom 
doors and shout loudly into the darkness of the bedrooms: "Come and 
'ave a look at this, it's dead, just lying there, stone dead!" 
 
Mr. and  Mrs. Samsa sat upright there in their marriage bed and had 
to make an effort to get over the shock caused by the cleaner before 
they could grasp what she was saying.  But then, each from his own 
side, they hurried out of bed.  Mr. Samsa threw the blanket over his 
shoulders,  Mrs. Samsa just came out in her nightdress; and that is 
how they went into Gregor's room.  On the way they opened the door 
to the living room where Grete had been sleeping since the three 
gentlemen had moved in; she was fully dressed as if she had never 
been asleep, and the paleness of her face seemed to confirm this. 
"Dead?", asked  Mrs. Samsa, looking at the charwoman enquiringly, 
even though she could have checked for herself and could have known 
it even without checking.  "That's what I said",  replied the 
cleaner, and to prove it she gave Gregor's body another shove with 
the broom, sending it sideways across the floor.  Mrs. Samsa made a 
movement as if she wanted to hold back the broom, but did not 
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complete it.  "Now then", said  Mr. Samsa, "let's give thanks to God 
for that". He crossed himself, and the three women followed his 
example.  Grete, who had not taken her eyes from the corpse, said: 
"Just look how thin he was.  He didn't eat anything for so long. 
The food came out again just the same as when it went in". Gregor's 
body was indeed completely dried up and flat, they had not seen it 
until then, but now he was not lifted up on his little legs, nor did 
he do anything to make them look away. 
 
"Grete, come with us in here for a little while", said  Mrs. Samsa 
with a pained smile, and Grete followed her parents into the bedroom 
but not without looking back at the body.  The cleaner shut the door 
and opened the window wide.  Although it was still early in the 
morning the fresh air had something of warmth mixed in with it.  It 
was already the end of March, after all. 
 
The three gentlemen stepped out of their room and looked round in 
amazement for their breakfasts;  they had been forgotten about. 
"Where is our breakfast?", the middle gentleman asked the cleaner 
irritably.  She just put her finger on her lips and made a quick and 
silent sign to the men that they might like to come into Gregor's 
room.  They did so, and stood around Gregor's corpse with their 
hands in the pockets of their well-worn coats. It was now quite 
light in the room. 
 
Then the door of the bedroom opened and  Mr. Samsa appeared in his 
uniform with his wife on one arm and his daughter on the other.  All 
of them had been crying a little; Grete now and then pressed her 
face against her father's arm. 
 
"Leave my home.  Now!", said  Mr. Samsa, indicating the door and 
without letting the women from him.  "What do you mean?", asked the 
middle of the three gentlemen somewhat disconcerted, and he smiled 
sweetly.  The other two held their hands behind their backs and 
continually rubbed them together in gleeful anticipation of a loud 
quarrel which could only end in their favour.  "I mean just what I 
said", answered  Mr. Samsa, and, with his two companions, went in a 
straight line towards the man.  At first, he stood there still, 
looking at the ground as if the contents of his head were 
rearranging themselves into new positions.  "Alright, we'll go 
then", he said, and looked up at  Mr. Samsa as if he had been 
suddenly overcome with humility and wanted permission again from 
Mr. Samsa for his decision.  Mr. Samsa merely opened his eyes wide 
and briefly nodded to him several times.  At that, and without 
delay, the man actually did take long strides into the front 
hallway; his two friends had stopped rubbing their hands some time 
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before and had been listening to what was being said.  Now they 
jumped off after their friend as if taken with a sudden fear that 
Mr. Samsa might go into the hallway in front of them and break the 
connection with their leader.  Once there, all three took their hats 
from the stand, took their sticks from the holder, bowed without a 
word and left the premises.  Mr. Samsa and the two women followed 
them out onto the landing; but they had had no reason to mistrust 
the men' intentions and as they leaned over the landing they saw how 
the three gentlemen made slow but steady progress down the many 
steps.  As they turned the corner on each floor they disappeared and 
would reappear a few moments later; the further down they went, the 
more that the Samsa family lost interest in them; when a butcher's 
boy, proud of posture with his tray on his head, passed them on his 
way up and came nearer than they were,  Mr. Samsa and the women came 
away from the landing and went, as if relieved, back into the flat. 
 
They decided the best way to make use of that day was for relaxation 
and to go for a walk; not only had they earned a break from work but 
they were in serious need of it.  So they sat at the table and wrote 
three letters of excusal,  Mr. Samsa to his employers,  Mrs. Samsa 
to her contractor and Grete to her principal.  The cleaner came in 
while they were writing to tell them she was going, she'd finished 
her work for that morning.  The three of them at first just nodded 
without looking up from what they were writing, and it was only when 
the cleaner still did not seem to want to leave that they looked up 
in irritation.  "Well?", asked  Mr. Samsa.  The charwoman stood in 
the doorway with a smile on her face as if she had some tremendous 
good news to report, but would only do it if she was clearly asked 
to.  The almost vertical little ostrich feather on her hat, which 
had been source of irritation to  Mr. Samsa all the time she had 
been working for them, swayed gently in all directions.  "What is it 
you want then?", asked  Mrs. Samsa, whom the cleaner had the most 
respect for.  "Yes", she answered, and broke into a friendly laugh 
that made her unable to speak straight away, "well then, that thing 
in there, you needn't worry about how you're going to get rid of it. 
 That's all been sorted out."   Mrs. Samsa and Grete bent down over 
their letters as if intent on continuing with what they were 
writing;  Mr. Samsa saw that the cleaner wanted to start describing 
everything in detail but, with outstretched hand, he made it quite 
clear that she was not to.  So, as she was prevented from telling 
them all about it, she suddenly remembered what a hurry she was in 
and, clearly peeved, called out "Cheerio then, everyone", turned 
round sharply and left, slamming the door terribly as she went. 
 
"Tonight she gets sacked", said  Mr. Samsa, but he received no reply 
from either his wife or his daughter as the charwoman seemed to have 
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destroyed the peace they had only just gained.  They got up and went 
over to the window where they remained with their arms around each 
other.  Mr. Samsa twisted round in his chair to look at them and sat 
there watching for a while.  Then he called out: "Come here, then. 
Let's forget about all that old stuff, shall we.  Come and give me a 
bit of attention". The two women immediately did as he said, 
hurrying over to him where they kissed him and hugged him and then 
they quickly finished their letters. 
 
After that, the three of them left the flat together, which was 
something they had not done for months, and took the tram out to the 
open country outside the town.  They had the tram, filled with warm 
sunshine, all to themselves.  Leant back comfortably on their seats, 
they discussed their prospects and found that on closer examination 
they were not at all bad - until then they had never asked each 
other about their work but all three had jobs which were very good 
and held particularly good promise for the future.  The greatest 
improvement for the time being, of course, would be achieved quite 
easily by moving house; what they needed now was a flat that was 
smaller and cheaper than the current one which had been chosen by 
Gregor, one that was in a better location and, most of all, more 
practical.  All the time, Grete was becoming livelier.  With all the 
worry they had been having of late her cheeks had become pale, but, 
while they were talking,  Mr. and  Mrs. Samsa were struck, almost 
simultaneously, with the thought of how their daughter was 
blossoming into a well built and beautiful young lady.  They became 
quieter.  Just from each other's glance and almost without knowing 
it they agreed that it would soon be time to find a good man for 
her.  And, as if in confirmation of their new dreams and good 
intentions, as soon as they reached their destination Grete was the 
first to get up and stretch out her young body. 

 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.gutenberg.org/files/5200/5200.txt  
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CHAPTER 35 : “THE WASTE LAND” BY T.S. ELIOT 
�

Background Information 
Thomas Stearns Eliot (1888-1965) was a poet, dramatist and literary critic. His poem The 
Waste Land is one of the key texts of modernist poetry in English.  It is perhaps the most 
famous and most written-about long poem of the 20th century, dealing with the decline of 
civilization and the impossibility of recovering meaning in life. Despite the alleged 
obscurity of the poem—its shifts between satire and prophecy, its abrupt and 
unannounced changes of speaker, location and time, its elegiac but intimidating 
summoning up of a vast and dissonant range of cultures and literatures—the poem has 
nonetheless become a familiar touchstone of modern literature. Among its famous 
phrases are "April is the cruellest month" (its first line); "I will show you fear in a handful 
of dust"; and "Shantih shantih shantih" (its last line).  Such modernist poetry is generally 
considered to have emerged in the early years of the 20th century with the appearance of 
the imagist poets. In common with many other modernists, these poets were writing in 
reaction to what they saw as the excesses of Victorian poetry, with its emphasis on 
traditional formalism and flowery poetic diction. In many respects, their criticism of 
contemporary poetry echoes what William Wordsworth wrote in the Preface to Lyrical 
Ballads to instigate the Romantic movement in British poetry over a century earlier. 

 

The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

"Nam Sibyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis 
vidi in ampulla pendere, et cum illi pueri dicerent: 
Sibylla ti theleis; respondebat illa: apothanein thelo." 
 
 
I. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 
 
April is the cruellest month, breeding 
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing 
Memory and desire, stirring 
Dull roots with spring rain. 
Winter kept us warm, covering 
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding 
A little life with dried tubers. 
Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee 
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade, 
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,                            10 
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour. 
Bin gar keine Russin, stamm' aus Litauen, echt deutsch. 
And when we were children, staying at the archduke's, 
My cousin's, he took me out on a sled, 
And I was frightened. He said, Marie, 
Marie, hold on tight. And down we went. 
In the mountains, there you feel free. 
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I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter. 
 
What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow 
Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,                                  20 
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only 
A heap of broken images, where the sun beats, 
And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief, 
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only 
There is shadow under this red rock, 
(Come in under the shadow of this red rock), 
And I will show you something different from either 
Your shadow at morning striding behind you 
Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you; 
I will show you fear in a handful of dust.                              30 
     Frisch weht der Wind 
     Der Heimat zu 
     Mein Irisch Kind, 
     Wo weilest du? 
"You gave me hyacinths first a year ago; 
"They called me the hyacinth girl." 
- Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden, 
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not 
Speak, and my eyes failed, I was neither 
Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,                                    40 
Looking into the heart of light, the silence. 
Od' und leer das Meer. 
 
Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante, 
Had a bad cold, nevertheless 
Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe, 
With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she, 
Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor, 
(Those are pearls that were his eyes. Look!) 
Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks, 
The lady of situations.                                                 50 
Here is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel, 
And here is the one-eyed merchant, and this card, 
Which is blank, is something he carries on his back, 
Which I am forbidden to see. I do not find 
The Hanged Man. Fear death by water. 
I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring. 
Thank you. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone, 
Tell her I bring the horoscope myself: 
One must be so careful these days. 
 
Unreal City,                                                            60 
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Under the brown fog of a winter dawn, 
A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many, 
I had not thought death had undone so many. 
Sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled, 
And each man fixed his eyes before his feet. 
Flowed up the hill and down King William Street, 
To where Saint Mary Woolnoth kept the hours 
With a dead sound on the final stroke of nine. 
There I saw one I knew, and stopped him, crying "Stetson! 
"You who were with me in the ships at Mylae!                            70 
"That corpse you planted last year in your garden, 
"Has it begun to sprout? Will it bloom this year? 
"Or has the sudden frost disturbed its bed? 
 
Line 42 Od'] Oed' - Editor. 
 
"Oh keep the Dog far hence, that's friend to men, 
"Or with his nails he'll dig it up again! 
"You! hypocrite lecteur! - mon semblable, - mon frere!" 
 
II. A GAME OF CHESS 
 
The Chair she sat in, like a burnished throne, 
Glowed on the marble, where the glass 
Held up by standards wrought with fruited vines 
From which a golden Cupidon peeped out                                  80 
(Another hid his eyes behind his wing) 
Doubled the flames of sevenbranched candelabra 
Reflecting light upon the table as 
The glitter of her jewels rose to meet it, 
From satin cases poured in rich profusion; 
In vials of ivory and coloured glass 
Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes, 
Unguent, powdered, or liquid - troubled, confused 
And drowned the sense in odours; stirred by the air 
That freshened from the window, these ascended                          90 
In fattening the prolonged candle-flames, 
Flung their smoke into the laquearia, 
Stirring the pattern on the coffered ceiling. 
Huge sea-wood fed with copper 
Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone, 
In which sad light a carved dolphin swam. 
Above the antique mantel was displayed 
As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene 
The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king 
So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale                             100 
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Filled all the desert with inviolable voice 
And still she cried, and still the world pursues, 
"Jug Jug" to dirty ears. 
And other withered stumps of time 
Were told upon the walls; staring forms 
Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed. 
Footsteps shuffled on the stair. 
Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair 
Spread out in fiery points 
Glowed into words, then would be savagely still.                        110 
 
"My nerves are bad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay with me. 
"Speak to me. Why do you never speak. Speak. 
"What are you thinking of? What thinking? What? 
"I never know what you are thinking. Think." 
 
I think we are in rats' alley 
Where the dead men lost their bones. 
 
"What is that noise?" 
                             The wind under the door. 
"What is that noise now? What is the wind doing?" 
                             Nothing again nothing.                     120 
                                                                  "Do 
"You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you remember 
"Nothing?" 
 
   I remember 
Those are pearls that were his eyes. 
"Are you alive, or not? Is there nothing in your head?" 
                                                                    But 
O O O O that Shakespeherian Rag - 
It's so elegant 
So intelligent                                                          130 
"What shall I do now? What shall I do?" 
I shall rush out as I am, and walk the street 
"With my hair down, so. What shall we do to-morrow? 
"What shall we ever do?" 
                                     The hot water at ten. 
And if it rains, a closed car at four. 
And we shall play a game of chess, 
Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door. 
 
When Lil's husband got demobbed, I said - 
I didn't mince my words, I said to her myself,                          140 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 
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Now Albert's coming back, make yourself a bit smart. 
He'll want to know what you done with that money he gave you 
To get yourself some teeth. He did, I was there. 
You have them all out, Lil, and get a nice set, 
He said, I swear, I can't bear to look at you. 
And no more can't I, I said, and think of poor Albert, 
He's been in the army four years, he wants a good time, 
And if you don't give it him, there's others will, I said. 
Oh is there, she said. Something o' that, I said.                       150 
Then I'll know who to thank, she said, and give me a straight look. 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 
If you don't like it you can get on with it, I said. 
Others can pick and choose if you can't. 
But if Albert makes off, it won't be for lack of telling. 
You ought to be ashamed, I said, to look so antique. 
(And her only thirty-one.) 
I can't help it, she said, pulling a long face, 
It's them pills I took, to bring it off, she said. 
(She's had five already, and nearly died of young George.)              160 
The chemist said it would be alright, but I've never been the same. 
You are a proper fool, I said. 
Well, if Albert won't leave you alone, there it is, I said, 
What you get married for if you don't want children? 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 
Well, that Sunday Albert was home, they had a hot gammon, 
And they asked me in to dinner, to get the beauty of it hot - 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 
Goonight Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight.                    170 
Ta ta. Goonight. Goonight. 
Good night, ladies, good night, sweet ladies, good night, good night. 
 
III. THE FIRE SERMON 
 
The river's tent is broken: the last fingers of leaf 
Clutch and sink into the wet bank. The wind 
Crosses the brown land, unheard. The nymphs are departed. 
Sweet Thames, run softly, till I end my song. 
The river bears no empty bottles, sandwich papers, 
Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends 
Or other testimony of summer nights. The nymphs are departed. 
And their friends, the loitering heirs of city directors;               180 
Departed, have left no addresses. 
 
Line 161 ALRIGHT. This spelling occurs also in 
the Hogarth Press edition - Editor. 
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By the waters of Leman I sat down and wept . . . 
Sweet Thames, run softly till I end my song, 
Sweet Thames, run softly, for I speak not loud or long. 
But at my back in a cold blast I hear 
The rattle of the bones, and chuckle spread from ear to ear. 
A rat crept softly through the vegetation 
Dragging its slimy belly on the bank 
While I was fishing in the dull canal 
On a winter evening round behind the gashouse                           190 
Musing upon the king my brother's wreck 
And on the king my father's death before him. 
White bodies naked on the low damp ground 
And bones cast in a little low dry garret, 
Rattled by the rat's foot only, year to year. 
But at my back from time to time I hear 
The sound of horns and motors, which shall bring 
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring. 
O the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter 
And on her daughter                                                     200 
They wash their feet in soda water 
Et O ces voix d'enfants, chantant dans la coupole! 
 
Twit twit twit 
Jug jug jug jug jug jug 
So rudely forc'd. 
Tereu 
 
Unreal City 
Under the brown fog of a winter noon 
Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant 
Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants                                210 
C.i.f. London: documents at sight, 
Asked me in demotic French 
To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel 
Followed by a weekend at the Metropole. 
 
At the violet hour, when the eyes and back 
Turn upward from the desk, when the human engine waits 
Like a taxi throbbing waiting, 
I Tiresias, though blind, throbbing between two lives, 
Old man with wrinkled female breasts, can see 
At the violet hour, the evening hour that strives                       220 
Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea, 
The typist home at teatime, clears her breakfast, lights 
Her stove, and lays out food in tins. 
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Out of the window perilously spread 
Her drying combinations touched by the sun's last rays, 
On the divan are piled (at night her bed) 
Stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays. 
I Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs 
Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest - 
I too awaited the expected guest.                                       230 
He, the young man carbuncular, arrives, 
A small house agent's clerk, with one bold stare, 
One of the low on whom assurance sits 
As a silk hat on a Bradford millionaire. 
The time is now propitious, as he guesses, 
The meal is ended, she is bored and tired, 
Endeavours to engage her in caresses 
Which still are unreproved, if undesired. 
Flushed and decided, he assaults at once; 
Exploring hands encounter no defence;                                   240 
His vanity requires no response, 
And makes a welcome of indifference. 
(And I Tiresias have foresuffered all 
Enacted on this same divan or bed; 
I who have sat by Thebes below the wall 
And walked among the lowest of the dead.) 
Bestows one final patronising kiss, 
And gropes his way, finding the stairs unlit . . . 
 
She turns and looks a moment in the glass, 
Hardly aware of her departed lover;                                     250 
Her brain allows one half-formed thought to pass: 
"Well now that's done: and I'm glad it's over." 
When lovely woman stoops to folly and 
Paces about her room again, alone, 
She smoothes her hair with automatic hand, 
And puts a record on the gramophone. 
 
"This music crept by me upon the waters" 
And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street. 
O City city, I can sometimes hear 
Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,                             260 
The pleasant whining of a mandoline 
And a clatter and a chatter from within 
Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls 
Of Magnus Martyr hold 
Inexplicable splendour of Ionian white and gold. 
 
     The river sweats 



 392

     Oil and tar 
     The barges drift 
     With the turning tide 
     Red sails                                                          270 
     Wide 
     To leeward, swing on the heavy spar. 
     The barges wash 
     Drifting logs 
     Down Greenwich reach 
     Past the Isle of Dogs. 
          Weialala leia 
          Wallala leialala 
 
     Elizabeth and Leicester 
     Beating oars                                                       280 
     The stern was formed 
     A gilded shell 
     Red and gold 
     The brisk swell 
     Rippled both shores 
     Southwest wind 
     Carried down stream 
     The peal of bells 
     White towers 
          Weialala leia                                                 290 
          Wallala leialala 
 
"Trams and dusty trees. 
Highbury bore me. Richmond and Kew 
Undid me. By Richmond I raised my knees 
Supine on the floor of a narrow canoe." 
 
"My feet are at Moorgate, and my heart 
Under my feet. After the event 
He wept. He promised 'a new start'. 
I made no comment. What should I resent?" 
"On Margate Sands.                                                      300 
I can connect 
Nothing with nothing. 
The broken fingernails of dirty hands. 
My people humble people who expect 
Nothing." 
     la la 
 
To Carthage then I came 
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Burning burning burning burning 
O Lord Thou pluckest me out 
O Lord Thou pluckest                                                    310 
 
burning 
 
IV. DEATH BY WATER 
 
Phlebas the Phoenician, a fortnight dead, 
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell 
And the profit and loss. 
                                         A current under sea 
Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell 
He passed the stages of his age and youth 
Entering the whirlpool. 
                                       Gentile or Jew 
O you who turn the wheel and look to windward,                          320 
Consider Phlebas, who was once handsome and tall as you. 
 
V. WHAT THE THUNDER SAID 
 
After the torchlight red on sweaty faces 
After the frosty silence in the gardens 
After the agony in stony places 
The shouting and the crying 
Prison and palace and reverberation 
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains 
He who was living is now dead 
We who were living are now dying 
With a little patience                                                  330 
 
Here is no water but only rock 
Rock and no water and the sandy road 
The road winding above among the mountains 
Which are mountains of rock without water 
If there were water we should stop and drink 
Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think 
Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand 
If there were only water amongst the rock 
Dead mountain mouth of carious teeth that cannot spit 
Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit                              340 
There is not even silence in the mountains 
But dry sterile thunder without rain 
There is not even solitude in the mountains 
But red sullen faces sneer and snarl 
From doors of mudcracked houses 
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                                                         If there were water 
And no rock 
If there were rock 
And also water 
And water                                                               350 
A spring 
A pool among the rock 
If there were the sound of water only 
Not the cicada 
And dry grass singing 
But sound of water over a rock 
Where the hermit-thrush sings in the pine trees 
Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop 
But there is no water 
 
Who is the third who walks always beside you?                          360 
When I count, there are only you and I together 
But when I look ahead up the white road 
There is always another one walking beside you 
Gliding wrapt in a brown mantle, hooded 
I do not know whether a man or a woman 
- But who is that on the other side of you? 
 
What is that sound high in the air 
Murmur of maternal lamentation 
Who are those hooded hordes swarming 
Over endless plains, stumbling in cracked earth                         370 
Ringed by the flat horizon only 
What is the city over the mountains 
Cracks and reforms and bursts in the violet air 
Falling towers 
Jerusalem Athens Alexandria 
Vienna London 
Unreal 
 
A woman drew her long black hair out tight 
And fiddled whisper music on those strings 
And bats with baby faces in the violet light                            380 
Whistled, and beat their wings 
And crawled head downward down a blackened wall 
And upside down in air were towers 
Tolling reminiscent bells, that kept the hours 
And voices singing out of empty cisterns and exhausted wells. 
 
In this decayed hole among the mountains 
In the faint moonlight, the grass is singing 
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Over the tumbled graves, about the chapel 
There is the empty chapel, only the wind's home. 
It has no windows, and the door swings,                                 390 
Dry bones can harm no one. 
Only a cock stood on the rooftree 
Co co rico co co rico 
In a flash of lightning. Then a damp gust 
Bringing rain 
 
Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves 
Waited for rain, while the black clouds 
Gathered far distant, over Himavant. 
The jungle crouched, humped in silence. 
Then spoke the thunder                                                  400 
DA 
Datta: what have we given? 
My friend, blood shaking my heart 
The awful daring of a moment's surrender 
Which an age of prudence can never retract 
By this, and this only, we have existed 
Which is not to be found in our obituaries 
Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider 
Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor 
In our empty rooms                                                     410 
DA 
Dayadhvam: I have heard the key 
Turn in the door once and turn once only 
We think of the key, each in his prison 
Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison 
Only at nightfall, aetherial rumours 
Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus 
DA 
Damyata: The boat responded 
Gaily, to the hand expert with sail and oar                            420 
The sea was calm, your heart would have responded 
Gaily, when invited, beating obedient 
To controlling hands 
 
                                     I sat upon the shore 
Fishing, with the arid plain behind me 
Shall I at least set my lands in order? 
London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down 
Poi s'ascose nel foco che gli affina 
Quando fiam ceu chelidon - O swallow swallow 
Le Prince d'Aquitaine a la tour abolie                        430 
These fragments I have shored against my ruins 
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Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo's mad againe. 
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata. 
                           Shantih    shantih    shantih 
 
Line 416 aetherial] aethereal 
Line 429 ceu] uti - Editor 
 
 
NOTES ON "THE WASTE LAND" 
 
Not only the title, but the plan and a good deal of the 
incidental symbolism of the poem were suggested 
by Miss Jessie L. Weston's book on the Grail legend: 
From Ritual to Romance (Macmillan).<1> Indeed, 
so deeply am I indebted, Miss Weston's book will elucidate 
the difficulties of the poem much better than my notes can do; 
and I recommend it (apart from the great interest of the book itself) 
to any who think such elucidation of the poem worth the trouble. 
To another work of anthropology I am indebted in general, one which has 
influenced our generation profoundly; I mean The Golden Bough; I have 
used especially the two volumes Adonis, Attis, Osiris.  Anyone who is 
acquainted with these works will immediately recognise in the poem 
certain references to vegetation ceremonies. 
 
<1> Macmillan] Cambridge. 
 
 
I. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 
 
Line 20.  Cf.  Ezekiel 2:1. 
 
23.  Cf.  Ecclesiastes 12:5. 
 
31.  V.  Tristan und Isolde, i, verses 5-8. 
 
42.  Id.  iii, verse 24. 
 
46.  I am not familiar with the exact constitution of the Tarot pack 
of cards, from which I have obviously departed to suit my own convenience. 
The Hanged Man, a member of the traditional pack, fits my purpose 
in two ways:  because he is associated in my mind with the Hanged God 
of Frazer, and because I associate him with the hooded figure in 
the passage of the disciples to Emmaus in Part V. The Phoenician Sailor 
and the Merchant appear later; also the "crowds of people," and 
Death by Water is executed in Part IV.  The Man with Three Staves 
(an authentic member of the Tarot pack) I associate, quite arbitrarily, 
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with the Fisher King himself. 
 
60.  Cf.  Baudelaire: 
 
     "Fourmillante cite;, cite; pleine de reves, 
     Ou le spectre en plein jour raccroche le passant." 
 
63.  Cf.  Inferno, iii.  55-7. 
 
                                   "si lunga tratta 
     di gente, ch'io non avrei mai creduto 
     che morte tanta n'avesse disfatta." 
 
64.  Cf.  Inferno, iv.  25-7: 
 
     "Quivi, secondo che per ascoltare, 
     "non avea pianto, ma' che di sospiri, 
     "che l'aura eterna facevan tremare." 
 
68.  A phenomenon which I have often noticed. 
 
74.  Cf.  the Dirge in Webster's White Devil . 
 
76.  V. Baudelaire, Preface to Fleurs du Mal. 
 
II.  A GAME OF CHESS 
 
77.  Cf.  Antony and Cleopatra, II. ii., l. 190. 
 
92.  Laquearia.  V.  Aeneid, I. 726: 
 
     dependent lychni laquearibus aureis incensi, et noctem flammis 
                    funalia vincunt. 
 
98.  Sylvan scene.  V. Milton, Paradise Lost, iv.  140. 
 
99.  V. Ovid, Metamorphoses, vi, Philomela. 
 
100.  Cf.  Part III, l. 204. 
 
115.  Cf.  Part III, l. 195. 
 
118.  Cf.  Webster:  "Is the wind in that door still?" 
 
126.  Cf.  Part I, l. 37, 48. 
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138.  Cf.  the game of chess in Middleton's Women beware Women. 
 
III.  THE FIRE SERMON 
 
176.  V. Spenser, Prothalamion. 
 
192.  Cf.  The Tempest, I.  ii. 
 
196.  Cf.  Marvell, To His Coy Mistress. 
 
197.  Cf.  Day, Parliament of Bees: 
 
     "When of the sudden, listening, you shall hear, 
     "A noise of horns and hunting, which shall bring 
     "Actaeon to Diana in the spring, 
     "Where all shall see her naked skin . . ." 
 
199.  I do not know the origin of the ballad from which these lines 
are taken:  it was reported to me from Sydney, Australia. 
 
202.  V. Verlaine, Parsifal. 
 
210.  The currants were quoted at a price "carriage and insurance 
free to London"; and the Bill of Lading etc. were to be handed 
to the buyer upon payment of the sight draft. 
 
Notes 196 and 197 were transposed in this and the Hogarth Press edition, 
but have been corrected here. 
 
210.  "Carriage and insurance free"] "cost, insurance and freight"-Editor. 
 
218.  Tiresias, although a mere spectator and not indeed a "character," 
is yet the most important personage in the poem, uniting all the rest. 
Just as the one-eyed merchant, seller of currants, melts into 
the Phoenician Sailor, and the latter is not wholly distinct 
from Ferdinand Prince of Naples, so all the women are one woman, 
and the two sexes meet in Tiresias.  What Tiresias sees, in fact, 
is the substance of the poem.  The whole passage from Ovid is 
of great anthropological interest: 
 
     '. . . Cum Iunone iocos et maior vestra profecto est 
     Quam, quae contingit maribus,' dixisse, 'voluptas.' 
     Illa negat; placuit quae sit sententia docti 
     Quaerere Tiresiae: venus huic erat utraque nota. 
     Nam duo magnorum viridi coeuntia silva 
     Corpora serpentum baculi violaverat ictu 
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     Deque viro factus, mirabile, femina septem 
     Egerat autumnos; octavo rursus eosdem 
     Vidit et 'est vestrae si tanta potentia plagae,' 
     Dixit 'ut auctoris sortem in contraria mutet, 
     Nunc quoque vos feriam!' percussis anguibus isdem 
     Forma prior rediit genetivaque venit imago. 
     Arbiter hic igitur sumptus de lite iocosa 
     Dicta Iovis firmat; gravius Saturnia iusto 
     Nec pro materia fertur doluisse suique 
     Iudicis aeterna damnavit lumina nocte, 
     At pater omnipotens (neque enim licet inrita cuiquam 
     Facta dei fecisse deo) pro lumine adempto 
     Scire futura dedit poenamque levavit honore. 
 
221.  This may not appear as exact as Sappho's lines, but I had in mind 
the "longshore" or "dory" fisherman, who returns at nightfall. 
 
253.  V. Goldsmith, the song in The Vicar of Wakefield. 
 
257.  V.  The Tempest, as above. 
 
264.  The interior of St. Magnus Martyr is to my mind one of 
the finest among Wren's interiors.  See The Proposed Demolition 
of Nineteen City Churches (P. S. King & Son, Ltd.). 
 
266.  The Song of the (three) Thames-daughters begins here. 
From line 292 to 306 inclusive they speak in turn. 
V.  Gutterdsammerung, III.  i:  the Rhine-daughters. 
 
279.  V. Froude, Elizabeth, Vol.  I, ch.  iv, letter of De Quadra 
to Philip of Spain: 
 
"In the afternoon we were in a barge, watching the games on the river. 
(The queen) was alone with Lord Robert and myself on the poop, 
when they began to talk nonsense, and went so far that Lord Robert 
at last said, as I was on the spot there was no reason why they 
should not be married if the queen pleased." 
 
293.  Cf.  Purgatorio, v.  133: 
 
     "Ricorditi di me, che son la Pia; 
     Siena mi fe', disfecemi Maremma." 
 
307.  V. St. Augustine's Confessions:  "to Carthage then I came, 
where a cauldron of unholy loves sang all about mine ears." 
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308.  The complete text of the Buddha's Fire Sermon (which corresponds 
in importance to the Sermon on the Mount) from which these words are taken, 
will be found translated in the late Henry Clarke Warren's Buddhism 
in Translation (Harvard Oriental Series). Mr. Warren was one 
of the great pioneers of Buddhist studies in the Occident. 
 
309.  From St. Augustine's Confessions again.  The collocation 
of these two representatives of eastern and western asceticism, 
as the culmination of this part of the poem, is not an accident. 
 
V. WHAT THE THUNDER SAID 
 
In the first part of Part V three themes are employed: 
the journey to Emmaus, the approach to the Chapel Perilous 
(see Miss Weston's book) and the present decay of eastern Europe. 
 
357.  This is Turdus aonalaschkae pallasii, the hermit-thrush 
which I have heard in Quebec County.  Chapman says (Handbook of 
Birds of Eastern North America) "it is most at home in secluded 
woodland and thickety retreats. . . . Its notes are not remarkable 
for variety or volume, but in purity and sweetness of tone and 
exquisite modulation they are unequalled."  Its "water-dripping song" 
is justly celebrated. 
 
360.  The following lines were stimulated by the account of one 
of the Antarctic expeditions (I forget which, but I think one 
of Shackleton's): it was related that the party of explorers, 
at the extremity of their strength, had the constant delusion 
that there was one more member than could actually be counted. 
 
367-77. Cf.  Hermann Hesse, Blick ins Chaos: 
 
"Schon ist halb Europa, schon ist zumindest der halbe Osten Europas auf dem 
Wege zum Chaos, fährt betrunken im heiligem Wahn am Abgrund entlang 
und singt dazu, singt betrunken und hymnisch wie Dmitri Karamasoff sang. 
Ueber diese Lieder lacht der Bürger beleidigt, der Heilige 
und Seher hört sie mit Tränen." 
 
402.  "Datta, dayadhvam, damyata" (Give, sympathize, 
control). The fable of the meaning of the Thunder is found 
in the Brihadaranyaka-Upanishad, 5, 1.  A translation is found 
in Deussen's Sechzig Upanishads des Veda, p.  489. 
 
408.  Cf.  Webster, The White Devil, v.  vi: 
 
                                                    ". . . they'll remarry 
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   Ere the worm pierce your winding-sheet, ere the spider 
   Make a thin curtain for your epitaphs." 
 
412.  Cf.  Inferno, xxxiii.  46: 
 
          "ed io sentii chiavar l'uscio di sotto 
          all'orribile torre." 
 
Also F. H. Bradley, Appearance and Reality, p.  346: 
 
"My external sensations are no less private to myself than are my 
thoughts or my feelings.  In either case my experience falls within 
my own circle, a circle closed on the outside; and, with all its 
elements alike, every sphere is opaque to the others which surround 
it. . . . In brief, regarded as an existence which appears in a soul, 
the whole world for each is peculiar and private to that soul." 
 
425.  V. Weston, From Ritual to Romance; chapter on the Fisher King. 
 
428.  V.  Purgatorio, xxvi.  148. 
 
          "'Ara vos prec per aquella valor 
           'que vos guida al som de l'escalina, 
           'sovegna vos a temps de ma dolor.' 
            Poi s'ascose nel foco che gli affina." 
 
429.  V.  Pervigilium Veneris.  Cf.  Philomela in Parts II and III. 
 
430.  V. Gerard de Nerval, Sonnet El Desdichado. 
 
432.  V. Kyd's Spanish Tragedy. 
 
434.  Shantih.  Repeated as here, a formal ending to an Upanishad. 
'The Peace which passeth understanding' is a feeble translation 
of the content of this word. 
 
 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://www.gutenberg.org/dirs/etext98/wslnd11.txt  
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CHAPTER 36 : “FIRST FIG” BY EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY 
 
 
Background Information 
 
Edna St. Vincent Millay (1892-1950) was a lyrical poet and playwright and the first 
woman to receive the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry. She was also known for her wicked 
bohemian lifestyle and her many love affairs with men and women. Her best known 
poem might be "First Fig", shown below.   
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
 

MY candle burns at both ends; 
  It will not last the night; 
But ah, my foes, and oh, my friends– 
  It gives a lovely light!  

 
 
 
Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/millay/figs/first.html  
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CHAPTER 37 : “anyone lived in a pretty how town” BY E.E. 
CUMMINGS 

Background Information 
 
Edward Estlin Cummings (1894 – 1962), abbreviated E. E. Cummings, was an American 
poet, painter, essayist, and playwright.  Cummings is probably best known for his poems 
and their unorthodox usage of capitalization, layout, punctuation and syntax. There is 
extensive use of lower case; word gaps, line breaks and gaps appear in unexpected 
places; punctuation marks are omitted or misplaced, interrupting sentences and even 
individual words; grammar and word order are sometimes strange. Many of his poems 
are best understood when read on the page. When read in the correct fashion, his poems 
often paint a syntactical picture as vital to the understanding of the poem as the words 
themselves. 

Despite Cummings' affinity for avant-garde styles and for unusual typography, much of 
his work is traditional. Many of his poems are sonnets, and he occasionally made use of 
the blues form and acrostics as well. Cummings' poetry often deals with themes of love 
and nature, as well as the relationship of the individual to the masses and to the world. 
His poems are often satirical as well. But, while his poetic forms and even themes show a 
close continuity with the romantic tradition, his work universally shows a particular 
idiosyncrasy of syntax or way of arranging individual words into larger phrases and 
sentences. Many of his most striking poems do not involve any typographical or 
punctuational innovations at all, but purely syntactic ones. 

During his lifetime, he published more than 900 poems, along with two novels, several 
plays and essays, as well as numerous drawings, sketches, and paintings. He is 
remembered as one of the preeminent voices of 20th century poetry. 

Some of Cummings's most famous poems do not involve much if any odd typography or 
punctuation at all, but still carry his unmistakable style. For example, the aptly titled 
"anyone lived in a pretty how town" begins as excerted below. 
 
 
The Work or Excerpts from the Work 
anyone lived in a pretty how town 
(with up so floating many bells down) 
spring summer autumn winter 
he sang his didn't he danced his did 

Women and men(both little and small) 
cared for anyone not at all 
they sowed their isn't they reaped their same 
sun moon stars rain… 

Websites for Background Information and the Work or Excerpts from the Work  

 http://www.poets.org/viewmedia.php/prmMID/15403  


